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OUR UNDER COVER GIRL: PHAEDRA KELLY 

Based upon her own little autobiography, our lovely Phaedra is 
from England. She is 36 years old, 6 foot tall. has blue eyes. with 
varied hair and figure. She calls herself a male to female trans­
former and self designated Gender Transient. So here is her story ... 

"I began in the 1970s. one 
of the few in our community 
who took a conscious 
decision to be an Androgyne. 
- ie. not wanting to be male 
or female. but both in one. 

"My earliest female name 
was Jaquetta El e La Ha. (the 
latter half being an -Asian­
Cocopa Indian name for a 
Transgenderist). I changed to 
Phaedra (after the Greek 
Drama) Kelly (after Ned. the 
Australian bandit/revolutio­
nary) in 1980. when I formed 
the Gender Transient Affinity, 
a postal international study 
and reform network. 

"In 19831 had minor press 
coverage for having entered 
a Carnival Queen competi­
tion. from which I was "ban-
ned" for being born male. 

"In 1984 (Orwell's year) my fiancee Yanda and I got married. 
fighting and winning against the government for the right to do so. 
with me in bridal gown and she in the suit with three Transgender 
bridesmaids, the first such wedding legaly in recorded British history. 
It got world news coverage. 

·1 had freelanced for years, but in '85 was accepted on merit 
for training as a professional fashion, glamour and promotional 
model with Lace Modelling Agency out of Mallinsons photography 
school. Halfway through the course I was asked to train other stu­
dents. After which I did a couple of kissogram jobs. and small cos-
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tume drama movies, some nightclub work and singing with a t iny 
band named Mistress. 

' I also continued to study and document transgender w orld­
wide, mainly from a social anthropology viewpoint, Writing two 
books (still unpublished): The Naked Transient and The Third 
Opinion .. 

' I campaigned for civil rights, media rights through letters, a r­
ticles in both Transgender and mainstream magazines, lobbies to 
Prime Ministers, MPs and government the world over, with varied 
success. 

·1 did a static line parachute jump (in female form) sponsored 
on behalf of Mencap the charity for the mentaly handicapped, 
forming from that the Idea of the GTA Adventure Sport Squad, 
a.k.a. Para Trans. Although I have done another jump from two 
thousand feet recently for a chi Id needing a l Iver transplant, and 
several sea and air stunts since, so far no other Trans have joined 
me. 

'Several groups have done me honorary life memberships, and 
I have enjoyed a certain popularity; but lately have fallen from 
favour In UK especialy, due to having taken on Germaine Greer in 
print publicaly, challenging her over her biased and bigoted anti 
Tran attitude. Rank and file support is plenty, but the group 
leaderenes seem to be reluctant to encourage even the sanest 
and most needed form of literary activism. 

'Not being a light unto myself, I have grown tired of the strug­
gle, and decided to let that lie fallow, in the hands of the Comet 
Queens. I still have my research on behalf of the Trans Gender Ar­
chive at Ulster University to keep me busy, as a research assistant, 
and have just done an expedition to The Gambia N.W. Africa, to in­
vestigate the tribes at some risk. (Trannlng in an Islamic land In mid 
Ramadan wasn't easy.) My hubby and I have a fact finding tour 
of Paris planned for next month. 

' I have also begun visiting TVs and TSs who are In prison and 
hope to encourage the formation of a selfhelp group for, and by 
them, run in part from within UKs groups on the outside. 

'Recently I joined three UK Vampire Study groups, and am look­
ing into the connection with that and Androgyny, and may return 
to acting for a Vampire movie, and be part of an ameteur 
documentary on the subject.' 
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THE OUTREACH INSTITUTE 

Presents 

THE 16th ANNUAL FANTASIA FAIR 

~ .. 
When: OCTOBER 12-21 , 

Where: PROVINCETOWN, MASS 
ANNOUNCES 

FANTASIA FAIR'S SPECIAL WEEKEND PROGRAMS 
"RELEASING THE WOMAN WITHIN" 

October 12- 14 
Friday: Welcome Registration• Welcome Cocktail Party 

Saturday:Or1entation • 'Going Public' Luncheon 

The Beauty Fair• 
(Wherein our staff using the 'County Fair Approach' wlN help you 
develop an Individual personal guide to your best make-up and 
hair stytlng as well as much more.) 

CloM Enc0W1ters Workshop Medlcal Workshop 

Ladies Night Cocktail Party & Supper• Evening House Party 

Sunday: Church Program• Farewell Breakfast 

"FUN EN FEMME WEEKEND" 
OCTOBER 19-21 

Friday: Welcome Registration• Fantasy Ball 

Saturday: Luncheon Seminar• Kite Fly Picnic 

Fashion Fair• 
(Wherein our staff using the 'County Fair Approach' will help you develop 
an lndlvldual personal guide to your best wardrobe selectton 
and much more) 

Encounters Workshop In Public Workshop 

Awards Cocktail Party & Banquet• Evening House Party 

Sunday: Church Program• Farewell Breakfast 

WEEKEND RATES 
SINGLE; $250 DOUBLE: $240 

COUPLES $425 
APARTMENT $495 

COME TO THE FAIR 
AN EXPERIENCE TO REMEMBER 

Write: FANTASIA FAIR,LINCOLNIA STATION, POB 11254, AU:XANDRIA, VA 22312 
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Bee ... I ne a churt, 
Alwaya atar1lng • fight, 

I'm to be a little glr1, 
UntU I learn whll'1 right. 

Mothtr, !Tiide mt a proper glrf, 
In It• of tht halrbN1h'1 1mlle. 
Tqhl to curtly In 1 i.cy IWlrf; 

To be pror11lt, DutHul, Ind polkt. 

I l111ot tllY to be 1 girt; 
TNMCI Ind lalnttd ~ II for my plight. 

To be Cllt In 1new111'1 whlrt, 
In lib Ind udlW lb I fllry lpl'itt. 

All my rnodllr'I dllNy ptlri, 
I w .. lovtly drtlltl IO dllnty Ind brtghl; 

Whh my hllr In I prttty curl, 
I'm rt~ to 111 In light! 

But l'VI IHmtd to bt I good fltlt glr1, 
And, I know tllll mother II *IYI rlghl, 
For, who Wllltl to bt 1 bid tltlt ctut, 

Whtn you Clll fllVI I flt of ftrNnlM dtllghl.. 

THE TRANSSEXUAL PHENOMENON 
by Hey Benjamin 

The Outreach Institute announces the reprinting of this classic 
publlcatlon on gender isrues. This major work on transsexualism. 
which Includes 16 pages of photos associated with Important case 
histories. and the well-known Benjamin Scale of Gender Shift. is 
available In limited numbers. 

The antique cover edition Is priced at $39.95 and the standard 
edition costs $35.95. Please add $3.50 for postage and handling 
US. or $7 .00 In US Funds outside the US. 

Please make money orders and checks payable to: 
The Outreach Institute 
Kenmore Station. POB 368 
Boston. MA. 02215 

This project Is being supported in part by: 

Jlrlfd fifdD~liilDiiO ~~Wliliitil?P~I tl?UOSS'ien 
WE APPRECIATE YOUR PATRONAGE AND SUPPORT a 

OUR SORORITY 

/ y 
.. ·/ 

I 

'-..... 
' 

-
WHAT DO YOU MEAN, YOU'RE 
GETilNG MARRIED IN MEXICO? 
THATS OUR STUNT MANI 

~· . .... . . 

"ONE OF OUR MOST COOPERATIVE 
EMPLOYEES. I MERELY WARNED HIM 
THAT IF HE DIDN'T DRASTICALLY 
CHANGE HIS WAYS ..... " 

"I SEE WE BOTH LOVE FRILLY 
UNDERTHINGS, MR. SWISHER." 

7 
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A GREAT VACATION 

by Elizabeth Anne Nelson 
II 

Don sprawled out over his bedroom floor studying the booklets 
and mail from Camp Thunder. Munching on a peanut butter and 
jellie sandwich he he took a sip of root beer and hardly looked up 
when his twin sister Danna entered to spread her skirts and join him. 

'What you doing?' she asked rolling over and picking up one of 
the color folders. 'This about the camp you're going to this sum­
mer?' 

"Yes: he replied enthusiastically, 'I'm going this weekend you 
know. It's a groovy camp with swimming. booting. riding .. .. ' 

'Horseback riding: Donna asked her ears almost perking up at 
the sound of her favorite subject with growing envy as she saw a 
picture in the folder of two boys making a high jump on horseback. 
'Boy oh boy they let you ride all afternoon If you want: she sighed 
reading the folder. 

'I want to go on canoe trips." he observed taking another bite 
from his sandwich. 'They go on explorer trips in the back country 
and I'm just old enough to go. They only take twelve or older. yau 
know. That's scout age.' 

'Big deal.' she muttered thinking with envy about what a great 
camp it really must be. She was going to their grand mother's at 
the beach to baby sit her aunt's two little babies and be ·a little 
homemaker'. Their mother was completely captivated by the idea 
of her daughter spending the sumner learning how to take care of 
babies and help grandmother around the summer home. To put it 
mildly. Donna was not at all that eager; especially now that she 
saw the great vacation her brother was going to have. 

But. the vacation wasn't her only trouble. Tomorrow she had to 
take a math test. Frankly, she was scared to death because math 
was her worst subject. If she flunked she might not be let into the 
eighth grade. Now she saw that her brother had it made in the 
shade. 

She just couldn't see how two that looked almost exactly alike. 
except for the hair. her' s was shorter since he went on the mod 
kick. could be so very different just because one was a giri and the 
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other a boy. She shrugged to toss the folder aside and stand up. 
Just as she was straightening her skirts and wondering what she was 
going to wear to school she gave out a shout that caused Don to 
all but choke on his root beer. 

'Hey, bubble head.' 

'I got the greatest idea since Liverpool started to swing." she 
shouted looking at her brother and clapping her hands. 'Do you 
want your stupid sister to get stuck in the seventh grade until she 
gets too old to touch dance?' 

'Cut your engines your overheating,' he muttered taking 
another bite from the sandwich and wondering why the world ever 
made silly sisters and girls. 'What's this staying In the seventh grade 
bit?' 

' If I flunk my math test I won't make it.' she announced. 'Just 
think. the last day of classes and they spring a test. · 

'It's not bad.' he muttered not liking the Idea of being bothered 
about anything but his plans for the sumner. 'My homeroom took it 
last week.' 

"Will they really not let you go Into the next grade?' she asked 
wondering If her plan would work. It had lots of risks. 

'Ah. come on. you won't flunk, bubble head." he protested. 

'Not If yau take my test for me: she stated all at once. 'See. 
you have taken it and you could dress as me and nobody would 
know and .. .' 

'Oh. no we don't.' he stopped her rush of words by raising his 
hand. ' If you think I'm going to run around school dressed like a 
girl. you've got to have blown your cool kid.' 

'It would be a snap, I' 11 get Kathy to walk you around since 
she has the same classes I do. She is my real buddy type friend.' 
Donna concluded clapping her hands over the Idea. 

'And who will be In my classes?' 

'Me: she replied with a giggle liking that idea. ' I'll be you and 
you will be me.· 

"Even If I was stupid enough to try such a crazy thing, it wouldn't 
work. Nobody would believe that you were me.' 
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"Oh. really." she said sitting on the edge of his bed only to get 
up and start looking through his closet to produce a pair of slacks 
and a sports shirt along with a pair of sneakers. • 1· 11 show you. 
Donald Baker. · 

"Now wait a minute.' he protested as she suddenly unzipped 
the back of her dress to stand before him dressed in panties and 
an undervest. 

In a moment she grabbed a pair of sox from his bureau and 
slipped on his slacks and sport shirt to sit on the edge of the bed to 
put on the socks and shoes. Standing up she went to the mirror of 
his bureau and picked up a oomb mnd brush to look at him for a 
moment before she quickly brushed her hair from its curly summer 
hairdo to match his Beatie styled hair. 

'Now lorthe real test: she laughed grabbing his hand and 
pushing him into the closet. 'Fifty cents says that mom won't 
tumble?' 

'You're on,' he answered guessing that it was easy money, 
even if she did look an awful lot like him right then. 

'Say mom: Donna called opening the door after tucking her 
dress under the bed. 'Did you see these keen folders from camp. ' 

Mrs. Baker stepped out of the master bedroom to brush her 
arm against a stray lock of hair. 

'Not had a chance, dearest.· she said seeing that it was Don 
and wishing that their voices would change soon so that she could 
know which one was shouting. Well. at least Donna was becoming 
too ladylike to yell. 'What did I tell you about yelling, young man?' 

"Gee, I forgot: Danna said mimicking Don's habit of sticking his 
hands into his pockets and looking down as he kicked an imagi­
nary pebble. 'Would you like to see ,the folders?' 

' I guess so. but I am awful busy packing. You know dad and I 
have to leave earlv in the morning right after you kids go to school 
if were to reach the convention by tomorrow and I still have to talk 
to mother.' 

Danna led the way into her brother's room to pick up the 
papers from the camp, which she handed to her mom. 

After showing her mother the folders a fantastic idea began to 
form in the back of her mind, but she continued her little game until 
her mother left to return to her packing. 
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'See, smarty pants, you owe me half a buck, ' she announced 
closing the door to face her somewhat surprised brother. 'Now it Is 
your turn. kiddo.' 

'Not on your sweet life. bubble head." he swore sitting on the 
edge of his bed tryng to ignore her outstretched hand, but then he 
shrugged and dug Into his pants to produce half of a week's al­
lowance, 'Gee, sis, you know I'm saving to save for a go-cart.' 

She pocketed the coins and smiled brightly figuring that what 
she had in mind was worth the price. 'I have almost fifty dollars in 
the bank,' she suggested bending over and pulling her dress from 
under his bed to hold it up to his chest. 'I might consider a loan for 
a little favor.' 

'A loan: he asked uncertainly thinking that all he needed was 
twenty more dollars. With summer and all he didn't figure he could 
get the cart until fall when school started If he watched his money 
closely. 

She eyed her quarry thoughtfully, 'I think that I could help you 
buy that go-cart, how much Is It worth to you?' 

'I need twenty five bucks to buy it: he replied looking down at 
the summer dress. 'It's an awful gamble. What If I'm caught cheat­
ing. The whole school would know I pretended to be a girl.' 

'You won't get caught,' she promised. 'Kathy Is coming over 
tonight.' she added to get his mind away from the possibility. 'Let's 
first see If we can fool her. Now that would be a real test.· 

'If I make it,' he suggested, 'I get my fifty cents back.' 

'And if you fail, I get the rest of the dollar, wise guy: she 
demanded. 'Is it a deal?' 

'It's harder to be a girl,' he protested. 'I'm not so sure .. .' 

'Well , let's see if you can fool Kathy first: she sighed suddenly 
taking him by the hand and pausing at the door just to be sure the 
hall was clear before she towed him to her room. 'Take off your 
shirt.' she ordered having him sit before her vanity table. 

'Hey,' he complained as she began to fuss with his hair just 
noticing her clock radio, ·can't we wait until after supper?' 

'No.' she concluded having made up her mind, 'I want to test 
the folks also. If they don't tumble I know it will work. If they do it's 
just a joke, okay?" Continued on Page 14 
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Outreach Book Service, LTD. 
126 Western Avenue, Suite 222 

Auiusta, ME., 04330 

OUR SORORITY 

ANNOUNCING THE PUBLICATION OF: 

TRANSFORMATIONS I 
cg§R§ES§E§S ooa WB§E we WYE WEM 

By MARRIETIE PATRY ALLEN 

Recently published. this book of photographs and Interviews 
with men who crossdress focuses on males who depend on 
feminine Imagery to reach full personality expression. It includes six­
teen pages of color. 100 black and white Images. and 32 inter­
views. Ari Kane of the Outreach Institute says. 'Transformations is a 
sensitive and empathetic portrayal of men whose lives are Involved 
with this form of expression of the feminine.· Professor John Money 
says of Allen's work. 'an absolutely splendid photographic job in 
capturing moments of truth. esthetlc and empathetic. in the lives of 
men whose destiny Is to mime women.· Betty Ann Lind says; Trans­
formations Is a lovely collection of excellent photographs inter­
woven by well chosen understanding words.' 

AVAILABLE FROM OUTREACH BOOK SERVICE 

@ $24.95 + 3.50 P&H 

Please Include your Money Order or Bank Check for the full 
amount. payable in US Funds and made out to: 

Outreach Book Services Ud. 

NOTE: P&H ON ALL ORDERS OUTSIDE USA IS $7.00 US FUNDS 

WE APPRECIATE YOUR PATRONAGE AND SUPPORT 

OUR SORORITY 

f em!f ash1ons 

W~&1S~P 
Who is the girl in the Fem-Fashion logo? 

It could be you! Do you have a fantasy to 
dress in 'silks 'n satin 'n bows?' Muriel can 
help you fulfill your fantasies and make them 
a reality. 

WHO IS MURIEL? 

She's a warm. caring GG (Genetic Girl). a pioneer In her field 
with twelve years experience In counseling and Image consulting 
for crossdressers. She believes that both male and female traits 
and hormones are Inherent In all men and women In varying de­
grees. through birth. To the more sensitive and Intelligent of us. 
especially crossdressers. this poses a problem In our society. 
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Learn how to accept yourself and channel your energies 
towards becoming a whole. complete entity; learn to improve your 
position in private life and occupy a more secure position In 
society. Become a whole person and enjoy the 'Best of Both 
Worlds.' 

COUNSELING ANALYSIS FOR THE TV a TS WITH REFERRALS 
DRESS, MAKE-UP I CHARM SESSIONS. 

IMAGE COUNSELING - COLOR a FASHION ANALYSIS. 
SHOPPING TOURS AND SOCIAL EVENTS. 

TRAINING FOR VOICE, MOVEMENT, POISE I FEMININE DECORUM. 
INTERVIEW FOR NEW YORK GENDER AUIANCE (NYGA) PEER GROUP. 

You can find It at our boutique: 
BREAST FORMS. CUSTOM MADE CORSETS. HIP PADS & GIRDLES. 

COSMETICS & BEARD COVERS 
WIGS & ACCESSORIES 

BY APPOINTMENT 

3:00 to 9:00 P.M. 

CAUMURIEL 

(212) 629-5750 

Catalog $10 

Newly Revised 

With Supplements 
9 WEST 31st STREET, SUITE 7R, NEW YORK, NY., 10001 
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' I still get the money?' 

· Oh. no. not until you have taken the test and all,' she count­
ered sectioning his hair and applying the wave lotion before setting 
it in big rollers showing him how to do his own hair. 

While he rolled a tress in place she went to her bureau and dug 
out a pair of white cotton pahties trimmed with lace leg openings. 

Assisting him with the lotion she helped him with another curl 
before leaving him to finish the curl while she pulled a pair of pink 
anklets from a drawer and produced a pair of black patent leather 
Mary Janes from her closet along with an A-line white nylon slip 
trimmed with lace at the wide shoulder straps and ruffled hem. 

The dress was a pink cotton pleated float styled dress with 
puffed sleeves. Within a few minutes she showed him how to com­
plete the hair setting only to undo the whole wori<s. much to his 
surprise. Taking a brush she soon brushed out whatever sectioning 
she had done to the wet hair. 

'Now again start from the beginning by yourself while I watch. · 

'What's the idea: Don complained taking the comb from her 
hand trying to remember where she had sectioned the hair. 

'I Just want you to see what It's like to be a girl.' she answered 
with a secret smile. "Yes, that is right. And remember that the first 
row of rollers are rolled with the rollers up. Perfect.' 

After some time he completed the ordeal and she placed the 
dryer cap on his head only to began giving him a manicure; 
remembering then to remove her own clear polish, thankful that 
her mother hadn't noticed. Doing one hand she had him do the 
other. Next she plucked a few stray hairs in his brows and used 
vasaline on his lashs before using a curler. Satisfied. she tested a 
curl and began to show him how to fix his hairstyle making sure that 
he knew how by making him do it over once she was done. 

'Good,' she exclaimed clapping her hands. 'Now before you 
go to bed tonight you can set your own hair and prepare it in the 
morning.' 

'Set my hair?' he asked in wonder. 

'Yes: she replied firmly, ' I can't sleep in here tonight if you are 
to be me and we won't be able to switch in the morning so from 
now on you are me and I am you. · 

' I don't .. ." 
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"Twenty five dollars: she reminded helping him to stand. 'Now 
you undress and put these on.· She handed him the panties. 

'Can '1 I wear .. .' 

"The skirts are too short for you to be wearing your own briefs. " 
She giggled at the idea. 'Now don't be a cry baby, put on your 
panties. Donna.· 

'Okay; he muttered lowering his pants as she looked the other 
way. In a minute the shame of the panties covered him and he felt 
strangely different. Almost timidly he accepted the nylon slip. 
'Couldn't I wear slacks or something,' he asked looking at the dress 
as she helped him Into it and buttoned the back. 

'Not on your life.' Donna stated picking up the anklets. 'Mom in­
sists on a dress for sohool and supper. You know that.· 

·1 wondered why you always put on a dress before supper.' he 
mused stepping Into the shoes after putting on the anklets. Tighten­
ing the straps he straightened out to look at his Image in the mirror. 
It was Donna! 

'Perfect; she exclaimed clapping her hands. 'And now we're 
going to practice until supper.· 

'Practice?' 

'Oh, yes. you have a lot of rough edges to smooth out. I'm 
glad to be a bit of a tomboy,' she mused. "You're lucky too. Be­
cause. mom doesn't expect the goody-goody sissy pants bit from 
me. But, you do have to know how to sit, stand. walk, carry books. 
talk. and ever so much more. I'm glad Kathy will be here.· 

For two solid hours she drilled him until he responded to her 
name and began to feel the part of being a girl. 

Suddenly their mother called and poor Don almost died of 
fright admiring in turn how cool she was. Soon he was In the hall on 
the way to supper. When his father came in he ran to him In a 
fluror of skirts and blushingly kissed and hugged his father who lifted 
him up from the floor and swung him a bit in their evening ritual of 
'how is my little baby girl • that father and daughter practiced 
when father came home. 

Helping his mother with the food he accepted her compliments 
on how pretty 'Donna's new hair set looks·. 

And soon the meal was underway with the poor boy trying to 
be the perfect lady until he began to feel relaxed; for he could see 
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that he was accepted as being his sister. When the meal was over 
he helped with the dishs and was released when Kathy came to 
the back door. 

'HI. Dot; Kathy exclaimed entering the kitchen and greeting 
the Bakers. 'I brought my math book so we can cram. okay?" 

'Now. girls, I want you studying. not playing records." Mrs Baker 
warned as the two ran upstairs hand in hand while the real Donna 
finished wiping the dishs. 

Soon Kathy took over the bed to open the book. 

' I'm frightened to death over math." she exclaimed pushing the 
book away. 'I thought that you thought that dress was icky.' 

'It's babysville." Don countered thinking fast. 'but dad. dear old 
dad likes it.' 

'I see: Kathy mused. 'Jane and Barb are walking to school with 
us. Did you see the adorable new dress on sale at Angela's, it 
mod. but fob.· 

Don nodded remembering how his sister had gushed over that 
dress when they passed Angela's. "It's soft as cake. I bet their ask­
ing a lot for It. Did you see Sandra's new bike?' 

'Sure: Kathy acknowledged picking up the book. 'I have a 
new Sure Dead record. 

'Hi. bubble heads, • Danna (as Don) announced leaning in the 
doorway hands In pockets. 'Need any help on that math book. 
The test was a cinch.· 

'Your baby brother's here: Kathy taunted but then she 
shrugged. ·1 guess you could help at that.' 

'Sit here. sis: Donna (as Don) ordered patting the bed in a mas­
culine gesture. 

Don (as Donna) dragged up a chair about to put his feet up on 
the organza spread. 

'Don't you dare put your feet on my bed." the real Donna sud­
denly protested only to stifle a laugh causing her brother to join in. 

'Oh. Kathy." Donna exclaimed in sheer delight. 'You fell for it.' 

Kathy looked at the crazy brother and sister in bewilderment. 
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'I'm Donna. and that lovely girl Is my brother, Don." Donna an­
nounced causing Kathy to break into giggles once she recovered 
from her disbelief. Donna whispered something Into her ear caus­
ing Kathy to look at Don with a mischievous grin. 
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' I wish I had a twin brother,· Kathy said at last. standing up to 
take his hands into her's so that she could have a closer look. 'Per­
fect.' 

'I think we had better have him practice some more." Donna 
suggested telling about her game before supper and soon Don 
had two teachers putting him through his feminine paces. After 
four more hours of practice Kathy left to go home promising not to 
tell a soul about their little ruse and also promising to stay with Don 
through the day to help him out. 

When she left Mrs. Baker came upstairs to send the children to 
bed pleased to see that Don had been helping his sister with her 
math. 

Before Danna left she selected a dress for Don's day at school 
and then went to Don's room to look through the camp folders 
before undressing and slipping into a pair of his pajamas and going 
to sleep. 

Don undressed and found a pair of her baby doll pajamas and 
after setting his hair he went to bed thinking about what hod hap­
pened and what was going to happen, hoping that all went well. 

Morning came suddenly to the boy, who had a restless night. 
Donna opened the door on the way to the bath room and woke 
him up to make sure the normally late getter-upper would be sure 
to have enough time to do his hair. 

Once his hair was ready he went to the bath room and 
cleaned up only to return to his sister's room. Soon he removed the 
feminine pajamas to put on the panties and slip he had worn the 
night before along with the black patent leather Mary Jones and 
the pink anklets. The dress was a pink A-line with side pleated skirt 
and ruffled organza and lace circular collar. 

Donna, now dressed in a pair of blue cotton slacks and a pull 
over shirt came to her room to Inspect her 'sister ' and added a 
pink hairbow to his disguise before leading the way down to break­
fast. 

Don had barely finished breakfast when a highly amused Kathy 
with Jane and Barb picked him up to take him to school. 
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"Do well on your test, 
dearest: Mrs. Baker asked 
giving her 'daughter'a 
quick kiss goodbye. ·1 
have a surprise for you 
after school. · 

'What, mother: he 
asked. but she only smiled 
and sent him out with the 
girls. Donna (as Don) 
smiled and waved good­
by before talking with 'his' 
mother. 

Poor Kathy could hard­
ly keep her secret; but, 
she enjoyed the fact that 
the other girls were so 
completely fooled too 
much to let on. 

Before long Don was 
at school and sitting In 
Donna's desk at 
homeroom. He was too 
nervous to really think 

about what was happening and before long he was just one ol the 
girls going from class to class with Kathy. After a very anxious hour 
of lunch surrounded by the girls in his class he was back In the 
homeroom and taking the test. Don finished up before the bell 
rang and Mrs. Dexter took his test with a sigh of relief, for she ex­
pected poor Donna to be last. 

When the bell rang Kathy took him in tow to gym class where a 
very nervous boy changed to the blue jumper in his sister's locker. 
Soon he lost himself in the game of German socker enjoying himself 
so much that Mrs. Kenter had to warn 'Donna' twice not to play so 
rough. When the ball game was over she thanked the girls and 
watched them leave the playing field for the girl's gym wonderkng 
over how much Donna's coordination had improved. 

Once he had changed back Into the pink dress he followed 
Kathy back to homeroom where he returned to his sister's desk and 
listened to their home room teacher as she wished them all a 
wonderful vacation and then the bell rang. 
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Kathy arose to take a very thankful Don home when the phone 
rang. 

'Yes, she's still here,' Mrs. Dexter answered on the phone. "Oh. 
Donna?" 

Don froze in his tracks wondering what was wrong. "Yes. 
ma'am?" 

·would you go to the main lobby please: the homeroom 
teacher asked hanging up. "Someone is there asking for you." 

"Yes, ma'am: he replied with a half sigh as he half ran after 
Kathy. 

·n 1 meet you at home, Donna: Kathy said in a hurry, ·1 have 
to meet my mother downtown. Did yov have a good time, dar­
ling?" 

"I' 11 be glad to get it over with," he sighed leaving her to walk 
down the hall towards the main lobby. Opening one of the double 
doors he saw his grandmother standing patiently by the door! 

"Oh, Donna, there you are: she exclaimed taking the child's 
hand. ·we have to hurry If we are going to catch the train.· 

'The train?" was the startled question. "What train?" 

"Why to Seaview, didn't your mother tell you?" she asked open­
ing the door as she towed the child to the cab. "Since she was 
leavlng today I thought that I should pick you up. Your brother was 
so very helpful in helping me pack your things.· 

"Going, pack, brother," the child stamnered trying to under­
stand. 

"Why yes: she replied helping her grand daughter into the cab 
as It started towards the station. We're going to Seaview today. 
Your aunty Clara will meet us at the station in Seaview. I'm certain 
your mother told you about her lovely twins and how you are going 
to baby sit them while helping me about the house. She seemed 
delighted over the idea. They're nine months old, a boy and a girl. 
like you and your brother. Isn't that wonderful?" 

She beamed at her grand daughter with a happy smlle. "Yes, I 
talked to Don about It while he told me about the camp he was 
going to this summer where he is going to ride horseback. He felt 
certain that you would love to be at the beach and care for the 
babies. · 
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The stunned and confused child looked at the happy woman; 
not knowing what to say. But. there really was no escape. be­
cause things were far to complicated now to back out. 

'Yes. a wonderful vacation at the beach." she concluded with 
a smile. "Three whole months learning how to be a little home­
maker. Won't that be wonderful?" 

'I guess so. · 

'Yes. darling. I'm certain it will be more fun than swmner school." 
she noted taking the child's hand into her's. 'For you see that is 
where Donna is really going. and you are going to take her place 
as a punishment for this little masquerade.· 

·1 .... : began the protested surprise mingled with disbelieving 
fear. 'Please. no. grandma. please .. .' 

'But, Don. you wanted to be Donna. So you shall be a charm­
ing little girl all summer long." she stated finnly with an amused smile 
over her little punislment. 'When the summer Is over and you have 
had a wonderful vacation. I'll bet you will just adore being a girl.· 
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MAJOR EVENTS 
These events are national in scope and each event is set up to 

provide a varied program for both the novice and advanced cross­
dresser. With the exception of the Tri-Ess Convention (for members 
of Tri-Ess only) these events are open to any & all crossdressers. If 
you hear of further national events. please contact Our Sorority. 

1.F.G.E. FIFTH Annual 
'Coming Together' Convention 
DENVER. COLO. 
April 8-14, 1991 
Write: IFGE. POB 367 
Wayland, Ma .. 01778 
(617) 894-8340 

Mwlel Olive's 
1he Original 
Spring 1990 Pocono 
Fantasy Festival 
Near Stroudsburg. PA 
Sept. 6-9. 1990 
Write: Fem Fashions 
iR.7 
9 West 31st. 
New York, NY., 10001 
(212) 629-57 ffJ 

A Fantasy Adventure 
Houston. Texas 
May , 1991 
Write: GCTC Chapter 
% J. Thorne 
POB 441754 

Houston. TX .• 77244 

Tiffany's Spring Fling 
Provincetown. MA 
May -June. 1991 

Write: Tiffany Club 
POB 2283 
Woburn. MA, 01888-0483 
(508) 358-2305 

Be All You Want To BeWeekend 
Cleveland. Oh. 
June5-9. 1990 
Write; Paradise 
Box 3214 
Parma.Oh. 44129 

"90 IN 91 WEEKEND" 
Port Angeles. WA 
April, 1991 
Write: NWGA 
POB4928 
Portland. OR 97208-4928 

16th Annual 
Fantasia Fair 
Provincetown. MA 
Oct. 12- 21. 1990 
Write: Fantasia Fair 
POB 11254 
Llncolnla Sta. 
Alexandria. Va., 22312 

Tri-Ess Nallonal Conventton 
Houston. Texas. 
November 14-18. 1990 
Write: Tri-Sigma 
POB 194 
Tulare. CA. 93275 

Paradise In lhe Poconos 
Sep. 20-23. 1990 Fall 
Write: Creative Design SeNices 
POB 1263 
King of Prussia. Pa. 19406 
(215) 640-9449 
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IT" S IN TilE IAG 

AUN'l'Y 
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YOUNG ADULT TITLES 
IT'S IN THE BAG 

'Mlln 1 .. Jack LM ,.,, owoy ~"" his u t and ..-de, h• t.cugit he woJd eocape dd faolicried 
pinakr• and ...mg • titit mllid. Jock m• de l'is n y by tilcli-hiking ID • ma.nllin calin "'1•• he 

met s..lrll , ..no stle l'is bag of -•as and money INving b tim htr tir191 . In her bag he fo..nd 
1 1111 he chided mae twin Pnof<r• porithMnl 

CAPTIVE PLAYMATES 
f'.11 wu 1 lide mon will 1 11• k:rtne ond 1 hro '""1g will, who he bllieved plamed 1o munler 
tim. He oaqt b ... tit ,.. ... he •• .,eeted by ,,. poi<ie b cNMn dri-.ing and rnln­

Aqlllr. Then he nMded her ~ and w• ~ ID do anyting b eecepe ~ b choo.,. flat 

N hid piamed I lUt k{ tim M I IDdclef bli>ild ploypen bsl . 

AUPnY 
Evelyn and Beverley had each graduated from high school and 1hey did not 
want kl go to college like their aunts had wanled. Aunt Helena offered Evelyn 
a new car. Whtie tie dreams of a new car Aunt Helena Pidss A Sd!ool tor 
Evelyn. Beveriey wanted his aunt to buy him a garage· M she decided 
what he really needed was a proper ll.u!loDa. ' 

FAIRIFS 
It is hard to imagine three youths who would be more 
insulted by being called Eaidas.Dale escaped home to 

-----•become a Flower Child, but he hitch-hiked into fairy 
land. John was reluctant to enter a contest reserved 
only for talented musical children; however Mrs Worth 
suggested a perfect Coawsition for A Minor. 

NEW WOMAN TITLES 
STEROID By Liz Jen.eguard 

Two young men hHr of a new alerold capo1bla of turning athlalea Into aupo1r Jocka. 
W•h money In hand they an•k Into night to buy the wonder drug. Sher. their 

aurprlee when they dlacover what the aterold - -uy dealgned to dol 

GO-GO DANCER 
Joyce knew that the Qirls attending the Elite School for Secretaries would be in 
dass when he broke into their dormitory. If he had known what the studen~ 
planned to do to htm when they found him trembling in their doset he would 
have screamed for the police! 
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ONE DAY 

Vacation's 
End 

g . 

. -
~ 

LADY 

i'l 
AJ . , .. . 

iti ' 

WILYI 

NEW WOMAN TITLES 
ONE DAY by LIZ JAMESGUARD 
couldn't argue with a computer. It -• pert.c:tly reasonable. "Think 

It, Tlm. Thia would be an opportunity to show Monica how you would 
ka har to be, and Monica would do the rw-. Now, I'm not propoelng 
hat you have to conform to each other's ldNI, but lnfonnllllon la Iha key. 
ona to problem rHDlutlon." "Walt," I dacldad. "Thie la cozy." Tlm 

't ballava that his computer could patch up a lover'• qua!T91 by having 
m switch placn with Monica for just Sll:ll....Clu. But, what It It would not 
lch them ti.ck again? Why did I -nt him trapped In a worMn'• body? 

VACATION'S END 
This year my prep school graduating dass planned a vacation tour of Europe. And 
I had been accepted by Old i'vy. ' 

But..Aunt Soule had other plans. 
"When Mrs Lumas wrote that she needed a young man kl do some handi-woril 

I thought of you ... 1 wrole her that I was going to send you there for the summer kl 
work. ... lf you don't go I will cut your funds." 

And that is why I was sent kl Edgemont College tor Young Ladies until 
vacation's end .... 

LADY 
Mrs Sarah Dexl9r was not pleased to learn that her son brought his male loYer 
home as his wife. But she decided to teach THE FAIRY BROE .... Now our hero 
was oer1ain that she did not have A CERTAIN IMAGE kl be a k>p execu1ive. Bu~ 
his competitor had a different image in mind tor him ... And Iha mystay was: Who 
wanled kl make .!njce ink> Iha LADY OF THE HOUSE? . 

WILYI 

Young Lieutenant Jean de Marc dreamed of glory and honours. 
Fate placed him the hands of a slave caravan where he hid among 
their women learning the strangest drills ever taught a soldier and 
he wondered why he was being trained to be a Wilyi, a love slave to 
belly dance for the pleasures of men. 

Plight 
Bob had no idea what Roger had in mind when he entered his 
bedroom, but he even had less of an idea what his aunt planned to 
do when she caught them in a very awkward situation! 

MAID FOR SEX Hazel • caped the police by duckilg lrto John Bently'& car only to 

dilcover him&elf toroed Into the sexy unitorrra once worn by Tlna. Mrs Bently'a lomler maid. 
Mrs Bently had hoped that Tlna would terrpt John - Y trom his 'gay' ways; b\.C, the wanton 

girt had just ran awtlff with John's most recent lover. Malk, lnalead. Thia tin. Mrs BenUy 

decided to change her son In stages by making Hazel a Maid tpc Sal Then Mark'• cousin 

arr iYed to an-r to Mrs Bently's prt!ffers. The perted woman IO domalticlle Hazel n 
beoom8 John'• wife. How can Hazel escape? 
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FULL SPECTRUM TV STORIES 

CELESTE by ELIZABETH ANNE NELSON It starts on a stormy fall night 
when five crossdressers and a mysterious stranger began the seven 
tales of Celeste. 

Bl 
MOON QUEENby Elizabeth Anne Nelson Celeste begins our five !ales with her 
prophetic tale: The Legend of the Berdaclle See the Moon Queen's magic in the 
tale of A Qaughter Witness the aeation of The pwjqlara Orw:A wife's plan for 
[)cxne5tk;ation·And, bow a cheating husba'ld la taught With Loyinc Qare 

TRAPPED TRAPPED BY SKIRTS by Cynthia Leigh Four lovely tales about men 
~ trapped by skirts. Ut11e Peter found the perfect spot to look up under 

M' skirts to 11nd out that IT'S A HABIT. JAN, MY LOVE was looking far and 

wtde for a mistress only to 11nd her close at hand. Cindi RESCUED 
___ ,..,. _Tommi to discover lesbian love. PHYLE & LAYNE discover love. 

HOMEMAKE 

SEXIST 

ANCJllLO'S 

BARGAIN 

Sl!AMEN'S 

DBLIOIIT 

TV STORIES 
MY LITTLE HOMEMAKER by Elizabeth Anne Nelson As June 

Turner explained to Mrs. Lurd, Carol wanted to please his wtfe, 

June, but the ladles of the Bralr VIiiage Ladles Club took him to be 

a retarded child! How can lovely Carol convince the ladles that 

he should be accepted for membership? 

TAMING A SEXIST 
C.Acist Piny wM Im• dlliMrilt, who "10l'ed ltdl1g-., C111 in .. bs koor wlial ht fla9\I 

libM rnodlm ......... Al ihll Y«'( 111rnt bs I ,., Van lilMr wM l...-.ling .. flct lhll her llro 

bmtr marilgll .... I mitlakt ~- ICXitly ainPY cid nol Jltpa'f i'uobhlt b prollolionll 
- Ike l did ,.;.. b men. Wllll she W.,lld WM I hcJnt.in<lk• ald1 M .. 'good dd IM>ia1«I 
~. Ike ht~ dlddy hid.' wt'( ii aincim ... rigll moot mtn ~1 IOCtpl ht idea d beilg I 
hcrnem .... ,' ... Knac ~td. 'Good, fllrl 11 lli<t bin,' ,., Van MMr reptd paining II C. 
RciJlrt Ptnyl 

ANGELO'S BARGAIN 
He bad pl'Oposed marriage to Helene De LaVerga Yet, how could be avoid 

such a marriage? He needed money, and Helene was his golden goose. 
Such a monstrosity should be gramful t> have a man. For marriage was to be 
a sound business deal between them.Little did he know that he has bcr"galned 
for a life in petticoats amoQQ._ the Amazons I 

SEAMEN'S DELIGHT 
Dale Belle was to serve as a steward aboard the Crystal 

Belle, to make a man of him. 
But, his new uniform was right out of a south sea island 

movie, and he was to be the sexy island maiden I 
And this was just the first step in making him into the 

Seamen's Delight! 
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NEW BOOKS From Reluctant Press 

MALE LESBIANS OF CLUB LESBOS bt Dani 

~me wit~ us to a worlJ wRere Ees~s 1s noi a l!re' 1s/aJ , guf 
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TV STORIES 

a lesbian night club. Here lesbian dominants are attended by sub­
missive slaves, both male and female, dressed in bizarre ultra 
feminine clothes desig_ned to attract male lust as.the ~~imat~ sex 
objects to totally humih~te t~e weare~s; who are k!entif1ed wit~ 
cute little dolly names like Sissy Dani, Busty Barbie, and Teasing 
Tammy to remind them of their existence as mere sexual toys 

COMPLETE by Elizabeth Anne Nelson 

M09I young women have been lold b¥ tome rnallOll that they are nol 

~ at women unll they have a baby. Th,.. nwn dltcover that they 

are abolA to be complete. Mark at hll lqby Shower Max find °" he II about 

to be a lptpm lyddy when he II an.led tor plOllltullon. And poor Llbla 

knew that lhe had many bablel, She JUI! couldn~ remen-ber I happening be· 

co~ the WC11 Aunt lrubgrg'a ftdWnt 

ORDER FORM 
'I ':/ , • ..,. • •••• • ••• ;:,• ~fl 

D Pl.X>HT 
0 CN'TIVE PLAYMATE 
0 rrs IN THE BAG 
0 0000 DANCER 
0 lADY 1:NPage 
0 AlMY 
0 WILYI 132 PIQI 
0 SEXST 
0 FAIRIES 132 Page 
0 VACAT~ END120 Page 
0 MADFORSEX 
0 Al«>ELO BARGAIN 
0 SEAJ.EN'S DEOOHT 
0 ONE Oi\Y BY LIZ JAMESGUARD 
0 caESTE 
0 STEROID BV LIZ JANESGUARD 
0 ..xlH QUEEN 
0 MY LITTLE HCAllEMAKER 
0 TRAPPED BV SKllTS BY CYNTHIA LEIGH 
0 MALE LESBIANS OF CLUB LESSOO-Oi\NI 
D COMPl.ETE 

Enclose $1.00 for each book to cover postage and handling. 
Make check payable '> Friendly Applications, Inc 
P.O. Box 11936 
Lincolnia Station 
Alexandria, Va 22312 

COMPLETE 

New Wom•n Stories 

$ 7.00 
$ 7.00 
$ 7.00 
$ 7.00 
$10.00 
JT.00 
$10.00 
JT.00 
$10.00 
$10.00 
JT.00 
JT.00 
$10.00 
$10.00 
JT.00 
$10.00 
JT.00 
$10.00 
$7.00 
$10.00 
$7.00 

Mailing Name1 _____________________ _ 

Address~· ----------------------
City: ______ ~t!_ ______ ......,. ___ _ 
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TO ERAT01 MUSE OF LOVE POETRY AND MIMICRY 

A Letter to Salman by Chris Stalley 

9'"ou liiat, Salman: 
'Because you an under attack_ 
from a rasping pulse of peopft. 
'Because your tlwught:.5, your fufi.ngs, 
h.ave bun tfumd too di.ffertnt ani£ 
too offensive to be alfawu{ to ezyt. 
'Because you k_tWW if you went in 
pubGc, you mielit urtain£y be 
tftstroqu{, {ikj one of your POf!tS 
'WfJddd up and tasseil in a 
cum side bon.fin. 

'l1ieq fj[[ you, tfrey k_j{[ your ideas, 
Salman, YOW" 'satanic tJtrSt.S .• 

'We, too, liiat. 
m f\!row tlie fear of tfiscovery, tlie 
metallic taste of fear, of confrontation 
witli. tfiose wfw wil£ not firul a 
microscopic f oU in tlieir brain wfiert 

our reaii~Gve in peaa. 
'J% liUft t in tfie open, Wt may be 
tordrd by tlie h.awGng crawcfs, 
6u.rn ""'tlnt.Sium-briBh.t, 
and tfisappear. 
'But we an not h.ert to disappear. 
'We an h.ert to five. 

So Salman., your woris ring true. 
9'"our wortfs wlien you say, 
''.Frwfom is al'WatjS tak:J,n; it is never gi.ven. • 
9'"e.s, tliert is a prict. 
>l prict some of us an ready to P"'J· 
It is our time to Sat) th.at we 
an entitld to jrwfom. 
).lru{ Wt face tfie fwwfing cruwa 
wi.tli. a truth. simpft as a new ftaf: 

'We ezyt, and tli.is is how we an. 

'I1it. wn.stqutnct.S? .Ut tliem come. 
m cannot pfot and pfan beyond t1iis point. 
J.1s you Sat_f, Salman, 
'Our fivt.S teach. us wh.o we art.· 

>lnd we are mu{y to fearn. 
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Han@ng On By My Finfiemails by Chris Statley 

~n you h.ave a artam, tfon 't ftt it sup, 
1(µ.p it safely in your grip. 

'Ifiat s What I ao wi.th. my femme person, 
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1fanging on by my fingernail.s, wfiich. I've bun nursin ' 
'.For so many years, to a ftngtli. quite foveU,. 

Oval·sh.apd and smootli. arid f ar·and-a6ovefy 
'To Wnn for any mach.o maft to own, 

'lliise tfioi.t:.5 c.ouU cause my ·cover· 6fuwn. 
So I cun my liands into titJh.t !i.ttlt fuffs, 

!J&fing my talons from one and alls. 
'But sometime.s I notice an errant eye stray 
~n I'm not being c.arefu£ and a nail get:.5 away. 

).lru{ I su sorn.wne 'UJOrUfer why tliase nails an on a fie. 
I simp(.y answer, in my h.ead, trftey 'rt not, tfrey 're on me. • 
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Sick Day 

by Chris Statley 

'Watdiing tfu. otfu.rs trudge to tfu. morning 6us, 
(ik.f_ (i~a ekpliant.s past my uving room wintfuws, 
I tfan.cd in my fiuu{, great arcing feaps, tfu.n dowti 

en pointe, 12 fiquitf twirls, and gratef ui app(ause. 

My motfu.r fiad caffd in. I was Sict • Sfu. has gone to wort 
1fr1l was a tfay wi.tfwu.t pain. 

'Up to tfu. arawers, closets, and smal£ liidi119 
spaces. Panti.ts from fieTl, a scarf from tfu.Tl, a skirt rofka up at 

tfu. waist to sfww a saucy gf.impse of {qj. 

1Wutfe, upstict a touch. of perfume. 
'Drtssing, a1lSsi119, 6ut never foo/(ine in tfu. mirror. 

Just fee£ing. >tt ftome. c.omforta6u. ~te. 

9{pt until frours fatt.s, wfren passintJ a fzal[way mirror 
I stoppul and fookfl{. >lntf my tyt,S met in a new face. 
My face. 'U-fitTl tfteTl was a rusfi. of recognition. 

>t 6ig sister? ;ln oU acquaintance? 

'J{p, me. ':But a me witli sucfi. a calm, coo{, cfear sense 
of identity tliat I stared in dis6eEef 1fr1l was a girl 
wfi.o cou1a tfo anytfiintJ. >lnytfii119i' I ask,d. 
My eyts ~ 6act iuukrstanding anti warm, ~ tfu. tfoctor 

wfi.o k_nows tfie answer to a familiar qu.tstion anti is ruufy to TlasSUTl a 
fearful and fligfi.ty patient. 

·yes, ·My eyes sa.Ul, 'anytliing. It is a[[ possi6fe. 
':But I Ii.ave to 6e Fu.Tl. You can't just puf£ me out in 
6its and pitets from 6eli.ina a arawer 
on an oaa 'Ift.urstfay some Marcfi. 
anti ezyect me to lidp you.. • 
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I fookfl{ ant! fook.f,d. I foo~a: aiving into a coo{ ~I 

tfup into a track.fess, welcoming infinity. 
>l sense of compfete security ffooaea me, 
a grtat wave of enew ant! purpose. 
It was a[[ tfiur.. I saw it so simp[y. 
In my eyes, in my new face. 
In tfu. person I was. 

>tnti tfu. joy was so terrifying I ran to put af£ tfu. dotfu.s away 
anti spent tfu. TlSt of tlie tfay in 6fanti anti aimlt.ss activity trying 
to f019et wfzat I liadjust 

seen. 
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A FANCY 

TV TOWN 

by ENID 
111111 

OUR SORORITY 

NOTE: In this narrative, for the sake of readability, all names 
are as chosen by the individuals for their gender of choice. For 
instance, Jill's father is Terri, her mother Hal. Practically all 
persons mentioned, have other gender-appropriate names, but 
the ones commonly used by them in The Town are the ones 
used here. 

I've often wondered how my life would have developed if I'd 
grown up any place but The Town. I haven't the slightest doubt 
that I would have eventually become a habitual crossdresser. but tt 
Is reasonable to doubt that It would have been anything like - It 
was. All communities are unique in one or more ways, of course, 
but our Town is very. very special in that It ls composed almost en­
tirely ol transvestites. Not only the men, either. While my dad's 
closet is probably four-fifths women's wear and the rest suitable for 
men. my mother's is exactly the opposite. Her's contains only a 
minimum of feminine garments, with the rest suits. sportcoats and 
slacks. neckties, and the like. Their dres.5er drawers are the same. 
My dad's contain mostly brassieres. nylons. filmy panties and 
girdles. while mom's ls stocked with jockey shorts, undershirts, socks. 
etc. They aren't all dress-up clothes. either. but a practical selec­
tion of casual around-the-house. and yard wear. too. 

A certain proportion of gender-proper clothing is necessary be­
cause there is no industry in The Town. and all but a few of those 
who work must commute.to The City. which is near enough to 
make the commuting practical. yet not so near that our style of 
living is In danger of becoming crowded out. Those employed 
here are only those in retail establishments and other service 
facilities, and those individuals conventionally dress as tv's or trans­
genderists. 

In my teens I became curious about how such a condition 
could develop to such an extent. and my dad and other older 
people explained that in the early days of the development a 
couple of crossdressers recognized each other, told others about It 
<?nd th<;>se others moved to join them. The whole thing grew topsy­
like until The Town became what it is. It has maintained Its unique 
character for many years now. and the one real estate office in 
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the community- run. of course. by a man-and-wife team of 
crossdres.5ers -- is much more interested in keeping our town as it is 
than in fees. 

I can remember In my very earliest years holding my dad's 
hand as we went to town on a Saturday morning. He would be 
wearing a skirt. cute blouse. nylons. and walking heels. and the 
other men we met. and often stopped to chat with. were similarly 
dres.5ed. 
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One particular morning I remember was when we were in the 
drug store and Janey, the pharmacist. was selling a customer a 
razor. My dad Jokingly commented that Janey probably sold fewer 
of those devices than any other druggist In the state. They laugh­
ingly agreed. Beards are practically unheard of In the Town. As 
soon as the young whiskers become evident on the boys' faces. 
they begin their regular trips to the beauty salon where one chair is 
almost altogether devoted to depilttation. In my own case. I have 
hardly shaved in my life. because by the time It was really neces­
sary I had nothing to shave. Consequently. some of the most 
beautiful complexions you will ever see are In our Town - and many 
of them on the men. 

When I was away at the university In The City (and since when 
working there) and I was asked about my clean face. I always 
replied that It must be Inherited. "My dad Is this way. too.· No prob­
lem. 

Unconscious as we were of mere clothing. I am sure that school 
children were commonly crossdressed. I wasn't aware of It until 
quite well along In elementary school. and then became quite con­
scious of It in high school. Our schools. of course, are quite small­
and totally integrated in every sense. The teachers are all originally 
from The Town and commonly dress In the mode of the opposite 
gender. One of the most beautiful -- and best-dressed - women I 
have ever known was Linda. my high school English teacher -- and 
a man. 

Something of a crltlcal point was turned in my ninth year. I 
remember that It began with me being entranced at my parents' 
preparation for a party they were attending one evening. I took in 
every detail of It. Dad's hair was brushed Just right to set off the 
jewelry in his ears and his necklace, his dress was a beautiful swishy 
pearl gray, and I was especially intrigued by the gray open-toed 
pumps with three-or-so-inch heels that set off his (really) gorgeous 
legs and ankles so well . 
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Mom, of course, complemented him in a dark suit. shirt and 
necktie, and high-shine shoes. Her hair was brushed back, though 
not severely. They made a very attractive couple. 

Hal's chest- that is, Mom's - was as flat as Terri's (Dad's) was 
full. I suppose Dad was wearing falsies, but Mom was depending, 
as all the other Town women did, on the special brassieres that 
Linda and Ron make a point of carrying in thelrToggerie. 

I doubt there has ever been another shop quite like The Tog­
gerie. Most ol the women's clothing tends to run Into the larger 
women's and misses' sizes and their shoes start at about size nine 
and go up, while the men's clothing runs much smaller than in most 
shops and they probably sell more men's shoes In size six than In 
any others. Their large selection of special brassieres is almost com­
pletely composed of those designed to deemphasize the breasts 
rather than enhance them. You may suppose that, considering 
everything, breasts are a common problem In The Town, being 
either too large or too small. That isn't so. Over the years the protr 
lem has been worked out very well. A few of the very large­
breasted women have had surgery to correct their problem, and 
possibly an equal number of men have had enhancement. Other­
wise they put up with what The Toggerie can do for them. 

Several of the younger women have had what you may call a 
simple mastectomy, and have practically nothing up front at all. 
Rather than Just appearance, there is real medical justification for 
the operation; breast cancer is practically unknown in our com­
munity. It seems to be a trend, because all of them who have had 
the operation seem to be pleased with it. Ben, my wife. now that 
our children are well on their way. has talked seriously about it, and 
we have agreed that if and when any surgery that Is even vaguely 
related, Is necessary she will have it done. We have also agreed 
that about the same time I will in my turn have a couple of im­
plants. 

We are particular1y lucky in that our own home-grown medic­
al team, Drs. Dorothy and John, are not only excellent general 
physicians but sympathetic to, and skilled in, the techniques par­
ticularly applicable to our community. 

For some reason, the Incident that particular1y impressed me 
that dressing evening was a small incident at the end of the part of 
it I saw. Dad was turning this way and that, flipping his hem, for 
Mom's checking and approval, but she stopped him. 
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'Wait a minute.' - and she turned, went back into the 
bedroom, and came back shortly with a tissue in one hand and a 
tube of lipstick In the other. She said, 'Hold still. · Wiped his mouth 
off the best she could , then reapplied the new color. Stepping 
back, she looked at it closely, then said, 'That's better!' 

Terri ran his tongue over it, grinned, and said, 'Tastes better, 
too! ' 
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So Mom kissed him on the cheek, put his new lipstick in his small 
bag, handed it to him, and they went out together. 

I was practically haunted by the scene all the rest of that eve­
ning, probably through the night, and all the next day until the 
ear1y afternoon. 

Dad was out some place (it was a week-end). and Mom came 
Into the living room. started to turn on the television, turned it off. 
and just sat down with a sigh. She'd had a busy Morning, and I 
guess she Just thought It was time for a few minutes of relaxation. 

As she sat there. I said, 'Mom?' 

She looked at me. "Yes?' 

I said, ·can I ask you something?' 

She could tell I was quite serious about it, looked puzzled, but 
said, 'Certainly.· 

Then I asked, 'How come I never get to dress up like Dad?' 

She said, "Well, you do wear gir1s' clothes.' 

I did? I thought about It' "Yes, but not like Dad! ' 

She said, 'You mean dress?' 

I nodded. 'And lipstick! ' 

She smiled at that, then sat there thoughtfully for a moment. 
That's right--you don't. Would you like to?' 

I said, emphatically, 'Yes! ' 

She nodded, then said, ·1 have to go to The City next week­
end. Would you like to go with me?' 

I asked, ' In dresses?' 

She nodded. 'In a dress!' 
Continued on Page 35 
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NEW EDUCATIONAL RESOURCE PACKETS 

In keeping with its 15 year tradition of providing educational 
resources for health care professionals and the CD/TS/AN com­
munity, we are pleased to announce the availability of 3 new Infor­
mational Packets: 

.e:1ll WIVES/PARTNERS/SIGNIFICANT OTHERS of CD/TV /TS PERSONS 

~ CROSSDRESSING AND TRANSVESTISM for CDs & TVs. 

e:Y'. THE WORLD OF ANDROGYNY AND ANDROGONES 

Each Packet will consist of several reprints of informative and 
professional articles and a recent book about each topic. 

THESE PACKETS ARE AVAILABLE ONLY FROM THE OUTREACH INSTITUTE. 
The cost for each PACKET is $25.00 + 3.50 P&H. 

Please include your Money Order or Bank Check for the full amount. 
Payable in US Funds and made out to: The Outreach Institute. 

(NOTE: P & H on ALL ORDERS OUTSIDE THE USA Is $7 .00 US Funds.) 

~ 
TV-TS TAPESTRY 
P.O. Box 367 
Wayland, MA., 01778 
(617) 899-2212 

THE JOURNAL FOR PERSONS INTERESTED 

IN CROSSDRESSING & TRANSSEXUALISM 

Pubmhed by the not-for-profit: 

The International Foundation for Gender Education J!FGEl 

A tastefully comprehensive, non-sexual, 150+ pages magazine containing: 
articles, editorials, letters, personal listings, 

and directory or organizations. 

$10 of regular subscription will be rebated to 
Outreach Institute • 

Single Copy $10.00 Subscription$ 40.00 

) 

OUR SORORITY 

I don't remember responding, but it was a pact! 

You can well imagine that I was on pins and needles all that 
week, and when I would obliquely bring it up to Mom she would 
smile at me. pat me on the shoulder, and kiss me on the cheek. 
Then she would assure me, "It's coming along." 
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Came that happy Saturday, and right after breaklast she 
crooked her finger at me and started toward my bedroom. She 
pointed toward it, said, 'Peel!' and went on into the bathroom and 
started to run the water. When I came out she just said, 'Don't get 
your hair wet.· and left me on my own. 

When I came out, wrapped as usual in a towel. she was wait­
ing for me in my bedroom, and laid out on the bed was an assort­
ment of things I certainly had never seen there before! I know my 
eyes were like dollars and even my breath was short. She turned 
me, wiped some water from my shoulders. then handed me some­
thing that looked to me like nothing so much as a large handful of 
fluff. 'Here - put these on.· 

I turned them this way and that until I finally realized they were 
a pair of panties -- with row after row of lace ruffles from the top 
band to the bottom heml I started to stand on one leg to put 
them on, and she chuckled. 'Sit on the bed' - so I did. After they 
were snugged up I looked down at them and ran my hands over 
my hips. They were Just as soft as they looked - and I had never in 
my life had a thrill like I experienced that moment! 

Then she handed me a pair of socks. 

'Here.' 

Except they weren't socks as I had always known them but silky 
opaque nylons. They went on the same as my ordinary knee-highs. 
They were a very pretty light blue. and felt nothing at all like my or­
dinary hose! 

Next she knelt and smoothed the nylon around my foot and slid 
over it a slipper that was as far from my ordinary klompers as foot­
wear can be. It was white, with a strap over the instep, and with 
just enough heel to boost me up to girl-height and (I think) make 
me walk a little differently. 

Then I stood up and she pulled a slip over my head and down 
around my body. Silky, too. it was. the slim girl-type with a touch of 
lace at the top and another band of the same around the hem. 
That was the culmination of something, because as I looked down 
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at it and the slippers below I realized with a shock, 'Now I'm a girl! ' 
I was. too; and never from that moment to this have I ever lost the 
sense of being something more than the well-functioning male I 
have apparently been all of my life out in the 'other world' . 

Though I came to appreciate and enjoy it very much, the dress 
was almost an after thought. It was by any little-girl standard a very 
pretty medium blue, full flared skart, and with an embroidered 
yoke and white tie-belt around the middle. 

Then she combed my hair. Differently this time. It was already, 
medium long for a boy, and she formed it around my face, fluffed 
it in back - and for the first time ever I felt the mist of spray on it. 
Then from someplace she found a pretty clip-on ribbon for the side. 

She faced me toward the dresser mirror and said, "Look. " 

I did -- and honestly didn't recognize the creature I saw there! 
As I turned away she turned my face again toward her, and from 
her palm came a slim tube I instantly recognized. The pale pink 
color from it was expertly transferred to both my upper and lower 
lips. and when I next consulted the mirror I was sure the transforma­
tion was even more miraculous! 

She then turned me toward the living room and, giving me a 
light pat on the fanny, said, "Now it's my turn. Wait for me.' She 
sort of giggled. "And don't get dirty!" Ho! 

We did the stores that day, and all we were to anyone was an 
attractive lady and her little girl. I was in seventh (at least) heaven. 
of course. but the high light of the day was when we ran into one 
of the women from The Town and her son, who was about my age, 
and while the women were talking he eyed me curi ously. Finally 
he said in surprise, "Jill?" 

I was almost-- but not quite - embarrassed. but l admitted I 
was. 

Then he eyed me even more closely. finally grinned. and said, 
"Hey! -you make a good girl! " That really did make my day. and 
he told me later that the next time he accompanied his mother to 
The City he insisted that he go as a girl. too! 

One permanent effect of that day was a positive addiction to 
the feel of nylon on my legs and the brush of a hem against them. 
And it is just as strong this day as it was on that one! Also, from that 
time I have always insisted that everything I wore, at least next to 
me, had a definite touch of the feminine. 
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Luckily, there was no problem at school. Most of my school­
mates crossdressed to some extent. Looking over the playground 
at recess it was hard - often Impossible - to tell the he's from the 
she's. 

One special experience was dressing really up for a special 
event at school. Cute dress. ruffled slip, nylons. and the small heel 
lift, bow in hair, etc. I was quite self-conscious at first, but nobody 
seemed to notice. so I relaxed and enjoyed the experience. 
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One of the girls commented, "You look nice.· And, as many of 
the others. both boys and girls. were as fully dressed. I iust joined the 
group. 

My folks agreed that I could let my hair grow quite long. - and I 
habitually wore a ribbon, barrette, or something of the kind In it. 
I've always had exceptionally nice hair, and that was the begin­
ning of my special concern with it. 

As we grew and went on to high school. we became. as all 
high-schoolers tend to do. more clothes-conscious. and rather than 
become slobs as that age group sometimes does, some of us 
developed a considerable level of sophistication In our dressing. 
School events especially brought out the peacock in all of us. and 
a titillating part of attending them was seeing what all the others 
were wearing. 

It was at one of the games that I first became terminally at­
tracted to Ben, my wife and mother of Jeanne and Jean. Of 
course, in such a small school everyone knew everyone. but she 
had never been more than one of the girls to me until one par­
ticular time when one of the girls asked the other - probably mostly 
to make conversation -- if he or she was going to one of our 
games. When Ben answered that she was. I impulsively asked. 
"Would you like to go with me?" 

She flushed a little, then said she would. 

Then I asked, 'What will you be wearing?' 

She hesitated, then said 'Well. I have a new shirt that I think will 
go especially well with my favorite slacks, and I've been thinking 
about trying them together.· 

I asked, 'What color Is it?' 

She told me, and I did some quick coordination in my mind's 
eye, then said. · I think I have the perfect skirt to match it. It's new. 
too, and l'l l wear that." 
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And that was that - the beginning. We associated as much as 
ever with the others about the school, but from that time until this 
any serious dating was only with each other. 

By the time we graduated we had both developed well along 
our separate ways -- me feminine and she masculine - so when it 
came time for us to go to the university in The City we had to make 
a serious trip (we went together) to Pam and Ted In the beauty 
salon. They had all the answers we needed. There is undoubtedly 
no other shop like theirs, where they have become masters at 
doing the hair of both men and women so they can pass on their 
jobs or school in The City, yet present by simply combing their hair 
the opposite personalities they want to assume within minutes of 
their arrival home. 

Of course, the lucky ones who work in The Town don't have 
that problem. They dress and do their hair -- or have it done - any 
way they please. And they take full advantage of their oppor­
tunity! 

We are well off the main highway and don't have many 
people passing through, but I was amused one time especially 
when I was in our drug store and watched a couple of visitors do all 
their business without ever realizing that Janey was a man and Bud 
was a woman! Actually, though we know them so well, we also 
have come to treat everyone according to the way they present 
them selves. I think to this day I tend to treat my Dad more as 
others treat their mothers and Hal more like others do their fathers. 

It might seem confusing, but it may very well be that life in our 
Town is so interesting that those who are a part of it practically 
never move away. 

I know Ben and I have never done anything to make it other­
wise. When, for instance, people ask us why In the world we 
named our boy Jeanne and our daughter Jean, and ask if even 
we don't get mixed up, we just ask them: 

"What's the difference? They are both the same to us! " 

As everyone else is. 

They are all to us just what they want to be. 

How many others can make that statement? 
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Mommy thought I was too 
tough, 

And felt my boyfriends to be 
too rough. 

So she put me in clothes all 

femininell May, 

And now only the girls will let : 
me play 
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"A FRIEND IS SOMEONE WHO 
KNOWS ALL ABOUT YOU AND STILL 

LOVES YOU." Kelly Digby 

•Pro DJ• 
• Dance Party • 

• Costume Party • 
• 'Illlent Show • 

•Prizes• 

Paradise In The Poconos 
1990 V\eekend 
Fall: Sepreml:ier 20 - 23 

Enjoy tlu security of a private resort 

Spouses welcome 

( Puadise In The Poconos ls not 
affiliated with any support group.) 

•'lag Sale• 
• Hair Stylist • 

• Princess Contest • 
• Makeup Demo • 

• Receptions • 

Th~ay thru Sunda)l 4 days/3 nights of fun and festivities. Complete pack.age Includes receptions, 
puties, meals, lodging, workshops, tax and gratuil)C Cost per person, double occupancy $275. A $50 
deposit (refundable) will hold your reservation. No personal checks accepted 30 days before an event. 
Mlle checlcs or M.0.s (U.S. funds) payable to CDS,~ 0 . Box 1263, King of Pnasla, PA 19406. 
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OUTREACH BOOK SERVICE, LTD. 
126WESTERN A VE.SUITE222 

AUGUSTA
1
ME 04330 

ANNOUNCING THE RE-PUBLICATION OF THE CLASSIC 

VENUS CASTINA BY C. J .BULLIET 

This title, first published in 1928, includes a roster of famous men 
from renowned men of letters to heroes and statesmen who have 
been crossdressers. It is fully illustrated with satirical drawings by 
Alexander King. 

AVAILABLE FROM OUTREACH BOOK SERVICE LTD. @ $27. 50 + 3. 50 Pa H 

Use the handy order form enclosed when placing your order. 
Please include your money order or check for the full amount 
($31 .00), payable in u. s. funds , to: OUTREACH BOOK SERVICE LTD. 
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UNWANTED CHASE 
.. · .• ~. • . . .. ,• ~. ,•' ·........ : .• • ... : • " . •• ...... :=·; .. ··"· ·'5- ... ; • '.· ··: 

Fiction By Kinny Lee 

Coramae and Listra had decided to go on a shopping excur­
sion to the local shopping mall. They had invited Montelle, but she 
had declined to go saying she had promised to help her wife with 
some redecorating work on their house and would be in the dog 
house if she backed out at this time. 

The shopping trip was to take place on a Thursday evening at 
seven o'clock and the two women were giving extra special care 
to their preparation since they were crossdressers and did not want 
to attract attention to themselves. 

Gordon took extra time to get an especially close shave and 
apply an appropriate amount of moisturiser and foundation so that 
no trace of beard would be evident. Dress for the evening was to 
be casual. meaning skirt or slacks, blouse, hose and flat walking 
shoes as well as a light jacket or sweater. Coramae finished off her 
transformation with a medium length brunet wig. 

Both Lester and Cordon were small men at five foot six and five 
foot eight respectivly so in that regard they had something in their 
favor. 

Coramae would take her car. pick up Ustra and the two of 
them would be off for what each one anticipated to be an enjoy­
able evening. Upon arriving at Listra's apartment, Coramae 
tooted the horn and soon Listra appeared wearing a plod skirt, a 
white bulky sweater and a shoulder length medium blonde wig. 

The girls exchanged greetings and compliments on each 
others' taste In clothes and began the drive to the mall. 

Coramae had seen a pair of heels in one of the shoe stores just 
a few days before and felt that she just had to have them. For­
tunately she wore a size nine ladies shoe so finding her size was 
again no problem. 

Listra did not have anything special in mind, but she enjoyed 
just window shopping like any normal woman might. She would no 
doubt come upon something that intrigued her and if she could af­
ford it she would add It to her modest wardrobe. 
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On the way to the mall Coramae said, ·1 better stop at a con­
vience store and get some gas or we will end up walking and I 
don't think either of us wants that.· 

They pulled in to find another green Camaro parked centered 
on the pumps so Coramae pulled ahead of the other Camaro and 
backed to where she could use the pump to fill the tank. 

Listra got out of the car and said, "five dollars of gas is on me. Is 
that enough?" 

Coramae agreed that it would be plenty so Listra pumped the 
gas into the car while grumbling that some people should know 
better than to leave their engine running while parked by gasoline 
pumps. 

Their was a brunet at the wheel of the idling Camaro who bore 
some resemblance to Coramae, except that she seemed unduly 
nervous. 

Finishing fueling the car, Listra started to walk to the store to pay 
for the gas. 

About this time a couple of shots were heard to come from in­
side the store and then a blonde woman carrying a handgun 
came running out and jumped into the Camero with Coramae. 
The gun woman, who was immediately read by both Listra and 
Coramae as being a man in drag, waved the gun toward 
Coramae and said 'Lets get the hell out of here' . 

Startled by the woman with a gun, Coramae started the 
Camero. put it in drive. and accelerated into traffic. 

These events took Listra by surprise and all she could think to do 
was jump into the other idling Camaro to say, "follow that earl ' But 
before she could get the words out of her mouth, the brunet was 
yelling something about 'how that dirty son of a bffch is trying to 
beat me out of my share' as she was burning rubber out of the 
parking lot in persuit of Coramae and the blonde robber in the 
other Camaro. 

As all this was happening, the clerk in the store, who was un­
hurt, was calling police to report a robbery pulled by a blonde who 
had apparently used two ident ical late model green Camaro 
getaway cars, one of which had also stolen five dollars worth of 
gas. There must be some kind of plot to throw off any pursuit since 
the general description of drivers and passengers in each vehicle 
were the same. 
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In the meantime Coramae is driving down the road with no 
idea where she is going and the robber, who is more concerned 
about anyone who might be following , hasn't noticed yet that he is 
in the wrong car. Coramae who has read the robber as a man in 
drag asks, 'Where do you want to go?' 

The robber looks at Coramae in surprised disbelief demanding 
'Who the hell are you and what happened to Betsy?' 

Coramae replied , ' I think you got into the wrong Camero and if 
I am not mistaken your car is coming up on us fast!' 

'jeez this is the kind of SNAFU only I could get into. I'll bet Betsy is 
really steamed: the robber swore. 

Meanwhile, Listra, who is holding on for dear life as Betsy 
careens after Coramae, realizes that Betsy also has a gun and lis­
tens as she threatens to blow 'that usless bastard's head off as soon 
as she catches him·. 

Listra, knowing that this situation is all a mistake, tries to reason 
with Betsy and tells her that what has happened is a comedy of er­
rors and that what her partner has done, he has done not knowing 
that he was getting Into the wrong car adding, 'which incidentally 
is being driven by my friend.· 

Betsy says 'I don't know who the crap you are lady, but you 
sure as hell better be right or Jordy Is going to be history". 

The robber orders Coramae to turn Into a deserted side street 
and stop. Soon Betsy and Listra catch up and pull In behind 
Coramae. Betsy orders Listra out of the car and walks over to the 
passenger side of the lead car where she meets Jordy who has Just 
gotten out and they both stand there with guns drawn glaring at 
each other until Betsy says, 'jordy you dumb shit. You can't even 
rob a damned convenience store and get it rightl Now what the 
hell are we go-ing to do?' 

Jordy said, 'Why dont we just take their purses and split'? 

Betsy decided that for once Jordy had come up with a sensible 
idea so she demanded, 'You ladies can just hand over your purses 
and your keys and we'll get lost. · This was done and Betsy and 
Jordy got into their own car and were gone. 

Now, we had two ' ladles' with a car that was probably listed on 
an all points bulletin, who had no purses and supposedly no car 
keys, and a pair of somewhat inept robbers at large in a similar 
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vehicle and it was just a question of which one the police would 
catch up with first. 

"Boy, what a bizarre situation to find ourselves in. I guess we can 
get along w ithout our purses; and I've got another set of keys 
stashed in the car. But, what will we do if the police get to us first. It 
would be bad enough to have to go to the station dressed, but to 
have to try to explain away a robbery too, I don't know: Coramae 
exclaimed in wonder over what had just happened, 

"Then again, if the police catch them first. they will recover our 
purses with our true identification in them and we will still have to ex­
plain what happened: Listra noted trying to sort out things, 'Since 
we know their license number. maybe we can catch up to them 
and figure a way to get our purses back and worry about what to 
do from there". 

So Coramae retrieved her spare set of keys and the two nerv­
ous damsels started out again after the lawbreakers. They hadn't 
gone far when they spotted the other Camaro coming out of a 
drive-in and Coramae began the chase. 

Betsy, driving at her usual pace, took little time to put a fair 
amount of space between the two Comoros but Coramae was 
determined to catch them and began pursuing them in earnest 
while the rapid pace of the lead car attracted a police cruiser in 
the vicinity and it promptly gave chose, getting between the two 
Comoros. The police car with lights flashing and siren wailing, only 
made Betsy drive faster and Jordy decide to shoot at the pursuers. 

Coramae had hardly had time to slow down when Betsy 
missed a turn and hit a power pole abruptly ending the chase. 
Coramae and Listra pulled to a stop on the opposite side of the 
street and sat there wondering what to do next until all of a sudden 
Listra said. 'I don't believe this. we must be some of the luckier 
people on earth. do you recognize that officer?' 

'Ill be damned, It's Bernie or 'Bernice' the chapter treasurer.' 
\ 

So our ladies casually walked over to the officer, who had cal­
ledfor an ambulance and quietly explained the situation. Bernie 
recovered their purses and Coramae and Listra quietly drove away. 

After a moment Coramae sighed saying, ' I don't really feel 
much like shopping tonight. how about you'? 

"Let's just get me home where we can get a nice double bour­
bon and we can talk about it ," Listra agreed as they drove home. 

OUR SORORITY 

UNPUBLISHED FICTION 
MANUSCRIPS WANTED 

45 

Reluctant Press is interested in paying authors for new original 
unpublished fiction to add to our list of exciting and erotic reading 
for crossdressers. We are looking for either short stories or full length 
novelettes (20.(XX) to 25.(XX) words). 

For selected manuscripts we will arrange basic copyright in 
AUTHOR'S NAME and Issue a standard contract for publishing rights. 
We are offering $2/printed page in published form, or 25 cents per 
book sold. All manuscripts must be submitted in: a) standard 
double spaced TYPED ORIGINAL format; or b) IBM DOS ASCII for­
mat or (Wordperfect. Wordstar. MS Word. DCA, XyWriter. and Mutti­
Mate are most preferred) on computer disc in either 5 1 /4' or 3 1 /2' 
size. 

At this point in time we have focused upon a matrix of plot 
themes In crossdressing aimed at three fantasy 'age groups' : Adult 
(Go-Go Dancer). Teen-Ager (Aunty), and Toddler <Captive 
Playmates). In our write-up promo on the back of each book we 
try to let the reader know which type of 'age group' book he Is get­
ting as well as the gist of the plot. By-in-large the first eight books 
have been 'transsexual' in orientation. Tamino A Sexist is our first 
transvestite book. 

The term 'erotic' is used rather than 'pornographic' because we 
prefer plots where human sexuality is an integral part of the plot. 
and not added as gratuitous sex to beef up a poor story. 

It Is our hope to expand the focus of crossdressing books from 
their central and certainly main plot theme into other fiction genre 
such as westerns. mysteries. gothics. science fiction. fantasy, adven­
ture and of course romance. Wilyl, is the first of these efforts. 

All manuscripts should be mailed to Reluctant Press. pOB 11936. 
Lincolnia Station. Alexandria. VA. 22312. Manuscripts without return 
self addressed and stamped envelopes will not be returned to 
author. 
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MANY LITILE KINDNESSES 

by Betty Ann Lind 
II I Iii 

CHAPTER NINE 

A child's life is supposed to be a 
lovely unfolding like a flower coming 
into bloom surrounded by others of 
the same age to enjoy the Spring of 
youth together. This was not to be 
my fate. For I would no sooner put 
my roots into the soil when an adult 
would come along and yank me up 
from my familiar ground to 
transplant me in totally different 

; · ground. 

I often wondered if there ever would be a home "to go back 
to·. But, as I grew older, I realized that life for me would focus upon 
the journey rather than the destination. A sort of Huck Finn drtfting 
down the Mississippi at night wondering about the lives of those 
living with the pin points of light he saw on the dark shore. He 
could smell their food cooking and hear their shouts and laughter, 
but he knew nothing else about them. His adventure was based 
upon his desire for "freedom·. There were times when I thought that 
I was alone on the raft because they wanted to be "free· of me. 

In time it all became a picture show with me as the audience 
sitting alone in the dark theater trying to make sense out of the plot 
until I realized that the story was like a ·soap opera· and it went on 
and on Into totally unrelated plots. Then I focused upon the char­
acters in life's movie to discover the uniqueness of each person I 
met. 

Each time I was transplanted I arrived in a totally new theater 
and as new people appeared upon the screen I could look at 
them with an Intra-cultural mind of tolerant interest trying to under­
stand them. (By the time I was five going on six I had lived in the 
black culture of Brownsville, rural Illinois, the 'tree' streets of lower 
middle class Chicago, and most of the movies from the silents to 
the talkies of my own generation.) Even though I interacted I quick­
ly discovered that a child can not hide from people until he learns 
how to bubble forth happily like little Shirley Temple. Most adults ac­
cept such behavior as healthy and leave the child alone (or plays 
the game on the child's terms). Any kind of withdrawal leads to 
confrontations. I know now that I was more like a Buddist monk 
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separating his body from the mental and physical pain of reality, so 
that they could not harm me in my bliss. 

For. like the monk I learned how to be alone. What a wonderful 
gift from the Gods, to be able to analyze the characters in your life, 
and to be able to live with yourself alone. The next greatest gift is 
books. 

With the meeting between my dear mother and my father's 
aunt it became clear that I was to be transplanted again into a 
new theater of life. And I can safely say my Great Aunt Katherine 
was to take center stage. I was most anxious to learn all about my 
new world before I was to be moved into it, so I had hundreds of 
questions for my mother. But, I fear, she was not inclined to answer. 
For, as far as she was concerned, I was about to be placed into the 
hands of the enemy because she had no choice. And she did not 
want to poison my mind with her own hatred of those who tried all 
they could to keep her away from her beloved husband until he 
died in Mexico leaving her alone, pregnant, without money, and 
over forty. So, I shall try to give you a snap shot of the 'Lind' family 
taken from hindsight. 

My grandfather came to the United States shortly after having 
served in the Franco-Prussian War. As a true Prussian noble he 
could see that Europe was making ready for total war. So he 
moved to Chicago with whatever he could borrow and rights to 
several German tool and die manufacturing and chemical 
patents. Since he had arrived after the Great Fire he had just what 
it took to rebuild. Within fifteen years he was a millionaire just in 
time for the Spanish American War to become an American in­
dustrial baron! About that time he brought his two younger 
brothers and two sisters over to the United States. His youngest 
sister fell from horseback in Italy while on a Grand Tour before WWI. 
His youngest brother was his business partner until he died in the 
very war grandfather wanted to avoid. With the true irony being 
that he was killed by a German artillery barrage (undoubtably fired 
by a relative, since the family has a 'thing' about artillery) while 
grandfather was changing the family name to 'Lind' to avoid 'Hun 
Haters' back in the United States. His other brother died shortly 
after the war of pneumonia during the Great Influenza Epidemic. 

This left Katherine. Because of family lines in England and Scot­
land and the political world of Germany it was decided to ship 
Katherine off to England to be properly educated (read as proper­
ly married) by our 'more royal" cousins in England. Although the 
"colleges" for women tended to be rather superficial (when com-
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pared to the college education available for men), the new 
"American· view of education for women was coming to the fore 
and there were colleges that focused upon the practical as well as 
the academic. So, as grandfather would say, they stuffed her silly 
blonde head with mathematics and bookkeeping. 

In her own words, soon after she came to the United States she 
was married off to a very well to do stock broker and settled down 
into gentile Victorian motherhood. In fact, she was one of the of­
ficers of the WCTU and hip deep in the women's sufferage move­
ment. And as a WASP she was deeply committed to charity 
related to the Anglo-American view of 'white man's' burden. (She 
saw eye to eye with my grand-father's abolitionist view - my 
mother's father served in the Civil War - that the races were equal 
in the eyes of God, and all they needed was a good dose of Chris­
tian Western Civilization to 'catch up'. Curiously enough, this bias is 
just as unpopular today as it was in their time, for completely op­
posite reasons.) 

Physically she was very tall for a woman of her generation, with­
in an Inch or two of six feet). She towered over men. except for the 
men of her own family, with a Valkyrly form complete with blonde 
hair that would do proud of any Wagnerian opera star. When she, 
like my mother. walked into a room all conversation stopped and 
men stumbled over each other to attend to her. 

By the twenties her two daughters had married and moved 
west. Suddenly, the 1929 'Crash' ended with her husband dying 
from the shock. She sold her home for half its worth and set up a 
business of loaning the proceeds from the sale to new businesses 
for a percentage of the business plus being their bookkeeper. 
Within five years she was back in her own home and about as rich 
as before 1929. And some 'feminists' wonder why I seem 
'detached' when I hear from them how impossible It has been for 
women to get ahead... The difference is that Great Aunt Katerine 
was a WASP and firmly believed that 'God helped those who 
helped themselves' . 

So, imagine a five year (going on six) old boy being placed into 
her hands at least ten years after her oldest daughter had left the 
household. 

You got it, we were both terrified! 

So, on a late day in May of 1938 my mother cried in a midst 
hugs and kisses as I was caught up between this sudden show of 
heartfelt emotionalism and the sight of my worldly belongings (in a 
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metal foot locker) being taken by a uniformed chauffer to the 
trunk of a Rolls Royce. 

Suddenly I swept up with goodbyes to my little playmates and 
others from the House across the street. and then I was all alone in 
the huge back seat area of the limousine trying to look out over the 
high window sill at the passing city streets until I was now lost in a 
whole new world with new streets and buildings I had never seen 
as we moved further north along Michigan Boulevard. For some 
strange reason my mind was filled with Imaginings of some mystical 
stagehands taking down the city of Chicago while others busied 
themselves constructing the new theater I was moving Into. near 
suburban Evanston. (Yes. I read a classic Sci-Fi story with this same 
theme many decades later. There is no doubt Shakespeare wrote 
on the same imagery: 'All the world is but a stage. ') As night fell 
we approached the great Victorian Gothic dominated the corner 
of a giant tree shaded block. Although the "tree streets' of 
Chicago had lovely old trees. these trees had leaf burdened limbs 
that arched like a continuous canopy over the street. As we drove 
through the tall iron speared gateway through a similar fence I 
remembered scenes of the haunted mansion from at least a dozen 
horror films and half expected to see a fog shrouded graveyard 
nearby. 

The Prussian soldier chauffeur brought the Rolls to the front of 
the house and silently escorted me up the front porch stairs to the 
double doors and pulled a chain nearby and for some reason the 
image of his flushing himself away In an old fashioned WC chased 
away my fears of haunted houses and left me In a state of near gig­
gles. 'Master Lindy, ma'am: was his announcement before he 
vanished back towards the car leaving me before my great aunt. 
who actually extended her hand in greeting, as if I were an adult. 

'Good evening, ma' am: I managed with a half bow straight 
out of a European movie as we silently shook hands. I can still 
remember her golden hair done up in a French twist. a simple pearl 
earring and necklace. and a high waisted bra look white summer 
organza dress no doubt designed by Schiaporelli. But. most of all I 
remember her deep blue eyes as they gazed out at me and I real­
ized that she too viewed the world in the perspective of the theater 
in her mind with watching intelligence and interest about the new 
character that had entered her stage. There was just a hint of a 
floral scent in the air as I boldly moved forward through the foyer 
into the house to survey my new home. 
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'Have you had supper. Master Lindy?" she asked taking the 
lead through the ' lobby' with its marble curved Y central grand 
stairway that led up to a wide landing and then split to the left and 
right to reach a second floor colonnaded balcony that overlooked 
the marble floor below from all sides with each Corinthian column 
reaching up to a third floor Grecian clear story surrounded by win­
dows. Three great crystal chandeliers hung above the entrance 
room while at the end of the staircase bannisters there stood a 
Grecian statue of a woman in flowing robes holding high a beach 
ball like globe light. 

'No. ma'am. I'm not really very hungry.' With this an­
nouncement I went to the center of the room under one of the 
great chandeliers and looked up at it as I spun on tippy toe to 
watch the twinkling crystals change. 'Do you have fancy balls 
here. like In the movies?' 

'Once a year: she answered softly watching me as I continued 
to gaze upwards at a Grecian pastoral scene pointed on the ceil­
ing high overhead. 'Before the Great War we entertained a great 
deal. Have you had dancing lessons?' 

'No. ma'am.· I studied the second floor balcony area. 'How 
many bedrooms do you have?' 

'Upstairs to your left and your right are four bedrooms on each 
side with each pair of bedrooms sharing an Inside bathroom. These 
are the guest rooms. At the top of the stairs overlooking the grand 
staircase there is a master bed chamber apartment with a 
bedroom and private bath on either side sometimes used by my 
daughters when they visit.· She walked across the room towards 
her right as she continued. 'On the first floor to your left is the music 
room. Adjoining that is my private study, and then the library. To 
your right is the livingroom and next to that is our dining room which 
has a doorway into the servant's area. It is like a little house at­
tached to the main house with the kitchen. pantries, laundry. 
various workrooms. and the garage on the first floor with their 
quarters upstairs.' 

'Since most of my time is spent helping my clients I have 
decided that you will live In the old nursery in the servant's wing. It is 
a nice little suite with the nursery bedroom. a private sitting room. 
bath room , and another bedroom once used by our nanny. Since 
you will be here for just a few months I have turned that room into a 
playroom and the servants have all agreed to take turns keeping 
track of you: She smiled and opened the door to the dining room 
to reveal that two place settings had been arranged with one in 



52 OUR SORORITY 

front of a youth chair. no doubt for me; as a young woman dressed 
in a black cotton maid's uniform with a matching white lace ruffled 
cap and bib styled apron held the chair for my aunt before arrang­
ing it so that I could manage the youth chair. 'This is Miss Powers. 
my downstairs maid." my aunt noted causing the young woman to 
smile towards me with a nod before she withdrew to the kitchen. 
'We shall eat and talk alone for now. Tomorrow. I shall introduce 
you to the household staff. once other matters have been settled 
between us.' 

'What is that. ma'am?' 

'I have thought a great deal about that time when I saw you 
wearing a dress and playing with the other gins: she announced 
casually while she poured herself a cup of coffee and gestured for 
me to eat. 'I presume that your mother knows nothing about this lit­
tle charade of yours?' 

'Oh. no. ma'am: I agreed earnestly trying to make certain that 
I wanted her to keep my little secret. 

'And. no doubt. the moment I turn my back you will find your 
way back into petticoats?' 

'Oh. no. ma'am; I promised. not wanting to start off on the 
wrong foot with her. 

'That may well be your promise. But. I think that you enjoy skirts 
too much to really be held to such a promise." she mused aloud 
causing me to wonder if she wasn't teasing me. 

'No. ma'am, I .. . : 

' I think that you look at being a gir1 as being some sort of game 
of 'Let's Pretend . rather than taking it seriously. A gir1 your age is 
no longer an infant. She is expected accept a few responsibilities. 
to learn certain skills. and acquire proper manners. You do under­
stand that?' 

'I suppose so. ma'am: I managed trying to understand what 
she had in mind. 

' I suppose so: she.repeated with a wane smile. "Let us suppose 
that for the summer you will live here as a little girl. Will you be will­
ing to do that?" 

I wasn't certain that she wasn't teasing me. but I had no desire 
to miss an opportunity. "Oh. yes. ma'am!" 
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"Very well .' she stated with a shrug. "You will start in the morn­
ing. But. only if you agree to be a perfect little gir1 at all times. no 
matter how difficutt or embarrassing it may be for you. all summer 
long. And you must promise not to sneak crvvay to be a boy. In 
fact you will tell no one that you are a boy. Do you understand?' 

"I think so. ma'am: I responded a bit less certainly. 
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"Well. I shall let you consider my offer over night. But in the 
morning you shall be a boy all summer long with no little games of 
'Let's Pretend '; or you shall live the next four months as a girl. If you 
decide that you want to be a little g ir1 . I think that we may very well 
have you cured of that little fantasy by the end of summer. Of that 
I am certain.· 

I wondered what she had in mind .... CTo be continued ... ) 
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THE MAGIC TUNNEL 
. . . . "• .. ·.· .:.;:·· . : ·.. . 

by Terri Davis 
Ill 

Billy arrived before anyone else that morning to sit on the stone 
steps leading to the boy's entrance of Westvale Street School. 
Where having nothing else to do, he took the small rock that he 
had picked up on the way, out of his pocket to toss it back and 
forth from hand to hand watching how the morning sun glittered 
on the glass like crystals buried into the iron heavy rock. After a few 
moments of this exercise he became tired of it and wondered 
what else he could do to pass the time before the class bell rang. 

He decided to get up and look around the schoolyard. So he 
stuffed the rock back into his pocket and walked about the school 
yard hoping to find a lost rubber ball or something else interesting. 

As he approached the building again he noticed a smooth 
granite slab imbedded into the brick wall close to the door. It had 
the number "1890" chiseled into it. 

·wow, this school is old!' Billy thought trying to figure out Just 
how old it really was. He knew that it was 1959, so 59 plus ten from 
the last century was 69. Sixty-nine years! That was older than his 
grandfather. 

He walked along close to the building studying the red bricks 
and thinking about how wonderful it was that these same bricks 
were still there after all those years and hadn't broken up. He 
looked upwards at the granite-framed windows with many panes. 
some with pictures taped on to them drawn by the children in the 
various grades. Billy thought about the children, who must have 
been in these rooms 20, 30, or even 40 years ago, that were now 
grown up and drove cars and had children of their own. 

Billy was so lost in his thoughts that he hardly noticed that the 
schoolyard was filling up with kids. A classmate name Larry sur­
prised him from his thoughts by tapping him on the shoulder and 
asked him if he wanted to play touch football. 

Billy never turned down an opportunity to play football. So he 
ran back with Larry to where the other boys waited. But. when 
Larry counted out the guys it turned out that there were nine, one 
too many to play. Therefore, someone would have to sit out the 

--

OUR SORORITY 

game. Billy volunteered, with thoughts about continuing his ex­
ploration of the school building grounds. 
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He stood by and watched a couple of plays and then left to 
walk to the bush hedged wall of the building where the kids didn't 
go so often. He squeezed behind the fire escape wondering if, just 
maybe, a boy back around 1925 (about the time his dad went 
there) had caNed his name onto a brick. He found none; how­
ever, he had to stop looking because he had almost reached the 
girl's side of the schoolyard , and boy's weren 't allowed on that 
side. 

He paused and watched the girls at play. A lot of them were 
jumping rope while holding their colorful skirts and lacy petticoats 
with one wrist as they skipped through the loop being swung by 
two girls holding the ends of the rope and shouting a skipping 
chant. A couple of girls were throwing a soft inflated ball back and 
forth underhanded style causing Billy to wonder what it must be like 
to be a girl, to play so gently. 

Just then the class bell rang and all the pupils filed Into the 
school. It was a busy morning in Billy class starting with math drill 
sheets handed out as a surprise quiz. Billy did his quickly, but he 
would have been even faster if it hadn't been for Jill, the girl who 
sat behind him, who whispered things he couldn't hear while she 
giggled. Billy would turn around to "Shhh" her with his finger in front 
of his mouth, but she just giggled in delight of attracting his atten­
tion. 

Following the quiz Mrs. Wilkins began to write the problems and 
answers out on the blackboard until she began to clear space by 
erasing the previous day's lesson only to have her eraser separate 
from its back in a loud clatter of three pieces hitting the black­
board rail in a cloud of chalk dust that sprayed all over her before 
the pieces hit the floor causing the kids to burst into delighted 
laughter as she brushed her dark suit off. 

Mrs. Wilkins frowned towards the class to reestablish her 
authority over the children while she walked over to her desk to 
check for another eraser. Finding none she went to Billy's desk. 

"William. downstairs in the basement. across from the boys' lock­
er room is the storage room where Mr. Jakubauskas keeps some 
school supplies. There should be some erasers there. Would you 
please go and bring me a new one?" 
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'Yes. ma'am." Billy responded knowing that Mrs. Wilkins liked him 
and trusted him to run such errands. 

Slipping from his seat he made his way from the classroom to 
the boys' hall staircase where he repeated her instructions in his 
mind as he walked down the familiar steps taking a little jump at 
each half landing turn with his hands in his pocket using his elbows 
for balance each time. 

Each time he jumped he felt the heavy rock in his right pocket 
as he trust his hand into the pocket. and the rock seemed to be 
warmer to the touch. At the bottom of the last flight he looked 
down the darkened halway. 

'Across from the boy's locker room,' he repeated aloud to him­
self while he walked down the corridor studying the wall opposite 
of where the boy's locker room was. Despite his sharp eyes he 
walked all the way to the end of the hall without seeing a single 
door to a storage room. 'Was Mrs. Wilkins wrong?' 

He turned around to return down the hallway for another look. 
As he walked back down the dark corridor he realized that there 
was no door opposite of the boys lockerroom side of his passage 
way! Just as he was about to reach the stairway he noticed a 
very narrow hallway on the side where the storage room was sup­
pose to be hidden by dark shadows. Where was he? 

He wondered why he had missed it the first time. Something 
was very wrong. But. maybe it did lead to a storage room? So, he 
turned into the short narrow hall to discover that the ceiling bulbs 
were out causing it to be even darker than the main hall. 

At the end of the hall there was a dim ceiling bulb that re­
vealed what appeared to be a blind passage with two dusty old 
mops and a dirt caked broom covered with spider webs propped 
against an old wooden pegboard that had an old fashioned 
caNed wooden framed mirror leaning against it. It appeared as if 
the pegboard was being used to cover something hidden by the 
shadows. 

'Nobody has been here for years,' he mused aloud liking the 
sound of his voice in the small silent hallway as he moved the mops 
and broom causing dust to fill the air. Brushing the mirror off he 
gingerly moved it to one side only to discover that the pegboard 
was much heavier. But he managed to move it aside to reveal, to 
his surprise. a little square door only about 2 1/2 feet high set into 
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the concrete wall. 'Well . this certainly isn't Mr. Jakubauskas' 
storage room. " 
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Bending over he managed to pry open the door with his Scout 
pen knife. Moving to his hands and knees he looked inside wishing 
that he had a flashlight w ith him. But. a light came from the back. 
way in the distance. It was a tunnel. To where? 

Now he was even more curious and his mind wandered to 
thoughts about Alice 's Adventures In Wonderland as he crawled 
on his hands and knees along the hard packed dirt with no thought 
about his teacher's errand. The tunnel was long and straight and 
as he reached the other end he realized that it had a little open 
door similar to the one he had left behind. 

He poked his head out and stood up feeling a bit dizzy in the 
dim light to become totally confused. For. here at the other end of 
the tunnel, was everything just as he had left them when he 
entered the tunnel. It seemed that the same two dusty mops. the 
dirty broom. wooden pegboard, and old fashioned mirror were ex­
actly in the same place as he had left them to crawl into the tun­
nel, until he realized that everything was exactly opposite! 

Still feeling a bit dizzy he sat down to look towards the light far 
down the tunnel only to catch his reflection in the dusty mirror. In 
absolute disbelief his eyes grew wide In fear as he opened his 
mouth to protest as someone. who looked very much like him. 
gazed out at him from the mirror to mimick his surprised expression. 

Only this person had on black patent leather T-strap shoes. 
white tights. a ruffled petticoat. and a white princess skirt styted 
dress with red ruffles at the hem. sleeve cuffs. and circular collar to 
match the red fabric belt! The long black hair reached down to 
well below her shoulders tied into two thick braids secured at the 
end of each by a rubber band and decorated with a pretty red 
bow to match the trim of her dress. 

From his own dizziness he could feel the weight of the braids. 
and his lower body felt different then it had ever felt. He looked 
down at his skirted lap and realized that he had turned into a girt! 

There wasn't time to be amazed, for just then there was the dis­
tant sound of a girl's voice calling from the distance. Perhaps from 
the staircase? Not really knowing what to do. Billy. or whomever 
Billy was now. quickly brushed out her skirts as she pushed shut the 
little door and recovered it with the pegboard and mirror before 
she propped the pegboard just as Billy found it with the dusty mops 
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and dirty broom. Walking down the narrow hall she dusted her 
hands again hoping that she hadn't gotten all icky and dirty. Brush­
ing her skirts once again to be certain all was neat she felt in her 
skirt pocket the pretty rock that she had found on the way to 
school. 

Suddenly, at the end of the little hall to her right on the way 
back towards the stairs was Mr. Jakubauskas' closet! 

The little girl (or was it Billy) decided that the thing to do was to 
finish what she had set out to do. She stopped to open the closet 
door to discover that the walk in closet contained supplies neatly 
arranged on shelves to the left with some women 's clothes and 
things hanging on a closet bar to her right. Dismissing the clothes 
from her wondering mind she took an eraser while Billy thought 
about the janitor wearing dresses? 

Just as she turned and closed the closet door she heard 
footsteps nearby and she saw that it was Billy's classmate Bobby, 
only Bobby was a girl too! 

"Hey, Beth,' her girl friend whispered, "where have you been? 
Did you get lost in this awful dark and dirty basement or some­
thing? Mr. Wilkins sent me down here to get you. I wish he had sent 
one of the boys. But it is the girls' side of the school. · 

"! .... had trouble finding the closet in the dark,' Beth (Billy) con­
fessed, "but, I just found it.' 

The two girls half ran up the stairs to the first floor and Billy real­
ized that 'Bobby' was right, they were on the girls~ side of the base­
ment. As they walked up the next flights Billys mind tried to figure 
out how he had gotten lost. Deep in thought he suddenly realized 
that they had reached the class room. 

When he opened the door he found that all of his boy friends 
had somehow turned into girls like him, and the girls were boys. 
And Just as 'Bobby' had said their teacher was not Mrs Wilkins, it 
was Mr. Wilkins! 

"Did you get lost Miss. Beth," Mr. Wilkins asked with and edge to 
his voice as he considered how much time had been wasted while 
the silly girl wandered about the basement. 

'Yes ... um ... Mr. Wilkins: Beth answered sweetly, "But, I did find 
the erasers after all.· 
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"Good girl ," Mr. Wilkins responded in turn causing some of the 
kids to g iggle, "and thank you, Robin for finding our little lost girl. 
Maybe we all can now get back to our math lesson.· 
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Mr. Wilkins continued to write numbers on the freshly wiped 
black board . but Beth could hardly pay attention. Everybody was 
so different, yet she was the only one who knew! 

Pretty soon it was time for recess, and all the kids went outside 
into the schoolyard with Beth joining her classmates at jump rope. 
While Susan and Linda held the ends of the long rope to get the 
beat of each swing started; Laura chose the order In which the 
other girls jumped into the swing. At first turn one by one to the 
rhyming chant. Beth found herself surprisingly good at it as she 
moved into doubles with Laura skip for skip. 

After she tripped out of her turn Beth played a hand clapping 
game with Mary: "Abla Blueble, Abla Blueble,' they recited while 
they clapped each other's hands and their own. Soon Mary saw 
her turn at the jump rope and she left Beth alone. 

Beth went over to the side of the schoolyard where she could 
see the boys playing touch football. She sort of wished that she 
were playing touch football too; but, then she thought about how 
much fun she was having playing with the other girls. She giggled 
at the strange thought that maybe she was thinking like a tomboy, 
or was it Billy who preferred to play with the girls? 

When the class bell rang they all went back Inside where Mr. 
Wilkins gave them a sheet with words on it. They had to write down 
other words that sounded the same but were spelled differently. 

Beth finished her sheet quickly. She would have been finished 
much sooner if it had not been for Jeff, who sat behind her and 
amused himself by pulling on her braids and whispering, "Ding, 
dong, bell, pussy's in the well ... • She turned around angrily to warn, 
"Stop it!", but it didn't so much good until Mr. Wilkin's stern glance 
caught Jeff's eye. 

At lunch time Beth (Billy) had a little problem -- she couldn't find 
the right lunch box on the self at the back of the class room with 
the other lunch boxes. Her mind seemed to shift back and forth 
with Billy's until he decided to wait until the rest of the class had 
picked up their own lunches. Billy's lunch box had been green with 
pictures of trains upon it, but the one that was left was pink with 
flowers upon it. When Beth opened the box she found her name 
written on a plastic tape inside the lid , "Beth Harrison'. Fortunately, 
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it was the same lunch that his mother had packed for him that 
morning. (Or would his father be Beth's mother here?) 

The rest of the day went by quickly with lots and lots to do 
without those long day dreaming moments that Billy seemed to 
feel in school. It was different being a girl, Beth actually looked for­
ward to school work and adored working on the art project that 
Mr. Wilkins had suggested for the class. It was an exciting day and 
fun project despite the protests of the boys, and Beth decided that 
she really liked being a girl ... 

The final school bell rang and the children all formed into safety 
patrols for the walk home. Beth had known her patrol leader as 
Billy as a red headed boy named Carl, who was in the sixth grade 
and very grown up. But, now the red head was a girl called Carol. 

Under Carol's watchful eye they had walked about four blocks 
from school when Billy's mind had a very frightening thought. Every­
body at home would be different too! He didn't want to see that, 
even if Beth seemed confused, oh no! 

Suddenly Billy-Beth turned around, thinking that if he crawled 
through the tunnel things would return back to the way they were 
before, and he-she started running back towards the school in a 
swirl of flying skirts and petticoats realizing that soon the doors 
would be locked and there might not be any-way back! 

Hearing someone running behind Billy-Beth saw that Carol was 
chasing her demanding that she rejoin the Patrol. She knew that 
Carol was older and could run faster. but Billy-Beth had to get back 
to the school before it was too late! Billy-Beth just had to! 

A block behind was patrol #4, the one that always turned onto 
Maple Street. Billy-Beth ran around the cheering kids up Into some­
one· s lawn fearing that Carol was getting closer and that in any 
second she would feel Carol's hands about her waist stopping her! 

But, it didn't happen. Billy-Beth turned her head to look back 
only to see that Carol had ran smack Into an old man, who was 
scolding the embarrassed young lady, who usually tried to be so 
grown up. 

Billy-Beth ran the last three blocks back to school. Would any­
body still be there? Would the door still be open? She headed 
down the flight of outside steps that led to the girl's basement only 
to find the fire doors firmly locked! So was the girls' entrance! 
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She would have to go into the main front entrance to the 
school past Mr. Moraski's office to get to the inside stairs to the girl's 
basement where the tunnel might still be. And Mr. Moraski was the 
school principal! How could Billy-Beth explain why she had 
returned to school? Trying the front door Billy-Beth could see the 
Principal returning to his office, only it was Ms. Moraski! But just as 
frightening! 

Fortunately the Principal hadn't seen Billy-Beth's entry Into the 
school lobby causing Billy-Beth to realize that she still had to sneak 
past the Principal's office to make the girls' stairway. Deciding that 
her lunch box made too much noise she placed it just outside on 
the front entry landing and walked very softly down the hallway. al­
most on tippy toes. towards the office. As Billy-Beth neared the of­
fice door she paused by it. 

Her heart was beating so fast! She knew that she would have 
to run post the frosted door window! She could hear voices from in­
side the Principol's office. She waited just a second, and ran hear­
ing the slapping sound of her leather soles upon the tile floor! 

"A little girl just ran post the door!" a voice exclaimed ... 

But, by then Billy-Beth was taking the steps almost two at a time 
as she half ran and half jumped down them boy fashion ignoring 
her untended skirts and petticoats. When she reached the bottom 
she turned left, remembering how everything was opposite. and 
before she reached the girls' locker room she found In the darkness 
the narrow passage. She quickly moved the mops and broom 
aside hearing the sound of people coming down the girls' stairwell 
In search of her. Pushing the mirror and pegboard away she 
opened the door only to pause at the thought of getting her pretty 
clothes dirty! 

But. Billy's mind seemed clearer as she accepted his will and 
entered the tunnel remembering to leave the little door almost shut 
to just a little crack. As she crawled through the tunnel she hoped 
that her pursuers would not notice the tunnel door. She felt very 
strange and frightened by the near total darkness as her hands felt 
the hard pocked dirt and she wondered if there might be spiders 
and "things· In the passage way towards the faint crack of light 
ahead caused by the fact that like the door behind her the door 
ahead was nearly closed. 

When Billy-Beth reached the other end she pushed the door 
open and crawled out to stand up and brush her skirts before the 
mirror only to discover that he was Billy again! 
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·1 don't see him here. We've better check the locker room: Mr. 
Moraski voice sounded from somewhere beyond the narrow pas­
sage. 

Billy knew that he wasn 't out of trouble yet as he realized that 
poor Beth was probably trying to sneak out of the school in the op­
posite world , just as he was. He waited in the narrow passageway 
for a minute or two; and. after hearing the Principal and the others 
talking together as they went up the boys' staircase, he decided to 
make his way down the narrow hallway to the junction of the main 
corridor. 

Just as he stepped out into the corridor he saw coming to­
wards him, Mr. Jakubauskas. who seemed startled by Billy as If he 
had stepped out of nowhere! 

"Billy: the kindly janitor whispered as he came closer, "What are 
you doing down here so late. Did you leave something In the boys' 
locker room?" 

·1 ... 1 .. : a very confused Billy started to say sticking his hand Into 
his pocket to feel his rock as he wondered how it was that he could 
now see the door the janitor's storage room nearby and the tunnel 
hallway was gone, when just before he .. . Removing his hand he 
now saw both the storage room door and the tunnel hallway near­
by .... 

"Never mind," the janitor sighed holding his finger to his lips as If 
to end the boy's confused words noticing that the boy seemed to­
tally lost In his own thoughts. Smiling as If he were in on a secret he 
urged, "we have to get you out of here. Billy, so that Mr. Moraski 
won't find you. He takes things too seriously. " 

Quickly he led the way to the fire doors at the base of the boys' 
staircase and unlocked them for the boy. "Now. you get out of 
here you little rascal. And be careful of the traffic!" 

Billy paused in the school yard at the top of the outside steps to 
consider the fact that the new rock was a kind of key to the tunnel 
and If he wanted to he could probably return to that other world 
where he was a girl. And she could come to his world causing him 
to be suddenly hurled into hers' . For they both could not be in the 
same world at the same time. He wondered it there were other 
"tunnels". Where did they lead to: Beth's world, or others? 

Billy ran about the outside of the school building remembering 
where Beth had left her lunch box and there upon the top of the 
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front steps he saw his own just as his mother's car pulled up in front 
of the school and she got out to run towards him. 

"Billy? !' she exclaimed with concern as she approached. 'Are 
you alright? Carl came by and told me you ran away from his 
patrol back towards the school. Did you leave something behind?' 

'Uh .. . Yes . mom!" 

'Well then what could have been so important?" 

·1 .. . sort of...left .. . mysetf!. .. I think! .. ." And then he started laughing 
so hard that his mother couldn't be upset any more over his silly be­
havior and all she could say was. "Well. don't do that again.' 

Billy climbed into the front seat and stared at the old school 
building wondering If the magic tunnel would still be there tomor­
row. Would he go back again and have the nerve to go home to 
see Beth's turnabout parents. What was Beth going to do? His 
thoughtful change in mood caused his mother to look at him in 
wonder as she smiled saying, "You are a strange little boy." 

If only she knew how strange .... .. 
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Outreach Book Service, LTD 
126 Western Ave. Suite 222 
Augusta, ME., 04330 

The following titles. dealing with various aspects of gender is­
sues, are available from OUTREACH BOOK SEINICE LTD. 

We w.ork closely ~ith THE HUMAN OUIREACH & ACHIEVEMENT 
INSTITUTE 1n our selection of relevant literature that will be of interest 
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quoted are effective as of July 1990. All prices are payable in us 
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Recommended Reading List 
IOI TrHe& Author ............................ Price ................................................... 
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T6 TRANSVESTITES/TRANSSEXUALS, MIXED VIEWS by Feinbloom .. 17.95 

T7 SEX CHANGE by T. Kondo .. .. .. ...... ...... .... .... .... .. .. .... .... ....... .. .. .. .. . 14.95 

TB MAN & WOMAN, BOY & GIRi by J.Money & A Ehrhardt ....... 14.95 
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
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A2 MIRROR IMAGE, AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF NANCY HUNT (TS) .. ... l B.95 

A3 EMERGENCE, STORY OF A F-M SEX CHANGE (TS) .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. 16.95 
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ANDROGYNY 
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B2 THE ANDROGYNE, by Zolla .. .. .................... ........ .. .. .. .......... .. ....... 22.9S 

B3 THE FEMININE, SPACIOUS AS THE SKY by M&J Arquelles .... .. ... 15.9S 

B4 THE SPIRIT & THE FLESH by WL Williams (Nat. Amer. Andro.) .. . 26.95 

B5 GENDER BENDING by H. Devor ......................... .. ............ .. .. ..... . 12. 95 

CROSSDRESSING 

Cl Understanding Crossdressing by V. Prince ... .......... .... ......... .... 11.95 

C2 Dressing Up by P. Ackroyd .... .... .... .. .. .. ... .. ........ .. .. ......... ... ........ . l S. 95 

C3 A Year Among The Girls by D. Raynor .... .. ... ........ ..... ........ ....... 1S.9S 

C4 Geraldine, A Woman's Love for a CD by M.Jay ....... .... .... .. .. 17.9S 

CS The Language of Clothes by A.Lurie ........ .. .. ........ ...... .. .. .... ..... 15.95 

C6 Transformations, CD's&Those Who Love Them by MP Allen . 24.9S 

C7 Mother Camp, F.l.'s in America by E. Newton .... .. ................ . l l .9S 

CB My Husband Wears My Clothes by P.J. Rudd .. .. .... .. .... ......... .. 10.9S 
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CROSSDRESSING ~Instructional Books) 

Pl How To Be A Woman Though Male by v Prince .... ... .. ... ........ 12.95 

P2 Art & Illusion. A Guide To The Practice of CD by J. Roberts .. 10.00 

P3 Speaking As A Woman by A Laing .. .. ....................... .............. 10.00 

P4 From Masculine To Feminine, A Practical Guide ................. 19.95 
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M2 Sexual Signatures by J. Money & P. Tucker ............ ............... . 11.95 

M3 Sex & Gender by M. Schwartz ............................. .................... 24.95 
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MS Bisexuality, by C. Wolff .............................................................. 21. 95 

M6 Femininity, by S. Brownmiller ........... ....... .. ................. ........ ........ 12.95 

Ml The Changing Definition of Masculinity by CW Franklin ....... 39.95 

MB Ariadne by JH Brindel ....... ...... ......... ...................................... ... . 11.95 

M9 From Female to Male, Life of JB Garland by L Sullivan ........... 8.00 

M 10 Psy. of Women (Bio-Soc. Behavior) by JH Williams .............. 19.95 

Ml 1 Looking At Gay&Lesbian Life by Blumenfeld&Raymond .. 24.95 

• 
• 

• 
• 

• 

• 
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