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. Male Facade is the autoblography of a Transsexual

who recently underwent conversion surgery from a man to a
woman, revealing her life from the time of her first emotional

interest in men at the age of 18, and culminating with her

*

T

operation in Casablanca., He was a successful business maﬁ, v
youthful, very handsome, displaying no overt effeminate
mannerisms. She is now considered to be a very attractive
and charming woman.

In this story, the authoress reveals her innermost
thoughts and emotionsj her sexual felationships‘with the
homosexual-~type male, the bisexual-type male, and the near-
sexual encounters wiﬁh the heterosexual male., She also
goes into depth; in a clinical fashion, describing these
behavior patterns; those of the homosexual, transvestite,
bisexual, queen (a distinct sub-culture from the homosexual
and transvestite), and the transsexual. She gives short
‘histories of some of the men who are troubled with these
various behavior patterns, as well as episodes from her life
with these males and her involvement in trying to understand
and help them. She has seen and talked to hundreds of these
:‘men. |

She philosophizes on society's attitude and
ignorance of these various behavior patterns. She speaks
of the'anguish and aﬁxiety suffered by individuals who ex~
hibit-these behavior patterns - some of which are almost'
totally unkmown to- the general public, the 1nd1v1duals in-

volved, and even the medical profe531on.
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This book was written to educate as well as to
entertain. It has humor and sadness - hope and despair.
It is a book of real life characters - a book of scope and
depth about supposed deviant behavior never before truthfully,

intimately, and starkly examined.



It was a time of daring exploits - finding new worlds
to conquer - a time to test the mettle of man, his bravery,
his thirst for adventure - his longing for fulfillment, to
know the unknowable, to satiate his curiosity, to take up a
challenge, to be different, to broaden his horizons, to be a
complete human being, to be the first - a pioneer in the age
of complacency, affluence - in an age with normore frontiers
to conquer, where every inch of the earth had beensmapped,
exploited, conquered and re-conquered - it was a time of
space adventure,

While three astronauts were rendezvousing with
the moon, unsecure, aboard Charlie Brown and Snoopy millions
of miles above the earth, I was rendezvousing with fate,
secure in a big jetliner thousands of miles above the earth,
heading for the mapped, cdnquered and re-cénquered land of
Morrocco and the city of Casablanca, I too was to take part
in an adventure, to know the unknowable -~ to be different -
to be a pioneer - to conquer fear, prejudice, and complacency -
to open new doors, to enjoy new experiences, to broaden my
horizons, to suffer for daring to be different - for daring
to be a complete human being - for daring to be me, attuned

with my true nature.
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I was wheeled into the operating room at 7 PM,
May 13, 1969 - a man. I awoke seven hours later - a woman,
My adventure had just begun,
However, my whole life has been a series of ad-

ventures as I progressed from one phase to another in a
search for my true identity. When I finally permitted my-
self the luxury of admitting, after all, that I was
different, I was 26 years olds Too many years of searching
of mind and soul, of denials, emotional upheavals, anxiety,
and guilt feelings, had already gone by, so I decided I must
be a homosexual. Even then I could not consciously admit
it to myself. I merely drifted, almost aimlessly, into a
sub-culture that intrigued, appalled, and fascinated me all
at the same time. I was looking for a human relationship
of a kind impossible for me to attain innour larger hetero-
sexual culture. T had spent years courting girls, but none
was able to spark aﬁy romantic impiilse in me. I sought male
companions for a purely comradely relationship; none would
have me, as there seemed to be an inexplicable barrier to
any meaningful relationship. Most shied away from me and
those who found me to their liking would unconsciously re-
late to me as if I were a girl. All too soon I would develop
a romantic attachment to these men, and out of frustration
and guilt, I would precipitate a parting of the ways, as I
did not know how to deal with this peculiar, overpowering

feeling. Some of these men, in turn, became aware of their
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own strange attachment to me, which went totally against their
nature, and our relationship would end. Thus, for the most
part, I was left friendless., Out of frustration and loneliness,
I sought the company of homosexuals., Upon joining the homo-
sexual sub-culture I found I was equally frustrated but none-
theless devoid of any guilt feelings - as guilt had taken up
a good portion of my life. I was a Catholic, very attached
to the Church, and held to_all its precepts. But, upon my
first sexual encounter, 1 iﬁmediately withdrew from the
Church and all my pent-up guilt feelings disappeared. 1 have
never felt any remorse since that time, For a time I even
yearned to recapture my guilt feelings, as I knew what 1
was doing was considered by the Church, as well as society,
to be completely immoral; yet try as I might my conscience
would not 1ongef accept guilt,

For years my impression of a homosexual (gained
from a traumatic experience while in my teens) waa that of
a pock-marked, purse-lipped, falsetto voiced, effeminate
creature - a creature totally alien to the human race and
one to be avoided like the plague. But as the years passed
I now and again found myself in the presence of an admittedﬁ
homosexual who hardly fitted the stereotype I had built up
in mj mind (with the;help of a prejudicial society's view-
point on the matter). I soon discovered that they were all
around me, going about their jobs in fields of endeavor
totally unrelated to occupations I was led to believe they
pursued ~ those of ﬁairdressing, cloths designers, ballet

dancers, etc. They turned out to be managers of companies,
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truck drivers, movie stars, doctors, etc, Nonetheless, I
still avoided them, fearing probably that I would be tainted
somehow., Of course, the stereotypes are around, but they con-
stitute the minority =~ a small minority.

Another misconception attributed to the homosexual
sub-culture is that each partner im a homosexual relation-
ship plays a part - one being the female and the other the
male., This particular idea was much to my liking, as I was
prepared to be the woman in a relationship with a man, I
was to discover on my first encounter that this much-believed
fallacy was totally untrue, and almost completely alien to
the homosexual culture. This, of course, was an immediate
disappointment to me. I so wanted to be the femmle counter-
part in any relationship with a man.

As sex has always been, and still is, an in-
consequential part of my nature - one which is not in the
forefront of my mind when I pursue a relationship with a
male, I had no conception what homosexuals did in the sexual
realm., All I wanted was loving, but to be loved as a woman.

The first gay (homosexual) bar I went to was one
near my home. I just happened into it one night and returned
a couple of times after that. The second time I went, I wore
panties and a slip under my clothes, thinfng that should I
encounter a man to my liking, this garb wduld be appropriate
for love-making, and an indication that I wished to be the
female in the relationship for to look at me at that time,

one would hardly have considered me feminine,
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I spent the entire evening in this bar, and an hour before
closing time I struck up a conversation with a man who
appeale& to me. He seemed interested in me, and I suggested
we have coffee after closing time. He was agreeable, but
then all the lights went on and he gave me a peculiar look
and decided that he didn't care to join me after all, It
turned out that under the bright lights one could see the
outline of my slip under my light shirt, but it wasn't
until later that I realized the sight of the slip was
probably what turned this young man's attention from me.

On my third visit to this bar I ran into a fellow
employe. I had seen him many times at work, and as he
appeared to be a homésexual, 1 avoided him completely, even
though every so often he had tried to strike up a con-
veration. I was extremely embarrassed to have him f£ind me
in this bar, but could do nothing but act nonchalant and
talk with him. His eyes brightened at the sight of me, and
after a brief chat, he suggested we go to another bar. I
was agreeablé, as I was interested in discovering other gay
bars. He drove me fin his car, and immediately reached over
to hold my hand and proceeded to kiss me, I pulled away
and told him that I wasn't what he assumed I Was; that I
was merely interested in visiﬁng bars. He let go of me,

. unbelieving, but respecting my wish not to be mauled.. We
had a couple of drinks in the new bar, and he then drove me

back to my car. The next week I drove to this new bar, and
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there met a man who took an interest in me, I was flattered
by his attention but knew I was not prepared for any romance
with him. He invited me to a party that was being held nearby,
and I went with him, avoiding his amorous advances all evening.
The apartment at which the party was held was a seven room
affair, dimly lit, and quite sprawling. It was sparsely fur-
nished and populated by many males, sitting on the floor, or
wandering from room to room. They were talking, kissing,
and dancing. Some of the males were extremely masculine-
looking while others were extremely effeminate-looking and
were mincing about. I felt as if I were in a drunken daze
as I wandered from room to room observing these males. I
was frightened, but nonetheless interested in this most
unusual atmosphere. No one, to my relief, performed in any
outright obscene manner as I had fully expected. However,

I was expecting that any minute some obscene orgy would
commence, but it never did. While wandering through the
rooms, I happened into a small bedroom, and there, alone,
was a thin tall, blond, blue-eyed, handsome youth who
resembled Troy Donahue, lying fully clothed on the bed.

He asked me to stay and talk with him, as he claimed he

was not interested in joining the party. After a brief
chat, he asked me toithave coffee with him at an all-night
restaurant. I drove my car to the Hollywood area, where my
new friend directed me to a restaurant that catered to the
homosexual trade. That homosexuals actually had their own
restaurants was another surprise to me. He seemed curiously

interested in me, and I was pleased, as he suited my taste
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.ag the ideal male partner. He seemed quite manly - not at all
effeminate, I surmised later that he was interested in me
merely because I was new at the game and I represented a
challenge and perhaps a great thrill overcame him to be with
a novice entering the gay world,

We returned to the apartment, and by that time the
party had just about broken up. He asked me to spend the
night, and I shyly accepted, warning him that I had no idea
wht to do in bed as this was my first time. He told me that
he had suspected as much, and would gladly teach me. My idea
of lovermaking was merely to lie near a man and kiss. His
idea, it turned out, was a little more elhborate, and I re-
fused to submit. He was considerate of my wishes, and asked
if it were all right if he could make a frontal attack between
my thighs. This seemed more natural to me, and decidedly to
my liking. I thought I had met my ideal man and that I would
have a lasting relationship with ¢his young man who didn't fit
the stereotype of a homosexual. 1In fact, an infatuation began
to grow in me, as he called me every night asking me to.tay
with him. I managed to see him several times during the week.
On my second visit, I foolishly brought along a pair of
panties and a nightgown - sure that this would please him.

I had convinced myself that he saw me as the female in our
relationship. As we prepared for bed, I donned my feminine
finery, &nly to have him curtly demand that I remove them,
as it displeased him to see me so dressed. I was a little
stunned but unéuestionly unclothed myself and got into bed.

He began to attempt other methods of copulation with me, but
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I steadfastly refused. This went on for two weeks. Finally
I let him try anal intercourse with me, but 1 found it painful,
and told him to cease. He then decided he wanted to perform
fellatio on me, and I became quite disgusted and very shocked
at his proposal, thinking that surely he wasn't a deviate, and
if these things actually were done, they certainly must be
done by some gross creature. But then my mind flashed back
to my army days when I accompanied a soldier friend through
the streets of a German town, and he used to ask me to wait
outside a house where he claimed a girl sucked his penis. 1
never believed him, and couldn't eveﬁﬁonceive that such acts
were performed by males or females. However, my present suitor
assured me that it was done all the time, and that there wasn't
anything particuarly vulgar abuout the prdctice. Still I
refused to let him "do me', Finally he asked me to perform
sodomy on.him, and again i was disturbed, as I thought I was
playing the female role and this certainly was not a feminine
attribute, So our relationship ended, much t%ﬁy distress.
I thought for sure he cared for me as much as I cared for
him. I soon learmed that he was extremely promiscuous, and
not at all discriminating as to his partners, He would go
with any kind of man, youmg or old, and do just about anything
in the books that was demanded of him by whatever partner
he happened to pick up or who picked him up. He even had
affairs with women, and suggested I try a woman, as in his

opinion it was an experience no one should pass up. After
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learning all these things, I decided this was certainly not
the life for me. But what could I do and where was I to go
next? I liked men, and who but a homosexual would have me.
So consequently I became more and more involved in the life
of a homosexual. After many months and years I learned to
tolerate what became to me the less vulgar aspects of sexual
relationships between two males - godomy and fellatio. For
the most part, these are the usual sexual outlets for homo-
sexuals. I was, for the longest time, merely a recepient,
but eventually got up enough courage to be the giver - in
effect, to be more aggressive in sex relations. Only
occasionally can I say I had complete satisfaction in my
sexual relationships. There Was always something missing,
and it became apparent as time went by, for almost all of
my partners were one-night-standers. Thiw, of course,
left me more discouraged and lonelier than ever. For many
months I would goiinto a sort of hermit stage and not
bother visiting bars. Many times I promised myself I would
quit this life forever - but no sooner was the promise made
than it was broken. I just couldn't get away, as I had
the hopeless hope that I would find one man out of all the
hundreds and hundreds of homosexuals I came across who
would satisfy my emotional need for a man and love.

Had I ne& had the courage of my convictions, an
incident that occurred only a couple of months after my
initiation into the dark recesses of the gay underworld
would have been enough to determine me to quit gay life.

This particular upsetting experience started when I met a
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young man at a bar. He befriended me and aksed if I would
like to go with him to a '"daisy chain'", 1 assumed it was
some kind of a party and as I was just catching onto the
new gay terminology, I didn't want to show my ignorance by
agsking him the meaning of this phrase. He drove me in his
car to a house about a mile from the bar. We entered an
almost dark house except for a lighted candle in a far
corner of the house, The candle, it turned out, was in the
bathroom, which was in direct line with the entrance way
of the house., We passed through a living room and a hallway
leading to the bathroom with one bedroom off to the side.
There was activity from one end of the house to-the other,
and I could see nude bodies in every conceivable position,
all intertwined, covering every inch of space. I slowly
walked from the doorway to the bathroom - all the while be=-
coming sicker and sicker as I smelled and heard bodies
smacking against each other. I made a military about-face
and quickly exited the house, shivering with fear and dis-
gust. I walked fhe mile back to my car determined never
to visit a gay bar .again. In fact, as I walked I saw a
police car coming down the street and I was tempted to
stop it and inform the police of what I had just seen,
but my head was spinning with revulsion, so that I.did
nothing but continue to walk half dazed to my car. I
then assured myself that all homosexuals were perverts,
despite the fact that few bore any outward signs of their
perverted nature. . I was through with them. But, I soon
let that incident pass from my mind, and became more in-

volved in my romantic pursuit of a suitable mate.



11,

I soon learned too that very few homosexuals cared
for multiple affairs or '"daisy chains". As the years passed,
in fact, I adopted the philosophy of '"Let live'" as long as
no one was harmed by such activity, and no one forced into
such activity. As it turned out, some of my close friends in
the homosexual world actually enjoyed this sport on occasion
and they, for the most part, seemed to be ordinary human
beings and not: some sort of lowly creatures. They were
- just doing their thingsas I did mine.

However, my thing was not particularly acceptable
to the homosexual community - especially not if I were serious
about it, I wanted to dress as a woman and be accepted as
such. The only way a homosexual group would accept a male
dressed as a woman is when he ''cerried on" or mocked woman-
hood. On occasion Iﬁid this just so that I would be accepted
by the homosexuals and get the feel of being a woman in the
presence of men,

Sometimes I msed this guise to advantage, knowing
how easily homosexuals became turned off at the sight of
feminine attired males, Many times some gay males became
very persistent in their attempts to gain my favors, and
to dissuade them - at the same time hoping they would
accept me as a woman - I would agree to have them come
home with me, warning them beforehand that I liked to
sleep in panties and a nightgown. None believed me as
I certainly didn't look nor act effeminate. My looks were
such that it was inconceivable to most homosexuals that I
could be anything but masculine. They, of course, built

up an image of my masculinity simply because I had a very
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mascluline and handsome countenance. They were sure I was
joking about my fetish and took up my challenge. I soon
convinced them of my sincereity when we arrived home. Some
decided I wasn't for them. Others, however, were at such a
sexual fever pitch that they could care less, and went to
bed with me. Few indulged my feminine desires as I hdd
hoped. As most of these guys were unappealing to me, I
thought that at least if they indulged me I could get some
kicks. They just satisfied themselves at my expense, and
I let them, being stuck as I was. None ever returned for
seconds, anyway. I always wondered later why I bothered,
but it seems I was easily flattered by attention given me,
and found it hard to turn down a partner in my lonely state.
Nonetheless, as the years passed, my attraction to the guys
that patronzied the bars waned. Whereas when I first ''came
out" I seemed to have no end of proposals, I think perhaps
I was more appealing then because of my look of innocence
and obvious newness to this world., I got fewer and fewer
proposals, and soon had to exert some effor and start making
proposals. A very hard task for me, and one that wearied and
frightend me. The fact is that many gay men find it difficult
to solicit a partner for the evening for fear of being
t urned down and for fear of soliciting a detective., Many
of my gay friends would advise me as to how to go about
attracting other gay men. Some suggested tight fitting
clothing with plenty of penis protruding, which was totally
against my modest and convervatiﬁe nature. Some suggested.
smiling, and still others suggested the bold approach. I

tried the latter two suggestions, to no avail. For some



o /"\

13.
reason, it seemed I was no longer attractive to the gay men,
a lthough I was still considered to be extreme1y>good looking.
Some older men and some very effeminate boys would oécasionally
approach-me. The old men I turned down cold, but dipomatically.
The effeminate ones I informed that underneath my male
facade I was more effeminate than they. Sometimes I was in-
formed that I appeared to be a detective and other times I
appeared to be unapproachable - mainly because of my good
1ooks; All the while I thought my good loocks would be a
f actor in my favor, only to find out they were a hinderance
to my 'making out",

Still I hung onto the hope that "'the one' would
come along. Had I not had a boundless capacity for hope,
I probably would have gone mad. At the same time I began
to find the gay life and the gay men less and less appeal-
ing - even the very good looking and mascﬁline homosexuals
did little for me. Somehow, no matter how masculine these
men appeared, there was the inexplicable something that
mrked them as different from the heterosexual male., Only
a person familiar with the gay community can spot this
"something".‘ It is something in the way they look at
other men, or some mannerism ~ so slight that only another
homosexual or one familiar with homosexuals can stt it.
Sometimes it is the way th%yphrase ordinary sentences while
talking about men, sex, 6r a book. Some, of course, have
a falsetto ring about their voice. I noted too that many
gay guys have two voices as distinct as their double lives -~

one for the heterosexual community and the other for the
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gay community. Why they make this distinction in their
voices is a little beyond me, but I suppose they want to
be more acceptable to the homosexual commmnity or just to
show they are different. Some forget themselves or from
habit make no distinction and use their falsetto voices and
effeminate mannerisms on all occasions. Still, most homo-
sexuals are always seemingly heterosexual in voice and
mannerisms all of the time.

After spemling a year flitting back and forth in
and out of the gaﬁ world, I managed somehow to be completely
passive in sexual relations with other men. I fortunately
was able to pick guys who were satisfied to be aggressive
and undemanding in the sex act. Howéver, this by no means
meant that all were of the masculine type, as many times it
is the very masculine looking man who prefers to play the
passive role. Those new to the gay life, or who have had
few partners, are under the impression, as the heterosexual
commuinity is, that the masculine homosexual always plays the
aggressive role. Not so, as it is usually the most effeminate
male who plays the masculine role in bed (or aggressive role).
There is no way té tell who likes what without asking. Of
course, most are pretty flexible, and will play any role
that is satisfying to their partner, or play both, all in

one night's sex play.
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It happened, though, that my first experience at
being aggressive in the sex act occurred while I was in
the night clothes of.a female. The desire suddenly came
upon me as I was mking love to another male, who hpppened
to be fairly masculine in appearance. I picked up my
nightgown and proceeded to pump him in the rear. Perhaps
because he didn't seem to mind my dressing in female night
clothes, I wanted to reward him. At any rate, he was less
than kind, as. he remarked that I certainly didn't look like
a woman despite the female garb., In his mind, as long as
I still looked masculine he could care less what 1 wore to
bed. Our relationship was of short duration, but a little
more satisfying, as I was permitted the freedom of wearing
female night clothes whenever we had sex. My new ex-
perience as the aggressor was not at all displeasing to me
when the mood hit me, but for the most part, I remained
passive. As the paramount purpose of my life is to please
rather than be pleased, I also played the aggressive role
even when the mood didn't hit me,

Gaged by the morality of the heterosexual community
I would be considered a very promiscuous person, but gaged
by the morality of the homosexual community, I was a £lop.
I hagd partners, but they were few and far between. I was
particular gnd always managed to have partners who made no
unusual sexual demands - there being more than the act of

sodomy and fellatio involved in some homosexual relationships.
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In fact, it was still years later that I finally got up
enough courage and cleared my mind of disgust before I per-
formed fellatio. It was also quite awhile before I even
permitted such a practice on me by other men. I can imagine
that it could easily be surmised that I was not a particularly
sex-minded person (after all I was 26 before I had my first
sex experience). Sex was not the primary cause of my enter-
ing this sad, shallow, and useless homosexual life, but it
seemed the only way open for a chance to find a rééationship
built on love, That is the way the game is played by the
homosexual (and many heterosexuals too).

It is an axiom of the gay set that you don't go
to bed with a male with whom you wish to be a friend. But
surprisingly, I made some very good and lasting friendships
just that way. There is a parallel in the heterosexual
side, at least with the males, that you don't befriend a girl
(or marry) who goes to bed with you, Séill I had very few
homosexual friends and I was rarely sought after by my friends
for social contact. I suppose they sensed that I didn't fit
in as their culture was completely alien to my nature, and
one in which it was almost impossible for me to be comfortable.
However, the pattern seemed to be the same in my heterosexual
dealings. So my life turned into one long bribe as I tried
to buy friendship and love through gifts, parties, dinners,
etc. - all to no avail. My phone never rang and the doorbell

only rang when people came to feast on:my generosity. 1 was



17.
handsome, intelligeft, healthy, young, and moderately success-

ful - and had nothing - not even memories - just an un-

explicable burden and an overwhelming sense of loneliness,

whibh I warded off by constant activity. I worked full

time and went to school almost continually. I didn't fit
anywhere. I wasn't an acceptable heterosexual and an even

less acceptable homosexual.



18,

The homosexual is not a female-garbed, perfume
doused ma le, as the general public unreasonably believes.
They rarely, if ever, force themselves oqhnyone, and they
most definitely do not chase children or try to corrup then,
Some homosexuals like teenage boys, but most avoid them like
the plague, even when a teenage boy makes overtures to them
as often happens. Most homosexuals éan trace their behavior
quirk to théir childhood, destroying the much-loved theory
of the heterosexual community that homosexuality is caused
by other homosexuals preying on the young.

Homosexuals are all around, and could be your
neighbors or co-workers, Some are readily detectable be-
cause of their supposed feminine ways. To me, they look
like caricatures of females, and do not have feminine ways,
but demonstrate a mockery of femininity. However, the
majority of homosexuals go undetected. Most have the same
male interests and male mannerisms as their heterosexual
counterparts. Thelr one big hang-up is a desire to have
sex exclusively with males. Some homosexuals like the
swishy kind as partners, but not necessarily because they
remind them of women, as their relationship is strictly
man~to-man. There is no role pla?ing, even in bed. To
them sex is sex - all kinds, and all ways, which has nothing
to do with playing the male role and the female role. There
are, of course, the passive and the aggressive, but one can
never know simply by mannerisms or body structuee, as a
foothall player may be pasive in bed and a swish may be

aggressive,
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There is one basic characteristic, outside of their
sex interest, of a majority of homosexuals along with some
other minority groups who exhibit sexual behavior patterns
not embraced by the majority of the population, and that
is that they are very selfish. For the most part, they are
also irresponsible in social matters, thoughtless, and
exclusively interested in using people for their own ends.
Also, most of them are extremely sex oriented and sickeningly
phallic-conscious., The phallic symbol is almost an item
of worship. Within their own group they are extremely
vulgar. Every sentence or nuance of a word or phrase is
turned into a sexual meaning, whether they are talking of
se%ﬁr not. Because of their lack of social responsibility,
and their alienation from the general social mores, as well
as not having women around to tone down their verbal excessés,
they seem to be more interested in sex thén most men, but
they are probably no more lustful than other men. The homo-
sexual just happens to have more freedom and opportunity
than the heterosexuil male, Who,‘if he had the same freedoms,
not hampered by the presence of females, social responsibility,
and family respohsibilities, would undoubtedly be equally
as hedonistic as their homosexual counterparts. I believe
the male, whatever his sexual persuasibn, is more sex-pfone
than the female. My own experience with all kinds of males

- is ample proof of the excessive sexuality of men.
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Although homosexuals cry out for tolerance of -
their behavior, they are not at all tolerant of other sexual
minbrities, not even in their own realm. For instance, they
will have nothing to do with female homosexuals (lesbians),
or drag queens (female impersqnators). They do, however,
accept homosexual negroes, only because they find them
sexually stimulating. It is a curious fact also that the
diehard Southerner is usually the first to embrace the -
negro sexually. Qf course, there are cliques - the psuedo-
sophisticates will hav e nothing to do with the laborer on
a social level, but is not averse to having sex with the
laboroer. The butch (masculine type) will have nothing to
do socially with the swish (effeminate type), but at times
has sex with a swish. And the cliques go on and on,
forming minorities within a minority, all ﬁith their own
cultural and social patterns. One needs a dictionary to
keep up with the terminalogy exclusive with each group;
sometimes the same word or phrase will have a different
meaning depending on which group you are asgsociated with.
Then again, each city's gay population across the land uses
a different language, making it impossible to keep up with
this confused variety added to our already complicated
language.

A homosexual's occupation is not exclusive with
the hair-burning or dress designing trades. They earn
their living in every conceivable occupation. They are
business men, professional men, engineers, etc. Some are
very wealthy - others very poor. Some are very intelligent,

hold positions of public trust and run large enterprises.
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A surprising many are school teachers and professors.

- Most homosexuals are cautious, rarely revealing
their true nature. They, of course, lead double lives, which
can be very frustrating. Some find it difficult to accept
their own nature, which leads many to adcholism and suicide.
They are in constant fear of being discovered by family,
friends, and employers., Many are rejected by their families
when they are found out. Many, too, are summarily dismissed
from their jobs when their private life comes to light. Most
are unusually stable, more so thanﬂ a lot of heterosexuals,
when you consider the terrific social pressures they are under.
They prefer theiy own kind, noimatter what strata of society
they may be in. They socialize reluctantly with the hetero-
sexual members of our society, except for family or business
reasons. They have their own social structure, unique language
and symbols, and ways of doing things. They are constantly
seeeking their own kind, and have subtle ways of discovering
other homosexuals, even though the general public finds it

impossible to detect them., Homosexuals number in the millions

it

(recent estimate 12 millioh), but are concentrated in large
cities. Some are married, because they discovered their true
nature too late, or because they are ambitious, and need a
wife to help them climb the ladder of success. (Many marry
lesbians strictly for this purpose as a front). Many of the
married latent homosexuals are very frustrated, because they
are unaware of their homosexual nature. These are the men,
married and single, who constantly and cruely condemn homo-

sexuals in general to cover up the guilt of their own latent
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homosexuality. These men usually make life miserable for
themselves, as well as their families and associates. Others
who are married, adjust ahd seek their pleasures with other
men whenever they can without disrupting their family life.

The great majority do not find pleasure in observing
men in public restrooms. A good many who seek their pleasures
in restrooms are those who are married, or are professional
men (like a certain Presidential Aide) who cannot take the
chance of being seen in public bars that cater to homosexuals,
where the great bulk of homosexuals find their mates, It is
also the professional and married men who pick up young boys
hitching rides. However, I, and many of my friends, have
picked up teenage boys hitch hiking, who would practically attgck
us, Almost all of the time his advances will be repulsed,
as nothing seems worse to a homosexual than tokave an affair
with a teenager. Most homosexuals really do not care for
youngsters, and the few that do exert great discipline, as
they fear the hot breath of the law.

Homosexuals as a group do not hate women, but
possibly fear them (fear of how to react in their presence).
Many, however, have women friends and enjoy their company.
Some women seek out homosexuals as friends, as homosexuals
go out of their way to dote on them ~ sometimes to such
lengths as to become sickening. A great many homosexuals
have at one time or another had sex with a woman, which
hardly puts them in the bisexual class as the number of
times they have had women was limited. Some homosexuals

impregnate lesbians so that they (the lesbian) may bring
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up a child without the need t Varry. In fact, many homo-
sexual men would like to have children., I think the mere
desire to want a child would suffice to make the homosexual
a good father. No homosexual I know believes that any child
should be raised as a homosexual. In fact, it would be a
good idea to allow homosexuals to adopt children and relieve
the social agencies of the great burden of rearing unwanted
children. This alone would cut down the homosexuals' ex-
cessive sex interests, make him more responsive to the
community, and give meaning to his life.

You'll find few philosophers or philanthroplsts
among homosexuals, as they are forever seeking pleasures S
of the body and entertainment for the mind. Except for a.
certain few, they do not, as many people like to think,
have sex orgies. In fact, at times they are overly modest;
hardly in keeping with their image as sex enthuasists. But
I've been to many swim parties where the host urged his male
guests to swim nude - none took up the offer. Yet I've been
to very sophisticated straight parties where the male guests
would swim nude. Homosexual patties, for the most part, are
dull and humdrum and are used mainly to find new mates. If
you should look into a homosexual bar (they refer to their
bars and themselves as "gay'"), you will see that the word
"gay" is a misnomer, All they do is stand around hoping to
get up enough nerve to ask someone to go home with them.
The friends they seek are those who are enteraining. They
like clowns and witty people and if you are not one or the

other, you can practically forget ever having a decent re-
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lationship with another homosexual strictly on a platonic
basis. They cater to the young and good looking and even
to heterosexual men and women who come to appreciate them.
However, their interest in others is usually superficial
as they like to make a good impression, being flattered that
an "outsider" accepts them. Homosexuals have very little

depth and are constantly sekking new forms of pleasure and

entertainment. Few want to face reality, and most are

very childish in their outlook on 1life, Many wish to get
"married', but their relationships are shallow and strictly
sexual on the whole, Their '"marriages'" are of short duration.
Those '"marriages' which last.longEr (some for 20 years) do
so because arrangements are made with each partner so that
they can lwe side dishes (sometimes they hve threesomes) of
sex, Sex seems to be their prime interest in life and old
age does not seem to quench the fire. Many homosexuals make
sure they are well off financially so th& in old age they
c an pay for what they got for nothing when they were young.
Few homosexuals canlive with themselves, or by
themselves., Many are guilt-conscious, frustrated, and
prone to suicide. Also, many arg%xceséive drinkers. Society
and the law are extremely harsh on these individuals who
find it an impossibility to change their nature. Without
society's rigous condemnation of this particular behavior
pattern, many homosexuals would not find it so difficult to
lead more meaningful lives, and pefhaps they would tone down

their sexual interests and have more fruitful relationships

with their own kind, as well as with the rest of society.
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I do not go along with the theory that homosexuals
are sick. As mental ogﬁhysical sickness destroys ones
productive capacity and stability. Homosexuals are as pro-
ductive and as stable in most matters as their heterosexual
counterparts - no more, no less - with the exceptidn of
those who can not face the reality of their situation (which
is equally applicable on the heterosemual side).

As for homosexuals taking over the world or in-
fluencing otherwise non-homosexuals, this assumption is
very fallacious. After all, the homosexual is under constant
pressure to conform to the heterosexual mould. He is bombarded
daily by all media of communication with the glories of
heterosexual love and sex; yet not one homosexual has become
a heterosexual. Itﬁs only logical to assume that not one
heterosexual will become a homosexual should this nation be
bombarded by the glorification of homosexual love and sex -
as is hardly the case at this juncture of history. Unreason-.
ing fear has done, and is doing, more harm than this nation
can afford., Homosexuals should be given a fair chance to
lead normal lives (as many manage to do) sthat they may
channel their energies into more productive and useful

enterprises, benefitting themselves as well as society.



My supposed homosexuality #idn't blossom overnight
at the age of 26 years; that just happened to be the age at
which I actively sought a homosexual relationship. Actually,
my homosexual (only technically would I be considered a
homosexual) tendencies became apparent to me at the age of
18, However, at that time I wasn't prepared to place ény
name on my behavior - one reasonteing I had no idea what
was hagpening to me. In any event, strange and inexplicable
feélihgs were beginning to stir in me., Feelings I had
nevef3had before, which were to affect my emttions and even
my health,

One day, while in the service, I was walking to the
mess hall, and a very handwome, well groomed young air force
man, whose uniform fit very snugly, caught my eye. I kept
staring at him without any conscious reason as 1 followed
him, “Every day thereafter I waited for him to pass,and 1
continued to admire him. We never met, but he seemed to
have a strange attraction fo#&e. I finally decided I was
attracted to him simply because he reminded me of a girl;
and had he been one, Iwouldﬁave approached him. 1In all
honesty, however, he didn't even come close to resembling
a girl in looks or manner. But I needed some excuse for
being interested in him, Such is the way of the mind, to
make up fantastic reasons to account for emotional re-
sponses that do not fit in with the norm. After a few weeks
this young man no longer appeared at the mess hall; and I

completely forgot about him and my emotional response to him..
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My next interest was a blond, short, and well-
built man a couple of years older than I. I needed no
fantasies for liking him, as we roomed together, and we
both took to each other immediately. He seemed more like
a big brother, as he was solicitous of my needs. I felt
very comfortable in his presenced, and missed him terribly
if he left even for a short time. We became very close and
were with each other almost constantly. However; we hardly
ever exchanged much conversation., If we did, I really
don't remember, as I felt as if I were drifting on a cloud
whenever I was with him. One day we tookA weekend trip,
and traveled by train. I was facing him and beginning to
doze against the window, when I heard a click, and opened
my eyes and asked my friend what he was doing. He said he
was taking a picture of my beautiful face, in a very serious
and matter of fact manner, It seemed very strange to me
that a man would tell another man that he had a beautiful
face, but I was nonethelesy flattered, as no one in my life
had ever called me handsome, much less beautiful. That night
we rented a room and slept in the same bed. I found it
difficult to sleep,:and woke up many times thinking ants
were crawling over my body. I really wanted to snuggle up
to this man, and felt he wanted to also, but neither of us
made any move. I awoke very tired, but somehow very happy.
That day seemed to be qbery glorious day, and even my partner

was enthused with the day as we strolled through the littk

German town and hills surrounding it. I had a very close
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.attachment to this man, and he to me, but there éeemed to me
that there should be something more in our relationship,but
I couldn't figure out what it should be. Soon I was transferred
to another bsse and he was to stay behind. However, I had
become very influential in the office I was working in and
had requested of the Captain in charge that my friend be
transferred along with me. The Captain was agreeable, but
my friend preferred to stay on. We parted and I felt ;ery
empty inside, but almost immediately forgot him when I
reached my new base.

I became emotionally involved with two more men
before I was discharged and with each one I became more and
more deeply ataached. They helped me along by thdr tender
interest in me, and their way of deferring to me as EI&"UﬁALoU
female. They seemed completely unaware that they were
treating me so, and I, in turn, did not realize that I was
being treated differently than other men. However, I enjoyed
the attention so much that I became physically ill and
couldn't eat whenever either of them left for a day.m Immediately
after work, I would return to my barracks and go to sleep,
as an escape, until my latewt friend would return. 1 just
couldn't think straight. I was of the earth but beyond it,
seemingly always in a daze. One late afternoon while I was
involved with my latest heart-throb, I laid on my bed to doze.
It seemed to me, though, that I had not slept and that 1
distinctly felt the presence of a male figure %eaning over
me and a gentle but firm kiss placed upon my lips. It was

so unbelieveably real that I was sure someone was there., I
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slowly opened my eyes to find I was alone. The thrill of
that kiss and the warm secure feeling it gave me never left
me and no real kiss I have experienced since thgn from a mén
could compare. That was the only time in all of my life,

to that point, that I ever-came close to dreaming of a man.

I had the amazing facility to let such incidents
pass from my mind as if the%Lad never occufred, and so was
not consciously disturbed by this unusual episode. Still 1
remember all incidents of any significance in my life in
detail, and have instant recall whenever I choose.

My latest friend was a tall, well built, very good
looking Japanese man who I liked to think of as the male
Marilyn Monroe for some unaccountable reason, He many times
would put his arms around my waist, fuss over me as he would
a woman, along with méking remarks usualy reserved for
women, He also liked to wrestly with me on my bed as you
would with a child, - And like a child I did nothing but
giggle, but unlike a child I became aware that at the mere
touch of his hand I would get an erection. I was embarrassed
by this and although he noticed it too, he never said any-
thing, but continued to wrestle with me. 1 was very
jealous of him at the time, and if he showed anj interest
in another man I would become very éullen. In fact, there
was one man who seemed to have an unusual interest in my
friend, and upon reflection I have come to the conclusion
that he was a homosexual, but that was the farthest thing
from my mind at the time. I now even suspect that my

Japanese friend was probably a latent homosexual or bisexual.
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At any rate, we became close friends, and I followed him
around like a dog. He being Japanese, bnkccasion he would
request that I wash his back when we showered. Iddid so
with embarrassment as every time I touched him I began to
get an erection and it took a terrific amount of discipline
to control myself, especially in the shower, where there
were other men around. No one else caused such sensations
in me, and I wasn't at all interested in looking at other
men's nude bodies, not even my present friend.

Our relationship continued until he wad discharged.
During our friendship ;ﬁuffered quite a few emotional up-
heavels because of him, One time he promised he would meet
me in Paris as I was taking a leave to go to Germany; being
stationed in the Southern part of France at this time. He
never showed up, and I spent one full day walking from one
end of Paris tqkhe other, just looking for him. I had no
idea where to look, but I kept walking around and looking
into bars hoping I'd spot him. This being my first trip to
Paris, I managed to see all of the noted sights, but was
not at all impressed, as my main concern was to find my
friend. I spent 12 or more hours straight walking without
feeling tired as my mind was afloat and I was very emotionally
disturbed at his not meeting me. The next day I went to a
lingerie shop and bought a pair of nylon pink panties (for
my girlfriend), my first purchase of female attire, Still
in a daze, I rented a cheap hotel room, took down the curtains
and wrapped them around me like a dress, with my new purchase
on, masturbated, and then took a train to Germany, still

with the panties on under my uniform. When I reached Germany
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I threw thﬁéanties away; forgot about my friend; visited the
friend I left behind; felt no interest in him; and proceeded
to enjoy my vacation with some German friends.

I returned to France and got just as emotionally
involved as before with my Japanese friend. We finally made
a trip to Paris together. We slept in the same bed at my
insistence, giving the excuse we needed to save money, and
then I attempted to put my arms around him., He pushed me
away and said he was moving to another hotel, and I became
very hysterical with apologies and begging him to stay on.
He refused until I smashed my hand into a glass door. As
I bled profusely, all the while weeping uncontrollably, he
agreed not to leave me. The incident was almost immediately
forgotten by both of us and we continued on as before. We
parted as good friends when he left for the Wtates, and I
was ill for a couple of days. But as usual, I forgot 1
ever knew him, and a new man replaced him a few days after
his parting.

None of the men I got involved with seem to have
anything in common, except that they all were good looking
and all treated me as if I were a girl., There nationalities
were different, their height, and coloring. Their interest
in me and mine in them seemed to be mutual, and I suppgse }
that was one link that drew us together., At that timéilf :
never made any special effort to meet anyone, so I'gueés
they#ade a special effort to meet me. At any rate, we
a lways managed to room together, as we pretly much had
the freedom of choosing, where we wanted to live, switching

back and forth at wdll,
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My newest friend was a short, black curly haired,
Midwesterner with a very shy nature, and a year or so older
than me. The fact was that I just happened to be the
youngest male wherever I went in the service, because 1
joined at the age of 17. My new friend and I roomed to-
gether, his bunk being directly opposite to mine. Something
began to stir in me the first time I met him. We used to
go to a nearby bar bogether almost every night, where I
would proceed to get high on wine. And every night he
would héve to practically carry me home, which must have
looked very funny as he was nof more than 5'5" and I was
over 6 feet tall, But I purposely got high so that he
would have an excuse to put his arms around me. We were
practically inseparable, but nonetheless he started to
take ﬁp with the bar owners young daughter. I was furiously
jealous, and I think the bar owner and his whole family
noticed it. Still, we went to the bar together and came
hdme together. But one night another man took an interest
in my friend and, suspecting he had more than a passing
interest in him, I challenged him to a fight over some
silly reason that I made up. He took me up on it and we
had quite a row until the fight was broken up. My friend
just stood by with his girlfriend in tow and watched. This
made me furious to think I was fighting over him and he
just stood there holding this girl's hand. T went hont quite
dejected, but did not terminate our relationship. After all,
I convinced myself, he had no idea I was fighting for him
anyway. But one night I really drank a lot becéuse I was

getting more and more attached to this man. This night he
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had guard duty and after the bar closed I found him on duty
and asked him to sit in a nearby truck with me. He did and
I proceeded to run my fingers through his hair telling him
allkhe while that if I were a girl as his friend was I would
not let him out of my sight. I kissed his cheek and continued
to run my fingers through his hair, complimenting his looks,
and commenting how lucky his girlfriend was. All the while
he just shyly sat there making no move but soothingly asking
me to stop - as if he wasn't sure he wanted me to stop or
riot. The next_day I was choked up with guilt feelings and
at the same time telling myself that it was love, and love
after all was the most beautiful thing there was, so that
there couldn't be anything wrong with a man loving another
man. I was in quite a state and felt the need of some
advice so I chose to talk to a Catholic priest in the nearby
town - all the while hoping he would tell me it was all
right to love anotler man - as I was beginning to convince
myself that it was perfectly naturel; otherwise, why would

I be in love? To my dismay he informed me it was wrong and
referred me to the biblical story of Sodom and Gomorrah - my
first knowledge of this story and of its significance. None-
theléss, I went right back to my friend, but with the deter-
mination that I would control my emotions. It didn't work,
but I made no attempt to make love to him for awhile anyway.
When Christmas came around I bought him a very expensive
sweater and so as not to make my interest obvious to some

of my other friends in the barracks, I bought them presents

writing little poems for each., The poem for my friend,
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however, was more like a love poemn. I placed all of the
presents under the men's pillows, went to bed early feeling
very lonely and strange, ctiyered my head with my blanket and
began to cry. I was all alone as there was a party going
on in the mess hall and I choose not to go. My friend soon
came in and found his present, quietly came over to my bed,
lifted the cover from my head, threw his arms around me and
kissed me on the cheeknas he thanked me for my gift. I
shivered with happiness and was enveloped in a warmgfcomfor-
table feeling almost the same as the night of my phantom kiss.
He tried to get me to go to the party, but I refused and
went to sleep. The other men thanked me in the morning for
my gifts, but they seemed a little stunned by my thoughtful -
ness as no one was prepared for a gift from me and no one,
not even my close friend bought me one., A little after
Christmas I went over to my friend'sbbed and started carressing
his head and kissing his face all over. It was dark and
I couldn't see him. He didn't seem at all startled, but
merely cautioned me that there were other men sleeping and
that I best stop. I did, and a few days later I asked him
if he and I could rent a hotel room in town and sleep to-
gether - all the while in a very nervous and agitated state.
I had the peculiar idea that sleeping with him would cure
me of my problem. He refused, and soon stopped seeing me,
as‘he was by then transferred to another barracks preparing
for Stateside duty. He left and made the effort to say
goodbye to me. I was, as before, completely undisturbed by

my latest encounter with a man as soon as he was gone.
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L wrote to him when I returned to the States after we weee
both discharged. I apologized for my peculiar behavior tell-
ing him I couldn't understand what got into me. He forgave
me, theorizing I was going through a stage and claimed he
stopped seeing me the last month or so before he left so

that I could straighten myself up.

I had one last, but brief, encounter with another
man before I went Stateside. This young man, ruggedly good
looking and a blond, happened to be a friend of my last
friend. However, he never talked to me, as he seemed
jealous of my curly-haired friend's interest in me. 1I had
the feeling from the way he used to look at me that he was
aware of my unusual interest in his friend and probably was
the cause of my friend not talking to me before he left. I
also suspected he thought me some kind of a sissy as I began
to question my own masculinity. At any rate, we woulld up
going home together on thgfame grain, We became fast friends.
We had a long layover in Paris before continuing on to the
German port of debarkation, so my new friend suggested we
rent a room and take a naﬁ. We rented a room with one bed,
at his insistence (tgsave money, of course). We both disrobed
and went to bed, and I could sense an overpowering and strong
desire on my part as well as his that we should be doing
something more than sleeping. However, he made no attempt
to do anything, and neither did I. We did lie close to
each other, but stiffly, and I could feel my body heat up to
the burning point and his body was equally as hot. Fortunately,
or unfortunately, we were both tired and just had ourselves

a good sleep. We awoke, returned to the train and that was
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the last time I saw him, although I looked for days trying
to find him on the ship.

It is entirely possible that all of the men who
took an interest in mﬁhere homosexuals or latent homosexuals,
but because of my age and naiveness didn't dare approach me
other than as friends. It is also possible that I stirred
something in them that they couldn't figure out, any more
than I could. But life went on, and all my near-affairs were
completely put out of my mind, as I resumed civilian life
at the age of 20. 1I do regret, however, that I was not
earlier introduced into a homosexual type of affair. It may
have brought me to an earlier realization of my femininity,
and the fact thét I was in most respects a woman in a male

body.
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He woretbaggy blue jeans and a pullover sports shirt.
His rear view left me with the distinct impression that he had
just come off the farm. However, discounting his shabby dress,
his front view was something else again., From where 1 stood
he seemed to have quite a handsome face. But, of course,
with my poor eyesight and the dim lights that I had to con-
tend with, I surreptitihously took a closer look to make sure,
as I made a quick walking tour of the room. I was impressed.
My usual procedure is to say "hi" to any handsome man who
catches my eye as I stroll pass them, At times this seems
to be almost a necessity, as many men are reluctant to strike
up a conversation until the girl gives them some kind of a
go-sign. I was debating with myself whether I should or
shouldn't, and decided he was too shabbily dressed for my
taste, Besides, he went to a table that was occupied by two
overweight negroes, and apparently they weee plying him with
beer., That is all they served in this honky-tonk-type-bar.
One of the negroes was especially solicitous of this young
man. He seemed to b%kaking an effort, somewhat unsuccessfully,
at playing the feminine role. I say unsuccessfully, because
he was in direct competition with the real fems in the bar

who were appropriately dressed to play the part.
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After walking about a bit and looking the scene
over, with an occasional hello to some of the girls I knew,
I sat directly across from this threesome at another table.
I really didn't expect to get any attention, but then again
maybe I was hoping I would, At any rate, I sat down and
crossed my legs, making sure that there was a sufficient
view of my knees, I happened to be wearing a full-skirted
dress so I had to purposely lift my dress above my knee to
get the desired effect. In this bar girls wear mini and
tight-fitting skirts that come quite a way above the knee.
In fact, they were wearing this type of clothing long before
it came into vogue. But I always pride myself on being a
lady, and rarely wear my dresses any more than anﬁnch above
the knee., My mode of dress doesn't seem to deter admiring
glances from the men. However, most of the girls who come
here like to dress 'whorish", as theyzsay, thinking men prefer
that type = and many of them do. But there are some who
prefer the lady-like type too. In fact, many men prefer me
to the other girls simply because I am a lady. They rave
about my poise, grace, and definite feminine air. I wonder
sometimes if I'm overdoing it, especially in these sordid
surroundings, but one never knows who might come in and prove
to be a good catch for a decent-looking girl,

I had on a very attractive black dress with a
sheer nylon neckline and long nylon sleeves. My gentleman
friend across the way, it turns out, was to find other
reasons than my clothes and femininity toLave about as he

éegan to make motions for me to join his table. Being a
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lady, of course, and still repelled by his appearance-(after
all, they do say clothes make the man) - I tried to ignore him.
But he was getting insistent, and I guess I was enjoying his
attention, so I motioned to him to join me instead, He seemed
unsure whether he wanted to leave his free-spending friends,
but he eventually relented and approached my table. As he
came across the ten-foot space betﬁeen our tables, he ex-
calimed all the way, 'Wow, what a big woman. You're the
biggest woman I've ever seen, and I like big, broad women."
Well-really, I am tall, but hardly broad, In fact, my _
shoulderé are quite narrow, and I have a terrible time keep-
ing my bra and other straps up. But, if he pictured me |
broad, I guess I couldn't complain. At least I was getting
some attention, something every woman craves. We did sdme
small-talking for a few minutes, and he hinted he would
like to spend some time with me. However, he cautioned me
that he was broke - assumiﬁg, I suppose, that I was a hustler,
as some of the other girls are. Apparently, he was one =
' askhis black companién was decidedly displeased at this turn
of events. Anyway, I innocently told him I was broke too,
and so that made us even. He was delighted that I wasn't
going to ask him for moﬁey, and he went back to his table
to retrieﬁe his beer and send his colored friends on their
way. His one friend wasn't particularly-pieased and tried
to convince him, 5Assume, of what he would be missing. They

nonetheless parted company amiably - to my relief.
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He returned with his beer, and jokingly informed
me that he "knew the score', and that '"that thing you have
in front (male organ) is merely there to be used to turm you
over with.'" Well, I thought all along he knew the score,
but, of course, it isn't wise to always make such assumptions.
Even I've been mistaken for a real woman, and I wasn't the
most convincing drag around at that time. However, it is
never mine nor most of the girls' purpose to fool anyone,
but occasionally someone unfamiliar with this variety of
femininity comes along who doesn't know the score, and can't
see through the masquerade. Then too, there are those dbags
that even fool me, but you cén be assured that the bars I
used to patronize cater almost exclusively to drags and those
men interested in making their acquaintance. Well, my new
companion was most anxious that we make it ~ like now - and
this in itself surpriéed me becausemmost guys want to stay
until closing time, Many of them won't ask you directly
either, until just about that time. And since I don't
particularly like bars - it's trying for me to have to wait
until last call - naturally I was happy to please. However,
he decided he would like just one more beer. I, the broke
one, bought it for him. He drank less than a quarter#f a
glass, and we were on our way.

He talked profusely on the way home - in my car,
of course. Most the the men I meet are pretty poor con~
versationalists, but he proved to be a welcome exception.

He mentioned he was a bit-actor at one time. He did
resemble Paul Newman, He was also a boxer, and that was

pretty obvious from the scar on his cheek and a slightly
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quite a rugged-looking individual, was that he was also a
hairdresser. However, he admitted that his present
occupation was hustling. Anyone, usually homosexuals,
with money, could apply. I didn't question him closely
on the nature of his work or his clientele. T did feel
flattered, though, that he sought me out and consequently
gave up a good night's wages to be with me.

While driving home with me, my companion was still
being very effusive about my size, and how he thought I
could probably crush him in my arms. He did, in passing,
mention that he liked me also because I was pretty. When
we arrived homé I poured him a bourbon and we sat on the
couch where he crushed me in his arms, It was quite delight-
ful, naturally. His stomach, however, took precedence, and
he asked if I could whip up a bit of food. Being of a
hospitable nature, I always have plenty of food around,
I fried him a steak. After he had eaten, we got cozy again,
and he mentioned more of his background and inquired about
mine.

I then changed into my nightgown (wig in plre
and makeup still on) and off to bed we went, with a jazz
tape he requested for his bedtime accompaniment. He was
very affectionate and it seemed he preferred crushing me
rather than me him., I had no objections. We had a little
sexual interlude, and he insisted I kepp my panties off
because he expected to make use of my body during the night
and didn't want anything to slow him down. I told him I

prefer keeping them on because I enjoyed having a man take
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them off me. So that's the way it stood. They came down
two more times before the night was over. He was quite
active - and very loving. He kept telling me I was his
baby, his woman, and his girl. All of which thrilled me as
much as having sex. I like sweet things whispered to me
while being made love to, and I enjoy being called someone's
girl more than anything.

In the morning we had breakfast and he indicated
that he liked my apartment well enough to stay uwhile.
Although I was somewhat flattered, my better judgment took
over, and I realized that he couldn't even provide adqquately
for himself, and I wasn't about to support him. I said
nothing, hoping he would forget the whole scheme. He didn't
mention it again, to my relief, and late in thqéfternoon I
took him downtown where he was staying at some cheap hotel
with a friend who was alsb a hustler. Before we left my
apartment, I presented him with a nice pair of form-fitting
trousers that some guy left a few months earlier. He told
me he would like to see me again - perhaps that very evening -
but all would depend on whether his friend made any money
the night before. If not, he would have to mkke the rent
money himself in the evening. Then he asked me for my number,

and a dime so he could call me, I never did hear from him.
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The dictionary calls people who dress in the apparel
of the opposite sex Transvestites (cross-dressers)., However,
‘some dictionaries ermoneously state that most Transvestites
(known in their group as TV's) are homosexuals. As you will
soon see, this is an almost completely false statement, with
but minor exceptions. The great majority of cross-dressers,
male and female, are basically heterosexual. As society is
not as harsh in dictating the apparel of women as it is of
men, I shall deal here with the male exclusively, although
there are many women who prefer the complete illusion of
maleness by wearing every single item of male attire, adopting
a male name and a male mannerism, and do so with little or
no social consequence. I never had occasion to talk to an
admitted transvestite woman, although I've read of them.
The drag queen on the other hand could definitely
be called a homosexual, but there is no dictionary definition
of these people even though their mental attitude is completely
alien to the true homosexual, as our society prefers to lump
all males under the heading of homosexual if they happen to
prefer dresses to trousers. The term ''drag queen' was
apparently coined by the homosexual community. However,
very few homosexuals are cognizant of the "true' drag queen
as compared to those men, homosexual as well as heterosexual,
who occasionally dress in the apparel of females for the fun
of it. A drag queen also differs markedly from the Trans-
vestite as well as from the ordinary homosexual, the majority

of whom would rather be dead than be caught in female attire.
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The drag queen is the second class of males who
dress as women. In numerlcal terms, they rank way below
TV's, as iV;s constitute the great majority of men in ''drag".
The slang word "drag" b& itself means'female clothing. One
never says one is dressing in female attlre, but is getting
into drag. I used to end some of my letters to dear friends

with "If life becomes a drag, think of me,"

as I was going
through my drag phase at the time. Homoseﬁuals call ényone
who exhibits feminine qualities queeﬁs, whether they dress
or not. Wﬁile the drag queen calls all homosexuals whé do
not dress as women ‘butch queens" uéually said in a derogatory
manner., To further complicate the term, in San Fréncisco
a large homosexuai club calls all of its members queens at
one time or amother, whether they exhibit feminine qﬁalities
or not, and evéry member has been given a female name.

If you wonder how I got the hetérosexual male, out-
gside of the Transvestite (also heterosexual), involved in
this dressing game,-itAis very simple, At carnivals, balls,
and the like, there will always be some men who will dress
in the garb of the opposite sex just for fun, This is equally
true with the majority of homosexuals when some chose to piay
"Lady" for kicks. In the case of the homosexuals, Halloween
is their big masquerade season. It is known inrtheir jargon
as ”Witches Christmas". Some of the homosexuals spend all
year, as well as mény hundreds of dollaré, preparing for
this once-a-year event - which is about the only time in -

most ciities when males may go legally as females in public,
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Many of the homosexual balls are astounding to behold for
the range and beauty of some of the males in female attire,
as well as for their elaborate and imaginative costuming.
San Francisco, Los Angeles, and New York are noted for the
most elegant and well-planned balls. They go to all lengths,
including the hiring of limousines and buses (in San Francisco,
cable car buses), to transport them in great splendor to the
hall where the ball is taking place. Many of the ordinary
citizens who are aware of these happenings take great delight
in watching the entrance of these costumed ball-goers as they
would a Hollywood premiere. . For the sheer delight and
pleasure of seeing these unusual events, everyone should
attend a ball at least once in their life,

As for the drag queens, they too attend these
balls, as do the Transvestites. The drag queens are usually
in the minofity, however, because most of them can't afford
to attend. Some, too, just don't want to be bothered, be-

c ause they get more meaningful attention in the bars that
cater to them, and on the streets. They certainly would

not get any '"tricks'" at the butch queen balls. Economically,
drag queens are low on the totem pole, because a good number
of them lack the educational qualifications for a decent job;
many are from economically poor backgrounds; and many have
chosen the age-old profession of street-walking as a source
of income, as well as for pleasure. They are more interested
in personal attention than the attention of the masses, as
would be the case at a ball. The Transvestites,on the other
hand, would love to attend these balls, but most know nothing

about them, and those that do are hard-pressed explaining to
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their wives where they are gbing in drag. Most wives of
TV's do not approve of their dressing, or are completely
unaware of their husband's strange aberration. Roughly
80% or more TV's are married, or have been married.

So, you can see that the males who dress in female
attire for attention are usually drag queens. They use
feminine clothing as a device to gain attention as well as
to seduce certain-type males who have a desire to have sex
relations with them. These males are "straight" (heterosexual)
in the minds of the queens not homosexual (butch queens). And,
for the most part, these queen chasers are ''straight' in a
sense. Some daring drag queens, and those expert at the art
of illusion, even manage to have sex with the true hetero=
sexual male who is willing to pay for a ‘''quickie'. These
quickies rarely involve penal penetration below the waist.

The majority of males who do desire relations with drag
queens are aware of the genetic status of these female-
garbed males. These males in almost all cases are
"ambidexterous' in their sex desires; that is, they look
upon queens and women as equal when it comes to fulfilling
their sexual needs as well as their emotional needs. For
want of a better definition, although a new classification
is needed, these males can be considered biszexual,

Transvestites wear feamel attire for their own
pleasure; and although they are flattered by the attention
of men while they are dressed, in the majority of cases,
they prefer women as sexual partners. In factthere is a

wide gap among all three types of men who dress in female
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clothing., The homosexual who dresses for fun (once a year or
more) and exclusively foqkalls or special parties, is probably
no different from the heterosezual male who might go to a
masquerade in drag. To them, it is just a costume and gives
them a chance to show their acting ability by beling able to
pull-off a good illusion. Generaly speaking, each behavior
pattern has a distinct separation, but there are cases where
each of these three types converge or intermingle. That is,
one person may possess some or all of the qualities of each -
the homosexual, the TV, and the queen. A rel#itively new
add little-heard-of fourth aberration is the Transsexual (known
aw TS). The TS behavior also fits in with the above in some
individuals. This behavieop is new only in so-far-as the general
public and science ame just becoming aware of it. However,
all behavior patterns mentioned and those not mentioned in
t his book have been with us since Adam and Eve discovered
sex,

From my vast experience and association With all
four types, I have come up with my own definitions, which
definitions are not always in agreement with medical science
or dictionary usage. However, there are too many fine dis-
tinctive differences to place all behavior patterns in one
classification, or even two or more classifications. If we
are to understand these behavior patterns and the individuals

involved there is need for distinctive classifications.
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Besides, psychiatrists, thevmain group of medical men working
in this field of sexual aberrations, and the ones who make
the classifications, see very few of the variety of behavior
patterns dealth with in this book., And the ones they do see
are usually very disturbed, because of their behavior or for
reasons not even related to their particular sexual interest,
.SO the psychiatrists is at a loss to really have the opportunity
t o study the great majority of those men whose behavior pattern
is not particuarly condoned by society, which men are quite
well adjusted to themsevles and have no need of medical
treatment. The cost and the lack of understanding precludes
even those who wish medical attention to shy away, thereby
piling myths upon myths as to what really constitu e these
different behavior patterns and what is really the cause,
The psychiatritic profession has a very low nate of cures
and an even lower rate of understanding concerning aberrant
behavior. They are also hung-up on trying to bring these
people afflicted with these behavior pattemns in line with
the cultural norm, a "norm" whicﬁmay not be the answer in
many cases. It is possible, too, that the norm should be
revised or simply chucked. The norm is that men are men
and women are women and nothing is allowed betwixt and
between, However, the betwixt and betweens have been with
us since time began and will be with us until the end so
why not just adjust to it and afford the "between" people
a chance to live full, happy, productivé iives without
social ostracism, A.factor little considered is the
genetic, chemical, or chromonsomal make-up of the body

and the brain function, which may cause these aberrations.
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We, of course, cannot find cures or help people, if these
people are forced to live secret lives depriving science
the opportunity to make intelligent studies. The fact is,
society is losing out too as its unreasoning attitude towagdr
these individuals deprives them of productive lives, causing
many to go mad, commit suicide, or ju# become bums. I can
not speak from other than perzonal experience, but I know
that what society considers sexual aberrations are not all

necessarily mentally or environmentally induced.
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A homosexual friend of mine, knowing:;my penchant
for female attire, thought I would enjoy going slumming with
him and some friends downtown to a bar they had discovered
that fatered to drag queens. Although in the past I had
occasionaily seen males in the downtown area as well as in
Hollywood, made up asnnear as 1s possible to a feminine
manner, I wasn't ready for what 1 eventually saw., Prior to
+ his time meles in California were prohibited from wearing
dresses in public. Those desiring to creak a feminine
{1lusion had to be content to wear make-up, outlandish hair-
do's, and male clothing with a feminine cut. In most cases
they presented a horrible caricature of the fairer sex, and
could honestly be considred freaks. Their appearance was
nauseating to the unwary and a travesty of all things
feminine. Despite this, when I rarely did happen across
them, I noticed that very good looking and even rugged
males would he in attendance upon them. These males in-
variably struck me as being‘very subservient and docile in
the presence of these gay, overpowering painted oddities.
Consequently, I was prepared for the worst in my new ad-
venture, despite the fact that my friend assured me, ''These
queens wear dresses.' At that time I had no idea that the
law had been changed so that males could appear in puBlic in
drag, provided they did not use this disguise for illegal

purposes.,
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The downtown area of Los Angeles was always abhorrent

to me because it weminded me too much of the near-slum existence
in which I spent a portion of my childhood, and from which I
had managed to escape. Nonetheless, my curiosity was aroused
and soon, sure enough, I had my first good look at a drag
queen completely attired. Many were absolutely undetectable,
as they resembled women perfectly. Still, my friends and I
found reason for derision for these creatures of another world.
Most were dressed in the manner of = prostitutes and paraded
up and down the bar area screaming, laughing, and in some cases
making lewd remarks., It was a cacophony of psychedelic
patterns - falsetto laughter, screeching, and cackleing -

all to the accompaniment of rock music., Some of the queens
were very attractive. Others were just a plain mess and did

no service to the gender they proposed to represent. One in
particular, however, was very stunning and witty. She was a
natural, and provided us with some light-hearted entertain-
ment. During the course of the evening she would repeatedly
prance before us, knowing we were tourists, and in her very
slinky one-piece lavender low-cut pants outfit, seductively
threwy: of one shoulder strap and said, "Anyone interested

in paying two dollars to fuck a movie star." Despite the
vulgar language, she came over as very provbcative and had

I not been "different' myself, I might have taken her up on
hernproposition r‘whiéh obviously was a joke - she certainly

was worth ten dollars, at least. She had just found a new
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and responsive audience and was making the most of this
opportunity. Later, she was to bedome my hairdresser,
doing my wigs.

Well, it wasn't long before I was to become a
tourist attraction myself, rather than a spectator. 1In
fact, it was no more than a month later when I nervously
made my way into the shadows of this underworld of un-
reality, fantasy, and the lower depths of undignified
humanity. The worse part of it was that I made no grand
entrance decked out in an alluring and fashionably attired
manner, but attired in a manner definitely apt to provoke
derision and disgust from even the most vulgar and slovenly
drag queen to walk into the bar. I was, that firsﬁ%ight,
the veryspectacle I had abhorred when I first encountered
these psuedo-females without dresses in the downtown area
and Hollywood. As it turned out, instead of being dis~
couraged, I was encouraged by the course of events of that
particular debut. My intent all along was to find a
masculine companion,preferably one of the handsome, rugged,
and definitely male ones that hovered over the queens, as
was apparent every time I happend to encounter these flaming
creatures. 1 had spent years in pursuit of a male companion
that suited my taste, but all I knew were ordinary homosexuals,
and the ones I liked didn't like me, and vice-versa. Homo-

sexuals are a distinctlly different type from the men who
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pursue queens. Besides, I had a difficult time making it
with homosexuals anyway. They really didn't suit my tastes
nor I theirs. I was tall, dark, and handsome, somewhat
reminiscent of Tyrone Power, the envy of men and the
admiration of women. 1 have large, edpressive brown eyes
framed in long black lashes, a straight, narrow, and
slightly tipped nose, natural pink tinted cheeks, full red
lips behind which are straight gleaming white teeth. My
hair is thick, dark brown, and wavy, and my face is some-
what oval shaped, ending with a chin punctuated by a large
deep cleft. Definitely not the stereotype of a homosexual,
but there I was cawontingzas if I were,

At this time I had a very minuscule wardrobe, con-
sisting of two dresses - one store bought and one poorly
handmade (by a gay friend) party dress, one pair of nylons,
one pair of hi-heels, plain open-toed black slippers, and
old mousey-colored sleeveless blouse, and one wig. 1 was a
little better stocked with undies and nightgowny as they
had been my mainstaﬁ for years - I always retired in panties
and gown. I had been to a couple of balls and private
parties in drag, but was hardly the best-dressed girl around.
T didn't know a thing about applying make-up, and relied
solely on a hair-dresser friend to put my face on the few
times I did venture out. I remember once trying to put my
own make-up on, and putting blue eye shadow under my lower
1ids as well as above my upper lids, heavily applied. You've
heard of a shiner (black eye) - I had two - only mine were

blue. I thought, never in a million years will I be able to
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apply make-up; and made no further attempt at it. Con-
sequently, the night of my debut my make-up was sparse in-
deed. I put a dab of lipstick on and some pancake over my
face to try to cover my thick black beard, unsuccessfully.
That was it, and for the 1life of me I couldn't describe my-
self, but I'm sure I was a horror. I wore no wig, trying
as best I could to arrange my own hair in a feminine manner.
I slipped into my dingy blouse and wore a pair of tight-
fitting kaki colored levis. Of course, nylons, and my
black open-toed slippers. I not only looked weird, I felt
weird, but I was determined to mayp*my entrance ino the
nether world.

I sneaked out of my house and dashed to my car,
driving nervously to the bar, peaying all along I would
not be cited for a traffic violation. I drove as if 1 were
drunk - very slow and carefully so as not to break anyﬁaws.
I also prayed that there would be a parking space at the
entrance to the bar, and luckily there was. 1 dashed from
my car into the bar and took the first seat at the bar, which
was a couple of arms length from the door. Bless all bars
for their dim lighting - just about anyone looks good under
them.

My debut was to be very short. As it was early
in the evening, there were few patrons in the bar and no
drags at all. A young man was seated next to me facing the
aisle talking to a very small, round-eyed and feminine

looking Asiatic. I ordered a beer and just as I received oy
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it, the cute Asiatic walked away and the young man turned
t oward me and immediately asked if he could buy me a beer.
1 declined graciously and told him I had just ordered. He
was a very handsome young man and beofpre I could even dream
that he would like me, he reached out to put his arm around
my waist andgtarted spieling off some love nonesense to me.
I told him I didn't think this was the proper place or time
for him to get amorous. He agreed and suggested we go to
my apartment. I want you to know I was in the bar no more
than five minutes, and I was so floored at my astounding
good luck that I didn't bhesitate a minute. I immediately
took him up on his offer. For one thing, I felt terribly
awkward and unattractive and nothing pleased me more than
to get out of that place. 5o out I went without even a sip
of my beer. I wasn't about to dawdle, not With.such a good
looking guy seeking my favors. We hurried out and into my
car. He didn't even give me a chance to start the motor
before he wés all over me, kissing me, feeling my leg, and
putting his arms around my neck., 1 tried to ward him off
as best I could but he persisted all the way home. Not only
was I interested in getting home in one piece, but I was also
afraid of being spotted by the cops. I do believe it is
considered lewd conduct or worse for two males to be making
love in public and also I still wasn't too sure that drag in

any form was legal. I thought that it was probably allowed
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in certain bars. It comes to that anyway, as if you are known
to be a drag queen, no straight bar or gay bar will permit you
entrance, even though it is not illegal.

Somehbw, we made it without incident to my apartment.
He didn't even give me time for pleasantries. He headed
straight for the bedroom, starting to disrobe while at the
¢ ame* time mauling me. I managed by some means to get my
clothes off and slipped into a nighty. He lay back on my
bed, and I went to the bathroom for a minute. When I returned
he was out like a light. I said to myself, '"Great, here you
have a handsome, anxzious, and amorous guy and he passes out.'
T wondered if I were so lucky after all. 1 began to think
that he'd awaken in the morning in a fit of anger, not
remembering anything of the night before, to find he was
sleeping with a begowned, black bearded male, He was im-
movable and definitely out. Well, I've been to bed with
d runks before, but to this day Iéan never tell when some
men are drunk, unless they are staggering or their speech is
slurred. However, L knew for sure that the other guys were
gay, because we met in gay bars or at gay parties. This was
a new experience, and I began to wonder if by chance this
man just hhppened into the bar and didn't know the score and
actually took me for a woman, as bad as I was. As William
Bendix used to say, ''What a revolting development this is!"
For this poor guy at least. He was just too good looking |
end all male to be interested in a faggot like me - but

possible, I guess. I1'd just have to wait until he wwakened.
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1 smoked half the night éway hoping he would awaken
and wondering what I would say to him or, for that matter,
what he would say to me. It wasn't until dawn when he
stirred. He was a little confused as to where he was, but
adjusted almost immediately and without a word started making
love to me. Was I relieved, in more ways than one. My
appearance was of no concern to him, he apparently was a pro.

Another surprise was in store for me, While having
breakfast with me, he told me he had just gotten out of
prison. He was up for possession of marijuana and, of course,
he was "framed", This time by the police themselves. He
spent a good part of the morning convincing me df his innocenece,
For awhile, I hegan to believe him,; he was such an innocent-
1ooking lad. At any rate, the surprise was the he was the
first admitted ex-con L. had ever met in my life. He was Co
prove not to be the last, If you think Hollywood has all
the good looking guys, you're mistaken. Visit any prison,
in California at least, and you'd swear you were in a movie-
land film studio. Practically all the handsome, and I mean
universally handsome men that I've met were in prison at one
time or another. In fact, the odds thet they will be good
looking are so great that I took a chance and wrote a man
in prison, who was a friend of one of the queens, without a
picture or description of him, I wasn't disappointed when he

got out and we met.
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My lover of the dawn also surprised me with the
revelation that he had lived with a queen for some time. I
was sure none of these gorgeous guys would spend more than a
night with a queen, after seeing them in the morning, wigless
and paintless. Lt was sure encouraging to know that there
was hope for me.

We returned to the bar in which we had met late in
the morning. On the walls were 8 by 10 pictures of various
queens who patronized this bar. My friend pointed out one
very beautiful Hawaiian queen as the one he had lived with
for some time. It turned out I was to meet this queen later,
and we were to become very good friends. In fact, she is
about the only queen with'ﬁgiza 1 had a rapport. Although
she had a minimumoof schooling (because of her lazy nature)
and represents herself as some exotic whore at times, she is
intelligent, personable, and about the only queen 1 can
communicate with on my own level. This is Tahia, known in
her circle as the "Queen" of the queens, 8r Princess Tahia.

I left my handsome companion in the bar and he
dutifully took my phone number. It seems it is just a
ritual, as most of these men never call again. In fact,
many of them only visit these bars sporadically. And, unless
you're a steady bar fly, you may never see some of them more

than twice a year.
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Having now had my first successful experience in a
drag bar, I prepared to make it a weekly habit. As time went
on my wardrobe increased, my makeup improved, and 1 became
more and more comfortable in my new fole., My success extended
to finding suitable male companions to compliment my new
status.. I was now an acceptable drag queen. What will

tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow bring?

PR
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Had T lived in a truly enlightened and educated
society, I would have been a woman much sooner. My own
ignorance and prejudices, a product of a supposed sophisticated
and highly educated society caused me untold mental torture
and moreﬂdegragation. I live in a society that is highly
literate, to be sure, but certainly not educated. 1t is a
society with high moral surface values, yet hypocritical to
the core. In fact, it started out on a hypocritical note;
spouting freedom for all and immediately set up every con-
ceivable restriction: religious, economic, political, educational,
and most important of all, the restriction of the human spirit -
to know thyself unhampered by a pre-determined value system
having no relation to basic individual needs. We want to
mass produce human beings as if they were automobiles =-uthe
only distinguishing feature being color. Despite all re-
strictions, we have progressed, but only on the material
level, There is a dearth of spiritual values, human under-
standing, compassion, philosophical meaning of life as
witnessed by the present wtate of our country: riots, murder,
divorces, thievery on every level of society from income
tax cheating, corporation financial manipulations, down to
the base and visible bank robberies.
Would I have been better off to have bemn born in
another country? Probably not, but my beloved country is
the only one which loudly touts freedom - and the pursuit of
happiness. What happiness? Happiness to be able to own 2
late model automobile? Well, that seems to be the modus

vivendi equated with happiness. You can have it,
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After much prostituting of my moral values (values
derived by osmosis from my society), body, and mind, L
reached a stage of development that takes me where 1 am today,
devoid of traditional moral values (but highly principled),
a changed body, and a mind in tune with my nature. Had 1
been afforded the spiritual and medical help I earnestly
sought, I could have skipped a few stages of development
without 11l effects. Dont think because I write of my many
sexual encounters that 1 have no vilues and am just blightly
drifting on an a sexual orgiastic plane without meaning
ehind it all. But what do you do when you are "qifferent"
and you seek aid from priests and psychiatristiéts; the
priests turn&ou away in howmrox of being tainted with your
ngisease" and the psychiatristists suggest you go to bed with
a woman to be cured., Christ came Lo this earth to save
the sick and the sinnmer not the holy and the well, so what
need of we to have priests if not to help the sick and the
s inner? The psychiatrist is supposed to heel the mind or
help the individual to adjust to his sate, sO what need of
we to have psychiatrists if not to heel the mind or help
the individual to adjust to his state? Go to bed with a
woman! I much prefer to go to bed with a man, but sex has
no meaning. In my case it was a means to an end - having
a male companion on what I hoped was a female-male level.
Sex has its delightful aspects, 1 agree, but it is too
fleeting and devoid of meaning to be a source of an en-
during relationship. Nonetheless, sex L have had - some-
t imes out of proportion to all normal requirements - but then

* afm tn nloase and that was my life in the homosexual realm,
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So bear with me as I relate to you all the madness

1 endured with people lost in a deluge of divergent standards
of morality, and of mental and physical anomalies. We all
are, after all, to some degree or other, afflicated with
madness (personal quirks), if you wish to call it that. Some
of us channel it into creative works, othes grow strong be~-
c ause of it, while still others grow weak because of it.
Some improve themselves, others destroy themselves as well
as taking a few people with them. Many go completely made
in the true sense of the word. None of us are perfect and
t o know thyself is the only axiom worthy of contemplation.
1f you are aware of the whole of yourself then you can live
with yourself - and the world, and no matter what anyone
says or does to you, you will be able to rise above it. You
will benefit yourself as well as your fellow man. But few
of us know ourselves or will admit to our inner nature be-
casue we must conform to a society that is already half-
craxzed to the point of self-destruction., Nothing matters
but our material well-being and conformity to archiac laws
and concepts better suited to primitive societies. Even
that analogy is not a good one as savages, gso-called, at
least Iived.by the laws of nature. If they couldn't figure
out something they attributed it to some god and were then
content. We don't even have gods or a god, except the
false god of material progress, which has taught us nothing
of ourselves, our fellow beings, or nature itself for that
matter. Our religious gods are no better because they put

unnatural restraints on us with very meager reasons for
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these restgaints. They cater to our primitive nature to find
answers in a god but not ourselves. Our society and our
religions then can share most of the blame for a goodly
portion of our madness,

Most of uw go through life without a sense of
fulfillment. Our friends and associates are valued for
the wrong reasons - our pleasures and interests are of dubious
merit - our spiritual outlook is warped by meaningless
rituals and self-seeking justification for our personal
idiosyncrasies or misconstrued concepts of our relationships
to other beings. We are proud, self-satisfying, materialistic,
md base creatures. We are human beings with human faults
and lack an appreciation of the meaning of life., We have no
sense of contentment or complete satisfaction, reaching out
for the unreachable, grasping for the unknown and by-passing
what is already within our grasp. This is you, and this is
me, and it is all the human beings I am about to deal with.
So before passing judgment look intg&ourself and he who is

without fault may then cast the first stone,
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To say that a man is a man and yet a woman has its
humurous aspects, For instance, we can take an old Vaudville
line already much abused and twist it to new heights of
hilarity: ‘

Man to Woman: '"Who was that woman I saw you out -
with last night?"

Woman: ‘''That was no woman, that was my husband!"

An expert on Transvestims and a transvestite herself
(now living totally as a woman), Virginia Prince, founder of

Chevalier publication and m‘duﬂ SV He W(TDE‘]:‘EB’; both concerned
/

with educating and entertaining transvestites and other in-
terested parties, puts the transvestite population at about
4% of the male population in the United States. Most members
of society not acquainted with this particular ancmaly would
unhesitantly call these men who dress in female attire queer
(homosexual), And they are queer, but only to the extent
that the dictionary usage of the word "queer' merely means
differing from the usual, However, at this point, it cannot
be overemphasized that Transvestities are basically hetero-
sexual., I say basically, and not definifely, because there
are theories and there are theories as to the correct status
- of these males who prefer drag. For instance, one theory
goes that Transvestites are latent homosexuals and use female
-clothing as a substitute for oontact with the male body.

Or that they wear female clothing to that they can safely
fantasize a man pursuing them without guilt feelings of
being homosxual. What seems more logical to some people

who try to understand this behavior pattern, especially

G-
women who assume TV's“'afraid of contact with women, is that
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transvestites use female clothing, especially their under-
wear, to have a feeling of being close to a woman without
the physical necessity of closeness. Something like a'
Peeping Tom, However logical this theory may sound, a
knowledge of most TV's sex lives does not bear this out at
all, They are, in many cases, extremely sexual persons and
exclusively interested in the opposite sex, whether they are
dressed or not. Another far-out explanation put forth by
some men who hear of this aberration is that the TV uses \
women's clothing to gain access to women's public restrooms.
This would be another twist on the Peeping Tomism theory. .
However, anyone who knows the setup of women's restrooms,
knows that there are booths and that it is almost impossible
to see a woman giving vent to nature's call, You'd have a
better bhance in Europe or Asia as answering naturedls call
isn't as sacred and holy a ritual as it is here in the U.S,

So, let's do away with thedries for the moment
and examine the TV from a practical standpoint. In fact,
let's examine these men and see if there is any basic under-
lying relationship among all of them. Were they all dressed
as girls in childhood? No, except very rarely, as only one
in 1,000 TV's can claim this game to fame. Do they all
huve a strong craving to have their flesh feel the smoothness
of silk, mylon, and satin that only female clothing can satisfy?
Only party correct, as nylon and rayon underwear and even
pajamas can be had in the ordinary male wardrobe. Well, do
they all adore women so much as to want to be just like

them? Only to a minor degree, as we shall see. This latter
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explanation is a firmly-held belief of most TV's, but like
all the other theories, it just doesn't hold water upon =
thorough srutiny.

Yet, how does one account for semmingly normal
males wanting to comport themselves in the manner of females.
Unfortunately, there is no ready answer. The publié, as
well as TV's themselves, would certainly like to know what
makes them behave in such a peculiar manner.

Since there is no definite answer to this particular
phenomenon, perhaps my experience in this field will at
least giive you an idea of the mental processeé, actions,
and reactions of TV's in general, as well as individually,
One thing is certain; they all at one time or another or
continually, an%éspecially after puberty, have gotten
sexual gratification from the wearing or the thought of
wearing female clothing. All, to a man, admire beautiful,
well-dressed, very feminine and sophisticated women. This
may be real admiration or it may be envy. It is for certain
that they don't come from any special socio-economic groupings.
Nor are they of similar disposition (except perhaps in
sensitivity), build, height, or less masculine than the
average heterosexual male. Some, in order to compensate
for their lack of oompletely masculine feelings or because
of their particular background, are overly masculine in
their outlook and pursuits. TV's hold positions in society
from the menial to the highly p;ofessional. They are
lawyers, doctors, truck drivers, entrepreneurs, executives,
airline pilots, and just about every profession and work

situation is represented. Another certainty is that hardly
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any TVs show feminine qualities when dressed in mate attire.
In fact, few show feminine qualities when dressed in female
attire, for that matter. They are completely undetectable
to the public, as well as to each bther. In contrast, a
homosexual, although undetectable to the general public,is
almost always detectable by another homosexual no matter how
masculine he may appear. Also, homosexuals have meeting
places; whereas TV's have none, except for some very secret
clubs. Therefore, communication and contact with other TV's
is limited, leaving many completely frustrated, some to the
point of suicide, as they think they are alone in their oddity.

As stated before, 80% or more TVs arekarried or
have been married one or more times. They function normally
in social and work situations without any effort. Some are
highly skilled, others very successful, and extremely in-
telligent, some genuises. They are, for the most part
rational, alert,and sensible,

Some do, however, become completely irrational
and unrealistic when it comes to justifying their peculiar
habits. They are the proponents of some of the extreme and
outlandish theories explaining their behavior. They range
from the idea that, when dressed, they are in fact women; to
the fact that they are perfectly in tune with nature. The
latter derived from the fact that the male of thganimal
species is by nature more colorfully and elaborately adorned.
This is true; however,the human male adorns himself and is
not born so dressed, as are animals, Nonetheless, history
does attest to the fact that males are more interested in

elaborsite trappings for their personal adornment than are
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women. That is, they go in for colorful garb, finery, in-
cluding cosmetics. If a woman does dress more elaborately
than a man you can be sure there was a male designer behind
her. Take the American Indian, for instance, with his
painted body and.exotic-feathered head dresses, etc. And
what about the dandies of by-gone days with their powered
wigs, silk ruffled shirts, silk underwear, silk stokkings,
perfumes, and jewelry. Nonetheless, these historical male
fashion plates did not think of themselves as femals or
comport themselves in the manner of women. Even today,
males are allowed more choice in styles, color, and texture
of material than earlier in our history. So to say that males
are limited in the range of cloting available for them to
wear is a poor excuse for becoming a TV. Therefore, no
theory that TV's put forth to explain their unusual desire
is plausible., The simple truth is that they themselves do
not know what causes this peculiar behavior and no one else
knows either. This should not deter us from examining them
generally, and ingdividually, as will be done in the course
of this book.

Iransvestism does not just happen, as might be as-
sumed if one were to read some of their fictional literature.
The theme of this liter&ture is always the same. A man finds
himself in a situation where he is forced to wear female
clothing, either because there is no male clothing available,
or it is part of a ruse, or he has to take the place of a
female for one reason or another. He, of course, protests -
he is embarrassed - then he admits to himself he likes it

but still outwardly protests hoping no one will take him
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geriously, Finally, he spends most of his life, or a good
portion of it, dressed as a woman, doing womanly chores.

He also marries, or lives with an understanding female who
digs all this nonsense, The idea of being forced to wear
female attire gives Tst justification for wearing this type
of eostume, It is also a prevelant theme in their fantasies
and dreams. Of course, if he is forced, it gives him an

e xcuse to eliminate all males ties.

Back to average Joe TV, He comes from a fairly
normal background, loving mother and father and the whole
Bit. From age 5 to 10 (the age he can recall the best) he
yearns to wear a dress, Is it because his younger or older
gister is getting more attention? Many TV's don't have
sisters. Besides, how many millions of boys get less attention
than their sister or girls in general and still never desire
to wear a dress? Well thep, how about the mother,or father,
or both, who prefer a girl to a boy, and treat or dress their
son as a girl? As stated before, only a handful can recall
such an upbringng. Being a man or a woman is a learned
process, Genetically, one is male or female from birth, but
one learns to be a man or a woman accordling to their culture.
And most TV's seem to fit in with the cultural norm for a man.
I hate to wreck images, but some of our fine and even well
known athletes are TV's. You're sure to find one or two on
just about every other college football, baseball, basket-
ball, etc. team. Certainly theyare not forced to pursue this
normally masculine field of endeavor, so one can say they

learned their male role well.



70.

One thing is established, Transvestism starts in
childhood. If possible, the boy wears a dress now and again -
his mothers, sisters, or girl friends. If not possible,
fantasy takes careof it until he is older and buys a dress
for his '"wife" or whatever. Or, he mﬁy never buy a dress,
and be content to wear his wife's or some bther nearby
female's clothing when she is not around. Some very few
TV's are already full-grown when they first discover the
delights of silk and wwirl through accident or aesign.

You might call having your wife asking you to put on her
dress while she hems it an accident of sheer delight. You
might call it design whenyou convince your wife vou should
- go as a woman to a masquerade party, and she as a man. All
will admit, at least, that they at times had thought of
trying on women's clothing before the actual event, as late
in life as it may have happened.

All admit also that they get or got sexual
stimulation from the wearing of female finery after puberty
and onward, Some ejaculate automatically, especially upon
their first experience of wearing drag.

The items of clothing which take sexual precedence
are, in order: panties, slips, nightgowns, nylons, and
high heels. Foundation garments are also a major item. One
reason for this is the confining effect of these garments.

A great many TV's prefer tight fitting and even painful
undergarments as well as shoes. A couple of theories are
advanced for this. First, that they wish to feel that they

are dressed as females at all times ~ which becomes a
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temporary sex change, and with the aid of a mirror they can
visualize themselveé as female, Consequently, the more
devices (underpinnings), the more female they become. Any
pain or discomfort is secondary and can be put up with. They
wish the female contour even under a loose fitting or shift
dress., Secondly, they are masochistic, punishing themselves
for indulging in their anti-social behavior.

Despite their oft-repeated adulation of women,
TV's are highly critical of women in general. This
criticism is especilly directed to women's appearance and
modeof dress., Since they are much taken up with silken
and lacey underthings and sky-high heels, they are dis-
appointed that a lot of women, including their wives, do
not put much stofk in these male inventions to enhance
women's forms and excite the male libido. Now, after all,
a womandoes not need lace and frills to make her feel
womanly, even though most males do prefer to see well
groomed and drdssed women. Of course, this is not to
disparage women's taste in clothing, as most are style-
conscious and do enjoy looking well. But, women, no more
than men get a sexual,thrill.from the wearing of their
designated apparel. Therefore, TV's criticism of women's
lack of interest in certain clothing or any clothing is
certainly unwarranted. Some TV's go so far as to criticize
their wives for lack of understanding their Transvestism,
and claim their wives are jealous of them. This is too
absurd to even comment on, Others like to think that a
woman's life is the ideal 1life, and that women are lucky

to be born female. Well, just ask any woman if she thinks
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a female existence is the ideal one.

Considering their supposed studied interest of
women and things feminine,.they generall make lousy pseddo-
women. Except for a few, they are awkward, definitely ugly,
and have poor taste in selecting women's clothing. This is
partly due to thefact tht many TV's are estremely tight
with their money, even those who have plenty. Consequently,
they donot buy the best or most stylish clothing. At any
rate, they act silly, giddy, and ldok absurd. They spend
hours in front of a mirror admiring their horsey painted
features and unfashionable attire, sad actually think they
look good and even beautiful. They are never without a
picture or pictures of their "sister", amd need little
prompting to proudlf show "her" off. Even those who look
half-way decent, choose their clothing badly, going in
for much fluff and flair, which definitely not the current
style.

Another reason given by these men who like to
comport themselves in such an absurd and idiotic manner,
not to mention being put in a downright embarrassing position,
boilé down to being comfortable, as some would have you
believe., How a girdle, bra, waist cincher, tight skirts,
etc. could be considered items of comfort is beyond me.
Nonetheless, comfort is one of their themes. What they
faileto admit is that it is a pyschological comfort to be
attired as a woman rather than an actual physical comfort.
After all one can wear a man's light-weight robe of nylon

instead of a nightgown if he is redlly interested in com-
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fort., Or, for that mattef,he could go nude. This charade
is really an escape from reality and the responsibilities
of being a male. It is an escape similar to thdt which
an alqhholic finds in a bottle. It is also an irreversible
habit that gets worse instead of better unless the under-
lying cause can be'discovered. So far, however, it seems
to be incurable.

Still others will admit they dress strictly for
sexual gratification (which is technically a fetish), but
that gets to be old hat after awhile, and then it is just
habit that keeps them dressing, or whatever underlying cause
may have initiated the habit. Some dress for the attention
and consideration they get from males when they go out in
public. However, this could prove embarrassing to the
few that do venture out should they be recognized, or 'read"
to use a popular TV term, an&, of course, it is always |
frustrating.r Most TV's rarely find the opportunity to dress
when they please. Many cannot find others in a similar
situation, making their lives not only frusttating but
lonely, and devoid of outside understanding. Of course,
many have a terrible time with society and fheir families
because of a refusal to try to understand Transvestism.

Some in desperation commit suicide and are usually dressed
in female clothing when they are found, but it is nevef
publicized. Some adjust well to their behavior; but-stili,

for the most part, life is less than pleasant.
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It is a sad malady, more so because of the Dr.
Jeckyl and Mrs. Hyde nature of it. Yet, it is never quite
that radical, as the two personalities - male and female -
are not that distinct. Actually, for the most part, they
are male in female dress. At least a homosexual is a homo-
sexual is a homosexual, but how can one be a complete man
and enjoy all the privileges of this status and also a
complete woman and enjoy all the privileges inherent there-
to at the same time? Homosexual, remember, are basically
male, but simply prefer sex with their own gender. They
don't think of themselves as women nor do they act like
women, Surprisingly enough, some TV's manage both roles
fairly successfully, but with some difficulty at times.

On the pointof TV's great love of females and
things feminine that makes them want to be just like them,
some actually believe, or want to believe, that they are
complimenting women and learning to better understand them
by wearing their garb. From my own experience, Ican
hardly agree that this is the route to understanding women,
although it may sound plausible. My contention is that if
you are-an understanding person to begin with there is no
need for masquerading to prove it. Besides, why are so
many TV marriages failures, if they understand women so
well? The fact is, many of them don't understend women,
and don't want to, because they are onlysatisfying their
selfish whims at the cost of a normal marriage. A woman
usually marries a man, as males are designed in our society

and throughout most of history, because she wants a male
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companion, all the way, and not a part-time female companion.

TV's makeups are such that they are for the most
part a very selfish lot and lack compassion or understanding
of anything outside themselves., Even other behaviors, such
as homosexuality, are strictly abhorrent to them. Of course,
this follows, as they areconstantly accused of being homo-
sexual, and, I believe, possibly afraid of their potential
latent homosexuality. '"®he (lady) doest protest toomuch,
Methinks', to quote Shakespeare, Their low tolerance of
homosexuals seems to give them a superior attitude, which
makes them as normal as blueberry pie as far as they are
concerned. But that's all right, as man needs a certain
amount of priade to feed his ego and keep his sanity., And,
of course, it is always gratifying to know someone else is
worese off or more odd thanyou. Many homosexuals think
they are '"nmormal" too, especially when they don't fit into
society's neat classification of their being out-and-out
fyops and sissies who dress in women's clothing. The queens
think they are '"normal' as compared to TV's, because queens
at least play the woman%s part all the way with sex, actions,
etc, It's just a matter of whom you are comparing yoursell
to, I guess. And so it goes, ""The whole world's nuts except

me and thee, and sometimes I wonder about thee."

I may seem super critical of TV's and I am because
I'm telling it like it is. I think TV's should do their

thing and should be judged as individual human beings and

.. _allowed the freedom to express themselves as they see fit._ __

The danger lies in their unrealistic attitude about their
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"thing' which can lead to disastrous consequences. If they
could only realize that being a woman is not the superior
life they make it out to be and that wearing female attire
will cure all mentdl ills, they would be all right. But
some go to extremes add are not satisfied until they become
physically a woman. This is the gref#it danger as a TV and
a Transsexual are miles apart in their pbyche. The true
TS actually has a psyche of a woman and the wearing of
female attire is secondary to their mture. The TV's psyche
is definitely male and the wearing of female attire is first
to them. Sometimes TV's confuse the desire to wear women's
apparel with that of being a woman. It is like a man or
a woman who has a great sex desire for the other person and
if it is not satisfied begiﬁs to equate this sex degire with
love and then a bad marriage is made,simply to satisfy his or
her sex desire,

A pathetic case in point is that of a friend of mine

(a TV) who convinced himself that the cure for all his ills
was to undergo conversion surgery. He is now physically a
woman with the‘mind of a man and on the pointﬁf madness or

suicide.

He considered himself a transsexual. He was a
handsome man of 27, 5'Lll" tall. He worked for the aircraft
industry as a supervisor and had many gside hobbies. He loved
to tinker and build things. He built model ships and planes
and did magnificent crogs bows, building them from scratch.

He claimed he always wanted tﬂ#e a girl from child-
hood and was a quiet and introverted person, He spent a good

deal of his time by himself and would tinker and build motors,
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models, etc. in his father's garage. He is a brillant person
and has a pleasant personality. He seemed to be quite con-
siderate and conscientious, a quality not often found in
transsexuals.

When I discovered this young man wanted to change
his sex, I was disappointed, and at the same time curious,
as he was the first transsexual I met. I asked him to live
with me, as I planned to dissuade him from his course. How-
ever, 1 told him I wanted to make a study of him, which was
true, and he had no objections. Since he was quite handsome
and showed an interest in girls, I thought that once he was
living with me and saw me dressed as a female, he would
weaken, as many a TV has done, and start to pursue me. L
wanted to break down his smug attitude that he would never
seek a male until after his surgery. My victory was never
realized, but he proved an interesting subject for study.
And, in fact, the mere associsétion with him convinced me
that I was more a transsexual than he. From that point on
I began, for the first time, to contemplate the operation..
1 was sure that part of being a transsexual involved the
overt or hidden desire for men companions. 1 soon found
out that this was not always true. To this day, of course,
it confuses me, as like any layman, you naturally think any
male who wants to be a woman would also want to have a man
as a mate or companion - playing the complete role of a
woman, which would include an interest in men. Not so with
Don, who had absolutely no such interest.

Don, in fact, was all man as far as his pursuits,

interests, and thought patterns went. In fact, his pursuits
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were super-masculine. Even though he may have chosen these
super-masculine type challenges as a reaction to prove his
own masculinity, he definitely enjoyed his jobs. He had been
a deep sea diver, salvaging planes and ships. He was a skin
diver as well, a pilot, an aircraft mechanic and an ad-
venturous man going to the remostest corners of the earth
as a supervisor on building projects, etc. He had lived
in the wilds of the jungle and the barren deserts, sometimes
alone, shifting for himself in the most primitive fashion.
He enjoyed his work and adventures and felt especially manly
when alone under the sea, in the jungle, or on the desert.
He also feitt quite manly when he could feel superior to his
co-workers or was offered a challenge., He was very pleased
and proud of the time he co-piloted a small plane which
crashed, and while the pilot and the passengers panicked,
Don didn't, saving passengers and th?@lane from being
destroyed by fire.

Don had been engaged once but his girl jilted him,
taking quite a sum of his money along with her, as he had
been overgenerous and trusting. He had sent her all of his
earnings and savings to hold, as he expected to marry her.
He made excellent wages in whatever he did, Deep sea divers
especially earn hundreds of doliars per dive. He was quite
broken up about the loss of his trusted fiance, and this, I
felt, was the clue to his obsessive desire to become a woman.
He had weird notions that when he was transformed he was
going to confront his ex-fimnce as a woman. What effect he

wanted to produce is still unclear to me, However, I told
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him that it would be uselees to confront her, and that she
would simply laugh at him.

Don learned of sex late in life, as his father
always told him his penis was just to urinate from and
nothing more. While in the Orient as a soldier, he did have
sex with a Japanese prostitute. He paid for her services
but also brought her flowers and candy as if he were court-
ing her. He claimed he didn't really enjoy sex and that he
never had sex with his fiance.

I wuggested to Don that he seek psychiatric treat-
ment, but he claimed he had sought such treatment but found
the doctor wanting, so he quit. He decided his doctor was
incompetent. He would read books on psychiatry and mark off
passages that he thought applied to him., One of the passages
1 remember that he marked off dealt with schizophrenia; In
the margin of the passages he marked he would write notes

like "that's me - exactly how I feel, etc.” These passages
covered a rangepf mental disorders.n Yet, he seemed perfectly
rational, intelligent, thoughtful, alert, and honest in his
evaluation of himself and of his desires. He insisted that
in spite of everyone cautioning him against the operation,

he was doing the right thing. He claimed to feel and think
as a woman, but displayed no femininity whatever in his
actions, reactions, or thought patterns as far as I could
discover. Still, he could passg as a woman in appearance -
h%had his nose done, his eyebrows surgically arched, skinz

peeled beard removed, adams apple shaved, and lost weight.

He was also under hormone treatment, and developed quite well.
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However, I doubted he would last long simpiy having a female
appearance. But, he insisted being a woman was the only
course open to him, and he could care less if society acceptéd
him, as he would be content to live a hermit's life in order
to be a woman. At times he would talk of fihding an old man
whdtﬁbﬁldrﬁfeat him‘as‘é”woman;lone who would likéképoffs,
and would expect no sex. I told him that no man, whatever
his age, courts or marries a woman without expecting some
sex. However, he was sure he could avoid that aspect of a
man~woman relationship and than at other times he claimed
he probably would enjoy sex with a man, as he was convinced
his mind would change when he was a woman. I insisted his
mind would not change; only his body, and predicted to him
that he was doomed to the funny farm or he would commit
suicide.

Nothing and no one could change his course, he
was determined to go through with the operation. I then
left him alone, but suggested he at least make an effort
to act like a woman when he dressed, and also work on his:
voice, giving it a higher pitch. I wuggested he learn
feminine mannerisms from queens, women, other sex-changes,
and even me, as I had always had Subtiénfemiinineuinahnerisms.
He insisted that we were all phonies and were just putting
on an act and he didn't want to put on an act. I then
reminded him that femininity *even in genetic feﬁales was a
learned process, and not an attribute you are born with.
Again, he insisted that when he was a complete woman, all
this would come naturally,

He then proceeded to inform his family of his in-
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tentions and, according tokim, they accepted the fact with
no shook or criticism, claiming they suspected him all
along of bearing definite feminine qualities. He went
through the operation in Tijuana, Mexico, returned to
Los Angeles, stayed with a married sister and his mother,
then left for San Francisco to stay with another sister
who was a school teacher, and a lesbian who had a lover.

He returned a yearhater to Los Angeles and informed some
friends that he just couldn't adjust to a female-life and
that he was more confused than ever, and hinted that he
underwent surgery to spite his mother. The lasf I heard
he was headed for Florida where his ex-fiance lived,

| Don is but one of many who regret having had
conversion surgery. Although a lot of supposed transsexuals
look good as women, either naturally or through the process

of hormone treatment, and many have definite feminine

mannerisms, few really have the psyche of a woman.
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What effect environment has on the development of
differing behavior patterns is still being debated. What
effects physiological aspects of the body and brain have on
differing behavior patterns has yet to be studied. But“I am
of the opinion thet our behavior is determed by both en-
vironment and our physiological structure, I also feel that
perhaps enviornment merely triggers what is an already es-
tablishéd fact of ones physical nature (or brain functioning).
That is if you are born with the brain of a woman, or a homo-
sexual you begin to realize this only when certain things
in the enviromment triggers it off making you realize that
your behavior pattern is not in accordance with the established
cultural norm. For instance many boys play with dolls or
wear dresses now and again while they are children for fun.
Yet, only a Yery few get any reaction from this partidular
play-thing. These few then are the ones who grow into
TV's, TS' and queens., Then there are boys who play doctor
or in some other way discover another boys male organ; They
may play with each others organ but only a very few get any
reaction from this and these are the ones who grow into
homosexual men. Others do not get their bakieibshavior
pattern triggered off until later in life as their environ-
ment may béﬁ;terile for them to realize their true inner
nature.

Since I am not equipped to discuss technical
medical mdtters, I shall just continue giving you a glimpse
of my childhood, a seemifigly classical case of environment

alone effecting my particular behavior pattern.

I was a reject of a loveless sex act and a non-
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person'among persons, and that is how my life started. 1
could identify with no one, not even women, but I was surrounded
by women,and unconsciouély adopted their ways. I was a male
child, but denied male outlets. Rejected, loveless, alone,
and hemmed in by females, my unconscious choice was clear -
females had it made. None were evervybbat as I was; none
were without clean clathing as I was; none were without
attention as I was; none were without love as I was; and
none were as lonely as #«vas. How males survived 1 had no
idea, as they were merely shadowy figures passing un-
obstrusively through the whole of my life.

No male had disciplined me, guided me, taught me,
encouraged me, or loved me. No male had inspired me, im-
pressed me, nor have 1 deemed any worthy of emulation. Yet,
I have a strong attachment, yearning, and desire for them, as
a woman does, I do not think it is a father image I seek,
as I had no father to create an image of. I respect men
and wish to please them. And, if I had my choice and could
have been a complete male in all respects, I would have
preferred to be a man rather than a woman, because men have
more freedom, prestige, snd respect when they make full use
of their masculine nature. My nature, being what it is,
(feminine, as 1f I were born so) gives me no choice or desire
to be anything but a woman.

I was born of a 16 year old mother and a few days
after my birth Z%Vas placed in an Orphange for adoption, I
was never adopted as two years later my mother decided against
adoption. However, I did not return to my mother until I was

11 year%ﬁld. In the meantime I wasFlaced in two foster homes.
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The first one I do not remember as I was between the age of

2 and 3. I know only that I was fed mustqrd and bread and

was quite fond of it. I also remember one incident that T

a ttribute to this home and that was a very low bed, a woman
playing with me and telling me she was going to cut my penis
off and make me into a girl. It seems to me my reaction was
not at all of a fearful one. Now whether I imagined this or
it actually occurred i#hard to say, except Iﬁemember repeating
this incident to someone a few years later in my life,

My next home at which I stayed 8 years, was with
a family of five. A mother and father, two daughters, one
ten years older than I and the other a year gnd a half younger,
and a don, five years older than I, My bpother, a year and
a half younger than I, by another father, was also with me,
Qur life was a complete hell as the woman of the house was
almost a gadist, but only with my brother and I as her younger
daughter, who I remember more clearlynthan anyone, was never
touched. She was loved and had all privileges denied us.

My brother and I were practically forbidden freedom of play,
egpecially rough play with the boys. I remember spending
all of my time by myself wishing I could play boys games.
My brother, on the other hand, spent al%éf his time with
the girls as their soft games was not forbidden us as long
as we were close to the house.

Life went on, as miserable as it was, and 1 shied
from boys even at shcool, but recall a certain envy of girls,
their closeness to the nuns and their games, as boys and girls
were kept separ#te during geceeation time. At home, when it

was possible, I instigated playing with dolls and dreswing up
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in female attire, which my brother and the younger girl of
t he family enjoyed dbéing. However, the young girl-was not
always interested in playing with both of us at the same time
and one or the other of us would be left out of play if her
mood dictated she wanted to play with my brother alone or me
alone. She lorded it over us and had a tremendous influence
with her mother causing my brother and I many days of punish-
ment, either separately or together,again depending on the
girls mood and the believeabie lies she could think up giving
her mother an excuse to pound our hedds against the wall,
kick us and then send us to bed withdut food for the rest
of the day. Of course, the mother didn%t need her daughter
for an excuse to be#it us as she could pick on the most minor
offense, real or imagiﬁed, to start fisting wus. Ink on the
back of my shirt, a small tear in my clothing or bedsheets,
dirty hands, squeeling loudly while playing outdoors, etc.
Finally my mother took my brother and I away from
this miserable environment, but she produced a less than
miserable one for us and proved to be a very poor substitute
of a mother. She tried, but was just incapable of being a
good mother as hhe had quite a lfew psychological problems of
her own. One being that when her boys found out about the
circumstances of their birth they would leave her in disgust.
S0 she decided that it was not worth being a good mother
or shiwing love to her children only to be hurt by their
rejections, so she cautioned us on the very first day she
took us back that the only reason we were so privileged was
that her latest husband wanted us, but that she didn't.

So I sometimes wished I was back with my foster
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mother, not out of any love, but simply because I knew where
I stood with her, but not with my mother who was a mass of
confusion.

Anyway, I went to school,made friends with boys
and girls my own age, but was too awkward to play boys games
and T had little rapport with boys. I took up with girls
thinking I was having a boy=-girl relationship and no one
found this odd even at my age when boys normally shied from
girls. In some quarters I was considered a sissy and on
occasion,in some neighborhoods along the Eastside of
Manhattan I was whistled at and my nipples touched as 1
passed 6n the street by boys, as after puberty, my nipples
grew quite large and through my tee shirt 1 looked like a
developing teenage girl. 5&35 extremely thin, which made
this development the more unusual. These occurrences were
rare but enough of them occurred to make me wary when I
walked the streets of Manhattan, But iw fwas not only as
a geenager that I was looked upon as different and I even
felt different, this feeling and some children's reaction to
me was something that was a lifelong process. Was I different,
or was I a product of my unusual background? In later years
this question began to ¥naw at me causing me much mental
anguish and suffering., For the time being I lived from
day to day waiting to grow older and hoping foqé better
future. But never did I think of myself as a girl and never
did I consciously wish to be a girl. My body and society
said I was a boy and then a man, although I cringed every
time someone called me a man. I was determined to be just

that despite the fact I really didn't think, feel, act, or

cmmmamt man A hAtr A A man ArnAd T waen't +n harnme anmre ~f
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what I really was until quite late in life,
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I was now progressing steadily through phases of
discovery 6f my true nature, After a couple of months of
staying aloof from the queens, L finally talked to one. This
particular queen was a heavy-set, but very convincing-looking
woman. I saw her around quite a bit, usually on Saturday
and Sunday mornings, and 1 always assumed she was for real,
as she wore low-cut dresses exposing a good portion of flesh,
or otherwise known as breasts. She also had a very high~
pitched voice. The breasts, T was to find out, were a
clever illusion; the voice was authentic,

I was in need of a hair stylist for my wigs, as my
former (gay) hair-dresserfriend just didn't have time anymore.
1 was told Gheri was a good hair-dresser, and charged very
little. I still thought she was a real woman when I approached
her one day. I was dressed as a man, and I called her by
name. She was very aloof, and snappily asked me what 1
wanted, and how did I know her name? I told her I was a
queen, and was told she styled wigs. She softened somewhat
after realizhg I wasn't a copy, or some wise guy trying to
make out. She told me to bring my wig to the bar, and gave
me an address where I could pick it up after she gtyled it.

T was a little hesitant to trust her, but then I figured what
else could I do? So I brought my wig in; and a few days later,
still attired as a male, I went to pick it up.

The address she had given me was a few blocks from
the bar, and in keeping with the surrounding area, it was

the next thing up from the slums. 1 was ushered into a
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dingy, gloomy, unkempt apartment - a haven for mice and
cockroaches - creatures I abhorred and had'nt seen in the
many years since leaving my own semi-slum neighborhood.
Sheri wasn't there, buat at least six other queens were,
including my soon-to-be good friend, Tahia. They too - in
keeping with their surroundings - were a mess. Most of them
were in different stages of dress and undress. A table in
the kitchen had a big round magnifying mirror set up,
surrounded by cosmetics of every description, along with
hair-pieces, rollers, and bobby pins. It seemed as though
all the queens were trying to put their makeup on at once.
Some were putting on their makeup bare—chestéd and their
backs and chests looked as if they had been whipped to
within an inch of their lives, however, these marks were due
to taping, bras, girdles, etc. Some of the queens had hair
on their chests and backs; others bulged something terrible
from loose flesh, Others were getting their makeup on, wigs
combed out, and some even had curlers in their own.hair.
Some were partially clad in boys clothing, and others
partially clad in female attire - girdles, panty hose, etc.
The whole atmosphere was freakish. Falsseto voices, female
clothing strewn all around, puffs of powder all over the
place, noxious perfumes, and strutting queens. I thought
for sure I was in some kind of amad house. While all this
was going on, gqueens were in and out of the kitchen, digging
bare-handed into a pot on the stove, and gorging-themselves
with food. They were a spectacle to beat all spectacles.

Tahia introduced me around, using my female name. Then,
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she offered me food. Believe it or not, I was impressed by
her hospitglity, and was to become more so every time L visited
this apartment, as I was never to enter-- no matter what time
of day - without being offered food. I soon found out that
Tahia was mistress of the aﬁartment and Sheri lived with her,
s ometimes paying part of the rent, but most times not paying.
This apartment was also the gathering place of queens of
every description. They used it for their dressing room and
even for a place to take their tricks (sex partners) for
quickies. Most of tje queens were Hawaiian, all of whom
had arrived from the islands within the past three years.

They were a close group and didn't much bother with queens
of other ethnic origins, especially the Mexican queens, the
next largest group, who were considered to be beneath the
Hawaiians. The Mexicans were more prone to excessive drunked-
ness and brawling, depe taking, and were little concerned
for the welfare of their fellow queens. I really felt
flattered that I was accepted by the Hawiian goup as one

of their sisterx as time went on. My initial shock upon
entering this squalid apartment wore off after awhile, and
the "freaks' were soon transformed into very attractive and
most convincing women.

Drage Queens are a sub-class under the heading of
Homosexuals. Their mental outlook and wgy of life is distinct
from the true homosexual. The true homosexual thinks of him-
self as a man and wishes to be treated as a man, not only in
society but among his own kind. Yet, he seeks an extension
of his male image in another male. He has his own social

structure and language, but functions undetected, in the
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majority of cases, in a heterosexual society. Usually he par-
ticipates as a heterosexual only to the extent of maintaining
his economic status, avoding other heterosexual contact as
much as possible.

A Queen, in many cases, finds it difficult to main-
tain a male image in our heterosexual society as he, along
with some true homqsexuals, is usally the effeminate type.
However, for his economic well-being, he does barely manage
to be acceptable. A queen thinks of himself as a woman, and
wishes to be treated as such., He seeks out what he calls
"straight' partners to compliment his womanly image. The
word ”stréight", except for queens, usually refers to hetero-
sexual men and women. The queen regards the true homosexual
in about the same way heterosexuals regard him, as a creature
to be avoided. He calls homosexuals "sissies' and "butch-
queens' even if they are the masculine type. His social
structure and language is as foreign to the true homosexual
as is the homosexuals to the heterosexual. The Drag Queen
is an overly sex-oriented person who does'nt know the mean-
ing of true love, and who equates love with sex., He is con-
s tantly seeking sexual and emotional gratification. To that
extent, he is brother to the true homosexual., Where they
diverge is in their methods, as well as in their thought
patterns, in attaining this gratification.

One of their methods is creating the illusion of
femininity, and wearing women's clothing. Their partners,
although classified as bisexual men, are actually not true
bisexuals as their mental attitudes are distinct from the

tyue bisexual, A true bisexual likes women for all the
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qualities they possess and the eexual and emotional grati-
fication they offer, but also likes men in the smme fashion
as does a true homosexual -~ as an extension of his male image.
The bimexual who digs queens thinks of them as an extension
of true females but he still performs sexually as a homo-
sexual., He will have nothing to do with a true homoeexual,
and thinks of them as most of society does, as monstrous
creatures not worthy to breath the same air as he.

Most of the queens I've met come from economically
depressed and educationally poor backgrounds. This -is not
always the case and could not necessarily be the camuse of
their aberrant behavior. Other members of their families
are usually culturally 'normal'. §till, there are cases
where two queens will emerge from the same family, or one
queen and one homosexual. 1In one case I know of, two
b rothers are queens and one cousin goes with queens, women,
and is known to molest children. Most queens homosexual
activities started at a very young age, and their choice
of male attire usually leaned toward the feminine style
until they were able, or the law permitted, to adopt the
complete feminine costume. However, they stopped short of
wearing female underwear and night clothes. Although they
enjoy female clothing, it is never for erotic reasons. MNoat
only wear female clothing rarely, especially after they
attain their goal of seducing a male partner for an extended
period. One queen I know has been “married" for twelve
years; another three were "married" for sevén years respectively.
Queens number in the low hundreds and are concentrated in

hie cities. usually in the depressed areas.
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Some queens desire to have their sex changed -
thinking they have the psyche of a woman or to avoid the
penalties of the law for lewd behavior and to have a better
variety of male partners without fear of detection. Those
that do get their sex change soon discover their mistake as
they find it impossible to adopt to a heterosexual society
and discover that they really do not have a woman's psyche
simply because they do not think as women. All theymanage
to adopt is the best in the female's outward mannerisms.
Many queens aee sexually agressive causing those who have
conversion surgery much frustration afterwards in their
s ex relations. A queen's view of womanhood is that of a
glamorous, male adoring life gimilar to many of our glamorous,
sex symbol movie stars, who when their beauty fades so does
their life, many times by suicide.

Queens hold menial jobs as messenger boys, stock
clerks, delivery boys, and minor clerks. Many don't work
and live on the sale of their bodies to willing and avid
customers. Some support their lovers, and in a few cases,
their lovers support them.

As there is no solemnity to their marriages, and
both partners being basically male and hedonistic, they have
no qualms about cheating on each other when they can get
away with it. This is one cause of friction and arguments,
which sometimes leads to violence; the queen fighting some-
times like a woman, depending on her physical and mental
makeup; other times fighting as a male would. Another cause

of friction is the matterof support; one partner tiring of

supporting the other. Marriages are usually short~lived, as
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variety is the spice of life to them. As there usually is
no basis for a relationship except sex, the novelty of
a married state soon wears off. Queens especially arein
great need of attention, and insist on going out to bars
even while married, to show off and be admired. Their in-
terests and pleaéures, outside of sex, are very limited.
They all anxiously await weekends, when they can dress and
run to the bars. They live a shadowy and superficial life,
and no friend, no matter how close, can expedt any help fpom
a fellow queen if it entails any sacrifice, especially the
sacrifice of even a minor pleasure. Help is only forthcoming
when it is convenient for the queen involved. The ultimate
end of a queen is either a young death from disease, or
sometimes murder, or a slow death on skid row. They care
little, or cannot afford, to take care of their physical
‘needs. Few break away from the sordid pattern of life they
h ave become used to and the sex change is definitely not the
answer for them, as prétty and womanly as many seem to be.
Almost all return to the same pattern of life - some as high
paid prostitutes. They just do not have the necessafy fort-
itude to adopt a better way bf life, Very few manage a
decent way of life, but they are the ones who are better
educated and realize the limitations of the life of a queen.

The female attire of a queen is usually quite
stylish, but more on the whorish level; tight fitting and
geductively draped clothing is greatly to their liking.
They weae all kinds of devices underneath to give feminine
contours. These are waist cinchers, girdles, hip and butt

pads, tight bras stuffed on the sides with bags of rice or
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rolled nylon stockings to push up and out the flesh to form
cleavage - tape is sometimesused to create the same effect.
Their makeup is very theatrical with much emphasis on the
eyes. Their hairdos are sometimes stylish - more often
outlandish. They go for built-up and out hairdos, out of
proportion to their face and body - giving the appearance
that their heads are about to fall off. They wear spiked
heels and mesh hose. One bar (the Waldorf in Los Angeles)
does not permit dresses to be worn, so the queens wear
capris and other pant outfits with provocatively low-cut
blouses.

While on the subject of bossoms, let us return
to Sheri, who I finally met. I wasn't ready for what I
saw. This time Sheri was'nt dressed as a female, and the
difference was unbelievable. She was heavier than she
looked dressed, she had no breasts but enough flesh to
create a perfect illusion. She was not at all an attractive
male. She had shoulder-length, black, straggly hair, a
heavy, dark beard, a stubble of black hair on her arms,
legs, back and chest, She was dressed in a loose-fitting,
dirty yellow, torn, Japanese-style terry-cloth robe. The
only way I could tell it was the same peréon I had met in
the bar was by her high—pitchéd voice. However, she was a
warm, generous person, and wery appreciative of favors dome
her., She worked once a week in an after-hours bar as a
cocktail waitress, serving water and soda mixes for thoée
who brought their owm liquor. She was an excellent waitress,

fast on her feet and well-liked by the patrons. She had a
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lot of charm and despite her weight she was very popular
with men, who sought her favors. At times, she charged for
her favors, especially the old men - but most times it was
free. She kept her boyfriends for many weeks - not just one
/ night as I did. Later, she was to become a cook for a married
couple (straight) who owned one of the drag bars. She worked
unstintingly, but rarely got paid because these people took
advantage of her and the other queens who worked for them
by keeping them going with unfulfilled promises. Sheri was
a native Hawaiian of meny national mixtures and was a fairly
g ood hairdresser and seamstress. She made all her own clothes,
and some for other queens for a nominal fee. She is now
back in Hawaii working as a seamstrees for professional
female impersonators.

Tahia, on the other hand, looked like a typical
Hawaiian male, not particularly feminine, but not particularly
masculine either. She has long black hair, styled in a
boyish bob. She has practically no body or facial hair and
is a nice bronzed color. She is tall with a gdod masculine
build. Her hands are quite heavy and masculine looking, but
she keeps extremely long nails femininley shaped., Her voice
is well modulated with few base tones, so that it can pass
as a man's voice or a woman's voice, She drives a panel
delivery truck on her job, but she thinks nothing of taking
days or weeks off, mShe is such a good worker that her
boss puts up with her irresponsibility. She does'nt get paid

for time off, but her personal plegsures and periods of

lazyness comes before work. At one time she made her living
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selling her body; and garbed in female clothing, she is
exotically and excitingly beautiful, She has many feminine
w ays about her and often goes on dates to plush straight
night clubs, restaruants, and theatres, where she causes
quite a stir, especially among male patrons. However, she
is more at home in a drag bar and turns down many dates so
she can "carry-on', She has been a first prize winner at
many of the drag balls throughout the years. Her genetic
sister is a well-known former beauty queen., Her family
knows of her aberration, and accepts it, but she left Hawaii
to protect hhe family mame, since she likes the adventurous,
slutty life and was bound to get in trouble with the law.

She spends her very small paycheck on female clothing,
jewelry and cosmetics, and when not buying clothes she is
paying traffic fines, and fines for minor offenses connected
with her drag activities. She hakes no qualms about parading
herself about as a prostitute, as she loves attention and
whorish ways. However, she is more selective than most in
her choice of mates - going without for weeks if no one
appeals to her. In fact, she, like the others, sometimes
prefer.to parade around the bars high on pills than have sex.
She responTahia is warm, very friendly, and hospitable,
appreciative, alert, witty, intelligent, and interested in
new idea and learning, provided she does'nt have to put forth
too much effort, She fits well in any strata of our society,
but pr3fers her own kind, She is a procrastinator, and dis-
likes being told what to do even if it is in the form of a
suggestion. On this point she quickly gets angry, but never

holds grudges, and treats everyone with respect., She's some-
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times loud, showy, and dominant. She responds immediately

to anyone in need (provided, of course, it does not inter-
fere with her pleasures) andgives completely of herself and

h er material wealth, as meager as it is, She is never with-
out hangers-on; but she has many sincere friends, too. S5he
is not typical of queens in general, but is typical of a lot
of Hawaiian éueens, who for the most part, are more stable,
have better manners (except for theiqhtrociousend savage~-like
eating habits); usually hospitaéble, and show more concern

for their fellow man.

Tahia comes from a large family, but was not de-
prived of anything. Her parents wanted her to go to college,
but she was not interested in learning and barely graduated
from high school., Her sex life began very early in life.
She was about 8 years old when she recalls that her cousin

(now a queen) told her of his having put his penis in the
rearend of a playmate while playing under the house. Tahia
said she was quite shocked and considered what they were
doing as very dirty, but that the very next day she was
under the house performing the same sex act with another
playmate, Her interest in boys, however, went back even
earlier as she loved playing doctor, examining boys bodies
and also playing in female attire. She became a shoe shine
boy in the downtown area of Honolulu during the second
World War and she had many military men as customers. She
soon began to take many of these men in the bushes where

s he sucked on their penises, at their request, and was paid

in hamburgers or small coins. She continued this practice
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throughout the war years, at first finding it repulsive but
s oon relishing the opportunity and even suggesting it to
her customers. She claimed to hwe sucked thousands of
service men - some of whom also performed sodomy on her.

At the same time she and her sissy friends would throw

r ocks at female impersonators and obvious homosexual, curs-
ing them and calling them mahoos (queers). She was a rugged
individual and went.in for rough plaj and masculine games
during her teens., She especially enjoyed a challenge but

¢ laims this was not a reaction to prove her masculinity as
a 11 of her male friends knew she was a sissy and she was
ot ashamed of the fact., Her friends accepted and respected
her simply because she was superior to most of them when it
came to atheletic pursuits. She started going to the drag
bars when she was about 16 and then the potential drag
Queens and homosexuals younger than she started calling

her and her friends mahoos and throwing rocks at them,
Tahia's life as well as most queens' lives have been one

long sex-orgy and they never seem to tire of it.
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The queens are one thing, easily worthy of the
appéliatdon of 'she", because of their perfect illusion of
femininity, but TV'é are something else. That is,when a
IV is not a television (as I long believed) but a transvestite.
It is rather difficult even for me to accept or
understand TV's. So if you folks out there in readerland
think this book is one unbelieveable, fantastic, and
imaginary piece of fiction, I sympathize with you. I some-
times think I'll wake up and it will all have been a bad
 dreag] especially the part about TV's. But unfortunately,
I'm quite awake - (or ami?). I can accept homosexuality,
not because I had performed as one, but because few people
ever actually see them perform sexually; thus thier masculine
image is saved. I can accept queens‘becaUSe whether dressed
or not, good looking or ugly, they just come across as
women, .and somehow it seems more logical that if a man
desires to dress as a woman he act the part totally, in-
c luding desiring a male companion.
As for sexual performance, period; heterosexual
or not, should one analyze the actual sex act and
scientifically examine the organs, ete. involved, I'm sure
few people would care to indulge. However, thanks to our
emotional and sensatory devices rather than our sense of
the aesthetic, we do have sex relations. When you come down
to it, the act of sex, even between a man and a woman, done
a ccording to the rules, is not a very pleasant act to con-~-
template aesthetically. Consider too that all bodily openings,

including the mouth, are excretatory channels ~ so one
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opening is as good or as bad as another, depending on ones
sense of aesthetics, instincts, and emotional responses.

But sex aside, I am trying desperately to apprec-
iate TV's as individuals, regardlesw of their mode of dress.
The fact,is, some are so far out in their unreﬁiistic
attitude toward themselves that it makes it difficult to
appreciate them. Instead of saying "I'm a TV and enjoy
dressing'', and let it go at that, some insist on their
agonizing chatter of "How grand it is to be a woman'';

"How thrilling it is to put makeup on and weare female
c lothing"; "How thrilling it is to talk girl talk"; etc.

| And who can explain and I mean really explain
how a TV while dressed as a woman, a professed heterosexual,
could accept a man fussing over him, dancing with him, and
holding hands with him, and still maintain his heterosexual
status. The theory is, of course, that it just goes along
with the masquerade - is tolerable if not downright exciting.
Actually, these very same men, if approached in a similar
manneyr while dressed as a male, would lash out and knock
the poor idiot's head off for daring such a proposition,

The topper is this: A TV will profess vigorously
his staunch desire not ever to become a woman completely,
as dresiing is merely a game, a form of relaxation, a
temporary escape from male responsibility, an appreciation
of females and things feminine, an expression of his female
natuee (which all males possess but express in different
ways), yet I've seethe staunchest advocate of them all
break the very sacred rule and spend the rest of his days

as a woman, forsaking his cherished masculinity. This is
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what disturbs me, not so much a TV ultimately divorcing
himself from his masculinity, but the farce, perpetuated
and loudly proclaimed to the public and each other, that
TV's do not desire to play the female role completely;
that they thus are capable family men and members of
s ociety., So girls, if I were you, I would never marry a
TV who‘was not atheast a stable individual, unless you
eventually want a sisteey as despite their continued
protestations to the contrary, with age the desire to be
completely female increases in a good many cases, and one
rever knows which guy is going to go all the way and which
will just keep deessing as a sporadic hobby. Increased
responsibility, boredom, lack of appreciation on the part
of a wife of a TV's masculinity (which has to be constantly
fed), traumatic experiences, habit, etc. tend to make
transvestic males less interested inFontinuing their male
roles.

I asked many TV's, all very masculine, all sub-
s tantially engaged in the business world, some still married,
others divorced, to really examine themselves and their
motives and tell me truthfully whether if circumstances
were right and they could pass well as women, they would
not spend the rest of their days dressed and acting the
role of a woman. I venture to say 85% of those asked
¢ laimed they would. I also asked how many ever contemplated,
even once, chagfng his sex, especially after hearing of
the Christine Jorgensen case. To a man, all said that they

had cbntemplated it, some only once - other many times.
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Then I pressed them on the subject of whether they would
ever contemplate, or had already done so, having a man as
a companion sexually or otherwise. Mowt claimed they had
never thought about it or ever had the desire. Yet upon
further pressing the matter, some said that if the right
man came along, they just might consider a relationship.
The right man meant, in this case, one who would treat
them gently, with great consideration, and make them feel
very womanly - something akin to many of our female's
puritanical outlook on what man would be worthy of her
favors - or at least cause her to loosen her virginal guard.

Well, T guess you hmve noted that -I exhibit a
definite prejudicial attitude toward TV¥'s. An observation
well taken, as it is typical of minority groups involved in
aberrant behavior, along with their minority ethniec cousinsj
to be almost vicious in their condemnation of other minority
groups. 0" would think they would be less prejudiced, as
after all, they all seem to want the sympathy and recognition
of their humanness from the majority of peoﬁle in our society;
but sorrowfully this is not the caze. Do we then have the
right to condemn our heterosexual society for not accepting
us? Certainly not, but my hopes are that through eduation
we will all learn to live with each other with understanding
and compassion, .

Actwua 1ly,though, I am not as prejudiced as I
might seem to be. My one difficulty is appreciating people -
any pecple - who are not completely honest with themselves

and with others. TV's, Ihave found, for the most part, are
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always deluding themselves, and going into a verbal fantasy-
land, in the hope of convincing themselves and other of the
justification of their position. This takes the form of

blaming women for all real and imagined wrongs. - from woman
not being feminine enough (so they, TV"s, fill the gap by
admiring their horsey countenances for hours in the mirror
and on photographs) to their idea thqt women are jealous
of these same horsey female-attired males. Plus all and
sundry other reasons given and mentioned in this book, which
is a dangerous attitude as I've already shown. They are
just too unreal to be real.
My first encounter with a TV was at

one of the drag bars. He was a heavy-set, pleasant, round-
faced man, although a bit sorrowful looking. He kept staring
at me and finally got up enough nerve to approach me. I
thought, "Well, here comes another admirer, but not one I
would particularly care to take up with," Hgﬁffered to
buy me a beer and I accepted a little hesitantly, as T didn't
want to feel obligated in any way, but it was a dull night
and any company was welcome.

_ I thought I did'nt hear him right when he asked
if %were a TV. I thought he surely meant, did I have a
television. At that time I did'nt own a television so I
answered in the negative. It seemed to me to be an odd -
opener for a conversation. And then he gaid, "Oh, I
thought maybe you were." I replied, "You thought I was
what?" He repeated, "I thoughg you were a TV." I figured
surely this guy was nuts or maybe he meant that he thought

he hdd seen me on television. 8o I told him I did'nt under-
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stand him and perhaps he could clarify what he meant by
TV. He told me a TV is a tranévestite. Now we were getting
somewhere. I knew what transvestites were from my sparse
readings on the subject and I was a little insulted by his
assumption of my being a TV. At this point, I thought they
were an odd lot and I did'nt want to be classified with
them. At least, I liked meYand played the role to the
hilt. I asked him what made him think I was a TV. He
explained that I just did'nt seemto fit in with the other
queens, especially since I always stayed by myself and did
not talk to any of the queens. Besides, he had been
patronizing this bar and had just recently noticed me
coming around. At that time I refused to make any effort
to meet my fellow queens as they were beneath me, and
seemed very vulgar. They never made any effort to make my
acquaintance either. 1 came to meet men, anyway, and was'nt
interested in socializing with these obvious whores who
might cramp my style.

Well, my pudgy friend soon asked meto go home
with him. Knowing that TV's were'nt interested in males,
I asked him what we would do, He said nothing, except
maybe I could help him dress, and I could undress in front
of him, I told him I was sure it would'nt do a thing for
me and that he'd better find someone else., It just.was'nt
my scene, He did'nt press the issue, but began to tell me
a bit about himself, especially the fact that he never went
out in drag because he was too heavy and could'nt get decent

clothes., He said he did dress occasionally with the aid of
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an understanding girlfriend, whom he suspected of being a
lesbian. I tried to reassure him that he really was'nt that
heavy and surely he could obta#n clothing to fit him. I
imagined, though,that he was just reluctant to purchase any,

50, I met my first TV, a mild-mannered and very
considerate man. He was always a gentleman and bought me
a beer every time he saw me. He came to the bar often and
Just seemed to enjoy watching the queens prance about, per-
haps with a twinge of envy. I came to meet many more TV's
after him, some at the bar. However, he was one of the few
to tell me he was a TV before asking me home - the others
waited until we got home,

Then came my second encounter with a TV. A marine,
at that., At this pint I should like yoddigress for a minute.
Of all the men who ever told me what branch of service they
were in, not one served in the navy. Now, it is well known
that many sailors are gay, but apparently they don't chase
qieens, as I never came across any. I have aleonever met any
TV's who served in the navy, but I have met TV marines and
army personnel, And, of course, no one expects a rugged
marine to be gay, much less a TV. Well, we'll just have to
revise our thinking on that point, At least theyﬁanage to
keep in character - for after all they do chase girls =~ even
if they are psuedo-girls. |

I met my newest friend in the bar on a slow evening -
always the best for me - little competition, you know. He
was no more than 5'8" tall and very good-looking, in the

All-American manner. He was at the far end of the bar. I
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ioved from the middle of the bar to within two seats of him,
and smiled. That seemed to do the trick. He asked me why
the other queens would'nt talk teo him and everyoné seemed to
be so cold. Did they think he was a cop? I told him it was
possible but tha&t I did not think he was. He told me he was
a marine on a pass, and he had been inquiring all day where
he could find a bar that catered to boys who dressed as girls.
Most of the people he asked, including those in gay bars,
thought he was nuts. No one seemed to know where these
creatures could be found, if there were such persons. Finally
he met someone who knew of this bar. He was exhausted, and
immediately suggested we go somewhere for a cup of coffee.

1, of course, suggested my place. He had his own car and
followed me home. I made him some coffee and after some
discussion he asked if I'd mind if hestayed the night. I
was delighted at the prospect and then he hesitantly and
shyly asked if he could wear womeof my clothes. That, in
itself, bowled me over, but what was worse was that I decided
he really did'nt find me interesting and was just using me,
Oh, well, he was a doll, so I agreed to hié staying and
provided him with a waltz length night gown and a pair of
panties. He ashamedly put them on. The gown was a bit too
long. .I turned the lights down so he would'nt be so em-~
barrassed, and then I grabbed him and kissed him, picking up
his gown and rubbing his panties., He relazed - we went to
bed - and he wasted little time in asking if I'd mind getting
on top of him, He was too cute to resist and my initial
disenchantment with going to bed with a masculine, handsome

femininely clad man turned into a somewhat enjoyable ex-
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perience. I actually delighted in treating him as a girl
and playing the aggreswive role. However, I did'nt feel
all that masculine, as I was wearing a &imilar costume.
Nonetheless, I whispered to him that he was my girl, and
asked if he liked his pretty panties and nightgown, and
would he mind if I pulled them down a minute to perform -
all of which, I'm sure, delighted him no end. However,
his reaction was'nt mincing as I was to experience later
with other TV's, I never completed the act, as this was
his first try and he just could'nt tke me. In the morning,
he made up by being the aggressor. We had breakfast and I
1 oaned him a dress (way too big), and even put a pink bow in
his hair. His personality did'nt change. He was still
quite masculine and, Isuppoée, L reacted as some women do
who like to dress their sons in girls clothing, I actually
thought it was cute; the more so because he made 1o effort
to play the feminine role. Had he tried, Iwould have been
considerably disappointed, as gissy men turn me off
completely,

He told me he was recently married to a very nice
girl who was a college coed. He was disturbed by his desire
to wear female clothes, but was reluctant to tell his wife,
I did'nt inquire into what caused his desire. I was just
happy to have a cute companion, no matter how he dressed,
especially since he did'nt act like a girl. I knew too that
he did'nt much go for me, but I figured he'd be back, as
where else would he be able to get clothes, especially ladies

underwear. I explained to him that queens never wear female
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undergazments, except for panty girdles to keep things in,
He could'nt understand why they would dress and not wear
undies. To his mind, as with all TV's, it did'nt seem worth '
drewsing if you did'nt wear some finery underneath.

Well, I was mistaken about his coming back to me,
because the next time I met him was at an after-hours coffee
shop. I was dressed, and he came in with a very small, fem-
inine oriental, who never dressed. He told me he had been
sing with her for quite awhile and that he was hitting all
t he interesting gay spots, especially the places that
featured female mimics. It was another couple of months
before I aaw him again.  This time I was leaving a bar to
go home, and he drove up and akked where Iwas going. I told
him I was. going home and he asked if he could go with me.

I was momentarily flattered that he wanted to make it with
me again, then suspected that he just wanted to wear my
finery. It did'nt matter, I liked him, and I was always
pleased to have company. I offered him my clothes, but he
d e¢lined saying he did'nt feel like dressing but he wanted
t o go to bed with me, This time he was able to take me.

It seems he had had a bit of experience between now and

t he time he first met me, At that time I was the first
mle he had ever gone to bed with. I asked him why he still
was'nt with the little dragless queen. He waid he had had
fun, but got tired of her as she, and others he had met and
dated, were quite shallow., He just coul'nt hold a decent
conversation with them. They were all too dumb. One of

t he reasons I enjoyed his company, not counting the fact
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that he was so good-looking, was that I could hold in-

t elligent conversations with him,

The next morning he went back to his wife.
I tried to keep him a 1litt2& longer, and again offered him

my clothes. He just was'nt interested and he disappeared

from my life the same as all the others.
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Almost every weekend, I patronized one of the two
bars I knew that catered to queens. For awhile I kept one
night open for visiting regular gay bars, dreased as a man,
and one night for the queen bars, dressed as a female. My
luck in the gay bars was no better than before I began dragging
and I slowly left them out for good. My luck was far better
in the queen bars, and I needed to put forth very little
effort to get a suitable partner for theevening, with the
ultimate hope of finding one permanently. For the most part
men would approach me, offering a beer or merely conversation.
Some 1 approached with a cheerful "hi", and that usually
broke the ice. The ones I approached were the best-looking,
yau can be sure. I did well the first few months, sometimes
seeing the same man twice for a night of love. And if I did'nt
get a partner these bars proved to be an interesting place for
the study of human behavior - until I got tired of my study
and useless search for a mate.

"Miss'",he said, beckoning me to come over to where
he was standing. I slowly made my way through the crowd in
the bar &nd approached a little old man, who immediétely
asked me how tall I was. I told him, in what I thought was
a feminine pitched voice that I was six feet tall. He
quickly frowned and blurted out, "You're not a girl", and
left in disgust, Despite my dead give~away ¥oice, which
is quite base, I was getting to the point where men were not

sure if I was or wam'nt a woman, Some, apparently not con-

cerned about my voice, were absolutely sure T was a female.

Even homosexuals, who you might expect would spot a drag
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queen, MNonetheless, there are many homosexuals who have never
seen a female impersonator; And, too, some men who wisit drag
bars are completely unaware of the type bar they are in, These
men are usually looking for women, and when they see females
unescorted in a bar, that's the place for them. In fact,
when I walked from one side of the street to the other in the
area of the two drag bars on Sixth Street (and when I walk
d own any street at night) men would honk their horns, some

.Stopping and asking if I wanted a ride, others asking how
much I charged, and otherw would whistele, My, a girl is
just not safe on the streets. Most of the men passing by
in their cars had no idea what was going on. Some queens
took advantage of this, a dangerous chance, and actually got
paid for a quickie in the car; usually they would french
(perform fellatio) and the men was never the wiser. I know
of a case where a queen was shot when the man she was with
discovered she was'nt a she.

I never made gny pretense that I was not a male;
nor did most of the other queens. One night, however, a
middle aged mancame into the bar and picked me out of all
the other queens. He tried for quite awhile to get me to
drink with him. Since I was at the other end of the room,
he waved frentically every time I looked up. I ignored him
for quite some time because he was older than I usually Llikdd
my men, and he was'nt particularly good looking. However,
he persisted, and even came over to me several times asking

me to join him, Finally, I agreed, and he was quite the
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gentlemannand I weakend under his gentle manner and his
many compliments of my poise, etc, including the fact he dug
tall girls. 1In spite of my better judgment telling me not
to go home with him, since he really did'nt turn me on, I was
easily swayed, and I agreed, He followed me to my apartment
in his car. It turned out he was a mgnager of an automobile
agency. He talked of meeting a girl last week in front of
this bar and had gone home with her. By this time I was
comfortably encased in a semi-sheer pink nightgown, bra and
panites - my wig still on. We were seated on the couch talk-
ing and still there was no contact, as he was'nt at all
aggressive. He did'nt turn me on engough for me even to
touch him, so we sat. I asked him if the girl he had gone
home with the week before wore a nightgown and to my sur-
prise he said she did - a black one. Black, he said, was
very sexy. L told him pink was the only sexy coldr as far
as I was concerned, but that I knew men liked black. However,
it bothered me to think another queen wore a nightgown, am 1
thought I knew queens, and was sure they never went in for
that frilly stuff. I always liked to think I had that much
over a queen, a wardrobe consisting of complete feminine
clothing from underwear up. It was almost a point of pride
with me, as I really did'nt care to be classified as a queen,
ahd thought myself more womanly. In fact, the queens w@ould
deridéd me when they discovered I wore female underthings and
nightgowns thinking I was some kind of a nut and when I ex-
plained that TV's liked female underwear they used this

knowledge to really hit he below the belt and called me a TV,
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another title I abhorred. However, I knew that most men
liked to see women in sheer, silky outfits, as well as to

f eel the material rubbed against a woman's body, I must
admit too that in that respect I had somewhat of a fetish
for female underwear as I used to get a kick out of wearing
it, especially when I had no other outlet. At any rate my
gentleman friend asked a very assinine question. 'What do
I do now?" As nothing was happening. I replied, "Call
your mother and ask her."

I figured I was stuck with this creep, and decided
to go to bed with him, hoping at least something would
happen there, as I felt the need for some loving and rubbing
t oo. Well, the bedroom atmosphere sparked the old boy some-
what, and he began to probe my body. Not being able to get
aroused, I lay there and decided to let him do all the work.
He started to kiss me and ran his hand up my leg to the
edge of my panties. He then asked why I was wearing panties
to bed and T said, "Because I like a man to take them off me,"
He was doing that wery thing, when he jumped back in horror
right after he came in contact with that little protruding
thing between my legs. Tmmediately I realized this dodo just
was 'nt hep to the scene, and I was kind of glad, too, as it
gave me an excuse to get rid of him, After the initial
shock, he started to apologize for the fact that he did'nt
know and I apologized too, but asked him how it was possibie
I could have fooled him, when at that time I did'nt even

shave my very thick hairy arms (wore Zong gloves in the bar);

and I had taken off my wig with his okay, Ao et
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Well, he claimed I really had fooled him, and that he had
traveled all over the world and had many women, but that I
just came over like a woman. He hadrnever been to bed with
a male before., The hair on my arms did'nt bother him, as he
¢ laimed he had seen many women with thick hair on their arms.
My short haircut did'nt bother him either, as he expected
women who wore wigs to have short cuts underneath. It all
confused me, ao I asked about the girl he picked up the week
before, inquiring if she were a queen. It turned out she was
a real woman, and a prostitute, who was walking by the bar
when he stopped his car and offered her money. I had no
fear he would do anything drastic to me as he had too gentle
a nature, and besides he was actually intrigued with the
whole migup. Of course he left, still apologizing as was I,
We were like two Japanese men who accidently bumped into
each other bowing apologitically 'til one or the other was
ouﬁ of sight. That was my first intimate encounter with a
man who did'nt know the score, but not the last. However,
other encounters were never to get as intimate - I had
learned my lesséni

I was dressed in a straight, pink gown with a low
cut bodice, my bossoms were overflowing. Although I am
thin, I have always had small busts that looked liked they
were about to develop, my nipples were large and pointed,
so one piece of tape across the lower part of my bust-line
was enough to give close and genuine looking cleavage. I
was quite elegant looking as my hair was fashioably styled

and my makeup perfect. I wore a pearl necklace and earrings,



116.
white high heels, long white opera gloves, carried a white
beaded purse, and was wrapped in a pink stole. No way to dress
for a bar, but Tahia and I were going to a ball that a friend
of mine said would be groovy. It was'nt Halloween season,
but some straight club was putiing it on. Wearrived at the
designated place and stayed only five minutes, as we dis-
covered itrwas'nt a ball, but a dance, and it was being put
on by an elderly group. We immediately felt out of place
and left, So as not to waste an evening, we went to the
drag bar. 1 sat at the bar and a very tall, very young,
well-built man asked if he could sit in the empty seat next
to me. I said sure. He began to rave about all the tall
girls around and said he never saw so many tall girls in
one place. He was decidedly pleased to have found this bar
as he was 6'4" tall and liked tall girls, He was especially
interested in the waitress who was no more than 21, as tall
as I, extremely feminine blond with a touch of vulgarity in
her language, and an aloof and snobbish air about her. He
had seen her_the week before and tried tomake out with her,
but she was'nt interested. He asked if I would introduce
him and I did, but she did'nt even acknowledge him. Although
she was completely caucasian-looking, she was a born
Hawaiian. She had just arrived in Los Angeles, coming be-
cause she had stabbed a boyfriend in Hawaii. She was just
21 and had been working in a strip joint in Hawaii., She had
an argument with her boyfriend and stabbed,him, but not
fatally. However; the law was looking for her. She was

giddy and acted like a typical dumb blond, even though that
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was'nt the true color of her hair. The hair to be sure was
all hers, but dyed, Her first stop from Hawaii was Tahia's
place, as it is sort of the port of entry for all Hawaiians,
even though Tahia does'nt know many of the new queens per-
sonally - through friends they know ofher.

After being rejected by the blond, my friend decided
to get interested in me. He bought me drinks, and suggested
we go elsewhere. I told him I had planned to go to the
after-hours place with the girls, and besides I felt overly
dressed to be visiting other bars., I suspected this guy
was 'nt aware of the type of place he was in, but Jujust
could'nt be sure. I kept going over to Tahia and asking
her if she thought this man knew what was going on and
whether I should tell him, She assured me he knew. It
seems to break the illusion to go around telling all the men
that you're not a woman. When you tell them, they say they
know, and avoid the subject, as they don't want to be reminded.
Anyway, I was'nt really interested in this man, and would be
rid of him after the bar closed, so I strung him along. I
figured if he did'nt know, it would be a good testing ground
for me to see how long I could pass undetected. When the
bar cloaed he asked if he could go with me to the after-
hours place. I began to think now that he knew, and said
he could come along, but that I would pay my own way in., He
paid for my set-up and we danced. While we were dancing,

some vulgar queen kept on throwing her dress up above her
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head and using quite a bit of vulgar language. She was
ﬁery flamboyant and not particularly good looking., She had
a most outlandish hair style, and all these devices, which
made her even uglier, were a means of getting attention.
Everyone seemed to like her, and I suppose she was enter-
taining to them. Quite awhile later I met this queen and
she turned out to bé a very fine and stable person. She
had come from a broken home and was cared for by one aunt
after another. When young she was constantly being called
a sissy and to counter her sissy image she took up sports
with a passion and became a top athelete in her school, To
prove even further her masculinity, she began weight-lifting
and competed for the Mr. America title., She finally dis-
covered her true nature and accepted it becoming a dancer
and then a beautician. She now works in a beauty shop in
Hollywood and all the woman patrons are hep to the gay life
and consequently, she and the other gay men working in the
shop are free to express themselves as they wish, Her life
parallels mine in many respects. She's hardly effeminate
when ghing about her business and her features are not at

all feminine. She is intelligent and more stable than most
queens and really fits better in the heterosexual culture
than in the gay culture.

At any rate, my boyfriend, after seeing her dis-
play, notically changed, as if he had discovered something.
He finished the dance with me, but moved a few inches away
so that we were no longer dancing cheek to cheek. 1T began

to think he'd finally caught on. I was disappointed in a way
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that he had to discover the masquerade through the gross
vulgarity of a queen, but glad, too, as I did'nt think
people who were unaware should get invalved. We sat down
and I noticed his puzzled look and questioning glances, so
I asked him, "Did you ever meet a homosexual?" That was it,
as he countered with, "You're a homosexual, are'nt you?" I
said, "Yes, in a way." He relazed then, and began to in-
quire about what was gding on, and were all the girls here
men? I informed him most were, although a few were for real.
He pointed to Tahia at the table oppositeus and said '"Well,
she's for reall" I said she was also a male, but he in-
sisted she wam'nt. I asked Tahia to tell him, and she did,
but he still refused to believe it, and wanted proof, I
asked him how come he was so sure I was'nt a girl, and he
said he had thought I was, but after seeing tﬁe carrying-ons
of the vulgar queen, he began to suspect me., He began to
notice my voice, and also decided I was wearing a wig. He
reluctantly was convinced that Tahia was a queen, and then
left. I was relieved he found out, but still felt I would
see him again as his curiosity alone would bring him back.
Sure enough, the next week he was back. I approached him and
told him that the week before he was disgusted with the
whole thing, so why did he return? "Oh," he said, fit's
just kind of interesting" and proceeded to inquire again
of different queens as he was sure not all of them were
male, I informed him that not one female-clad person in
the bar was for real, except the owner, who was behind the
bar. He said he would return again, but only to bring a

friend to see these unusual happenings. However, I was
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never to see him again.

I was to be mistaken many more times ésﬁbeing a
woman, but when I was'nt sure a guy knew, I asked him.

Some were surprised and curious, but never belligerent.
Some were so intrigued that they wanted to give it a gry.

One incident which was é little humorous took
place at a straight ball that Tahia and I attended; A
gentleman in his mid-30's approached Tahia and asked her
to dance, and she did. But while they were dancing and
he complimenting her beauty, she told him she was an im-
personsitor. He did'nt quite believe it, but took her ét
her word and continued to dance with her. Thig vevelation,
which amazed him, did'nt deter him from asking her to dance
almost the evening away. He also asked me for a dance, and
seeing we were together, he assumed I was also an impersonator.
Howevér, after the dance he told me that his asgumption was
wrong as he was sure now that I was'nt in the same category
with Tahia, especially after seening my cleavage, He was
gire I was a woman., Well, I told him I was only part woman
and left him to figure it out.

M& very authentic and quite full bust line was
always a source of amazement to men I encountered. At balls
short men loved to dance with me so that they could rest
their heads on my bossom and even kiss it. Others would
light my cigarettes, always keeping the match low so that
I would have to bend down, and they could really get a
good view down my dress. One man did this all nighﬁ long
and it was quite a source of amusement to the other men

around and I, always happy to keep them chuckling, complied,
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dutifully bending over every time.

Of course, I could never walk down a street with-
ait some man pulling to the curb and aksing me if I wanted
a ride. All who did that got the same answer from me, I
wuld tell them I was not a real girl and they, in disgust,
would zoom off, However, many said they did'nt care and
offered to have sex with me. I turned them all down. No
quickies in cars for me. T always wanted to feel wanted
for myself and not for a quick french job. Of course, I
know all the men I met at bars were only Jooking for sex,
but at least they would play the whole bit of wanting me
for me, and then working up to sex in a congenial atmosphere -
like my apartment., All along, though, I hoped th&t one man
would take to me and we would have a lasting relationship,
but I was never to be so fortunate as some of the other
queens were inthis respect,

So I wandered from drag bar to drag bar in my
hopeless wearch and one evening I walked down Hollywood
Boulevard. 1 passed a pizzapplace and three men by the
window saw me pass. All three, two soldiers and a civilian,
dropped everything and started to follow me down the street,
calling out what a beautiful shape I had. I was wearing
a very tight fitting suit with no padding, cinch, or girdle
underneath, as I rarely donned such devices. I must admit
the suit was quite chic and complimented my figure very
well., The jacket was long enought o hide the fact tht I
did'nt have any hips but short enought to show off a very
shapely rear end. The men kept following me making com-

plimentary remarks, but nonetheless I was frightened. First,
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I never made it a habit of walking the streets unless it
was to get from one place to another. Second, I was afraid
that they would catch up with me and discover I was'nt a real
woman and get nasty. 1 figured I'd better get it over with,
and let them catch up with me. They approached me, telling
me how beautiful I was, and what a terrific figure I had. I
warily told them that I was'nt a woman, and they all chimed
in, 'We know, but how much do you charge?" Well, needless
to say I was flabbergasted, and all I can remember of my
reply was that I did'nt charge. They then asked which one
I would like to go home with., I said none of them, and
kept walking. ALl three disappointedly returnd to the pizza
place to finish off their orders. I immediately returned
to my car, but not before a bunch of teenage boys drove up
to the curb and started to shistle and aks me to wait. I
just kept on going at a faster pace, and finally reached my
car, nervous as a cat., I got into my car, and a handsome
man in a big, impressive-looking car, started to follow me.
I turned the corner, stopped my car, and he stopped right
behind me, T got out and walked over to his car and said,
"I'm flattered by your attention, but I am not a real girl,"
He mumured disappointedly, "Oh," and I went back to my car.
Later I was sorry, as he was a doll and I began to suspect
that he could care less what I was, like some of the other
auto pick-ups, I had encountered, I never went to Hollywood
again, It was just too nerve-racking being a street walker,
as one was never sure who he might take up with, including

c ops. Besides there were just too many men to choose from,
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And anyway, as I said before, being picked up in the streets
was too blatant an invitation to sex, whereas in the bars

t he men seemed more selective and at least gave the illusion
of being interested in you for othe than sex. Most men who
picked me up in bars, by-passed far more convincing queens
than me, because they saw something in me they did'nt see in
other queens. Their reasons ranged from my being prettier
than other queens, to my poilse, ladylike manner, intelligence,
etc. As I was selective, their impression of me, as well as
mine of them, was important. Abulgar man was automatically
out in my books, including men who asked me what I liked to
do in bed. My stock answer was, '"Make love." Also, men who

o ffered me money or asked me to buy them a drink never got

to first base.
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My iﬁvolvement in the gay life became a stgbling
force in my life; it provided a needed emotional outlet. Had
I not discovered the gay life I would have probably gone
mad, Many times I was at the point of madness or suicide,.
Perhaps, thanks in part to my rough childhood, I managed
to survive as I knew I had to make my own decisons. . There
was no one to turn to and I knew no matter how bad my life
was as an adult it‘éould’nt compare with my miserable‘child-
hood, after all, I was now master of my own destiny. I
wanted to live and I was determined to find myself and a
modicum of happiness. But, oh,‘the mental torture and the
emotionalrinstability I endured just to find myself. But
to find myseif took soul-searching years and the homosexual-
type life was onlﬁr a partial answer, but at least a start.
I was too busy surviving my childhood years to
be concerned with my lack of masculinity and# masculine
interests; my lack of rapport with other boys, but my good
rapport with girls; my sudden fetistic interest in pink
panties at puberty, which I wore for self-gratificatidn
when the urge came upon me; my distaste at seeing hair
growing on my face and body; and my dislike at being called
a man or mister. ‘
At the age of 20 I was honorably discharged from
the service. My emotional attachment to certain men while.
in the service was completely forgotten. I was going to
go to college and then move to California, Los Angeles was
the only place I ever heard of and to me it was California.
I worked at two part-time jobs and went to a Business College

half'days and began to save money for my move. I met a



Lt

Rz,
charming, gregarious girl, a few years older than me and
dated her steadily. I was always busy, but my fetish grew
stronger and 1 was now taking to wearing nightgowns as
well as panties, always pink, but merely for self-gratification
and then I would be done with these items until thennext time.
L started getting guilt feelings, not so much for wearing
female attire, but because I masturbated and I discovered
from a Protestant boy in the service that masterbating along
with tatooing ones body was the grestest sin of man, accord-
ing to him, Before that I never knew masterbating was a sin,
despite my Catholic background. I berated myself and I con-
fessed my sin and soon saw a pyschiatrist but hardly got
started with him when I decided to move to California. In
the meantime I met a tall, dark, Puerto Rican man at school
who was very friendly toward me. One day we went shopping
for Christmas gifts in %ﬁarge department store. The place
was so growded that I was about to lose my friend so I
reached out for his hand and all of a sudden I got a warm,
secure feeling at the touch of his hand. He grabbed my
hand and held it tightly and I began to get a floating
sensation and followed him in a daze as he took me to his
apartment. We enteré&d his apartment and he offered me
a seat and then proceeded to grab me and kiss me, I pulled
away in fright and disgust and ran out the door with him
pursuing me, begging me to stay. He claimed I would get use
to it and that I acted in the same way as his last lover
who eventually found his way of life to his liking. I told
him it was not for me as I was sure there eventually would

be sex involved. I began to hate this mana and suddenly found



(N

T8,
him grossly ugly. He ran out to the street, stopped me and
got on his knees crying for me to stay, offering me anything
I wanted, and saying he would not hurt me. I was shaking
all over, telling him to quit making a fool of himself in
public in a hoarse whisper, and began to pray over him like
a priest reciting the Hail Mary. I called my girlfriend and
tearfully told her what had happened leaving out the part
of my holding his hand. She tried to calm me assuring me I
was not a homosexual. I then went to confesiion and told
the priest that I felt it was my fault the man became in-
terested in me because I seemingly encouraged him by holding
his hand. He assured me it was not my fault, but it was
weeks before I could shake the memory of this encounter
from my mind. Yet, I vaguely started thinking of his offer
to do anything for me and I wondered if he'd let me live
as a girl., It was the first time I had ever consciously
desired to be a girl. Then I started thinking of the fery
first encounter I had at the age of 17 with a homosexual.
I was working as a mail boy for a big company and every
night I would have packages that I had to take to the post
office. It was just before I entered the service when T
began to notice this weird character walking down the
streetnnear my office. He had popek-marked face, high
falsetto voic? and very swishy mannerisms. He would always
scream hellégéo another creature across the street who
could have been his twin. One day he came to my office to
deliver a telegram just as I was leaving the office laden
down with & big package in each hand. He was at the
receptionists desk joking with her in his falsetto voice

and I was walting for the elevator. When he was througzh
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with his business he pushed the etevator button and then
began to dance around me, singing in a high screechy voice,
All the young boys I was working with were standing at the'
doorway laughing at this sight. But I was frightened out of
my wits and his voice began to sound as if it were coming
out of an echo chamber as my head began to ache and spin,

I could feel my eyes becoming stiff and and I thought they
would pop out of my head., I started to pray for the elevator
to come and for this creature to disappear. I felt rooted

to my place and completely helpless with both my hands
burdened as they were with packages., I thought if that elevator
did not come I would faint on the spot. It seemed like hours
before it came and I finally reached the street to get a
whiff of fresh air and shake away the most frightening
experience of my life, I just could'nt imagine what this
creature was:zgoing to do but I had visions of him pouncing
on me and murdering me on the spot.with no one coming to
my rescuse as all the boys were getting quite a kick out
of this creatures singing and dancing around me andgbegan
o think they were part of the conspiracy. No Sir, I was'nt
having anything to do with homosexuals, no matter what they
o ffered me.

So off I went to Los Angeles. No sooner did I
get there when I encountered another homosexual. This one
was the owner of the boarding house I stayed in and was a
manager of a small company. Nothing about him betrayed his
homosexuality and I lived peaceably in his how e for awhile
until he offered to take me to a bar. I just turned 21 and

he tock me to a very pleasant, large bar filled with men.
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I did'nt think there was anything unusual about the place,
but did wonder why there were no women around. He started
introducing me to some friends and I could see he was
watching me intently to see if I had any unusual reactions.
I just calmly drank and talked with his friends. Then we
headed for home, he bemg quite drunk, He strarted to hold
onto me and put his arm around my waist in an all too
friendly manner. But, L%igured he was drunk and thought
noting of it, I ushered him into his room and went to bed.
In the morning I took a shower and suddenly this man burst
into the shower with me an{began to feel my body. I angrily
pushed him away and asked him what kind of nutty thing was
he think he was doing, and how dare he invade my privacy.
He muttered something about last night and left my room, I
s tayed on, but soon left when I found out he was sleeping
with one of his tenants. All the young men in the howe
were aware of this situsition and the man he slept with began
to get a guilt complex and started taking his guilt out on
me. He started throwing spit balls at me claiming I thought
I was superior to him and one day he brandished a small
knife fhreatening to kill me, The next day I meved out,
but would see the owner of the hows e downtown occasionally
and hegwould always say that someday he was going to have me,
I knew what he meant, but was not disturbed with his desire
to have sex with me. I just smiled and told him it would
never happen.
I was becoming more and more sophisticated about

gay men and was no longer fearful of them, but always
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avoided them when I had a suspicion any of them were around
me,

I then rented my own apartment and advertised for
a roommate. I was very careful in selecting a roommate going
so far as to asking each applicant if he were a hommsexual.
Men who wanted to use my apartment for sex purposes with a
girl were also turned down. I avoided good looking men too
because I knew handsome men stirﬁggmething in me, So I
slected what I thought was a not too handsome blond young
man just out oftthe navy. He was a couple of years younger
than me and within a few days he suddenly appearedrvery
handsome to me and I developed a romantic attachment to
him. To get near him I suggested he learn to dance, that
I would teach him. He was anxious to learn and we began our
lessons, We danced cheek to cheek ad he did'nt seem to find
that odd, but my emotions were odd as I started to get an
erection every time I danced with him. The next time we
danced I used the precaution of wearing a jock strpp in order
to control my erections. Then I suggested rubbing his back
and he found that appealing. My reaction was the same. Many
times thereafter I would comb his hair and all these things
started huilding up to a painful yearning for something more.
My chance came when a newly married couple, friends of mine
from the East came to spend their honeymoon. My friend and
I selpt in separate twin beds, but I did have a coouch that
could accommodate two people, but not very comfortably, I
suggested the married couple sleep on the couch, but my troom-
mate insisted it was too uncomfortable and that the couple

should sleep in our twin beds. I did'nt aggue and we slept

together. I hardly slept as I was very temse and excitable
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sleeping so close to my compaﬁion's warm body. I had to

r estrain myself from reaching out and carressing him. As
morning began to dawn and I was still half asleep, my hand
‘reached into the fly of his underwear and I held onto his
penis feeling it grow and grow. He got out of bed, not saying
a2 word and went to the bathroom. I followed him choking with
dry heaves all the way to the bathroom, where I attempted to
vomit. I then composed myself and lashed out at him for
permitting?gg do such a thing to him./ He said he was half
asleep and did'nt quite realize what I was doing and felt no
urge to stop me as he was curious how it would feel. T was
¢rribly upset all day and promised him I would restrain myself
after he decided to become angry with me and told me to be-
have myself, I managed to control myself but my interest in
him became hore intense and I would have to struggle to con-
trol myself from touching him even when we were not in bed.

My friends left and we slef in our own beds, but the outline
of his body under thé sheets began to stir me with uncon-
trollable desires to‘jump into bed with him. One night it
became tooumuch and I asked him if I could sleep with him,

He refused and a few minutes later I let out a shrill scream
as if I were in pain. And I was, emotional pain at not beng
able to fulfill mxéesires. I frightened him out of his wits
and he suggested i see a psychiatrist. I apologizdd profusely
and told him I would'nt do it again. But when I awoke in the
morning he was gone along With all his belonginfgs. I was
frantic and called in sick at work and spent the remainder

of the day trying to discower where he had moved. I finally
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located him a few days later after I managed to get his home
address from his office., Then I began my spying adventure,

I knew what I was doing was not right, but omne part of my
brain refused to obey my better judgment and I uncontrollably
followed him around learning his daily routine., I think my
purpose was to accidentally bump into him and then try to
persuade him to return with me as he refused to see me. I
was in such a state that I cannot remember exactly what I
did and for what purpose. 1 remember snaches: I know I

did get to talk to him and he told me he was doing all right
and that it was best we lived separately. 1 began to write
letters to his girlfriend trying to persuade her of my need
for his friendship. She never re3ponded so I sent her
flowers. I onee aalled his office and asked for him and
the girl told me he was'nt there and I screamed like a madman
in the phone that I knew he was there and that he'd better
come down and see me., I knew he told his girlfriend and
her mother of my peculiar behavior and that set me in
another turmoil as I did'nt want to be known as an oddball
and my pride was terribly affected. 1 know that I followed
him to his girlfriends house one day and waited in my car
outside her house and she called the police and I was about
to be arressted for disturbing their privacy or something
and got arrested instead for neglecting to pay a parking
ticket, after which I went to my friend's office and made
sure he saw me as I sneered at him like some psychopatic
idiot. I know too that he finally agreed to talk with me
and had informed me that he had written a note for his

boss to hold claiming that should he die violently that I
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was the cause; that his girlfriend was terribly upset by . my
letters and flowers and all around behavior. I then suggested
we clear up the mess by seeing a priest as I informed my
friend it was his Christian duty that he should be my friend.
And the night before we went to see the priest I was very
happy at the prospect that my former Ffoommate would be my
fHend again and 1 thanked god and slep on the floor as a sign
of thanksgiving for God's blessing, We went to see a priest
and he informed me that my friend had the right to make his
own decisbns as to Who he would choose as a friend., I
finally tapered off on my spying missions, began to get my
pride back and soon forgot the many weeks of anguish, my
peculiar behavior which was leading me to the edge of madness.
My school work and office work was impaired until I finally
got back to normal. I prayed harder and went to mass every
morning asking God to save me from myself and my weird feelings
toward men. For awhile I thought I was cured and then another
man came into my life.

He was a typical college-looking man, crew cut,
very handsome face, and a beautiful build. He was quite
athletic and a lady's man. We met at a party and he immediately
started a conversation with me all the ﬁhile eyeing me with
what seemed like love at first sight. I suggested he join
a young people's club of which I was president. He came to
our next meeting and gave me the same look as before. We
started paling around together and one night we both had
dates and we all decided to do a nutty thing, go home and
get some more clothes and drive to Las Vegas. He was supposedly
drunk and he came to my apartment while the girls went home

to get some things. I was preparing to get my things and he
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passed out on my bed. I tried to wake him but could'nt so I
called the girls and told them we could not go because my
friend was out cold. I then took his clothes off and
slipped in besideshim. I was highly excited at the prospect
of sleeping with him and trembling with passion I began to
run my hands all over his body. I cdntinued this all night
long getting to the point of uncontrollable passion as 1
felt his private parts, which erected, and kissed him from
head to toe, He did'nt make any move and seemed to be
oblivious to all that I was doing to him, but I knew he
could’'nt possibly sleep through it all, I wondered too
te if he wére dead to the world how he could get an erection.
I finally had to relieve myself and I lay on his stomach
and began to relieve myselfbetwean his thights. I felt
terriblj guil%{and nauseated, but was so tired from all
my activity that I fell asleep, We both awoke about the

same time and as before I became ill and lashed out at him

o L

for permittingdto do the things I did. He claimed he did'nt
know of anything that happened and that I should just forget
it. All day long I was ill, but he iﬁsisted on our friendship
and finally suggested we get an apartment together. Before
we moved L allowed him to see me in a nightgown and all he
said was take those things off and let's go out. So we

- moved into an apartment and I began to wear nightgowns to
bed and he never said anything. Howefer, I#aited fior him
to make the first move. In the meantime I use to wake early
every morning and rub amnd ki#sk his back. He never said any-
thing and Was-usually upset if I broke my routine. Then one
night he was lying on the couch and he grabbed me and pulléd'

me down toward him and kissed me full on the lips and I began
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to play with him, trying desperstely to think of something
more to do than just playing with his privates as I wanted
some relief myself. Just as things were getting hot and
passionate, someone came to the door and that eneded our
Little love encounter. Still I was'nt sure of him and felt
there was something wrong with me and not him because he

was Oh so masculine. I began to blame myself and accuse my-
®lf of being queer. Yet he seemed jealous if I went out with
g irls but at the same time he would leave me alone many
nights and not return as he pursued girls, I became very
upset at his lack of concern for me and one night we had

a fight he beating the hell out of me as he threw me over

my bed, picked me up from the floor and started beating on
me. It was all very upseeting as he began needling me and
trying to get me angry by calling me queer and constantly
repeating silly questions directed at me over and over again.
When I would begin to cyy he would come over and kiss me and
try to make up, but every day he would repeat the same
routine., Finally I went to a priest confessed that I had

a love affair with a man, and that I wanted absolution,
promising Tould not go near him again. The priest first
suggested we live separately and then looked down his nose

at me as if I were the worst sinner he ever came across
while he accused me of being the instigator and corruptor

of this young man. .I went home more guilt conscious than
ever and felt it was all my fault as I just could'nt believe
my friend was queer.. I then began accusing myself of being
queer in front of my friend and promised I would leave him

alone. But he continued his harrassment of me, tempering it
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with sweetness, I decided that he should move but he refused
$0 I#aid I would and began to pack my things. He begged me
not to move and that he would be more considerate of me and
not go gallavanting with the girls so much. But our life to-
gether became worse and he steadfastly refused to move. I
really did'nt want him tog but he was getting unbearable and
my emotions were getting out of hand. I wanted him alﬂto
myself an%he seemed to want me and yet not want me. So I
again begged him tohove and he refused. I was in a terrible
emotional state énd accidentally set fire to some papers
between our beds.while he was sleeping. A fire quickly
started and his bed clothes began to burn. I sat motionless
just watching the fire and not bothering to awake him as
dwn deep I felt this would be the solution to my problem,

I was actually going to let him burn to death. Somehow my
senses retuned to me and I calmly waked him and told him
his bed clothes were on fire. He began to beat up on me
and then ran to the phone, I thought he was going to call
he police and I ripped the cord from the wall. This made
him more angry and between my getting water to put out the
fire he kept on Beating on me. 1 finally put the fire out
and he packed his clothes and left. The next morning I felt
t'as if a great burden had been lifted from my shoulders.
I was surprised at my gaiety in such a horrible situation
and fully expected the same emotional probelem I suffered
with my last roommate. I even went to his office and
made up with him telling him how relieved I felt. He soon
Joined the police force and married a girl I had introduaned

him toy The marriage lasted a year and he became the father
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of a boy., His ex-wife got in touch with me and told me he
was a very sadistic type person, and that he told her he
thought he was a homosexual. She wanted to kndw.what our
r elationship was as many of my friends questioned wghy he
moved in with me as they thought I was a little sissy, He
told them he moved in with me to make a man of me. I told
his ex-wife we were merely roommates, but .she was suspicious
that there was more. I never indicated to her our real
relationship.

At this time I had reached my 25th birthday and
after my friend announced his wedding plans I proposed to
a girl I had been dating. She was no where near the type
girl I normally dated. She was not too attractive and
had few ladylike qualities, something I admired in women.
But, nonetheless, she was a fine person with lots of
personality and whe was the most popular girl around be-
cause of her happy-go-lucky attitude. I was not in love with
her and did'nt even know why I proposed. She did'nt want
anyone to know of our engagement until Christmas S0 no one
was told, In the meantime I decided to g0 to a pshychiatrist
and ask him if T were doing the right thing as I felt I was
a homosexual, I had two sessions with him at $25 a throw
and his only advice was for me to go t*sleep with a girl-
before I got married. I then decided not to marry this girl
and started leading a very sedendary type of life returning
to female night clothes and panties as a sexual outlet then
burning the clothes. Finally it got to be too much and too

expensive and I began to keep my underthings and every time
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I felt blue I would don these clothes controlling my desire
for sexual gratification from these items. I soon began to
wear these clothes nightly without guiit feelings or the
need to masturbate., These clothes soon became to me some-
thing akin to a security blanket. Any upsetting experience
or emotional trauma, including lonliness would be relieved
simply by my putting on panties and a nightgown. But all
t he while I prayed to God that he should maime me or blind
me rather than have me suffer mental anguish and my un-
controllable interest in certain men. At that time I felt
nothing could be worse than to be so afflicted with my
peculiar desires and that it would be a kindness if I could
be physically crippled and even struck dead than be
mentally crippled,

To make matters worse certain men continued to
t ake unusual interests in me, One co-worker who had coffee
with me every day would always manage to start rubbing his
knees against mine. He was married and had two children
and I started avoiding him. I began to shy away from all
men, especially the handsome ones, as I was sure everyone
roticed my peculiar interest in men and that they were
accusing me of being a homosexual. 1 felt safe nowhere
thinking everyone could read my inner thoughts and that I
was being pointed out as a queer. Another man, middle-aged
who worked with me would always make remarks guardedly in-
d#cating my femininity and even suggested one day that I
should wear a dress., A few days later I found a kotex
in my desk drawer. 1 had one encounter after another

witq&en and even some women who indicated one way or another
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that I was less than a man.

I continued to have emotional interests in-géﬁerosexual men
but became more aggressive and let them know my romantic
interest in fhem, even after I joined the homosexual sub-
culture, hoping they had similar interests. Some suggested
we part company, but others would tell me to straighten up
and that we should remain friends, Many times I was on the
verge of suicide after an emotional encounter with some of
thes%heterosexual men and their rejection of me, But my
religious background saved me as well as myﬁack of courage
and my ultimate hope in a better tomorrow. As I%ecame more
and more involved in the homosewual sub-culture 4became
less and less emotionally unstable but still made every effort
to encourage a relationship with the heterosexual type male,

So now I was a queer, but far less paromic. I
avoided almost all contact with men at work as now I knew

I was queer and I did'nt want to Ise my job or shatter

my masculine image,
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In my queen phage, I became even more emotioanlly
stable as I did not have to pursue true heterosexual males
because similar type males were pursuing me., For lack of
a better classification I call them queen suitors. These
men are neither wholly homosexual nor wholly bisexual, at
least in their outlook. The queen suitor is masculine in
all respects, except sexually (as defined by our culture).
He is a regular-looking member of society and many times
a respected member. He is interested in culturally male
pursuits, male ideas and ways of doing things. Most do not
belong to any sub-culture but spend a good portibn of their
lives in the heterosexual culture. Nothing in a queén
suitors makeup is.any different than the true heterosexual
male., He is practically undetectable from th&t of a true
heterosexual. One thing they all seem to have in common
is that 987 of them have been married oné or more times,
and many remain married, yet have occasional affairs with
queens, |

They are a difficult to pin down as to reasons
why they like queens. Many have never bothered to analyze
it themeelves. And, of course, most of them would prefer
not to disturb their illusions of courting a reil woman
by analyzing their interest in queens. None of the queen
suitors would classify themselves as homosexuals (a group
they abhor), but many would classify themselves as bisexuals,
if pressed on the subject.. Some adjust completely to their

behavior pattern without guilt; others never do and go
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about with guilt complexes.

Some of these men started off on their bisexual
bent by permitting themselves to be seduced by old homo-
sexuals (or old Aunties, as they are @lled in the homoeexual
community). Their main form of sexual outlet 1s to perform
fellatio. Since this form of sexiprovides a tremendous
amount of gratification, it could be ventured that 50 or
more percent of males, especially those who have been in
the service, have had this experience usually from some old
sergeants and other homosexuals interested mainly in this
form of gratification. By permitting a homosexual to per-
form this act, a basic heterosexual male has no guilt feel-
ings, as contact is limited to the penal area. No love-mak-
ing is tolerated, and certain homosexzuals are satisfied to
have the opportunity of oral copulation and nothing more.

From there on some heterosexuals crave more than oral
oopulation, and begin to seek out queens. With queens, the
new bisexual again salves his conscience, because he is deal-
ing with another form of woman as far as he is concerned,
With her, he can indulge in more sex and love activity with-
out a guilt complex. Many men never go beyond anal copulation
on queens, but others ease themselves into typical homosexual
sex activity. The participate in several forms of sex -

they themselves being penetrated anally and practice in
fellatio# on the queen., With them, however, it is a matter
of another form of sexual stimulation, and their image of
themselves as a man does'nt seem to suffer, A queen who
participates in the aggressive role does not change her

image either. She still thinks of herself as a woman.
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Queen suitors seek their pleasures in the slum
ardas where queens are more likely to be accepted in certain
bars and clubs. As itis many queen suitors afe of no higher
calibre than the queens themselves as they too come from
low income and educationally poor backgrounds. At first,
many of these men just happen on the queen not knowing her
true status until he offers to tazke her home. Also many
discover their homosexual bent in prison (or in service) and
are informed where queens can be found on the outside, Sub-
stantial and well educated men also find their way to the
depressed areas,.some while in the service, as the downtown
area is right near train and bus transportation; others
-ocasionally go slumming on purpose. These men then also
happen in on the queen bars. Service men, of course, are
noted for their loose living, and while away from home they
seek their pleasures on the main streets of the United States,
where prostitution and all other forms of sexual gratificatin
are easily available. Prominent men are not at all immune |
from slumming either; they too wind up with queens on occasion.

In my case, I found a way to ge to the uninitiated
and better-calibre males through the underground papers.
These.men, of course, were aware of what they were getting
into, as they desired my type of femininity but did not know
where to find it. I had advertised and it paid off well.
Many All-American college boys and All-American lower and
upper managerial men sough me out, including TV's, who would
take time off from dressing to be with a psuedo-female. They,
of course, got even a greater thrill than most men, because

they get excited over women's clothing, especially when a
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psuedo-woman is wearing them.

Some of the reasons given by the queen suitors for
their interest are: Queens are more feminine than a lot of
women; Queens understand a male bedter being basically male
themslves; there is more variety in sex outlets; they are
just exciting for unexplainable reasons; and they are dis-
appointed in women in general.

The reasons not given are: desire to be dominated;
basic hidden homosexual drive coupled with removal of guilt
feelings for this drive; forfeiting of male responsibilities,
especially in married life; lack of patience attempting to
understan women; more freedom to_pursue their animal sexual
drives; and fear of emasculation by women (dominating wife
or mother),

Many queen:suitors are strictly interested in the
sexual outlet afforded them with queens. But many too seek
emotional involvement. Some of these men prefer, or even
demand, that the queen wear female garb all the time, or as
much as possible. In some cases, especially when the man is
willing to support the queen, or she is a prostitute, this
mode of dress is possible exclusively. My hairdresser, and
the first queen th&t drew my attention before my debut, was
one of them. She got hooked up with.a very good looking,
very masculine man - a divorcee and ex-con who worked as a
television repairman. Carol had her own very long black
hair., She was slim and completeiy feminine with no trace
of masculinity or masculine features or body type of any

kind. She was Hawaiian, about 5'7" with a few chin hairs,
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but otherwise hairless. GCarol wore capris, shorts, dresses,
or men's clothing in a feminine style. She never wore a
nightgown to bed nd wore jockey shorts under her clothes,
except when she went out at night, when she wore a panty
girdel with hip pads. She did not work and usually sat
around the house watching television or doing wigs.

Then there are men who don't want their mates to
wear female garb. As one man I knew used to tell his mate,
"Now that you got me, what do you want to wear women's
clothing for?" sStill, he thought of her as a woman. Well,
she did continue to wear drag, but only on weekends to go
to the bar.

Surprise of surprises to me is that some men want
to be dominated. Domination is one of the things I avoid.
I.don't wish to be dominated, and I don't wish to diminate.
As a child I had enough of being dominated, especially by
women. However, there are men who like to be dominated.

At first it was hard for me to believe this, but now I know

it to be true. I no longer feel sorry for the mousy man

whose wife directs his every action, as I figure if he did'nt
appreciate it, he would do something about it - like giving
her a good swift kick ~ a sure cure. Anyway, some queens

are quite as adept qt domination as their counterparts

(women) are. Outside of domination, the life style of a

queen is something akin to a real woman in a married situation,
which makes it difficult to believe the queen suitors' con-
tention that queens make better women or mates.

Some very few men ask their mates to get the sex-

change operation and, in cases where the queen complied, their
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liked his mate as she was originally. Some, as in the case
of Carol, who suggested tolither "husband" she might like the
operation, tell their mates to forget it; that if they
wanted a reai girl, they would have gotten one. However,
most queens do not want the operation, as they are not as
much women as they like to think they are. They, like most
of the queen suitors, arebbase sexual animals, and make

full use of their male sex organs.
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Not being a base sexual animal, preferring
stability, and attuned to g heterosexual type of life,
I began to think of where my life was leading. Could 1
ever be a real man, get married, and raise children. I SO
wanted to be normal, to make some gense out of my life, to
love and be loved, to live, not exist, to find happiness.
After all, what is life, but a search for that very elusive
thing called happiness. Did I not have a right to find it
as others do? Must I suffer, when the necegsity of suffer-
ing could be eluded? Did I ask to be born as I wasg? Could
I not remedy - cure my problem?
I weighed carefully tile past, the present, and the

future. Was it possible I could be anything but what I
began to think I was, a woman trapped in a man's body?
Every sign led to that conclusion. I liked men, not as a
homosexual, nor as a queen. I did not see a man as a symbol
of sexual gratification, but someone to love,cherish, care
for, sacrifice for, make home with, and share all the pleasures
and pain that life together will bring. I never felt this
way about a woman, and could not. T tried to reverse the
image - love a woman instead of m man. All I came up with
was the possibility of having children and my devotion to
them, not my wife. Would I ever be able to think like a
man - have a rapport with them? Would I be able to ghake
my subtle feminine ways - my bodily motions - my response
to people and#ituations - all of which wereFonsidered o
be feminine? Would men and even women stop treating me as

1f I were a woman? What if I put myself under psychiatriatic

cgre and learned the male role - perhaps taking many years?
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But what then if I could not change? I began to read books
on people with similar dispositions as mine and talked with
hundreds of homoegexuals, transvestites, queens, and trans-
sexuals. Could they change? Did they try to change? Yes,
many, many of them had diligently tried through their own
e fforts and through psychiatritic care. I found not one that
was able to reverse their situations. Then would I be any
different? Should I not devote my efforts to being what I
am - a woman? I needed no adjustment mentally - just
physically. My search to find myself was nearing its end.
I found the solution and knew it was the right solution.
But I must be sure and I must know all there is to know
before I make the final decision. I could not, would not
live in a twilight world - a sub-culture. I examined these
sub-cultures and lived in them and found them wanting. However,
before my final decision I made one more stab at trying to
live a double life. Perhaps, if I found the right mate, I
could maintain my physical status and have the best of both
worlds,

Most of the men I met in the drag bars were male
enough for me, but too unstable., So why not adveetise.
Sure, I may have to forgo moral principles,but my chances

might be better if I could reach a more stable clientele,

I mentioned earlier that I had found it advantageous
to publicize my availability as a female impersonator in
our local underground paper. Well, I have had much success
at it, and considerable education. Of course, I now can

hear many of you say, 'Why Not'Y. After all, those papers
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are only read by the most debased and low, crawling creatures
who just happen to be called human only because of their
physical resemblance, But it stops there, as surely oumedsr
their minds and habits destroy any resemblance to humanity."
S0, now said, may Isay I had at first agreed with you, but
I discovered that the debased and low, crawling creatures
- resembling human beings, can't even read, or if they can,
can't afford the few pennies it takes to buytthe rag. Or if
they can afford it, can't understand the sometimes clever
and sometimes highly literate renderings of the subscribers'
desires. I refer to the ads, of course; the rest of the
paper is ‘''sick',

I was introduced to our local underground press by
a friend who thought it would be fun to answer some oftthe
ads. Of course, he had'nt the nerve or the finesse to handie
such a challenge, so I proceeded to €all several of the
advertisers. Since few ads were directad to homosexuals
(of course, the hue and cry had gone up that the paper is
salacious and caters to homosexuals exclusively, when in
fact, fewer than 10% of the ads are placed by homosexuals)
1 answered the straight ads; those dealing with men in-
terested in meeting women, discussing mysticism, seeking
jobs, ete. I talked to seven men, all semmingly well
educated, interested in talking, and possessing charming
phone personalities. I played it by ear, talking impromptu,
and, finally revealing my true natwe, as 1 asked these men
1T my type of femininity would interest them. None were
interested, but were curious, and none were rude to me,
One young man, however, supposedly looking for a secretary,

was very interested in me as a person. and from then nn wa
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communicated via phone for some weeks. He told me he liked
girls, but only the kind that were open-minded and accepting
of differing behavior patterns, as he liked to have a wide
range of friends. He said he tried homosexuality, and even
dressingas a woman, but found both wanting, as he still was
exclusively interested in female companionship. He enjoyed
our converséitions so much that we arranged to meet in person,
I prepared a dinner and invited some friends, along with my
new friend and his girl. I dressed as a woman, and Dick has
not seen me otherwise dressed since we met over a year ago.
In fact, he did not wish to see me except when I was dressed
as a woman. We are strictly friends, and I find Dick to be
very charming, considerate, intelligent and decidedly
handsome. All his girlfriends tooke to me, and we have a
girl-to-girl relationship.

Because of this encounter, and having talked to
the other young men who placed ads, I decided the paper
did not really cater to the out-andout perverts, but had a
high-calibre readership who used the paper to meet others,
especially women, who were not particularly moral ad defined
by our society but who were not sickeningly immoral either.
Of course, as with anything, you will find some kooks, but on
the whole, the subscribers of these underground news sheets
are middled-to-upper-middle-class college, business, and
executive calibre men. Some few women run ads, and many
couples run ads, som?@eeking new friends, and some seeking
new forms of sex interests.

At any rate, I proceeded to place an ad seeking a

male companion to compliment my female image. The floods
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came, and from all over the country but mostly the Los
Angeles area. The replies were mostly terse and simple;
"Wpuld like to meet you - call or write." Others were long
and well written, informing me of the writer's characteristics
and/or a description of hisg looks. One or two were out and
out vulgar, and one or two were written by'semi-litérate
individuals. Out of 60 replies, I ;;z mgn, talked over
t he phone to 15, and had more than one letter from about 6,
Some men were TV's, none was homosexual, All, of course,
were bisexual, or potentially so., I placed four ads over a
reriod of a year or more. Two dealth with finding a male
companion,; one with getting a job as a woman; and the other
with forming a Transvestite club., I received over 400 replies,
and they are still coming in. As of now, L made, I made five
lasting friendships with men who answered my ads and even
with some of their families, Not all those who answered were
interested in sex. Some just wanted to discuss their problems,
Or meet someone with a problem. Many, of course, were in-
terested in sex, but some actually took me out on the town
working up to a sexual encounter. Being taken out pleased
me as ?Aeeded €xposure to see how I reacted in public and
how the public reacted to me as a woman. Some very few I
had sex with, and all my respondents were analyzed to one
degree or another for this book. I received over 100 replies
along.from my TV club ad, and I spoke to or saw somewhere
in the neighborhood of 40 TV, Replies came from all over
the U.S. and Canada and many called long distance to talk to
me. It just goes to show you the great lonliness that pre-

valls in our society and the great need people have to talk
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to understanding individuals., I have already been credited
w ith saving a couplé of marriages, perhaps~ & life or two,
and I have tried to set many on a better course in life, or
r ecommending they see professional people competent to help
them. Many TV's are still TV's rather than TS', as they would
have surely regreted having the operation.

I received replies from business men, one newspaper
man, one from a local television studio employe, and one
government agency employe - all of whom did not bother to
disguise their identity or place of business or employment,
as they used company letterheads and sent company phone
numbers. Many tol?ée what type of work they performed, but
did not reveal their place of employment. Truck drivers,
airline pilots, salesmen of all kinds, technicians, college
men, ex-vice officers and policemen, writers, some service
men, engineers, etc. wrote, talked to me, visited me, or had
sex with me.

A man who owned a took shop, married, and in his
late 40's, took me out on a date, He seemed very proud to be
with me. He thought I was very much a lad%y, and far more
feminine than many women he had gone wut with, He was delighted
that I let him open dorrs for me, and doo all the little
‘niceties some like to perform, for what he called a "real
lady". He wanted to make love to me, but I let him kiss me
once on the lips, and left him at the door. I was the first

queen he ever went out with,
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Another gentleman about the wame age and apparently
well off (he drove a iate model Lincoln Continental) also
t ook me out very nicely two separate times, He was a former
vice officer and a transvestite, a widower, with two teenage
boys. He maintained a house by the beach, and an apartment
in the city where he could dress as a female when he chose.
He was now in his own business, but did not reveal the nature
of it to me. He at first wanted to meet me while he was
dressed as a woman, but decided against it to take me out on
the town. He never had been with a queen before; was not
interested in any males, and was especially against homo-
sexuality, but he was impresded with my picture and my con-
fidence in myself as a woman. He said a year .ago he would
have been aghast had anyone suggested he answer an ad or
meet a homosexuai, but he was intrigued with my ad with
reference to a TV club. We met and he was overly impressed
with my beauty and femininity and said that beirg around me
made him feel more like a man, and that he would be willing
to quit dressing, as I made him feel so masculine. He wanted
to make love to me, but I said that I did not want to
corrupt him, as afterall I was a male, and he had never had
anything to do with men sexually., However, he insisted that
I was more woman than most women, and he did not Look upon
me as a male, I permitted him to kiss me a few times, but
we never went any further (although had I initiated something
more, I am sure he would have taken the chance). After the
second date, and much talk about taking me to San Francisco
for a weekend, he did not ecall again. Perhaps he enjoyed
dressing too much, and was afraid association with me would

cause him to stop.
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I allowed myself to be seduced by some very virile
and handsome young men who came by, but almost all were trying
it for the first time, and when we got to bed they fizzled out.
However, some other first-timers took to sex with a surprising
amount of verve, In fact, one of the first things some of
them did was to perform fellation on me, which just about
threw me, as it took me years before I could bring myself to
perform what I thought to be a disgusting act. It seems
though, that most of these men had performed on women in
this manner, and the transition from female to male organ
was verynatural to them, or at least not abhorrant. During
the period when I had advertised, none of the men ﬁéet through
this means ever penetrated me anally. Actually, I had sex
with less than tenof all the men I saw.

Many of>the men who answered my ads, especially the
one covering getting a mate, were interested in "learning'
how to be a homosexual, and thought that by starting witha
female impersonator it would be easier for them. Some of
these men were in their late 40's and 50's. I wrote them
that you do not learn to be a homosexual; you either are or
you are'nt, and that I was'nt about to teach them. Many, of
course, just thought being with a queen wouldbe an exciting
experience, and those were the ones that I saw. But, as 1
said before, when they were confronted with performing sex,
which they initiated, they just could not perform. It seems
t hey build up quite an image before they ever met me and
pre-determine they will have sex and th&t it will be very
exciting (like the grass being greener on the other side of

the fence). I generally had to soothe their male ego, as
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many felt they had lost some of their masculinity. Many of
these men, as handsome ags they were, lacked confidence in |
their masculinity and with their chances with a genetic female,
Some were senstive type individuals, but were trying to adhere
t o what they considered the cultural norm - that all men were
bulls and that every girl they met they had to go to bed with,
And, if they could not perform they considered thémselves
Less than masculine and their'partner would consider them
less than a man. I tried to convince them that in the first
place they need not 8o to bed with every girl they meet and
that women do not necexsarily expect sex or even want it,
especially in the courting stage, Many women aﬁpreciate
s enstive men and want to be loved for themselves not for
their reproductive organs. I trisdl to tell them that it
did not matter to me whether they performed or not, which
was the truth, As despite my eagerness to g0 to bed, I
waw really only looking for a steady mate, and always hoped
that one of the men I went to bed with might be the one,

Of course, in real life drama a girl does'nt necessarily
hawe to go to bed with a man she meets, at least not in
the beginning, or until she drags him to the altar. But
in thefantasy world of drag queens, etc. it ig practically
a prerequisite to any kind of long-term relationship., None=
theless, those men who did not make it with me will no doubt
Ery again with another queen, and most likely succeed, I
have seen this happen before,

I had been unfortunate in that no man had wanted

to spend any'length of time with me, but other queens seemed
]
tohave been more fortunate. Perhaps 1 was too sophisticated
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and stable for most of these men. Or, as some queens told
me, I'm too much of a lady and should be more whorish,

The truth kied somewhat in the fact that I was not really

atuned to the life I was leading, and also the fact that

most of the men I came across were passive and needed an
aggressive queen - something I was not. I won't deny either
that at times I was merely interested in gratifying myself
sexually without thought of g long-term relationship, especially
when I began to realize that life I was leading was less than
the ideal.

Some men came over merely to discuss their
transvestism, and wound up in bed with me, if I met them
while dresgsed as a female. Onpe young,vhandbemé.;T¥e a divorcee
with two children, and a plant detective, visited me to dis-
cuss his problems man-to-man, as he was inexorably against
homosexuals and homosexuality. I met him dressed as a man
the first time, However, the second time he came ower, 1
dressed as a female at his insistence, but I warned him in
advance that my female image tended to turn-on hitherto
firmly heterosexual TV's. He assured me he was'nt one of
them. He no sooner entered the door than he began to make
passes at me, and eventually made love and took me to bed.

I found him intriguing, but the second time he came around
he was quite different thanithe usual run of TV's, as he
liked to be chained and slapped and wanted all this done
while he was dressed in female clothing. He became an
entirely different person when he dressed - mincing and
talked baby-talk. He groaned and squeeled as he thought

a woman would. That finished him with me. Nonetheless,

I was his first male, and, of course, when I confronted
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him with his hombsexual tendencies, he denied any such
thing, claiming Iwas a woman. He kept calling me, wanting
to see me. I rejected him, and told hiﬁ to find another
qieen, but he would not have anyone else, as he felt I was
a girl, and no other queen could match me, He eventually
g ot involved with some other TV's with bisexual natures
and they took him on briefly, but also could not tolerate
his bondage fetish and childishness.,

Another young man equally as far out as my TV
friend visited me. He was a coltege student with a domination
fetish, He found it difficult to get girls interested in
this particulai aberration, and thought he might try a queen,
I was in my "let's try anythihg for a lark stageﬁ, but I had
o idea of his true nature when he visited me. He eventually
got around to the subject, and I told him I was'nt interested.
I had no idea how to dominate anyway. So he explained
the procedure, so I thought I'd give it a try. He actually
preferred being dominated by a genetic woman, but since I
was dressed a4s a woman, he thought I would do, Part of the
domination act is to have the man dress as a woman merely
as a form of humiliation. I insisted he dress in a night-

gown and panties, and he dutiflly did so. I tried my darnest
to be dominant, but could not think up enough humiliating
things for him to do. I insulted him about wearing female

a ttire, and he moaned with delight, and kept on saying he
wanted to be humiliated., His mind seemed to float away as
soon as we started the game and he was an entirely different
individual. He kissed my feet willingly, and did all my
biddings, until I got tired of the game and sent him on

his way, vowing never to associate with such peonle acain.
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or at least not in their games. He seemed perfectly normal,
held a good part-time job, was young and nice looking, but
just had this peculiar fetish. He told me it all started
when his Aunt would punish him by having him kneel naked
in fromt of her in her bedroom. He really only enjoyed
being dominated by women. T found out later that domination
does not necessarily involve a physical sex act with a woman
4s a woman can dominate by refusing the sex act, and thisg
too pleases the male no end. Dressing as a female is not an
erotic thing, but is considered very degrading, and another

form of humiliation.

After him, I went back to the "normal" bisexual
TV's and queen suitors.

1 seemed to have hit a responsive cord in the TV
community, as many of them answered my ad concerning having
dates, The non-TV's I met were not half as interesting as
the TV's when it comes to a study in bizarre behavior. How-
ever, TV's with bizarre natures are quite in the minority,

My next TV was a very rugged individual, fairly

good looking, 29 years old. He dressed in female attire
very rarely and his present girlfriend helped him to dress
the few times he felt the need. He was a motorcycle racer
of some note, and a Hollywood stunﬁ man. He led a very
wild and unrully young life - has parents disowning him be-
cause of his wild ways. He spent some time in prison for
dope possession and he was a heavy drinker. However, while
in prison, he educated himself and joined the AA. He
eventually straightened up and began to realize that one

of his problems was his guilt about being a TV and a bi-
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sexual. He began to dress at the age of 12. Once he re-
conciled himself to the reality of his aberrant behavior,
he calmed down, and is now making a success of himself in
his own business related to motorcycles. He is now
accepted by his pareﬁts andliving with them. He likes
queens and is especially fond of nylong. He inwisted I
wear thém to bed with him, which made me feel quite whorish
and quite uncomfortable,

L have discoveged that much of the anti-social
ad gangster-type behavior of some men is due to their trying
to appear ultra-masculine to themselves as well as others
because of their hidden and resented homosexuality, bi-
sexuality, or transvestimm. Once these men learn to live
with their behaviop pattern they become more socilly accept-~
able members of society.

I shall deal with some other ad respondents later.
The few men I have mentioned should give you a good cross-
sectionrof sexual interests, and the types of men who
answered my ads, I'm sure should these underground papers
increase their readership, many more men will start seeking
other than heterosexual outlets. Few of the men who answered
my ads read these papers as a weekly diet, but just happened
across them. They were curious and some chose to take a
chance in answering my ad, Thé majority of these men are
perfectly acceptable memebers of society working and living
amongst us wit hout anyone detecting their hidden desires
or interests., However, thesé papers presented the cir-
amstances, and I presented the opportunity. It could be
debated whether these papers offer a service or perform a

disservice to the community, as without them many men would
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find it difficult to pursue their peculiar interests. Seill,
many find that their interestsis not what they thought it
would be, and in this way a service is performed, as they
can now concentgate on other less lowly matters. Others,
of course, will find one way or another to satisfy their
desires or curiosity, and should they not, they might
channel their energies into more productive enterprises -
or they may continue to be frustrated, and find less sociable
means of expressing themselves, to the detriment of themselves,
as well as society. I maintain that peculiar behavior is
not necessarily a product of any particular environment,
and certainly no publication, movie, etc., can bring on a
néture that has not already been formed in the early stages
of one's life. The only effect outside influences have on
individuals is to make them more aware of their true natures,
perhaps sometimes for the best ag they can either correct
their behavior or relieve what was formerly an unknown
tension or frustaation, Few, I am sure, are ever hurt by
outside influences that help them to recognize their own
unknown or known peculair natures.

Although the calibre of men Imet were far more
stable than the ones ;get in the bars and I managed to have
s ome enjoyable moments, and even some intelligent conversations,
I was still without a mate, but more determined than ever

that I was going to be a complete woman.
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Through Don, my first encounter with a supposed
transsexual, I met Lana, Lana was 39 years old and had
been a complete woman for over two years, but was still
maintaining her male role for economic reaéons and because
she did not feel ready to Jjoin the world of women., She
owned her own business but sold out and worked a couple
of days a week as a male. Lana is 5'10" tall and fairly
attractive as a woman, However, she is not satisfied with
her appearance, She has had all kinds of plastic surgery
to make herself appear more feminine. 8he has had her
eyebrows surgically arched, forehead bone shavéd, adams
apple shaved, a nose jo b, skin peeled, and hair trans-
plants as her hair is thin and she has a receding hairline,
She is very knowledgeable about the female body structure,
the TS phenomenon and effects of female hormones on males,
She now plans on hav ng her jawline made smaller and re-
moving all her teeth which she claims are too masculine,

Lana never had nor has a penchant for women's
attire and only wears female clothing because it is the
costume of women. She likes the rugged and usually low-
calibre type of man even though she is very intelligent,
Although she had sex prior to her change she never really
enjoyed sex in the manner of a homosexual. Yet, sex, even
now seems to be her prime interest in life. She does not
seem to be concerned with making heterosexual fri ends, ex-
cept with men., She indulged in sex the first week she
returned from her operation in Casablanca and has not
stopped since. Sometimes she gives it away; other times
she sells herself to business'men, wsually around the

airport area.



s Rt

160,

Lana has subtle female mannerisms and looks
quite female when dressed..She does'nt arouse jealousy
or envy in other women as some TS's do as they are some-
times very glamorous and overly feminine.

Lana claimed she always wanted to be & girl
since childhood. She wolld like to marry but seems a
bit oversexed for that. However, Lana, has had quite an
influence in my life. She was the first to encourage me
to have the operation. Because of her own experience and
fairly thorough knowledge on the subject of transsexualisn,
I relied on her fo r advice as to my own situation. She
insisted I was a frue woman and that I should at least
start on hormone treatement. I was concerned as to my
very masculine features but she assured me she was quite
masculine looking herself at one time, ad that my features
would soften considerably.

I took her advice and began hormone treatment,
but was still not sure I would have the opeeation, 1 was
inhopes hat the hormones would somehow affect me mentally
so thatl could make the ultimate decision. I especially
wanted the treatment to cut down my sex drive to see if I
would still like men even without a sex drive as female
hormones are a form of chemical castration.

So began my study of transsexuslism. I found
out that a classical transsexual (TS) is a male who thinks
of himself as a woman trapped in a man's body. He thus

wishes to bring his body in harmony with his mind. The
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method - a sex conversion operation. Many a TS follows
the classic lines of a gqueen or TV, As g young child they
wanted to be girls and they dressed when possible., 1In
effect, they are TV's or queens with a twist., They are not
content to switch roles as most TV's and queens are, spend-
ing part of their life ag women and part as men. Also,
queens and TV's are not at all displeased with having male
S€Xx organs and don't necessarily feel they are a hindrance
or an obnoxious feature on their bodies. TS, in a good
many cases, find the mgle organ to be quite obnoxious ang
want to be rid of it. A true TS, supposedly, will not have
SeX witha man until he has been converted as he doesg not
wish to be labeled a homosexual. Also, having sex anally
is abhorrent to him, or not in acoord with his female image
ofhimself, However, there are few‘classical TS's around.
Many have had sex with a man before the operation. Some have
not, but they have had sex with & woman, And, of course,
having a Supposedly female mind, many TS's will never admit
to ever getting a sex thrill from wearing female garb.
This, however, is true in many cases, which makes them akin
to queens. However, many are just graduated TV's who wear
female clothing as their right.

Some TV's get the sex change because they are
basically asexual men and figure they are not losing any-
thing., Some queens get the change because They feel they
are gaining something in social acceptance as well as added

sexual gratification - s good portion of which is psychological,
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Social acceptance and avoldance of harrassment from the
law, plus other legal entanglements drive many to change
their sex who otherwise would maintain their male bodies
but go about as women. There maybe asg manyas 500 sex
changes in the world and equally that many males who have
not had their sex changed who go about as women all of the
time. However, there maybe 3,000 or more males who are
anxious to have the change., Some TS's marry women or lie
withthem as they were basically heterosexual Irefore the
change and can be considered lesbians after the operation,
A good many TV's - now TS's think they would be able to
accept a man as a mate but discover their minds donot
change after theoperation, just their bodies and they still
prefer women as before, Few, however, regret, so they say,
having made the change,

As with other behavior patterns, there is no
definite pattern of environmental effect ag & cause, eX-
cept for a few cases, A revealing and scientific study
of the TS Can be foundin Dr, Harry Benjam n's book, "The
Transsexual Phenomenon, * My own nonprofessional study,
or rather personal contact with TS's in no way conflicts
with the dedicated Doctor's study but because of my non-
professionalstatus and the fact that I AM friends with g
few TS's gives me the opportunity %o bring a more personal

touch to the lives of TS's I am about to relate,
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She looked as though she stepped out of a fashion

magazine, She was tall, slender with smooth white skin,
long blond hair, and large hazel eyes., But at the time I
met her she was still considered to be male. However, T
would challenge anyone to prove she wasn't what she appeaBed
to be - a perfectly beautiful woman, She was perfect in
every detail to her lack of an adams apple and slim un-
musculaf arms. This was Bene socon to be operated on,
Rene, however, was a queen who probably never would have
had the opération save for the generosity of an elderly
and wealthy TV, This TV wag a philanthropist of sorts
in that he had helped four boys to become girls and his
house was known as the "girl factory." His main concern
was for companionship inhis old age and a transference of
his desires to be a woman into actuality for others, as
he was too old and too bi g a man to ever make an acceptak
woman, He never had any sex with these lovely creatures
who hovered around him, as he liked genetic women and had
been married three times. He also felt more at home with
dependent people than independent ones and made no effort
to help those who wanted to help themselves. At any rate}
you can say he picked Rene up from the streets as she
spent several years of her young life whoring around in
San Francisco between jobs as a cocktail waitress. She
probably was meant to be a girl all ofher life anyway as
she had no masculine features or ways about her and she
adapted peffectly to her new role. She was the type no
one would hesitate accepting as a girl even if they knew
her as a boy because she was always feminine in manners

as well as in her build,
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Rene, who is 5'11", had the operation and‘was
out of the hospital in five days; hadher first sex as a
complete woman a month later; and left her sponsor six
months later as he could not putup with her loose ways.
From her first sex act as a woman snd for six months
thereafter Rene had every man that crossedher path,
She was extremely sex minded as before. After much ex-
perience with men and disappointment at their lack of
true affection, she discovered to her great delight
that she preferred women to men, claiming women were
more loving and sincere, No one wowld have believed
this to be possible knowing of her constant pursuit of
men and her naturael femininity. However, she confided
later that she had always liked women and had gone to bed
with them before the operation but was never able to con-
summate the sex act, possibley because of hidden fears
of her lack of masculine looks and manners. Now she en-
joyed women tremendously and wanted her mate to be
feminine in bed even if she was ndt feminine in publie.
She claims not to have any regrets for the change but ig
having asmuch trouble with holding a woman as she did a
men because of her penchant for vareity, her aggressive
pursuits, lack of modesty, loose wasy, and unstable
character. She drinks and takes dope. Her life or
attitudes did not measurably change because of the
operation as she never really lived as a man anyway,
Having had the operation just makes her more acceptable
in society, but nott necessarily a credit to it., If she
is willing to change her ways, which is doubtful, she

can have a full perfectly normal life, She is 22 years
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old now snd her perfectly acceptable apﬁearance as a woman
is to no avail,

Of the four changes that went through the gilr
factory, she is the most unstable., The one after her is
moderately intelligent and stable but also young and over-
gexed, She works part time as a hair stylist and has a
steady boyfriend who doesn't kmow about her former male
status. She isg darkly beautifulj being of Latin extraction,
~and about 5'5" £311. She was taken from a queens life
also. Upon close examination she has some ninor male
features - a broad, womewhat muscualr back and slightly
miscular arms; otherwise, she is undetectable to the
uninitiated., She nonetheless has made little effort to
integrate herselfinto our heterosexual cultureland as
With most TS's is fearful of her former status being
discovered,

The first change helped by the wealthy TV was
é former fairly well-known male movie star, television
versonality, and hit Singer, who is now 38 years old,
but looks to be 25. She makes a peffect woman in all
respects, She is about 5'6", yvery pretty and stable,

She works as a secretary and is married . to a Young man
who knows nothing of her past. She was married soon
after her .operation to a man who knew -of her statug

but soon divorcedner. She is the o nly TS to date

that I know about whovhag becomefully integrated in-
our heterosexual scciety. There are quite a few others
who have becone well integrated, but I do not know them

personally,
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The one after her was also stable, quite pretty
and convincing, about 5!'7" tall. She is extremely brilliant,
reads a lot and is married to a former TV and one time
desirous of having the sex change operation for himself
untillie met his new love. He hagd already gone through all
the various beautifying operations only to discover that
he was not a true TS, He is a brilliant scientist and
works on top secret projects for the government, His
leaving off of wearing female clothing for the sake of
his wife is of doubtful permanency, but both seem happy
and well adjusted to their new roles. However, the wife
still does not make any great effort to mingle with our
heterosexual society.

The latter two can be consideped true TS's
although both had married woemn before_the operation,
They, however, were more or less trying to conform to
soclety and their former male images. They went through
with marriage apprehensively and doubtfully. They both
have a healthy and realistic outlook of life and sex
and never led loose lives,

Of interest is a former female impersonator
of European fame who is now a complete woman and a very
well known, beautiful and extremely feminine movie star
here in the U.S. There are other movie stars and top
fashion models of less note wno were former men, It is
impossible to detect them, however, some are found out
to the detriment of their sufcessful careers. As they
do noharm and pass perfectly as women it ig a sad comm-
entary of our supposed enlightened civilization for

their bigotry and unjustified fruelty to their fellow
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human beings denying them their right to happiness and
a means of self support. |

"The Clod" is what I uncharitably call her, She
has no grace, displays little femininity, and is argumentative
in a masculine manner. Skhe is 6!2" tall but that is not
against her as her face is very feminine looking but not
necessarily pketty,. However, she claims ghe needs no make-
up asher skin is smooth as s8ilk, which is is not. She
dresses in shorts or elacks, which does nothing for her
figure andher nair is always poorly styled or not at all
styled as she piles iton Top of her head, She is completely
unrealistic about her appearance and mannerisms making no
effort to improve either, Nonetheless she has sufficient
gumpton to get out and work in an offlice and passes well,
She is brilliant but lacks humility and makes a poor excuse
for a woman. But then again their are many genetic women
who are poor excuses for women too. Then again, who in
the world expects a man to be running around in drag.
Besides, the Clod is g full=fledged sex change and thus
deserving of the female appelation in my book (although
I hesitate sometimes ). I know little of her background
except that she cla ms to be a hermaphrodite and got
the sex change operation at the age of 38, Shehas very
forceful ways and despite everyone's prediction she would
never make it as a woman she is doing very well in her
new role, except she doesn't keep boyfriends long as she
is very pigheaded, opinionated and lacke enough femininity
for met men's taste, She so far has not admitted to having
sex relations with men since the operation, although she,

like many other TS's, isnot adverse to showing off her nude
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body to friends and the curlous, It's authentic!

There seems to be a preponderence of males over
5'10" in height desiring to be women, It is hard to say
what significance, if any, there is in the height factor;
however, a recent survey shows at least three million
women in the United States are 5'10" ang over. So,
these male/women of unusual height shouldn't find it too
difficult adjusting in our soclety,.

Many TS's I have heard of do not adjust to their
new role as women, but they are no better off nor no worses
off because of the operation, which is a pity. The reason
most give for wanting the operation is to leadhappier,well
adjusted lives, but they are no happier and no less adjusted.
Some are worse off because of the operation, Itis a subject
that needs much further study. If you are willing to
accept the‘premise that mental proceseges,cultural role
playing,and basic nature leaning toward femininity make
the above ex-males women, then they are in fact women.
However, they are in fact genetically male and no oper-
ation can alter that, but they are not culturally men,

Male and female are genetic designations, but man and
woman are cultural designations. There can be no des-
ignation for the above reople if you insist on adhearing
to their basic genetic nature, which is male. In other
words, if you insist they are male simply because they
were born so,you throw them into a limbo of no sex.

Many TS's have not rid themselves of their mle orgas,
yet most of them live their lives as women and few in
society are the wiser. 8o if tﬁese people can pass

through life undetected and are considred by friends and
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asgociates alkike to be women, who can say they are not.

Although some of the individuals I have mentioned
do not even fit in with the cultural designationof women,
they think and feel they are and since they have gone through
with the change, they will have to make thelr way with
those willing to appreciate them for what they are - as
individuals ~ rather than what they would like to appear
to be - women, At any rate, it is difficult for me to
appreciate womenjn general, who do not possess sufficient
femininity and to appreciate TV's and TS's even less who
do not come across sufficiently female. But thenm no one
is Borcing me or you to associate with these people., Yet
there are people who can appreciate them so I see no reason
why they camnot live their lives as they choose without
harrassment from individuals or society. We may choose
our own friends but none of us has the right to judge -
that's God's work..But certainly we must help people to
discover their true ldentity so that they may suffer less
not more by adopting an identity not suited to their nature.
We must prevent ideniy conflicts all together by getting
to the root of these mixgps in the early stages,

However, I like to think of #rue TIS's as psychological
hermaphrodites and that they have the right as any physical
hermaphrodite has of adjusting to one sex or the other by
medical means. Rgain no one would deny a person who was
born blind or became accidently blind from regaining_his
sight so that he may lead a fuller life; then by that
standard no one should be denied medical relief from a

transsexualist disposition so that they may lead fuller

lives,
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My life was less than full and although some
people liked to think that I made a poor subject for the
Sex conversion operation, I knew better. First, some
people like to tMink that you must be maladjusted to the
male role, have great anxiety to thepoint: of madness or
suclde, and he unable to function in society beforeyou
can be consideped a good candidate for the operation,
However, I think the above considerationsg are not
necessarily a valid Yardstick in determining who is or
isn't a good candidatke for the operation. As has been
noted many maladjusted individuals had gone through with
the operation and are no better adjusted than before.
I jusﬁ happened to be a very practical person and used
to a hard life, so I made the best of what was at hand.
I educated myself and became a successin business and I
lived as best I could all the while trying to discover
my true identity. I refused to let 1ife and ny problem
let me down although I did have my moments of anxiety and
suicidal tendencies. A strong faith in God and for a
hopeful future kept me going until I discovered there
was a way out of my dilemna after Irecognized my true
identity. As time passed and as I met more people with
problems related to mine and found that there was no
cure, I became surer that I was in fact a woman. None-
theless, I still had some anxious moments as I wanted to
be completely sure that my height and my features would
not be an even worse deterrent to my leading a normal
life as a woman, That would even be worse than living

in a half world. So my next step was to gain confidence
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in my appearance as that was the main stumbling block to
my immediately seeking operative relief. I was helped
along by negative encounters with vafious individuals I
had eome to meet as well as by positive encounters,

One negative encountér was the wealthy TV who
ran the girl factory., I noted he was 67 years oldsand
had been a TV all of his life and despite his wealth
he was a very unhappy man., He was until his death
desiring the operation even though he was heterosexual,
grossly masculine in appearance and mannerisms, There
was no cure for him and I had no intention of suffering

the same fate,

A case even more pitiful was that of an elderly;
bald headed man, a former police official and a potential
police chief of a large metropolitan city. He contacted
me via my ad concerning forming a TV club., It seemed his
wife knew of his TV nature but absolutely would not accept
it. She was the cause of his being thrown off the police
force causing him to lose his chare to become police chief,
He had been under psychiatric care but kt was to no avail.
He was a ruined and broken man when he moved to California
to seek employment in theinsurance trade, He was des-
perately 1ooking'for other TV's wjere he could at least
dress once in awhile. He found none until he met me with
high hopes of being able to dress without his wife knowing.
He came with a car trunk full of new clothés and a wig.,

He sofrowfully and cautiously visited me hoping I could
find a place fof'his clothes and somewhere todress, as

the elub deal never went through. He left his wig to
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be styled and I permitted him to dress in my house., This
sad, bald~headed little man looked even more sorrowful
dressed, but Je did have beautiful legs, which I commented
on, He relaxed and read magazines relating to transvestism,
which I #o0ld him he could keep. He spoke little merely
answering dquestions I put to him about his life and desires
to dress, while I gave him a few digs about the police
harrassing homosexuvals, etc., which he admitted tol doing
while on the force, He then left ad made plans to pick
up his wig the next week. He wrote me telling me his wife
discovered his clothes and magazines in the trunk of his
car - she berrated him something terrible and then burned
his things. He sent me money for the hair style and said
he would try to pick up his wig in a couple of weeks., It
has beenover a year and he has not returned or contacted me,
I now have a very nibe new wig to add to my collection but
a heavy heart for this very pitiful man,.

One aféer another of men with one behavirr pattern
or other came to me to tell me their sad stories and their
miserable lives, especially the TV!s and I did not want to
be a part of this misery. . I did not want tobe a part of
any subculture either although most men beloning to sub-
cultures, such as the homosexuals, lead less miserable
lives,

Socame into my life a doctor who had answered
one of my ads. He was interested in meeting a female
impersonator and became a very dear friend as well as
somewhat of a lover. He was quite young, very intelligent,
and very good looking, He was one of the very few men who

came to appreciate me as a person as our friendship still
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continues, He found me to be very charming and one of the
kindest persons he had ever met., He had nothing but praise
for me and contantly alluded to my virtues and complete
femininity to his ffiends and even his girifriend who I
came to meet and befriend, She was unaware of the doctor's
intimate relationship with me. However, he seemed torn
between choosing me or her and eventually chose her, I
think my status as a male caused him some guilt complexes,
although he said I was definitely a woman and he was broad-
minded and not prone to guilt feelings, He said I was
merely going through an identity crisis and that I sho uld
definitely have the operation. He along with his girlfriend
and other friends of long standing an& Some new ones gn-
couraged me on my course, I was overwhemlmed by my many
friends of long standing,who knew nothing of my secret life,
complete acceptance of my proposed new role, As I became
more feminine looking through hormone treatment I became
more confidentAthat what I proposed to do would be the best
life for me.

But I still had a waus to g0 before my ultimate
decision and more people to meet who would afford me the
opportunity of gaining greater insight into the underlayer
of lives that 8w people are privileged to see, People
came to me, even heterosexual ones, with tales that even
a psychiatrist would find difficult to wrest from them.
Perhaps because I was so willing to lay open my inner-most
thoughts and desires others felt encouraged to bear their
souls without femr of being thought odd. After all, who

could be odder than me, So I began to learn the secret
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thoughts and desires of my friends and acquaintances merely
by my informing them &hat I was not what I appeared to be -
a man - but g woman. My house became, without meaning to be
a haven for group theary sessions as well as individual
gsessions. Many of my friends and acquaintances went away
with a betg&er ingight into their own lives and I, too,
discovered myself more and more. But one thing still
preplexed me and that was the matter of queen suitors,

What made men, who were normally interested in women, seek

out queens ar female impersonators?
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Out of all the men I had, only one or two gave
me encough information on their background to help me
determine what part environment may have played in fixing
In fixing their bisexual course. However, most the men's
backgtounds were too diverse to establish any kind of
relationship between environment and bisexuality. Many
of the men I had met were ex-cons and were put away for
various reasonf from possession of drugs to petty robberies,
whuch isone thing a lot had in common. I nkver met one who
had a long criminal record or who committed a major felony.
But then I also met many men who were just ordinary business
or professionalmen and law-abiding citizens,

One man who earned a speclal place in my heart
outside of the doctor was Carl. It also happened that the
doctor was Jealous of Carl because he lived with me. 'I
met Car in a drag bar one night and took him home with me,
Carl was quite drunk and I asked him if he would like to go
home with me as he did not seem in condiftion to drive. He
was at the point where it didn't matter who took him home.
Some men purposely get in thils condition, as being drunk
gives them an excuse and sometimes courage to go home with
a gueen., This way they can say they were unaware of the
situation and salve their conscience for anything they
might ha%e done with the queen, I was soon to discover
that my new friend got drunk all of the time wheather he

was sekking girls or4queens and that he was a very passive
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individual who brought out my motherly instimcts, However,
in matters of sex he was passive and aggressive, liking
variety.

Carl turned out to be a very likeable guy, He
was inbelligent, had an excellent job with the aircraft
industry, drove a sporty car, and dressed well. He was
5'9" $all, handsome in a boyish way andhad a firm good
looking body. He was very conscientious sgbout his job
and worked long hours. He enjoyed working because then
he didn't drink as he was at a loss when he was idle.

I was the third queen Carl ever had and he met
us all within a two week span. He admitted, however, that
he had been with homosexuals (old Aunties) in the army,
their interest being mainly below the W¥aist at the {ly-
front, He never kissed me, perhaps thinking that it
would make him less of a homosexual, but he had all kinds
of sex with me. I saw him off and on for one year, but
not because he was dating me, He came to sleep in my extra
bedroom and I would always have to initiate the sex act,
which I did occasionally after he retired, Someltimes he
would ask me to rub his back and that was a sign he wanted
sex, He sometimes sneaked into my bed while I was asleep
and started playing with me, but that was very rare indeed.

The first queen Carl had met he honestly did not
know that she wasn't a she as he was drunk. He went home
with her and found out but then he was beyond caring.

Now that he knew where qQueens were he came back again,
This time he knew and went home with another queen, She
rolled him and at the time I met hin @e was looking for

her to get his money back. He always carried a lot of
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cash and lost over $40.

I catered to his every whim and he accepted my
attention as if it were due him, He never made any effort
to do amything for me. I was so hung up on him that I
wasn't disturbed by his lack of interest, but just ap-
preciated his company and grew quite fond of him,

Carl divorced his wife and left her with two
children., He was saddened by the fact his wife made it
difficult for him to see the children so he moved to
. California. He visits his family only rarely. He has
a younger brother in Cadifornia who is married and has
. two children but he also drinks and is not a good husband
or father, constantly getting in trouble with the law for
drunkness and staying away from home for days. The first
time I met Carl's brother he informed Carl that he had
Weﬁh@ friends, meaning me. But tlhe second time he came
over I was dressed as a female and as he brought Carl over
drunk I suggested they both sleep overnight in the same
bed. Carl went to bed but his brother stayed up and began
to criticize me-as to my height and deep voice. I told him
that being tall only meant there was more to love and that
many men found my deep voice sexy. I then suggested he
retire as I had planned to go into my room. He insisted on
staying up and suggested I getintoa nighty and visit with
him. No sooner did I come out in my night clothes than
he literaryattacked me. I lad no idea he was interested
in other than gentticfemales and as he was decidedly
handsome in a ruggedmamner I weakendéd under his caresses

and soon found myself in bed with him. He was farmore
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passionate than his brother and was not at all shy about
kissing. We both fell asleep with our arms about each
other. Awhile later Carl came into the bedroom and was
gently trying to disengage us and I stirred and he ran
back to his room., 1 never talked about his brothér after
that incident as I knew Carl hikd no idea his brother had
a bixexual nature and I think the knowledge of it dis-
turbed him. At any rate Carl was always surprised that
so many of my heterosexualfriends accepted me and that
the doctor, handsome and intelligent and a professional
‘man too could possibly take up with a queen. I thought
all of this would help Carl to rid himself of guilt because
he had a bisexual nature, but itseemed always to disturb
him,

Carl was born in the Midwest., His father was an
alcholic, His mother was a very dominating woman who beat
her husband. GCarl says he felt sorry for his father but at
the same time respected him, This seems a little odd as
most boys don't respect thelir fatkers if they don't exert
their masculinity, Carl had been in troulle with the law
whenhe was young and had been in prison for petty theft.

Carl liked girls very much and spent a good deal
of time with them, but he used them mainly for sex., He said
he could'nt live with a girl more than a month because then
they got to be dominating, wanting to know where he was and
why he was late, etc., He wanted no responsibility and
did not want to answer to anyone, I introducedhim to a
very beautiful and sexy transsexual and he had used her

the same way as all his other girls, sex, sex, seX.
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Girls found him decidedly attractive as I did so
that he had no trouble getting what he wanted without much
effort. He was completely irresponsible, outside of his
job. He never kept dates and rarely weat out of his way
for anyone. However, he paid his bills, was completely
honest, and never took advantage of ényone unless the
person wanted to be taken advantage of, That is, if he
was catered to, it was'nt that he demanded it, it was
because girls and myself were hooked by his boyish good
looks and masculine ways. He wasgenerous when it came
to buying drinks foreveryone he met in the bars, more as
a matter of shdwing off I imagine, He spent almost all of
his pay check on liguor and saved very little, What he
saved he bought clothes with and maintained his automobile.

Carl claimed he divorced his wife because she
did not love him, He was married seven years and ﬁas 28
when I met him, He moved about quite a bit and rarely
kept a job more than a year. However, the type of skills
nehad always qualified him for a good job whereverhe went.
He was a sad individual possessing youth, good looks,
health, good wages, and people anxious to befriend him, but
he dissipated and is still dissipating his lifeaway not
caring for anything or anyone but drink and sex,

Hia very simple view on queens: They remind him
of women. He liked me more than he woﬁldadmit and just
accepted my sometimes masculine, sometimes fem nine role
ashe was to see me in my businesgs sults, dresses, and
fiuffy bedtime wear. He was'nt too sure I'd make an
acceptable looking woman, mainly because of my height, but

he felt I plaved the rolewell and probably was meant to be
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a women. However, he thought I was an extremely good o
locking man and was sufpmised I never had sex with a woman,
In fact he was sure I was lying, He wanted me to be bait
on his trips to bars so the giris would come to me énd I
wouldpass ﬁhem on to_him, as my looks were such that I was
quiteifrestible to women, in all modesty, of course, I
much prefer to be irrestible to men. :
Carl met a nice girl who he decided he would
like to ﬁarry oneday andshe finding out about me became
very jealous claiming I was very beautiful. So I now
rarely see Carlbuthe does kéep in touch. 1 héve the feel-
ing he is kéeping me in reserve,
| Another young man of interest is John, now 22
years old; John is a Viet Nam war decorated hero. He was
born and lived in Tennessee. He happened in 6n the drag
bar before he was discharged. He was attracted to a fair
looking Hawaiian queen naﬁed Connie, who is quite popular in
the bar and is very personable. John never had anything
to do with males sexually, but this particular gueen in-
trigued him, especially after hefound out she was one.
He thought she looked like a girl and his curiesity was
aroused upon learning her true status. He went home with
her to talk and had no sex the first night even though he
slept with her, He came back to the bar the next week
and decided to try sex. He was very shy and self-.conscious
abouf his naked body and hid under the covers until Connhe
got into bed., He grew éo fond of her that he divorced his
wife, with whom he was'nt getting alonganyway, after he was
discharged and moved in with Connie. He continued to be

shy and never touched Connie's male parts but always per-
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formed sex anally on Connie,

Jorm is a rugged extremely handsome and intelligent
young man, He is now going to college and working for a
Securities company. He occasionally dated girls; does'nt
care for the drag bars; and is constantly being sdught
after by the true homosexuals, individuals of whom he is
exceedingly afraid. At a party once he asked for my pro-
tection from a homosexual who was after him, T told John
that all heneed do was to tell him he was "married" and
the guy wouldleave him alone, He is constantly being
sought after by queens too but is merely flattered by
their attention, He claims to be in love with Connie and
has never had sex with a girlor queen since moving in with
Connie over a year ago. He did, however, leave Connie for
a couple of months as Connie wanted some freedom and did
not want any more "husbands" as she had lived with one for
over eight years and he left her., She never quite got over
it. John returned to her because he felt more comfortable
with her than real girls whom he dated during his two month
absence, Right now thoughthe has left Connie for a real
girl again,

John's male friends are all straight, as far as
he knows., They like to drink together, go swimming, fishing,
hunting, and ride motorcycles. Connie never joins in these
pursuits and stays in the background when his friends visit.
John'ts friends have aksed him if he were staying with a homo-
sexual and he tells them he does'nt know, but that the rent
is cheap, He is altogether too masculine for anyonsto

suspect he is the least bit interestedin other than women,
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John says he thinks of Connieé, the only queen
he's ever gone with as a girl, treats her as a girl, has
sex as he would with a girl except for the reverse position
but, of course, is aware that she is a male.

Comnie has a beautiful male body which actually
has turned many a queen suitor on after they have gone to
bed with her, She is not adverse to doing rugged male
Jjobs and does'nt overdo the female bit. She, however, in
contrast to many queens, refused to play theaggressive role
in bed.

I, of course, never cease to be amazed at the
variety of good looking, stable appearing men who seek out
queens., One such man stands out in my mind because of his
close resemblance to Roberi Goulet. He cameup to talk to
me one night and was very impresseddiwith me, he said, be-
cause of my poise and grace, He was also taken aback be-
cause I accidentally bought him a beerwhereas all the other
queens would sidle up to him and other men and akk them to
buy beers for them. I never asked anyone to buy me a drink,
He was impressed by all this and the fact that I was so
different from the other queens. He felt he could talk
intelligently with me., We, naturally, spent the night
together.

e was a college graduate and an engineerof some
kind for a large firm, He had bemn married and had a
daughter, but he was now divorced. He appeared to be
between 35 and 38 years old, To supplement his income. to
pay alimony, he held a job for awhile with a large depaftment

store selling men's suits on Saturdays.
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- His manner and masculine poise, coupled with his
extreme good looks made me think I was in a dream world, He
seemed like the perennial Knigjt in Shining Armour that most
girls dream of and never get, and here I had him, He rarely
came into the bar but every so often I see him still pursuing
queens, many of whom won't talk to him suspecting him to be
a vice officer, és some of them too are quite good looking,
As a P.S5., cops are not immune from the charms
of a queen either as a number of them have by-passed the
moral laws they are supposed to enforce to break them,
Another man 1 remember very well because 1 saw
him a record four times. I met him at a new bar that just
opened not too far from the two well-established bars,
"The Stage Door" and "My Place" located across the street
from each other on Sixth Street behind the Good Samaritan
Hospital, Both have since closed. This one was named the
"Four Aces", and was on Figueroa and Pico next to two low-
calibre straight bars, now the site of Los Angeles' new
convention center. He was seated at the far end of the bar
and I at the other end, with a few scattered gueens in
between, He asked the bar maid (queen) my name -- she,
not knowing it,told me of his ingquiry -~ so I told her and
he promptly ordered me a beer and headed for my end of the
bar, He introduced himself and told me that there was some-
thing about me he liked, but could'nt pinpoint, I was‘to
hear this phrase for weeks, its meaning was never resolved
satisfactorily. At ome time in our relationship I suggested
thia perhaps what he liked about me was my looks, He said
that was one reason, of course, but still there was some-

thing ele I could'nt tell whether I should be flattered or



184,
insultedby this oft-repeated remark, Anyway, he was fairly
good-looking, in his middle twenties, and about 5'8", I'm
six feet in my stocking feet., I was flattered by the fact
that although the barmaid suggested he take up with a very
attractive queen she knew (she did'nt know me, and I assume,
wanted to keep him in thefamily), he insisted on meeting me.

We moved to a booth to drink and talk, Whenit
came time for another round, howevery he informed me th& he
was broke and -- would I mind buying him a beer, He promised
he would pay me back shortly, as he was about to get some
cash. He apologized for his ungentlemanly manner, asking
a girl to buy him a drink, but as he said, he would pay me
back., We talked a bit and he quite liberally peppered his
conversation with the names of girls he knew or went out
with, Well, what got me was I did not know where the girls
left off and the queens started, as he never mentioned
queens, I began to wonder if he kneﬁ whiit was what, so I
asked if he knew that I was not a real girl and he said he
sure did, I then asked if he meant real girls when he spoke
of girls, or queens, as I was getting a bit confused. He
said that as far as he was concerned we were all girls and
he never made a distinction. I appreciated the compliment,
but not the confusion, as I liked to know whé was being
talked about. He knew a few authentic ones, too. But I
just had to suffer through "girls", You see, most guys makes
the distinction; at least when they talk about another queen,
they say she is a queen, When they refer to the queen they
are with, nowever, they always refer to her as girl, woman, or

some other feminine gender term.
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Paul hadé been married and hehad a baby daughter
who had been placed in his custody. It turned out that
one of the straight bars down the block was owned by a little
0ld lady who took care of the child, He was a bum and did
not work except to do odd jobs. When he ran out of money he
would get some from the old lady., He used a form of black-
mail on her by threatening to take his daughter from hef
care,

He decided he wanted me to meet this woman, but
I told him I had neverbeen to a siraight bar in drag and
thought 1 should'nt attempt it as I was not the most con-
vincing queen around., He, conversely, was of the opinion
I was, and finally got me to the bar, It was a deezy bar,
even worse than the ome we left. The old lady was a
pleasant woman - guilte thin and looking in need of nourish-
ment. There were three patrons, two middle-aged men and one
middk~aged talkative, drunk woman. My friend introduced
me around and suggested To the owner of the bar that I looked
somewhat like his wife, I saw a picture of h&r, but couldint
see any resemblance to myself., Anyway, he was most solictious
of my comfort and wants. But the drunk woman kept insisting
he dance with her as he had done on other nights. He told
her he was not interested as We was with his girlfriend,
She became adamant and told him he never let his other
girlfriends interfere with hid dancing with her. He éaid,
with anmmoyance, "Well, she's different." 1IT THEN struck
usboth that his remark was very apt, and Issdaid to myself,
"Tf only she knew how different." She was quite upset and
kept on repeating in her drunken way, "Who does she think

she is with all her fine manners, she does'nt belong in here
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anyway." When my new companion went to the back room with
the owner -- to get some money -~ my antagonist decided to

be friendly, even tothe point of borrowing my compact, as
I was fixing my face. She told me how pretty I was, and how
much she admired me, and how kind I was to let her use my
compaqt. She then offered to buy me a drink - a complete
reversal of her former bittermness. I attributed it To her
inebriated state and, no doubt about it, she was “schﬁokered".
All the while I said &s little as possible, afraid my voice
would give me away. 1 weathered my first straight bar
pretty well, which was proven by the fact that eefore we
left two young fellows came in‘with a girl, and as I passed
by them to go to the ladies room no one took any notice of
me, Except, my new-found woman friend, who was all com-
pliments of my beauty and ladylike poise, She kept offering
to doanything she could for me, ending every sentence with
"Honey". She did buy me a drink, and then one for my boy-
friend, and. then we left for my apartment...sans drunk woman,
The next morning we talked about his wife., He said
she was nice enough, but that she was fodling around with
other men, and that he beat her. I told him, jokingly, that
I did'nt think I wanted to go out with a woman-beater, So
hesasked me what I would do. I told him I did hot go around
beating anyone for any purposeas I could'mtstand violence.
He said, "Suppose I were a woman and you were a man and you
caught me with another man. What wokuld you do then?"
"Well", I said, "in that case I'd probably beat gou." He
replied, "I'm sure glad you're not a man." His reference to

my being a woman kind of thrilled me, especlally since I was

mmmndakaly Avraccesd ae a mawn when we discuggsed hig wife.
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1 asked if he fooled around with other women whule
married and he said he had. So I suggested that he forgive
his wife. He said he could, but that they would'nt get
along anyway, because she was always hagging kim to go to
work., I told him I agreed with her as to who was supposed
to support his family? However, he was'nt having any of that
talk from me either. I told him I could care less, as he
was'nt my husband. He seemed a little disappointed that I
was'nt ready to support him, and argued that a woman should
be happy to provide for him, just so she co uld-have a man
around the house. Such thinking was a little beyond me,
as a maen was'mt much of a man in my books if he did'nt support
his family.

So finished another chapter. Another one-night-
stand as far as I was concerned, I took him back to the bar.
He was disappointed that I did not dress as a woman that day.
T told him it was a little difficult to go about during the
day as a woman, what with neighbors, and my poor makeup. He
took my number, of cow se, but never called. Heowever, I was
to see him at the bar for several weekends, Always he would
be waiting for me when I did show up and inquiring about me
when I did'mt. I sort of got hung up on him, and took him
home a few more times. But I soon got tired of buying his
drinks, and the day he asked me for bne of my shirts to
replace his dirty, torn one, did the trick, 1 gave him a

shirt and his walking papers and never dated him again,
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of course, I continued my weekend prowls, sometimes

meeting well-educated and substantial men, but most times just

meeting ex-jailbirds who heldmenialjobs, or none, oome were

fairly intelligent, others were just a mite above the .
intelligence of a queen. The closer I got to making my

decision to have the operation, the less I went out, but just

stayed at home and read Or wrote on my book,
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It is hard enough to have to contend with one
personality and variations thereof, but two distinct per-~
sonalities housed in the same body is something else, It
leads to conflict and& evenubtal self-destruction., A TV has
one persoanlity with a strong fetishistic compoment which
he likes to translate as femininity within. In actuality,
few possess a true feminine nature - if they did them they
would be considered transsexuals, A TV, for the most part
is a paradoy of the true female when he so decides to play
the role of a woman. He likes to think he is capturing
the nature of a female in his play-acting role, but actually
does not have the slightest concept of how a true female
really feels. His male component is too strong and is pro-
jected in his female role. He is in effect a child with a
strong imagination and sense of fantasy and is merely
playing a game. No more than a child can caputure the role
he plays in his imaginative wanderings, a TV goes through
the motions parroting the outward manifestations of the
female, but can never emulate the inner nature of a woman.
Howéver, Icame across a male who claims to have both the
distinct components of a man and the distinct components of
a woman - an actual split personality housed in the same
body. Not only is this a psychological menifestation, but
also a physical one, He claims to be a bi-morphedite, one
of about four in the world that have been studied, and the
only one with a split personality. A bi-morphedite is a
genetic male as well as a genetic female (something to do
with chromonsone count). He has the cells of a woman and

possibly the internalstructure, overies, ete. Like a
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hermaphrodite with external male and feméle organs, &
bi-morphedite can be changed surgically into either a man
or a woman, depending on which component is strongest in
their nature. My friend on the other hand was having a
war with himself as to which was the strongest component
and like the case of the "Three Faces of Eve" one of the
other personalities is trying to dominate. However, unlike
the Three Faces of Eve both personalities were completely
aware of the other and the male personality could slip
through the female personality (when it was out) and return
it to some sort of 1limbo until the female personality was
called out again by the male personality. I actually
observed the twopersonalities and found them both believable
and completely distinct from each @ather.

I met the male personality first., The man was
avery masculine creature with a booming baritone voice,
a sometimes very charming and captivating male, but an
ego maniac of the first order, He introduced himself as
Charles E, Jones and Rosalie the Rose, Thee Twins, Thee
Double, and proceeded to tell me ofhis unique nature; that
he was the only one in the world of his kind,and then
pushed two photo albums packed with pictures of his female
side in my face, a tape of his male and female voices
characterizing different personalities he playedon stage,
produced another album with c¢lippings of news stories of
his uniqueness,'documents from doctors confirming his nature,
and then started telling me of all his acquaintances in
the theatrical field he knew and other he was going to

contact as he was the best actor-actréss in the world zll

the while telling me how unigue, how important, how great,
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he was and how mixed up he was as his female side wanted the
sex conversion operation and his male side wanted to keep
things as they were since they both were great actors, He
used this same line over and over again with every person
ne met, even peoplein the street. He carried all this
materialin his car and could produce it on a moments notice.
He was boorish and a bore and raeely got off the subject of
himself. When he managed, but rarely, to stop talking about
himself he could be very pleasant and charming, At any rate,
I got stuck with him for two weeks assa house guest and went
through a private hell, BEe éragged me a&ll over town to
meet agents, spieling the same story over and over again,
If he met a person only once he would have the agent call
him up to confirm how great he was, how unique he was, how
honesgt, how talented, etc. He would also insist that the
agent call Texas and talk to his mother, his docltor, other
agents, friends, etc. all supposedly acquainted with his
unusual characteristics and aware of his great acting ability.
He ingisted on being billed as Thee Twiﬁs, Thee Double and
not as a female impersonator as he definitely was not a
female impersonator but an actual man and an actual woman,
the same if not superior to the genetic female and definitely
superior to the transsexual (even Christine Jorgensen,
especially). He claimed to be the best stripper in the
world, fan dancer, actress and actor - no man or woman

stripper, fan dancer, actress or actor could compare.
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In the meantime T was intréduced to Rosalle The
Rose, a female counterpart that had nothing to recommend
her, ©She was a most sickening type personality. The way
it was done was like this: Charles would go out of The room
put on a wig and high heels and would emerge a giddy, dumb,
slutlike female creatuee. The personalities were entirely
distinct, the voice was definitely female something like a
Marylin Monroe voice at her worst (a moive star Rosalie
1liked to emulate in voice &8s well as mannerisms), and Rosalie
even looked womanly even without makeup or a dress, The
first thing Rosalie would do was to remove her clothes (male
attire) down to her jockey shorts, parade about the room,
and supposedly ina seductive manner ask anyone present to
feel her skin, how soft it was, If there was a man present
she ﬁould immediately makeka plunge in his direction and try
to seduce him in what she considered to be the most sexy
approach she knew, all the while claiming how distinct she
was from Charles, whom she had very few kind words for,
blaming him for her condition and that she was preventing
her from being a complete woman by having the operation.
Charles, on the other hand, always spoke kindly of Rosalie
and sympathized with her condition. BRosaliecame across as
a woman but of the worst kind and I was always happy to
have Charles back as I could at least talk to him, try to
convince him to tone down his ego and quit plunging into his
uniqueness, ete. and justlet people accept him for himself.,
He listened and seemed pleased I was so honest with him in
trying to help him adjust, but no sooner someone came by he

was at it again. However, Rosalie could not accept any
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criticism whatever as she was the perfect personality and
the perfect female. So I neversaidanything but nie things
in her presence and if I slipped shewould sulk or disappear
and Charles would emerge almost immediately. Of course, it
was impossible even to tell Charles of Rosalie as Roasalie was
aware of everything that went on and when she emerged would
lash out at her critics. She never liked totalk about
Charles and, in fact, was jealous of him. PFirst because
he could emerge through her but she could not emerge through
him, except when he was having sex with a womén. Secondly,
ne was definitely the stronger personality and also the more
stable one.

Charles would always be popping out of Rosalie
whenever things got to rough for Rosalie to take: criticisms,
difficult tasks, or a pretiy woman. Charles would come
through Rosalie whenever he noticed I was more attractive
than usual., He did it when I danced, wore an abttractive
cocktail dress,or nightgown, He thought me the perfect
lady and a very attractive woman.

Most of his life was spent as Charleé, but he
would take pity on Rosalie and let her out now andagain
and she would always beannoyed and pout when it was time
for her to disappear - when Charles had to conduct business,
or go out amongst the public., When dressed Rosalie was quite
convinecing looking and even attractive. She would make |
blatant passes at men and many would take her up on her
seductive proposais, only to have her turn them down. She
played a dangerous game, Although she wanted sex with a

man, she knew that Charles would be disturbed and think
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himself a homosexual and in that area she was considerate
of his feelingg. Consequently, they never had sex, He had
been married and had a child but everytime hehad sex with
his wife Rosalie would emerge, His wife was understanding,
let Rosalie have free reigh in their lives but soon it be-
came too much for his wife and himself ashe was not &le
to have sex so he game up his wife and sex life completely.
He was even at the point of wanting sex wih me, but again
feared Rosalie's emergence, I had absolutely no desire
to have sex with him whether Rosalie emerged or not.
Rosalie 1ike?&e because she liked to think we were com-
plimentary to each other and could talk girl talk, Finding
Rosalie intolerable, I always tried to get Charles back by
making myself attractive and sexy. It usually worked.

I was completely convinced of Charles -Rogélie's
distinct dualpersonalities, More so because I was around
them for two weeks straight, unless, of course, he was a good
actor after all. Many times Rosalie would emerge to go to bed
at night and wake up as Rosalie with no sign of any masculinitg,
thesame voice and mannerisms. Then sometimes Rosalie would
go to bed and Charles wouldwake up cursing in his booming
voice as to what the hell was he doing in Rosalie's cloﬁhes
and how disturbed he was to be dwearing female attire, as
after all he was a man,

Ags for his-her acting ability, his verbal out-
pourings had me convinced he was all he said he was, or
Rosallie was - a great stripteaser, fan dancer, etc. But
I was privileged to see Rosalie in action doing the strip
and fan dance., I was extremely disappointed as the dances

were done in a stiff manner and by the numbers, there was
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no natural flow to any of hhe movements, The routines were
good, but the actual performances were far from first rate,
It turned out that the agents who witnessed these performances
decided to use Charles-Rosalie, but only as a comedy relief,
However, ,they never revealed this to Charles letting him
think they were impressed with his dances and that they
actually believed he possessed a dualpersonality - something
none of them believed, I told Charles that there was no need
to go into the fact of his unigueness, etc. with the agents
as all they were interested in was that he had the talent
he claimed. They certainly were not interested in his medical
nistory. They wanted to make a buck on him for his talents
in the Bhow business field, not parade him around as a
unique medical phenomenon, He wouid not have it any other
way and consequently he lost opportunity aft er opportunity,
as he oversoldhimself and was too insistem on the fact of
his medicél background. One agent, however,took him on and
sent him to a club where Rosalie proceeded to make advances
to the manager and the owner, came late for performances,
and was immediately fired..

Another &gent gave him a bloody nose, It all
happened when Rosalie went to see this agent aboubt getting
a booking. T went along, driving the car. The agent was
in a bar talking on the phone to his wife, Rosalie came
swishing through the bar trying to intice all the men
present as she made her pay to the agent. 1IN the parking
lot she cautioned me that this =@as a bu%ineSs visit and
I was not totry to make out with any men. The agent told

her he was talking to his wife and would be with us in a
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minute. Rosalie took the‘phone from him, seductively in-
formed the agent's wife that her husbend would be safe
with her and that she had no intentions of taking him away
from her even though she could with no difficulty. The agent
took this all as a joke and they proceeQed to talk business.
However, Rosalie decided she wanted to show the agent just
how good she was at the fan dance andsirip and insisted she
perform, He cared little whether she could perform or not
as he had already decided on bookings for her. She was soO
insistent, however, that the agent asked the owner of the
bar if it were all right for her to perform. The owner
gave his permission and Rosalie proceeded to order me about
helping her prepare for her pérformance, She got upon the
little stage available and informed the small audience,
mostly men, of her intention to perform and she demanded
a response., They gave a light applause, which did not suit
her, but she nonetheless began to perform, Her performances
were terrible and were received with 1little enthusaism - all
of which was very upsetting to her, Shethen busied herself
with seducing some big lug who was drunk and lecherous. In
fact, he tried to make out with me while Rosallie was per-
forming and I told him to blow. At any rate, she played up
to this guy and he thought he really had him a woman for the
night only to have Rosalie start screaming at the agent to
p rotect her from this masher, whom she encouraged in the
first place. Well, the bar closed and the agent suggested

discussing the remainder of business at his home.
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Rosalie beganto tell the agent how unique she wés,
how she wants to be booked , and various and other impossible
demands were issued. As they argued on childishly, somehow
the fact that Charles was in the marinés, and an officer at
that came up in the conversation, That was the end of
negotiations as the agent, a tough self-mademan, who
emerged from thé slums of New York, became furious at what .
ne considered to be a blatant lie. Being an officer in the
marines himself, he was postive that no sissy'qf the calibre
of Charles-Rosalie could have evér beern accepted in the
marines, He insisted the marines built men and no-freaks
could ever.become an of ficer. I reminded him that .I had many
marines as mates. He conceded that it was possible homo;
sexuals could be in the lower ranks but never in the foicer‘s
ranks. I informed him that homosexudlity, ete. did not impair
ones performance in fulfilling ones duties, He justwas'nt
having any of it and_argued.loudly with Rosalie that 1t was
an impossibility and if Charles were in the service then what
was his serial number, Rosalie d4id not hnéw and the afgument
was gettingtoo heated for her - somethinga lady could not
bear, so she decided-to let Charles takerover. Rosalie-want
to the kitchen took off her wig and hl heels and émefged a
booming, angry Charles wiﬁh a long white gowh and slicked back
hair and maksup. The argument continued with no one giving
an inch., I just sat back and 1listened, occésionally
interpreting to inform them that they were here to discuss

business and not whether Charles was in the marines or not.
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The agent was'nt having any business until he could break
Charles down from his insustence that he was an officer
in the marine corps. Charles could not remember his serial
number, a fact that convinced the agent he was lying, as he
calimed the marines brainwashed its personnel to remember
their serial numbersaboveanpthing else, The argument become
more heated as the agent accused Charles of being a liar and
a freak, Finally, the agent had an idea and called a Colonel
.he knew in New York to verify, at least, that the program
Charles claimed he got in the marines under, really existed.
Charleg, who at the time was not aware of his split per-
sonality, but suffered by his desire to be a woman, had
complete control over Rosalie and she was never allowed to
emerge. He had joined a college program where he could enter
the fficers corps of the marines divect from college. He
actually was in the marines but was soon discharged with a
medical problem as he sought psychiatric care in the service.
The Colonel verified (at 6a.m., New York time) that such a
program was in effect as Charles stated. Charles then grabbed
the phone from the agent to talk to the Colonel of the cruditu
of the agent aud hisdisbelief in Charles' claim. The agent
was still unbelieving because Charles could not produce a
serial number, which the agent was going to have checked out,
So I suggested Charles call his mother in Texas, I thought
of the plan earlier but knew it was guite late, 3 a.m, Los
Angles time and so did'nt suggest it until after the Colonel

was called. It seems Charles had his discharge papers framed
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and they were hanging over his mother's bed, He called her
and confirmed his serial number and insisted the agent
talk to his mother, accusing ‘fagent of calling his mother
a liar (which he did not) and that he should apologize to his
mother. The agent refusdd, Charles hung up the phone and
began to argue with the agent again and bhreatened to fight
the agent, Charles apparently tried to swing at the agent
but the agent was Ttoo fast for him and gave him a good
vabhack on the nose knocking him to the floor., Charles
lifted himself up bleeding profusely all the While complain-
ing that the agent bloodied Rosalie's expensive costume,

I took the agent in hand and #ried discussing other matters
as he wasvery upset at having hit Charles. 1 told Bkhe
agent he did the right thing as Charles was gquite obnoxious
anyway. So that ended that wild night and socon Charles E,.
Jones, Rosalie the Rose, Thee Twins, Thee Double moved out
of the State, still a very sad, mixadup person, but as

egocentric as ever,
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I never considered T had any but ohe persocnality,
not a split personality or a dual one. I determined T was
one person wjth one personality. I always resented Erans-
vestites version that if you are dressed as a man, you are
& man and if you are dressed as a woman, you are a woman.

No matt er how dressed, I was always the same - a wom an.

But TV's speak of themselves as if they were two distinect
people - referring to their siste r or brother depending

on how they are dressed., Or saying, I am going to take
Cindy out of the closet and put Bill in the closet - and
Cindy would not do that type of chore whereas Bill wouid, etc.
All this seemed so nonsensical to me, No matier how I was
dressed I always referrved to me - "This is a picture of me
in female attire"- not this ismy sister, or "This is a
picture of me in male attire®., All I needed to do was

be ridof my male role which did not suwit me. The odd thing
is that I do'nt even envy women, at least on conscious level,
I found many women to be avarious, cumn ng, sly, gossi.ers,
holder of grudges, vengeful, ambitlious, and destroyers of
anyone, male or female, wro get in their way or slights them.
But I am stuck with my female nature and it fits me well,
Like many women I at times envied men and wished I were one
(but complete), but not strongly enough. It is a curious
commentary of our culture that women can openly wish to be
men without any eyebrows being raised, but a man dare not
wish to be a woman, even casually, without someone summoning
a psychiatrist, Just as curious is a girls' perogrative of
being a tomboy and adapting a male name, but no boy dare

play female games without being subjected to degradation,
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My childhood upbringing exclusively by women may.
or may not have had a great deal to do with my present state
of mind, but I feel it is of Little consequence at this
stage of my life., As I have said many times, environment
alone does not always necessarily determiné ones basic
nature. But women, no.doubt, have had a great influence.
on the demasculination of a good portion of our male
population, lThey can not, however, be entirely blamed be-

cause men have forfeited. their responsibilities and left
women with no choice but to take up é task of raising boys
according to their lights, Woman, I feér, are not
emotionally equipped to haﬁdle leadership tasks, or the
raising of boys to be men.

Then too, we have put all women on a pedésﬁal
and named, them Mother. We have started a cult of worship
of womanhood and everyone knows you don't copulate #ith
godesses. Statistics to the contrary and the indignation
that will flare up at the mere mention of it e from men
and women alike, our society has fostered a castration
syndrome affecting all men and whether they are professed
homosexuals, TV's, etc. or not, you can be sure most of
our male population is not far behind in fitting into one
of these groupingé. Given theirightchance or oppoytunity
and &lso the conscious-salving notion thét none of these
deviant behavior patterns are really bad, I guarantee 75%
of our male society would be out tomorrow giving one form
or another a try. It is bad enough having a nature of a
ceviate, but to indulge in such behavior when one does not

have such a nature is to be roundly condemned. The men will
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scream I am sick, of course, and the wmomen will surely
set upon and tear me to shreds, but I have my own theories.
I've seen with my own eyes such moral decay and I was one
of those males who considered all deviant behavior abhoprent
and not worthy of a flicker of thought and then found myself
indulging to my heart's content. But, at least, my nature
was not in opposition to such behavior and I d4id not in-
dulge tosatisfy a curiosity. Well, my friends, as our
society is now constituted with women at the apex and men,
or rather males, scurrying to do her every bidding, you can
besure we are not living in a healthy age, I say male
rather than manbecause I've yet to find a man among us who
has not been shorn of his masculinity somewhere between
the gges of 3 and 7 by our over-indulgent,-zealous, and
holy womankind. I wonder, too, could this be the reason
homeosexuality is so much feared and hidden because we all_
realize the very potentiality of &t affecting our male
population? Are we then admitting the possibility of
homosexuality being latent in us and by hiding it and not
speaking of it, it will goaway or at least not affect us?
Like our fear of death - if we do'nt think or talk about it,
it will never happen to us or our loved ones! But death
and homosexuality is ever present and you deal with it
sensibly and prepare yourself or not at all, This is not
‘to say that all males are homosexual or even potentially so,
but some are and we should deal with the subject with an
open mind., This, of course, includes all other behavior
patterns of a similar nature. T believea goodly portion

of latent and overt homosexuality, no matter what form it
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takes is due to our preoccupation with virtuous womankind -
potential methers, sacred vessels who can do no wrong, the
epitome of human kindness, beauty, and knowledge; the reservoir
of suffering, sacrifibe, sinlessneés, and the scapel of
painless castration, I do not hate women as it may seem -
after all, I am one, I respect those worthy of respect and
L think women have a great part to play in owr society, but
at present the ruies are all wrong. For one thing, men should
nothave their psyche interferred with., They should be able
to maintain their own identity wiithout women horning in on
their clothing styles, primate ¢lubs, sports, etc. Many males
do not even know how to be men as they havenothing feft to
identify with,

S0 to be realistic about it, many women arein fact
the cause, wittingly orlnot, of some of the mess a great many
of nur males are in today. To spell it out would take a book
and one author has already saved me the trouble, I refer you
to the "Generation of Viper " by Philip Wylie. In the mean-
time, I still maintain that no man can be forced, coerced, or
- influenced into homosexual activity or any variety thereof if
he does not have the nature for it, but the potential i s
ever present and he will seek it out on his own or circumstances
will present the ideal opportunity,

It took awhile, but the opportunities finally
presented themsevles in my case to my ultimate satisfaction
as I was able to come to a Tirm decision as to the course
of my 1life. However, what is important now is my reaction
to my own personality as well as the reaction to those of
my assoclates and friends to my feminine natuee and desire

to be a woman,
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Do T really think I am a woman? Do I think I can
live a life of a oman? Do my friends think I am a woman?
Do tky think I can live or even pass myself off as a woman?
My answer to the first question is that I know
phgsiologically, as far as T can tell, I am not a female,
but culturally T fit the woman's role and am comfortable
in it. 1 did not spend my life consciously wishing I were
a women, but I did spend my life consciously tryimg to be
a man and not succeeding., Unconsciously I did want to be
a woman and many times felt I was.
Being a stable, adaptabk, and well-adjusted person,
I believe I can live the life of a woman., However, I fear
public censure and the ever present possibility my former
prhysiological status as a male being unearthed to my
detriment. |
As for my friends of long standing whom I recently
told of @y true nature, both men and women, all were sur-
prised to one degree or another, but surprisingly almost
all have accepted me as I am appreciating my basic worth as
an individual rather than as a male or female. OF course,
many feel sorry for me, What a waste of beautiful manhood,
for one thing (female reaction), But sympathy I do not need
nor want as 1 FEel perfectly normai and adjusted to my
female role. 1In fact, I thi nk I am far better adjusted
than many of my heterosexual friends who fe&l sympathy for
me. However, one woman in particular who I know, knew of
my homosexual tendencies but not of my desire to be a woman
and she finds my new role choice completely unacceptable,

It disturbs her very much. She always liked to think of my
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homosexualtiy as a transitory thing and that should the ‘
"right" girl come-along, I would change my wayé. Too many
reople think a girl is the sure-cure for homosexuality, etc!,
including psychiatrists, who should know better,

Where I really have a hard time trying to gain
acceptance for my female desires is with my homosexual
friends, who are firmly against-fampering With oﬁes sex
organs, Not for any rdligious reasons, but to them it is
like killing a god., Few arevsympathetic or understanding.
Some have rejected me and otkrs have been vicious in their
condemnation of my desires. One good homosexual friaad who
was always quiet, plisnt, considerate, and:of a very gentle
nature, just about raked me over the coals whenl told him
of my intentions to be a woman. HE, in fact, gave me my
female name andlhéd taken me out on dates while I wés
dressed as g woman,but he thougﬁt it was all in fun and not
serious. When he realized I was serious -snd had told a
muitualfemale friend (who never really know of geither of
ourhomosexual natures, but suspected) he becanme absolutely
unreasonable and furious calling me all the worst names he
could think of. I toned him down by telling him as far as
society was concerned he was just as bad or worse in their
eyes than I and tht hehad no more right to judge than anyone
else. However, he has come to realige that, in effect, T was
never a homosexual, |

' Some of my heterosexval friends have always noticed
my subtle feminine ways and were not particularly stunned
at my decision, Some others-notioed my feminine ways but
ignored them. All through my-life, however, my feminine

mystique had affected many people, mostly men, and thus
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without consciously realizing it, they would treat me as
they would a woman even though I wore only male attire,

I was never able b communicate with menon their level

(man to man) but automatically communicated with women on
their level (woman to woman). I had many girlfirneds ag
dates but bhe reaction im almost all cases was the same -
they communicated with me on a female level. None seemed
to realize this peculiar relationship as I appeared quite
masculine in build and looks. I was much pursued by women
and shunned by men for other than business or philosophical
discussions. I was never relazed with men while plahing
the male role but completely relazed with women., I had
always to watch my reactions, my movements, my responses to
be sure I did not display any femininity, but still my
femininityccame through. Except for my distakte of petty
gossip and small talk in general I got along well with
women friends of my choice., Most of them Iadmiredand

respected,

206,
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Some of my friends definitéiy think I could pass |
and live as a woman. In fact oné woman friend of mine_waé SO
impressed with my feminine poise'that she aéked me to teach her
how to be more feminine. Other of my friends are not sure that
I would make it probaoly because of the long- Staﬂdlng 1mage they
have built up of my masculinity. Naturally too, since T lived
as a male most of my life I still exhibit some masculine traits
that for the most part were adopted by me in order to survive,
 but the femlnlne anlLS- gestures and way of doing things are
predominate in my naturé. Some people prefer the masculinity
in me, others the femininity. TIt's all a matéer of personal
‘choice as well as the grea£ aifficulty for some people to make
the mental and emotional transition after knowing me.for 50 long'
in the masculine role. However; had IAlookéd more feminine
than masculine, the transition would be mucé.easier for peonle
to make, Those who have met me recently and under circumstances
then both my natures were revealed have little &ifficulty accepting
me and most prefer my feminine image. _
The matter of communication with men was.always

the difficult thing when I am playing my male role. When théy did

communicate with me they would do so as they would with a woman.

}_!. -

They avoided or 2pologized for using vulgar or risque language,

They rarely talked about traditonally male subjects or their

»

Interest in gir nes ‘0§ ¢
girls. They seemed to sense that "man ta1k"

PR
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woﬁld not illicit a responsive coxd in mé or perhapsrthey noticed
my wanning interest in their manly chatter. Anyway,.meﬁ seemed
'always soliticous of my comfort;éwere usually courteoué, and
treated me.as a frail creature whp needed care and protection.
aHowever;'frail I am npt neither looking the part nor partlcularly
) conqclously acting the part. But, nonetheless I have this effect
on men and I'm not about to worry about it as I definitely like
the results. T am unabashedly thrilled at the attention I\gét

from men; even when dressed as a man and the men around me know
nothing of my true pature.' However, I héve had some stlngln0

and sly remarks from men about my femaleness. Th1s usually from
what I suspect to be’ latent homosexuals or unstable peoole. They
would call me by a female name or use'the feminine pronoun and
other siuch female derivatives thn-talking to me or about me,
usually in public; merely to embartass me;;: I stopped that none-
sense with one co-worker simply by greetlno him one day as ”Mary"
1n‘publlc.* On another occasion I sought to defend myself but.
wund up with a2 chipped tooth and no lét pp_from my derogator,

Most of.the times; however, when men refet to me as they would a
female; calling me she, girl, young 1a&y, beautiful, etc. they.

do it not ofFesnlvely but unconsciously not reall71ng either the

effect of their words or the fact that they actually uttered them,
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For instance; one day an executive in my firm 1ooked me . up and |
down from head to toe and casually said, "You reelly look good
to me; but of course, I like glrls " and proceeded on with his
business.. The. veey next aay I walked into hlS office, his female
' secretary at his 81de and he casually said, w1thout foretbouone,
"fhat can T do for you young lady," and without so much as an
er.hump", then said, "What can 1 do for you young man, "
i Spent five years with one boss who daily greetedA

me with, '"Good morning "

g beautiful brown eyes, He would call me
"sweetheart ane honey'", tell me how beautiful I was, hov he missed
me; apologire for riSdue language, etc., all without realizing

the'levity of his remarks. He would often de_thie in the presence
of other people even asking theh to note whef'beeutiful .eyes I

bad or how cute T looked or how sexi@ﬁg Ilused my eyes. WNo one,
to my knowledge, ever took these remsrks from him as unusual

as he exhibited none but masculine traits. ‘He just flLLed these
remarks in his sentences in such a way that Lhey could easwly be

‘overloeked by anyoune but an astute and perhaps suspectlng observer.
I was always a little embarrasseéd, but secretly thrilled. Some
people, men and women; would seemingly be making a joke when they

wuld say, "Wouldn't he make a good wife,”or‘”l could go for you
if you were a girl," etc. but these type of "jokes" to me always
eem to heﬁe hieden meenings fo my perticular case as they were

used so often and males that appear and act masculine rarely are

subjected to such "jokes"

PR
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ASome'men would rob.their leg against miné?under
the table (aodknowing homosexuals very well; it doesn't seem to
_ o ) ,
be one of their traits), put thei% arm around my waist, open doors
for me; wait for me to go out of elevators first, jump. tozlight
my cigarette, téke packages of grociers”from the counter and
: carfy them for me, fix things for me at-my merely.asking thém
'how.fofix something, ' They would shove me aside and not even
accept my help. All these meo were basically heterosexua1 as
for as 1 knew. None tried to go out with me or make any advanceq
other than perform chores for me. be ovorly courtoous; and oon-
siderate - all thanks to my feminine mystique,
| Some wvomen too WDuld tw1st my othﬁrw1se male name
into some sort of female soundlng der1vat1ve or describe me as
pretty instead of handsome, along Wlth other means of sepdratlno
me from my male ego, all ﬁithout conscious forethought. .I
approached one woman recently,upon telling her of my true nature,
about her refereoces to me,.on occésion,Ain the above oescribEd
manner. She claimed definitely not ever saying anything as to
what 1 described and that she looked upon me as a male and nothine
more, which only fort ‘fies my theory of the unconscious workings
of'peoplés'minds. I also approached a young man who was in the
habit of treating as he woould é woman,-along with making
appropriate remarks, he too denied any such iotentions or for

that matter ever having said or doing thé things I accused him of.
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Sb, éé you can see; I ha£d1y fit in our'hétefoséxuél
sociéEy as a male member; but do fit as a fémaie. I want to be a.
.part of society and live life to fhe‘ful¥est but, to my miﬁd, this
can only be done by me being a woﬁén. I don't even fit in the
homosexual socilety as'they too do not find me acceptable. ABesides,
’_i dislikéileading a double life or restriéting my social activities
to 2 strictly male eﬁvironment as do homosexuals. I think their
lives are very limited and not at 21l fulfilling as it is wearing
on a person to adopt two separate_an& distinct identities, one
for public consumption and the other for personal fulfillment.
-.Qf Eourse; public and private lives of most peogie is usually
distinct but not completely so as with homosexuals or others with
different; yvet equally socially obnixous behavoir patterns,
Surprisingly though vhen you corgicer ithe gap between a homo-
séxual and other of their ilk's.social and bublic roles they
certainly deserve a mo&icum of admiration for their strength
in bearing up to thelr diversity as péople with lesser problems
and no éocial stigma to worry about fall épart or go completely
mad, . It takes courage and a strong will to-face life under these
ciréumstances and most homoéexuals; alongz with TV's, etc. are to
be commended for their foritude, Perhaps, I have little foritide
as I.cannot see myself spending the remainder of my life in a
limbo of social and even public acceptance as an individual - as

I don'c fit eitler way. I want to be a whole person playing one



role and not
s top-gap. I

from there.

as both wish
Thus, I am a

enjoying the

214
two or ény combination thereof simply as a temporary
must fuse my whole persphality into one role and go'

Of course; I am neither a TV nor a dueen either
to retain their masculinify to one degree or another.
Transexual and a potential woman in our society‘

soclal and public acceptance of that status along

with its attendant responsibilities.

to handle his

It is never wise for a defendant in a court case

own defense, but I have no intention of defending

myself as .I am merely stating facts as I see them and my per-

songlity as I

see it. 8o in order to get a better picture of me

I shall briefly describe my philosophy and personal characteristics

‘as T see myself,

resorting to
when someone
I never hold

injustice to

I have a géntle nature and en even temper, farely
anger. Should I become angry, and that only occurs
pe?sistently takes advantage of me, it is fleeting.
grudges but can be very determined in righting an

myself, someone close, or for a cause. T am, for

- the most part, very thoughtful of others, especizlly concerned

as to theilr physical, spiritual, and mental well-being. T am

very forthright and honest. However, because of this qualigy I
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‘sometimes offena otﬁers.without Considering their feeliﬁgs. None -~
theless; I try to keep uppermost in my mind the effect of.my words
‘and actions on others always belnp as dlglomatlc as DOSSlble
1 readily apologize fox offenselve bchaVLOf or words but. never
for what I did or said justifiably, T accept frien&s at face

. value and then judge later. At times though I come to 1mmedla ély
olsllke certain people no: knowing why but wually my dislike

*

eventuglly justi

£

lesg my first response. I think people for the
most part are good but usually thoughtless and too self-centered,
I have a cerﬁain amount of prejudices, which I tfy to overcome‘
I admire moral strencLh‘ courtesy, honestytabove all in dealing
with others and with ones self, and thoughtfulness especially in
the little things associated with daily living. I cherish 1ife
and friends. I have a great capacity for self-disciplina. .. L
izeke sacrifices willingly; more so for a cause or friend, I am
‘not a wholly happy person but I'm not wholly unhaﬁpy. I'm just
content and have high hopes, able to live by myself and with
myself, Depression is a rarity with me andehenever I'm over-
whelmed with depression or loneliness, T either sleep it off or

I~
L

visit iénds. I nevericomplain aboug my physical or material
state to the annoyancé'éf-others, but do complain at tHe lack
of interest most people have in people and in me as an individuazl,
I have a certain smount of wit and charm and a great need to love

and be loved, I have high principles, but my moral standars

are a little less than acceptable by contemporary standaxds,

FEE A
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although sex actually is quite seconfary with me, in my former
state it was a means of alleviating lonliness and a certain
need for physical and emotional gratification. T am firstly
an individusl of the genus, Homo sapien, and secondly a woman
of the culture I was born to - Americanus.

I enjoy being a girl for all the reasons enunciated
in the sbng and 1t is doubtful my belaboring the subject will
make my desires anymore understood. I am what I am and stuck
with my nature and my role cholce for bettrr or worse. I do
not think the operation solves any problems outside of gender
identity and I expect to have as-many problems as any man or
woman 1ln our soclety., I expect still to have to struggle for
happiness, but. I feel I can face problems and pursue happiness
in a more relaxed manner as my body noe conforms to my true

nature - that of being a woman.
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I fully expected to be a nervous wreck before I
reached Casablanca. In fact, I took a precauntion along in
the form of tranquilizers. But to my surprise I never iused
them on the trip. I did4, howevef. find use for them two
weeks before my departure. At that time I was definitely
nervous. Thinking of a decision and making a decision are
two entirely different things. I could not sleep., T had a
tightness in my stomach and felt a floating type pain on my
left side above my waist. My electrolysis suggested the paln
on my left side might be an indication that T had ovarles
which were being activated by the female hormones. She
told me to see a doctor and perhaps have him cut me open to
see if, in fact, I did have ovaries., I did see g doctor, but
I did not believe I had ovaries and I was'nt about to have
my stomach cut up just to see if I had ovaries. The doctor
could not dignosis the pain, so I determined it was due to
ny nervous stste, At this time I had a vague fear, but I
could not figure out whether it was because T feared pain on
having the operaticn or I feared I might be doing the wrong
thing. I went over and over in my mind the negative snd
positlve aspects of becoming a woman. No matter how hard I
tried I could not budge from my determination to hgve the
operation. The only negative aspects I could think of was
pain and the loss of & high peaying Job. Nothing else. At
this particular time it seemed as though my friends had
abandoned me. I was sure they had megretted adviging me
and that they were fearful of my future, so they ignored me,

But actually it so happened they had to attend to more

pressing matters than that of holding my hand. But the two
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weeks prior to my departure none of my friends called. Had
some of them spent sometime with me Qt this time I might have
been less fearful. But, I began to realize that, after all,
it was my decision and I should not be concerned whether my
friends approved or not. Nonetheless, their approval was
important to me, and thanks to my friends I got more than my
share of encouragement.

I lmmersed myself in my job those last two weeks
80 that I would nbt have to think of my pending operation.
Every so often during the day I would write on a plece of
paper "Negative" and "prositiven gnd always came up with the
same listing: "pain and loss of high paying Job." T tried to
lmegine how one would feel losing a member of ones body but
Just could not phantom such an experience. I wanted to ex-
perience real fear concerning the destruction of ny malensss
buf could not. I just spent my nights going over hy psst and
trying to see the future in a new body. I saw that my past
was a minor hell and I could not envision the future.

Since I had such good luck in most of my friends
accepting my soon to be new status, I felt bold enough to tell
my boss, VIt turned out to be a regrettable decision. T told
my boss of my nature but not before I made him promise he
would keep 1t a secret and also not fire me. T informed him
that my desire to be a woman did not affect my mental faculties
and that I would be the same berson. I had piakned to work
& yemr after my operation as a man in order to recoup some of

the money I would spend for the surgery. I was also informed
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that 1t might take a year or more before I would leook
sufficlently female to pass 1in publiec, especlally during the
day. My boss promised he would 80 along with me. He took
my story calmly enough but made o comments exmept to advise
me not to come to work dressed as a woman. I eassured him |
that female attire was'nt ny hang-up and I hed no intention
of ever coming to work so dressed. He never mentioned the
subject of my change after that intlal conversation. BRut
I detected th&t he seemed uneasgy having me around.

I planned to have my operation during my three
week vaction and was in hopes I wéuld be able to return to
work in time. That was another reason for telling my boss
in case I was not able to return to work on time,

My real fear was that fact that T had to g0 out
of the country to have the operation and alone. Although I
had just enough money for the operation with a little 1left
over, I started inquiring of my friends 1f one of them would
accompany me. I offered to pay their plane fare. A number
of my friends were willing, naturally, but then luck stepped
in. My electrolysis, a xazimus vivacious, charming woman,
'a close friend and confidant for the past three years, had
planned to vaction in Portugal. So I arranged to Join her
tour along with her husband snd a woman friend of théffamily.
Bobble who was like a mother and a girifriend gave me
electrolysis treatments for the removal of my beard and T
saw her at least twice a week for three years. She was
one of the few truly dearest friends I ever had. I was very
pleased and happy to know I would be traveling with her,

She g®mve me confidence and strength and it was probably due
to her cherry nature and our trustful relationship that T
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was so relazed all during my trip and subsequent opertion.
Bobbie was 54 years old but had the spirit of a 20 year old.
She .1livened up any room she entered and was loved by everyone,
She made an excellent traveling companion. Shehwas warm,
friendly, dedicated, and a highly spiritual woman. She never
preached but lived the Christian life and she just glowed.

So now I was set to go, Al, another dear friend,
who happened to be a transvestite, but a realistic man concern-
ing his behavlior, accompanied me to the airport ail the
while giving me encouragement. T remember him saying that
the operation was like & divorce, you hate to part but know
1t won't get. better and that it will take time to adjust to
not being married. Somehow it seemed to hit a responsive
cord and it seemed apt to my situation. I would lose my
maleness and it would probably be hard to part:withﬁthe
male person I had lived all my life with and yet I could not
live happlly with my malnegs. At any rate, I think Al
brought up the subject of divorce and the pain of 1t because
at this time Al's wife did not k¥now of his transvestism
and their marriage was falling apart, neither of thenm really
knowing why. The cause was discovered a couple of months
later when his wife met me and we discussed transvestimm.
Their marriage was on the rocks slmply because Al was afraid
to tell his wife of his problem and she sensing he was not
giving of his total personality felt he no longer loved her.
When shé found out, throuzgh me, that he was a TV she cried
with happlness that she was to know him totally as she loved

him demrly. To her being a TV was far more tolerable than

Al seeing other women as she suspected. 3o Al's analogy
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of my operation and divorce was quite apt at the Hime ag he
was willing to make a substantial sacrifice for his wife's
happiness and I wss willing to make a substantial sacrifice
for mine by the destruction of bhe symbol of my maleness.

I was calm all during the trip over to Lisbon,
where I spent a day touring the city with Bobbie and the
members of our tour, which conslisted of about 19 women and
four men. I was one of the men, as I traveled dressed in
male attire. I recorded my thoughts, feeling, and the events
vin & diary from the day I landed in Lisbon until I left
Casablanca after my operation;

May 11 - Portugal - Arrive Lisbon - take short tour -
impressed with charm, architecture, and designs

on sidewalks., Big streets, parks, lots of greenery.

People very small and swarthy.

TIred, but have a good appetite.

Jack (Bobbie's husband) advised me there is no

turning back (after operation). Informs me tall

Women nevermarry.,

Susan (friend of Bobble's) says I should learn

to be a man and not go through with the operation,

but admits noticing my feminine nature.

Bobbie made few comments but indicated I would

make a godd woman, but that it was not an easy life

being a woman.

I stopped debating with myself about having

regrets, my height, and my passiblliity as s woman.

Been through all that for a year. I expect

tramua, regrets, and a period of adjustment. Pram
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s God and friends will help. No sign from God
yet not to go ahead. (Although I did not adhere
to any articles offaith in an established church,
I did believe in God and I was always sure he
was gulding me and would not let me make so
drastic a decision without Intervening if I
were wrong. Bobbie agreed with this theory of
mine, belng a religious person herself.) Trust
in Bim, although fallen away Catholic. BRelieve
in'signs and that God is alwayé directing me.
May 12 - portugal - Rested, but only slept til 4 a.m.
Went to bed at 11 pm. Thinking about many
things -~ future, past, friends, but nothing
profound.
They play Américan music exclusively on some
stations. American movies shown with sub-titles -
no dubbing. "Funny Girln playiﬁg at one theatre.
(Said goodbye to Bobbie, ete. and took taxl teo
airport alone for one hour flight to Casablanca)
Arrived hospitél #530 pm. Greeted by two negro
lMorrocan women in offlce, Afrald they are a
little disbelileving of my intentions as T am
dressed in a business suit. They called another
woman (white) who took me up elevator to a room
called "Tulip", Asked me to sit and wait, I'm
8till calm. Just got switched to a bigger room -
pink curtains, no less, bassinet, and also a patlio.
0, yes, pink walls. The little woman looked 1ike
she was walting for the coast to‘clear hatfsxe
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before switiching me to this bigger room as
thls iz an all woman hospital (maternity).
I'1l probably be stuck in this room for the
restt of the duration.
Medam Burou came in (doctor's wife) and asked
why I was not dregged as s woman. Told her
I could not get a passport. she clalmed I could.
She then objected to my bank draft ($4,000) saying
I should hmve sent the money to their Swiss sccount.
I told her I was not so informed by letéer but she
insisted I was informed. She was not impressed
at all th&t I was womanly, but was soon convinced
when I showed her some pictures of me in female
attire. 8he said T looked very feminine, but that
I looked different in each plcture, 8she asked
if I hdd my breasts operated on (silicone). I
told her they were natural (hormone development),
She lef't saying I would have to sentl the draft
back and get it exchanged for proper endorsement
to their sSwiss account.
Madam Burou is small, but has a determined looking
face, and looks about ready to send me home, She
is rather young and rassibly good looking., (There
iz a story that she might be a sex change, This
was determined by the fact that she had very large
hands for a woman her size),
After two hours wait, Dr. Burou came In and asked

to see my breasts and penis. He gave a gquick look
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and then asked i1f I wanted the operation and
whether my mind was made up. He wanted to
know if ] were prepared and I said yYes and he
left. He spent less than five minutes with me.
He 1s not as tall as "The Clod" (the 6121 gex
change who gave me a rundown on the opertion,
etc.) described him and not as.young or good
looking as his picture. He is quite wrinkled in
the face and had a butt of a cigarette in his
mouth all the while he examined me. Typical
European (he is Frenqp) they smoke a cigarette
untlil it burns thelr lips.

Just walting to see what happens next. Been
‘here three hours with my feet propped up on

the bed and dozing on and off. Smoking too

much, but only about three-guarters of the way

on my cigaretts. The cleaning girl will probably
make use of the left over butts.

Four hours later: redding mystery novel. I'm
frozen in thought - cantt think of regretting, or
debating with myself, or even being afraid,.

My mind is just a blank. Just trusting in the
Lord. I still do not know the doctor's decision.
I suspect he 1s probably fighting with his wife
concerning me as I'm told she has the upper hand.

I get the impression he is ready to operate.
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Half hourslater: Madam Burou came in. Her
disposition is very changed from our first
encounter - she 1s very sweet., She just gave
me instructions on how to transfer draft to
Swiss account and asked me what I wented for
dinner. She informed me I must go to the post
office in the morning. I still have no ides
when the operation will take place as it may
depend on whether the money gets where it isu
supposed to go. (Had to write to Al to ex-
change the draft in Los Angeles and have new
one sent to Switerzland.). She now tells mé
to sign an I.0.U. (perhaps will operste on my
signature).
The dlnner consists of cold chicken, ham,
salad, frulit, and a bottle of wine.
Madam Burou chats with me awhile, I mentioned
ny doctor friend and she says that Dr. Burou
is planning é tour of the Unlted States and
would like my doctor friend's address.
May 13 = Casablanca - After last night I am more convinced
| than ever I would never want to be married to
one of those creatures (women). Madam Burou
came bursting into my room in a nightgown and
grabed my check and letter (I was asleep)
and informs me she can handle without sending
the letter to the United States. IT WAS ABOUT
11:30 pm. It seems women are money mad all

over the world.
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Woke up at 7:30 am thinking T wokld hate to
be a leering o0ld faggot, if I don't go through
with the operation. My mind is functioning
again, back to should I or shoul'nt I. Just
wish I could be sure of a good husband so all
this will be worthwhile., There was s good sign
at the airport. There was a French girl as
tall as I and quite unattractive, Next to her
I think I am a beauty.
I don't know enyone's name as the girls Just
pop in and out saying Bon Jour. All look
familiar, thanks to Marge!'s (The Clod) pictures.
Keep praying, Folks.
Forgot to mention that I showéd Madam Burocu
pictures of three sex changes, two of whom
had their operation done in New York and the
other 1n Casablanca. She did not remember the
one that had it done here, but she asked if
I saw the operétions and which was better.
I sald the ones done in Casablaneca (to her
delight). She then asked in & sarcastic way
1f I tried it wout (meaning if T went to bed
with them). I did not dignify the question
with an answer,
Thinking about you, Bobbie, knowing you are
praying for me, fray harder, please!
Alsha (the white woman who showed me to my

room and I assume 1s Morrocan) brought my

breakfast - french braad, butter, and coffee,
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Georgette (Secretary to M. Burou) took me to
the Post Office to mail letter and check,
after all). She is PFrench. She informs me that
the operation will take place at 7 pm today.
I am relieved as I feared the operation would
not take place and I would have to go home
having the same body as before. If this were
to happen, I might tfy again or resign myself
to live as I had bemn living.,
At least they supplied me with a razor. Had
to shave my own private parts. If what Roxie
(the change who encouraged me) says is true,
I am a true T3. That 1s from my rectum to
my scrotum a thick dark line - continuing up
scrotum in folds (llke it was stiched together)
is guite obvious. PFrom top of penis to stomach
there 1s & similar line but lighter. oOn sides
of inside thigh there are two thin brown lines
curving toward legs. Public hair is straight
across (in male usually rounded) in female
pattern. Belly button below waist (in mdle
right at walist). (Roxlie claims studies made
on TS's indicate that many have these features
which are considered female and that the folds
along the scrotum indicate that it should have
developed into the lips of the vagina, but
did not).

11:15 am - Calm - reading mystery and walting.

The myster so far is not to my liking, page 59.
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Pray alll
Thinking of Al, my doector friend, Carl, and
the doctors girlfriend. Have pictures with
me,
Thinking of Robhie more than anyone. Can see
frown of disapproval on Busan's face and the
look of inevitablity and regretabllity on
Jack!s face,
Praying for minimum pain - better if there Were
none. Also prajing for psychological adjustment,
Need all my friends to see ne through. Have
fear the cure may be worse than the ailment,
for awhile at least. Would be nice to be sure
one is loved, especially by a man.
Still resigned - no thought of backing out.
Wish ¥ could hypnotize myself out of this world
for a week at least.
The 13th in the past has issued in events
that changed my life. Howevexr, the 13th day
that changed my life before were on Fridays.
Entered army on the 13th of April and returned
to ny mother from the foster home on the 13th
of June. Today is Tuesday, the 13th. cant't
say that the two incidents of the 13th were
a sign of luck, but blg changes did occur.
Bobble, last night seemed 1ike there might
be a sign (the mixup about the check and my
male appearance) which would have cancelled

the operation. I hdd no feelings except
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resigngtion to whatever transpired. I felt
I would go directly to Los Angeles and cory =
then sleep it off (the disappointuent) and
return to my routine same as before and
perhaps make another stab ét 1t ~ this time
dressed as a woman and already living so.
As always = my chief worry - height, but
nothing else although I know it will take
time, even guts to live as a woman.
Some music, classical and American - too
much talking. Couple of Morroccan stations
and one Spanish. T must be a nut of sonme
kind of supper human being. It is 12 pm
and I heve no anxiety and am ready to danoe
to the music = not out of happliness, but just
because music stirs me to dance, but blast it,
they don't even finish a plece and then yak, yak.
Remembering Jack saying that I hsve to be
emotionalend less analytical as a woman as
women are not analytical. At this roint T am
glad I am analytical, but do have lots of
emotion, but learned ti hide it since chlid-
hood. Also learned to resign nyself to events
as 1 was forbidden self-expression. However,
I have learned to change events when possible.
2:15 pm. Stomach getting a little tangled -
mist be getting nervous. Filnally got some |

steady music, concertos, show tunes, all Western

and familiar.
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Oonly good feature about belng a man - you can
stand to welieve youself - beeni.golng all after-
Nnoor.
2:45 pn. Given a shot to sleep. Fatima (nurse,
negro) gave 1t to me. Not nervous, Jjust worrkd
about pain.
(I remembered being wheeled into the operating
room, grabbing the hand of the nurse and asking
her to pray for me. She then proceeded to tle
my right hand on some kind of a pole with a
wrist rest and then I asked her to untie my
right hand so that I could scratch my nose.
she complied, retled my hand and then injectied
a needle in my arm. I thought she was glbng
to take a blood sample. As soon as the needle
hit my arm I was completely out. (You get no
pre-operative care whétever here and knowing
thig, I had myself thoroughly examined in the
States before coming here).

May 1% - Casablanca: (Actually wrote all this down after
T awoke from the operation. I was weak and my
notes were not very leglble.)

No pain to speak of - just plaln discomfort.
Wriggled loose one of my hands, which was tied.
T thought maybe they did not operate as I feel
nothing. Remembering fighting and screamling
violently (perhaps after operation) when being
tiad down. Kept on screaming for Ak. May have

been a dream. (Fonnd out later from a nurse
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that I did, in fact, scream, but for the nurse.
Marge had Informed me that there would be
terriflec pain and that I should call for the
nurseimmediately upon feeling pain and the
nurse would give me a shot. I guess this was
golng through my mind and that 1s why I calied
for the nurse. I can't say that I appreciated
Marge even telling me I would have pain and
then showing me pictures ofthe operating room
too. 3She was a very bold person and no one
is permitted to enter the operating room or
takepictures, but she did.)

I woke up before dawn, got my right hand

loose and buzzed for the nurse. I originally
was calling out to her, but then I realized
that I was in a maternity hospital and my
masculine volce would be heard all over. I
had no ldea why I buzzed the nurse, except
that I had this vague idea (from Marge) that

I hdd pain, which I d1d not. So when she came
I asked her for water and took two pain pills
(my own supply) more to relax than out of
paln, as one position is murder for me. Just
can't sleep on my back. (I also asked the nurse
hef name - doing this in French as before I
had the operation, I learned Bow to ask for
one's name 1n PFrench and just felt I had to

use the phrase. 3he looked at me funny-like —
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for one thing my speech was slurred and another
thing is, I guess, she could not imagine why
anyone would ask such a question after coming
out of sedation. She told me her name and s&i&
she was very tired. I then asked her for a pillow
and fell asleep).

Itls light now and I feel well enough to

walk out of the hospltal right now - do not
feel weak ~ must be the vitamin pills Bobbie
insisted I take every day months befors the
operation., Feel no remorse or anything.
Actually have not bothered to look down toward
the operative area. Feel a mild pressure -
probably the plug. (4 rod, about 1% inches

In diameter and 9 inches long 1s placed in

the vagina to keep it open).

I expected the worse and go far very good,

My anxiety was for naught (the fault of Marge).
I did pray hard though and I know all of y:ou
prayed. Now all I need is the strength to

pky my new role convincingly. God help me!

Tea for breakfast.,

Three tubes frommddle of left leg - draining
blood, ete.

Just noticed one tube golng to the right side
under leg - for urine.

Broth for lunch. Uncomfortableness gets intense
at times and tapers off. I doze every so often.

Window is open and there 1ls a nice breeze,
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2:30 pm. Dr. Burocu came in with young man -
looks like son. Gave a quick look at operation
telling me everything ok. The doctor is in
sports clothes and looks better today and.even
good looking. Probably bad light last night
which gave me bad impression. He has a sweater
slung over one shoulder and the ever pPresent
cigarette butt in his mouth.
7:15. Dinner, broth in silver dish and a dish
of apple sauce,
Still pretty uncomforbable, especallly my
rear end. Will be a luxury to lie on my
side four days from now. (I was told the
rod stayed in five days and I assumed when
1t was out I would be able to turn on my side.
Actuslly it was two months before T could
confortably sleep on my side).
Remembering I got two shots before going into
operating room - one about four hours before
7 pm and the other just before being put on
table. The operating table felt like it had
rubber on it. I could see the whole operating
area, if I wanted, but purposely did not want
to, although I looked up once at the light
fixture. One arm was tied low (left). Right
arm tled high with elbow bent. Must have been
in the room ten minutes before T blacked out

completely. Vaguly remember struggling when

I was tied to my bed and was screaming for Al.-
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somehow unrelated to operation - llke having
a fantasy. It may have been a dream as it is
hard toget anyone to tell me anything due to
the language barrier.
Nurse Jjust took tape off my arm - notice
several marks - maybe that!'s where I got the
knockout shot.
People may ask do I feel happy now or sad,
or what? Well, I don't feel any different
than before and it will take time to realize
my status has changed eseclally since T
heve to continue working as a male.
8:20. Feel much less discomfort. Did take
pain pill awhile bsck. (All the paln pills
1 took were mine, as I got a prescription
from my doctor before I left home).

May 15 = Casablanca - Got pencillllian shot from Fatima
this morning.
5:20 am, Passed miserbble night - no sleep
rain in rear and back. MNaybe due to taking
too many pain pills during the day, probably
became immune to shot that I was given to make
me sleep.
Madam Burou came in after I buzzed for help
and she asked me where the I.0.U. was I was
supposed to sign. (She had no interest in
my health and could see I was not feelling well).
I told her to give me a plece of paper and a

pen and I would sign her stinking paper. She
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thath decided that another time would do.
Dr. Surou teok oult the three tubes that were
for drainage. There was very little drainage
from the looks of the content of the bottles.
The Dr. says he wants to take out the rod
tomorrow. I must be heallng well as the plug
is usuaily taken out five days after the
operation.
10:35 am, Jubt had my bed changed, brushed
my testh and washed my face and got sprayed
in my face with my own perfume by Rachael
who says she is from Isaril. gShe 1s very nice,
young and pretty. She says she is studying
here (she assists the doctor on all operations).
She says she will return to Isarel. She thought
I was a Jew.
Feel 100% better after short nap - back stopped
aching.
5 pm., Tea.
7 pm. Vegetable soup and apple sauce, First
solid food I've eaten. Guess for sure plug
will come out tomorrow.
Feel fine now but took pain pill and hour ago.
Second pill teoday.
Lotg of birds outside, but I dont't see any trees.
My room overlooks another building. Ny room
name ls Violet and some kind of poen written
in French is tacked to the door, signed
ngirection® (which I think means Director, who

is Madam Burou},
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Gas in stomach, uncomfprtablel
May 16 - dasablanca - Woke up every hoﬁr on the hour

but passed a fairly comfortable night.
If they only had alr beds, I would not
have any trouble. One position is murder
at times.
Tea for breakfast.
12:25 pm. Dr. took plug out. T did not
feel a thing.
12:29 pm. Carrots for lunch and yogart.
Ate half of each.
Médicine would advance not at all in the
Unlited States 1f 1t were not for the innovactive
Euro peans. Americans are hung-up with images,
supersticlons, morals and mixed up interpretations
of religion. Religion is for the soul not the
body. God put medical men here and gave them
superior knowledge to help the body. All major
breakthroughs in medical science began in
Europe = heart transplants, ete. If it were
not for our European heritage we would be ag
primitive as the Indians we disseminated. Even
the Indians belleved a person should be what
he wanted to be, not what society wanted him
to be. Here in Casablanca, I am a patlent not
& curosity as I would be in the U.3. Inthe
U.S. 1 would'nt even get in a hospital and if
I did the whole place would be starring at me

ag if T were some kind of a freak.
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From the day the plug was removed, I got out
of bed and went to the bathroom to wash, ete. and every
day I would shuffle around my room getting stronger and
stronger. I had little pain, but a lot of discomfort snd
no real sleep and on May 25, thirteen days after my
operation, I left the hospital voluntarily so that I
could catch up with the tour which was due back in Lisbon
on the 26th. I could have end probaebly should have
stayed in the hospltal at least ten more dgys, but all
went well, although I had a rough time walking and
sltting. DBobble told everyone on the tour that T hurt
my back and I got a lot of sympathy. All the women were
very imprssed with me, but disappointed because T did not
make passes. One woman kept on threatening to come into
my bathroom while I was bathing to wash my back and
Bobble cautioned me that she might just do that so that
I'd better be sure my door was locked, otherwise my secret
would be known.

While in the hospital I met three mecent sex
changes, one fas from Paris and the other two were from
Boston. We had very little contact because the rules of
The hospital was that we were not to visit other patients.
I fell in love with all the nurses asg they were just grand.
I felt very generous and gave my $40 vadio to Rachsel, whom
I dearly loved and money and cigarettes to the other nurses.
They all had a marvelous sense of humor, especially one
big fat colored gal who had me in stiches every time she
came around.,

I began to get paln in my legs and this pain
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continued on and off for two months, sometimes getting
very severe, bubt otherwise that was the only place I had
any pain. There was practically kmmwm none where I expected
there should be - between my legs. The structure and functioning
of my female organ 1s no different than that of any other
woman.

I arrived home qulte exhausted as we had a 20
hour flight from Maderia, where I spent three days. Al
met me at the alrport and took me home. When I arrived,
instead of going right to bed, I began to clean house.
This was 12:30 AM six.days after leaving the hosplital.

On Monday, I returned to work as planned and was told by
the Hanager of the company I was fired. My boegs gave him
no reason except that he did not want to see me and the
Manager was to handle the affair. I was not particuarly
unahappy at this turn of events as I felt I needed time
to recuperate anyway and it would just up my schedule to
start in on my new role,

Six momths later, I am conpletely adjusted to
my new role as I went into itas if I were playing nlddyn"
all of my life. The only thing that annoys me is having
to keep my halr styled, which is difficult after sleeping
on it. I pass well, but my volce does need training.

Many people think I am very glamorous and they ask if I

am a model. Men find me very attractive and I am pursued
constantly. However, I date few men as I am saving myself
for vthe onet",

I still have not experlenced any regrets, no
trauma, and no great struggle to adjust as I had thought
I might. I felt no different than if I had my tooth pulled.
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I have developed more friendships and have more friends
Than I thought imaginable. All of my neighbors accepted
me so that I now fould feel gullty if T left my house
dressed as a male, Some friends have offered me Jobs, but
I declded to take advantage of my unemployment insurance
and make sure I pass well enough so that there will bé no
dovbt as to mynnew status. No one sesms surprised at my
change, even strangers who I deal with in changing my
drivers license, etc.

I am now a woman in every sense of the word and

I am & completely well adjusted and satisfied person because

of 1%t. I deal now With the future, not the past, The past
is as if 1t never was and that is haw it should bve as T

must be gudged for what I am now-a woman and not what I

appeared to be before - a man.-aﬁébi?_cuizh CL~ﬂWuu&_857£L¢dﬂﬁL{ﬂ
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You may destroy a people of certain national
origins or people with certain religious beliefs (as has
been done) beeausé it is the one sume way of complete
elimination, but you will never wipe out behavior patterns
of the kind mentioned in this book. However, some self-
righteous, ignorant, and gullt-ridden people would recommend
Just that. An impossible task because there are no
religious, ethnic, color, or economlic categories that tie
these peoples together. They are diverse as the land we
live in and as hard to see as the very air we brea th.

They are in fact simply human belngs, born of women and
nourished by the land. They are neither devils‘nor angels,
yet they seek the same guaranteed rights of our American
Constitution - to find happiness in their own lives in tune
with thelr nature - a nature none of them hdd much to do
with. fThey are, for the most part, law-abiding citizens,
contributing to the rich fabric of our soclety. Most

never hurt anyone and are conteﬁt to be with their own kind.
They ask one thing, understanding, and if that is not fforth-
coming, then they ask to be'left alone, not wishing to in-
terfere in anyone's 1life and not wishing to be interferred

with .
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Thls book is written to glve you, the reader, a
glimpse of people that have been relegated to the trash
heap of our soclety. Myths hmve grown up about them and
their habits, they are looked upon as some monstrous beings
from another planet. They are considered to be few and
readily distingulshable; while in fact they are many and
are your fathers, brothers, husbands, and sons. And since
your fathers, brothers! husbands, and sons are Involved, it
behooves you to know something of these aberrations so
that you may be prepared to deal with them sensibly, with
understanding and compasiion. Perhaps too iIf we all came
out from hiding, we might prevent some of these anomolies
or at least glve sclence a frezs hand in determining the
wherefor of the so-called "deviant behavior" which seems
to offend so many people's sensibilities.

Some ofthe descriptions in this book may appear
to be intended to exclet prurient interest, but that has

not been my Iintention. The passages dealing with sex are

intended, however, to add authentlicity and interest to
this book, despite the questlionable eductional wvalue to
the average reader.

My views are hopefully objectlve as possible
though 1t is somewhat difficult to be very objective when
one is deeply involved and a very part of the life un-~

folding before you.
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However, my late age in discovering my true personality
gives me a better understanding and view, as'from the
outside looking in. My first lmpressions were gsimilar to
those of you who may hmee heard or read of these behavior
patterns, but rarely, and from an unemotional and detached
posltion. My prejudices and lack of compassion were the
sSamé as yours. My revulsion and lack of interest in sub-
Jects and humen beings beyond my scope of understanding were
the same as yours. My complete self-satisfying belief th&t
I would never be a pErty to such madness were the same as
yours. Yet, here I am the subject of a good part of this
book, revealing in all truthfulness and intimate detalls
the unfolding of a portion of my life in the underground

of sexual deviatlions of the kind condemned by religion,
soclety, and governments. And, T expect you to understand
what I could not and still cantt? And, I expect you to
accept that which took me years to accept? No, but as I
sald 1ln the beginning, you cannot destroy these things or
gweep them under a rug, but you can, in your own way and
time, appreciate the fact that people are not what you want
them to be, but what they are. These then are your brothers,

fathers, husbands, and sons.
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