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Editoral

What began as a joke has evolved into the beginning of
a movement. As we aged into the “silver haired” and
“blue haired” generation our worries about fall styles
and how to fit everything into a micro mini skirt slowly
(quickly for some) changed to worries about wrinkles
and whether we looked stupid wearing clothes meant
for someone decades our juniors.
Current transgender publications cover ground that
we’ve been over time and time again. Subjects such a
what is the spring or fall fashions and style or whether I
am a transsexual or a transvestite do not mean much
anymore. If the question about whether to tell our wives
or children isn’t resolved by now, it never will be. All
are valid concerns but not for the “silver haired” crowd.
With a need for an AARP for the transgendered we
decided to create a forum for our special concerns. We
want to cover subjects like: How to reduce those nasty
wrinkles. What styles go well for the aging cross-
dresser. Should I think seriously of living full time or
nearly full time now that the children are gone? These
and many more.
If you are a member of the geriatric club, come and join
in. Both husband and wife are welcome. As life part-
ners and now without the strain of child rearing and
perhaps of earning a living, the crossdresser’s wife can
begin to enjoy the benefits of a live in “best girl friend”
and co (but lesser) housekeeper who has begun to
mature.

Cho Cho

Aging Gracefully.

A Subjective Analysis  as  Viewed
Through the Looking Glass .

Once, many many years ago, there lived a young man who
felt that being transgendered was a fate worse than death.
He failed to understand that this was a blessing not a curse.
After many attempts at negative resolution it came to him
that his approach was wrong - rather than decry his misfor-
tune, he should be aware that he had a special gift and
should learn to savor it’s advantages.
Sadly, in the attempt to emulate that which he envied the
most, that is a real woman, he tried many systems all with-
out avail.   Try as he may, there was no way a mature male
could ever be considered a true female.  Attempts at voice
modulation, lessons in make-up and deportment all seemed
to be a waste. No matter what the system, no matter who the
teacher, there was always the realization that the finished
product was just that - a product not the real thing.  For
decades this dilemma persisted until suddenly the answer
came out of the blue.   There was no way to create the real
thing, yet mother nature, in her wisdom was doing the job
for him.
Rather than have him change, the women themselves were
changing.  As they aged, they become closer to him in
appearance and deportment.  As they aged, they even
seemed to be less feminine than he.  As they aged, and as he
aged, the differences seemed to melt away until he was able
to present himself for what he was, for what he had become
- a real being with multiple assets,   neither male nor female.
He became they, they became one.
Age was the key.  Aging had brought transgender into full
bloom.

Donna Johns
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Aging Gracefully

The Red Hats Club
I first saw the four ladies in red
hats while having ice cream in
Micanopy, Florida. Micanopy is
called the perfect small Southern
town. If you saw the movie, Doc
Hollywood, you saw scenes shot
in Micanopy. It was selected
because the main street looks as if
it has not changed in the past 50
years. There is one main street,
only a block or so long. The town
is so small anything unusual

would be noticed immediately. The ladies in red hats
were noticed immediately. I knew I would find them
someplace in town and ask the question, “Why are all
four of you wearing red hats?’
It didn’t take long. We met them entering an antique store
across from the ice cream parlor. I asked the question and
the answer surprised me. “We belong to the Red Hats
Club” answered one of the ladies. “The club rules are
simple  you must be over 50 years of age and you must
want to experience the things in life that you could not or
did not do when you were younger. There are Red Hat
Clubs throughout the United States. The four of us are
having a wonderful time exploring areas we have never
seen before. We came to Micanopy because of the store
Twisted Sister. The owner designs and creates hats and
we all wanted something special. It is there that we
bought our red hats. Yes, we dress to be noticed. In
addition to the red hats we try to wear something purple.
“
[The Twisted Sister turned out to be a store full of
costumes, vintage clothing, shoes and hats galore. The
owner tried to sell our wives red hats and suggested they
form their own club. All it takes, she said, was two
adventuresome women and red hats. ]
When the ladies mentioned having experiences they were
not able to have when they were younger, It brought to
mind an article I had written for old hags some years ago.
It was an ode to old age, praising the opportunity to
become an old hag. It related my younger years, family
raising, and business commitments, lamenting the lack of
opportunities to cross dress. Once retirement set in, the
rules changed and my fem side was allowed full rein. The
article ended with Ain’t it great to be an old Hag?
I thought of the ladies and their newfound freedom. I
thought of how they, just as I, had repressed special ideas
in favor of social commitments.
Hmmmm.. I wonder how I would look in a red hat?

Notes From The
Editor’s Desk

No, we did not send you the
wrong issue.  The first page,
the cover page, is a facsimile

Old Hags and
Sagging Bags. It is an intro-
duction to what may be the
first of nostalgia issues con-
taining articles and tales from
past issues. When Donna, our

president, first suggested it we thought it was ridicu-
lous, but as it sank in we realized that many readers had
not had the opportunities to read what we think were
articles they should be read again.

The following pages are all reprints from past issues

ers, serious.  We wish that we could have included
more but in keeping with our own restraint, we had to

which to keep and which to save for an-
other day was a most difficult one. For

tion of many more in future issues along
with current topics. We hope that you

with us.

A Correction and Apology
It was brought to our attention that an article we reprinted in
Old Hags and Sagging Bags issue VIII-01, Spring 2003, titled
Makeup Tips was inadvertently printed without either author’s
credit or that the author was unknown.  According to our in-
formation, the article first appeared in The Femme Mirror in
2001 entitled Creating Illusions with Light and Shadows by
Sally Stone. While reviewing our files revealed we had re-
ceived the article with no reference as to source or authorship
we should have mentioned the fact that the author was un-
known to us.  Our apologies to Ms Stone and The Femme
Mirror. - Ed.
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A Page From Fran’s Diary
- Fran Vose

What Do You Do When The Purge Is Lifted?
Go Shopping For Girlie Clothes Of Course!

DEAR DIARY:                 (Saturday)
As of 12:01 this noon Frank had moved out and into this
trailer.  At 12:24 or twenty three minutes later he was in J C
Penney’s Ladies Dept.  For three years he had been drooling
as he and the missus strolled by a ladies Department.  Now he
was on his own and Fran needed a whole set of new clothes.
As he wandered up and down each row of beautiful panties
on the racks he would take one down look at it and put it
back and move on to another pair. He came to a lavender pair
and was reaching for it when a striking black woman almost
took it out of his hand.  What a dirty look he gave her and by
jingoes she saw it and found him another lavender pair.  He
said in a sort of apologetic voice that it was good that there
was another lavender pair because lavender he wanted.  She
turned and thought she was being funny saying he would look
better in black and moved on.  Frank did get a red pair.  The
black woman told him that panties that day were three for
nine dollars and handed him a black pair.  Frank took it and
headed for the bras and got three bras.  Of course he got lav-
ender, red and black.  At the checkout the lady said that she
was glad that he did not take the white ones and she looked
better in white.
Frank left and went out and got a dish of ice cream and be-
fore he knew it the black lady asked if he minded if she ate
her ice cream with him.  Frank did not and they got into a
lengthy session of his Girlie Clothes.  When finished she got
up and said that she still looked better in white and left.
Frank still had some ice cream left and was observing the
females as they walked by.  A cutie came rushing out and
asked if he was Frank.  He owned up to the handle and the
gal gave him his wallet saying that apparently he did not buy
very many women’s clothes.  The darned fool winked and
said not yet anyway.
DEAR DIARY:                  (Monday)
We had such a good time on Saturday we thought we would
go visit Goodwill and Salvation Army thrift stores.  At the
checkout Frank asked how a girl could find her size.  Why is
it that the only clothes that have size tags in them are size 4s
and 6s?  The woman clerk smiled and said that it was appar-
ent that he wasn’t used to buying “his” clothes.  Well we had
a ball going through all those gowns, dresses, slips and skirts.
Here at home I tried them on and wound up with one dress
out of four and one of the small three was a stretch so I hung
onto it.  The gown was large but I could fool around with it.
The two slips were the right size as were both skirts.  Not too
bad for eleven fifty.
DEAR DIARY:                 (Tuesday)
I was glad we stopped into Ross’ and found that pair of shoes.
I am glad the sales clerk suggested that I buy peds to try on
shoes.  I did and found a great pair of flats.  On the way out I
found a sale on panty hose and got three pair.  At the check-
out I was asked if I was a Senior citizen and admitted to it
and the clerk took off ten percent.  I laughed and hid my pur-
chases below counter level and said that Frank was fifty plus
but Fran was only seventeen.  The woman shushed me and
out I went.

I WANT WHAT SHE’S HAVING
I have a new delightful friend, and I am most in awe
of her. When we first met, I was impressed, By her
bizarre behavior.

That day I had a date with friends, We met to have
some lunch. Mae had come along with them, All in all
. . .  a pleasant bunch. When the menus were
presented, We ordered salads, sandwiches, and soups.
Except for Mae who circumvented,  And said, Ice
Cream, please: two scoops.

I was not sure my ears heard right, And the others
were aghast. Along with heated apple pie, Mae added,
completely unabashed. We tried to act quite
nonchalant, As if people did this all the time. But
when our orders were brought out, I did not enjoy
mine. I could not take my eyes off Mae, As her pie
a-la-mode went down. The other ladies showed
dismay, They ate their lunches silently, and frowned.

Well, the next time I went out to eat, I called and
invited Mae. My lunch contained white tuna meat.
She ordered a parfait. I smiled when her dish I viewed,
And she asked if she amused me. I answered, Yes, you
do, but also you confuse me. How come you order rich
desserts, When I feel I must be sensible? She laughed
and said, with wanton mirth, I am tasting all that’s
possible. I try to eat the food I need, And do the things
I should. But life’s so short, my friend, indeed, I hate
missing out on something good. This year I realized
how old I was, She grinned, I’ve not been this old
before. So, before I die, I’ve got to try, Those things
for years I had ignored. I’ve not smelled all the flowers
yet, There are too many books I have not read. There
are more fudge sundaes to wolf down, and kites to be
flown overhead. There are many malls I have not
shopped. I’ve not laughed at all the jokes. I’ve missed
a lot of Broadway hits, and potato chips and cokes. I
want to wade again in water, and feel ocean spray
upon my face. Sit in a country church once more, and
thank God for its grace. I want peanut butter every day
spread on my morning toast. I want UN-timed
long-distance calls to the folks I love the most. I’ve
not cried at all the movies yet, nor walked in the
morning rain. I need to feel wind in my hair. I want to
fall in love again. So, if I choose to have dessert
instead of having dinner. Then should I die before
night fall, I’d say I died a winner.

Because I missed out on nothing, I filled my heart’s
desire. I had that final chocolate mousse before my life
expired.

With that, I called the waitress over, I’ve changed my
mind, it seems. I said, “I want what she is having.
Only add some more whipped-cream!”

Anonymous
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The Li’l Black Dress

I can’t believe I have lived past 70 years and never had a
li’l black dress. It seems every fashion magazine; every
style writer extols the advantages of having just such a
dress in your wardrobe. It has often been called the most
important fashion item in a woman’s closet.  The issue
came to a head recently as my wife was glancing through
a travel catalog.  It says here, she read, one must never
travel without a simple black dress.  The article went on
to describe its virtues, its necessity in everyday living, its
function at social affairs and its place in the every day
dressing of the modern lady.  That did it for me.  I was
going to get my first little black dress.

My first choice for searching was the catalogs on the
Internet.  I found just the thing at Penny’s website and
rather than order online, I decided to pay the local store a

Aging Gracefully,
The Red Scarf Club

Recently we wrote an article about the Red Hats Club,
a group of women over 50 who got together to explore
life and do the things they had not done when they
were younger.  It might have been because of work, or
family, or other priorities coming before their personal
pleasures.  Now they were free to express themselves.
They wore their red hats proudly and looked into new
ideas.

We mused that perhaps we would be ready for red hats
as well.  Of course, as crossdressers, we do not want to
draw undue attention to ourselves so a group of red
hats would be unwise.  Pondering the issue of wearing
something different yet acceptable, we were led to the
idea of red scarves, instead.  And so we have The Red
Scarves Ladies.

Our motto is simple – Enjoy life to the fullest.  Our
rules are just as simple. One must be at least 50 years
of age;  be anxious to experience all that life has to of-
fer while dressed in female attire; be willing to have
interchange with the general public, and to wear a red
scarf as part of her accessories.

To become a member, we ask that you have a picture
taken at the venue where you wear your red scarf and
submit it to us.  Once the photo is received, we will
send you your official Red Scarves Ladies button and
enter your photo in our scrapbook.  It is our hope that
the scrapbook will soon become a website.

Be the lady you wish to be. Be a Red Scarves Lady.

Donna

visit. I looked through the ladies dresses section and
found the dress described on my website visit.  However,
I was surprised to see how short the dress seemed to be.
Keep in mind I am used to wearing skirts that fall below
the knee.  At first glance this number was sure to be an
inch or two above my knee.  I asked the sales lady if
there were any other styles in black that were a little
longer.  Her response, “Your wife would probably know
that the right style in sleeveless black dresses is short of
the knee. Other dresses can be worn longer but not your
typical black.  If you are buying it as a gift, try this
length. You know she can always return the dress if fit is
a problem.”

Not completely convinced that those rules would apply to
a tall crossdresser, I nevertheless bought the beautiful v-
neck, back zip, sleeveless slim dress in my size.  What
followed was a new experience worthy of sharing. Once
home I tried it on and sure enough, it fit just like it was
made for me with that one exception - it was about an
inch or two above my knees.  I quickly sent out email
messages to my Internet friends seeking advice and com-
fort.  One suggested age had nothing to do with length; it
all depended on bony knees.  Another said, “go for it gal,
you deserve to treat yourself to a trip to the fountain of
youth.”  A few other comments, mostly favorable, con-
vinced me to keep and wear the new purchase.  Then the
fun began.

Keep in mind, I was used to mid calf skirts, often loose
flowing, that covered a multitude of sins and allowed for
casual seating.  I soon realized that the words seat your-
self like a lady had special meaning for a slim short skirt.
New problems came with the new dress.

First, that devil middle age spread had to be dealt with.  I
found a pair of black support panty pantyhose that did
wonders.  The black also took away from the bare skin
above the knee and my comfort level began to soar, then
a new disaster. All of a sudden I was aware of how a
short skirt really rides up when you sit.  All of a sudden I
realized an inch or so standing could multiply rapidly
when seated.  My new found confidence began to ebb as
I looked down and saw inches of pantyhose above my
knee.  I had that feeling that the skirt was rising to an
indecent height, one that no decent lady should tolerate
when in public.  Slow down, my mind said, other ladies
do it all the time.  What is it that you are doing differ-
ently?   A light went on in my brain. I stood up, gathered
the skirt with my hands, smoothing it in the back and
slowly lowered myself back into the chair, keeping my
knees closed. Presto.  The dress did not rise up as far and
it was comfortable seating. I knew I had mastered it.

I love my li’l black dress; I wouldn’t be without it.  I just
can’t understand why it took me so long to buy one.  I
feel slimmer, I look better, and I feel and act younger.
It’s amazing.  It’s astounding what one li’l black dress
will do.

Donna
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A Hair Raising Tale ...
This brief story is an account of my first wig Purchase. This
may not seem like a significant event in most crossdresser’s
lives, but I can assure you, it was in mine. Living in northern
Nova Scotia, almost a “Transgender-free zone”, makes it dif-
ficult to just walk into a wig salon, and start trying on various
Pieces. Tongues would soon be a ‘wagging, and word would
get around very quickly that a fellow was in the local hair sa-
lon, trying on ladies’ wigs ... So when the opportunity arose
to visit a wig salon a few hours drive from here, I was mighty
gung-ho, and scared silly, too. Read on, those who are con-
templating going through this, and those that have ... And en-
joy.

Barbara Franklin, from the Valley region of Nova Scotia, had
set up a meeting between her wig/hair salon lady, and myself,
after

I had expressed an interest in getting myself a wig. I had met
Barb, through the “Atlantic Transgender” page, on the web,
and had developed a bit of an e-mail pen pal relationship with
her. She recommended Kathy, at the Bay Hair Salon in Hali-
fax, as an understanding, knowledgeable person, who could
help me find what it was I was looking for.

This would prove to be the “Final Frontier” for me, as I’d
gathered up an extensive wardrobe over the years, and quite
an array of cosmetics. But one thing kept nagging at me ...
And this was the fact that this would be the first time I ever
approached anybody with the intention of buying a female
item for myself. Before, my purchases were always for a
“friend”, or a “relative.”

But, there would be no disguising the fact that this wig was
expressly for me. After all, I was going to have to try it on!
So, with the impending event foremost on my mind, I bundled
up the family, and ala Clark Griswald of the “Vacation” mov-
ies fame, ventured south on the Trans-Canada Highway ...
Halifax or bust!

I waited until Tuesday, since I knew that Kathy (the wig lady)
didn’t work on Mondays. To say that my heart was in my
mouth, and butterflies were in my stomach, would be akin to
saying that a bit of corn is grown in Nebraska. That Monday
night, in the hotel room, was one of the longest of my life.

The following day, I called the Bay Hair Salon from a phone
booth, to say hi to Kathy and to arrange a time to meet. The
lady on the phone said that Kathy had just stepped out, and
could I call back in 10 minutes? The look of impatience on
my family’s faces as they waited in the car answered that one
for me pretty quickly. Then, the lady on the phone asked me
if I was the “person from away” that Kathy was expecting to
hear from. Gulp!! My “fame” preceded me!  “Ummm ... I
don’t really know, ma’am ... But I do believe she knows I’m
arriving, yes. I’ll call back later, ok?” “That’ll be fine, sir.
Bye!” And with that, on rubbery legs, I made my way back to
the car.

Ever been on a roller coaster?  And, that feeling you get, just
when you arrive at the top of the very first incline, after
slowly, slowly climbing up? ... Well, that’s how I felt then. I
knew I’d started something, and there just wasn’t any way in
the world I could stop it now. Hang on sister; you’re going
for a RIDE.

The next attempt at calling Kathy, about an hour later, was
more successful. “Hello ... I’d like to speak to Kathy, please?”

“This is Kathy. How may I help you?” “Ahhh ... ummm ...
I’m a friend of Barbara Franklin ... She lives in the Valley ...
She said that you could help me out with a wig purchase?”
“Ah! I’ve been expecting you to call. Yes, I know Barbara.
I’m off today at 4pm ... Work tomorrow night ‘till 9pm. If
it’s better for you, you can come in tomorrow?”

Thinking to myself, that if I waited until tomorrow I’d surely
explode, I said, “Ok, Kathy ... But I might just try and make
it in today. Would that be alright?” “Yep, sure would ...
Whatever’s good for you ... See ya later, then.”   An hour
later found me slowly approaching the door to the Bay Hair
Salon, in the West End Mall. Trying to look as nonchalant
as possible (which is difficult when you’re scared half to
death); I peeked in around the corner of the salon ... And to
my horror, saw several other people in there, getting their
hair done!  I backtracked, started walking around, hoping
they would be soon done ... But, no luck. Good grief!

I was also approached by about 10 salespeople, asking if I
needed any help. In retrospect, I wonder if they meant help
in finding some wares, or help in obtaining medical atten-
tion. I must have looked simply horrendous at this point ...
As if I were ready to pass out. With that in mind, I said to
heck with it ... And walked boldly through the door, as if I’d
been doing it for years.

“May I help you?” I looked down at a very sweet, attractive
lady, who was wearing the biggest grin I’d seen for a while
... And on her blouse was the nametag, “Kathy”. She was
about 5’1’” or so ... Short-ish blond hair ... And had the
most sparkling eyes. What came out of me first can only be
described as a rather muted croak ... But when I cleared my
throat, and tried again, I managed to form some words.
“Kathy ... Nice to meet you. I’m the person who called you
on the phone ... Barbara’s friend.” “Figured that was you
staring in the doorway before; c’mon in! I’ll be with you in
a few shakes ... I’m just finishing up with a lady here, and
when my chair gets freed up, we’ll take care of you. Browse
the wig display, read these brochures on wig care and such
... And for the love of God, calm yourself down ... I’m not
gonna bite you. Haven’t bitten anybody yet.” Yet?

When my turn came, Kathy showed me all her wares (which
were for the most part right out in the open), her wig care
stuff, and some pin-on hairpieces. By this time I was begin-
ning to relax a mite, this lady had a nice, easy going way
about her that just put me at ease. Then, it came time for the
big show ... “ OK, c’mon with me ... Into my little cubicle
here, and we’ll try some of these wigs on you, and see what
works. Now, I think I have an idea what would be good ...
But it’s going to be your wig, and you’re going to be wear-
ing it, so you decide. Colour-wise, you can get away with
almost any shade, because of the tone of your complexion
and your eye colour. What type of makeup do you favour?
And, what colour, and what style, is most of your ward-
robe?”

I was soon getting into this, and becoming very “at ease”. It
was evident that Kathy had done this kind of stuff before,
and it didn’t knock a spall off her to be trying a load of wigs
on a fellow, in the middle of her salon, on a busy day. The
rest of the staff there didn’t seem to notice me either ... They
were either uninterested, or simply being polite. Either way,
I was impressed with their professionalism.

After trying on countless wigs, and talking about makeup,
wardrobe, shoes, etc. For the best part of the afternoon (it
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only seemed like a very short period of time) I made my
choice. I selected a very nice auburn number, around shoulder
length, with face-framing tresses. Cathy complimented me on
my selection, but it really was her advice I was following
when I picked it out. We then headed out to the cash register
to clinch the deal. “I like you ... You’re so easy going, and
you’re pretty brave, too. I had a good time, and it was a real
pleasure showing you what we have. But, one thing ... Your
ears aren’t pierced!  I can’t believe that ... Why don’t you let
me pop a couple of studs in for you, right now?” “ Umm ... I
don’t think so, Kath ... Not today,” I said with a big grin.
“Oh, c’mon ... Don’t be a wuss. It won’t hurt me a bit!”

It took me a second to catch on to what she said; when I did I
ended up giggling as hard as she was at that point. In retro-
spect, I have to wonder what, if there had been any other
folks in the salon at the time,  they would have thought about
us standing there, laughing ... And talking about  my getting
both  ears pierced! “Thanks, Kathy, for an experience I won’t
soon forget.” “No, thank YOU. It was my pleasure ... And
remember what I said about those ears.” “Ok, Kathy ... I will,
for sure.”

With that, I walked out of the salon, into the hot Halifax day
... Clutching my wig so tight that the devil himself couldn’t
have wrenched it out of my grasp. When my heartbeat finally
subsided a little, fell to maybe a hundred beats a minute or so,
I took another deep breath, and thought to myself, “What you
said to Kathy when you left is very true ... This is definitely
an experience you’ll not forget ... Not in this lifetime.”

Cammie

Self-Discovery

I’m using the term self-discovery here in a double
sense, meaning the discovery of one’s true self through
personal experience and self-analysis. Undoubtedly,
there have been multitudes in the past who have been
so bound by society’s stereotypes and mandates as
never to have had a chance to know who they truly
were -- and they suffered from that repression until they
died. Who knows how much misery and evil has
resulted from that denial of self-discovery.

I’m referring here, of course, to socially imposed
gender stereotypes and expectations -- the rigid
insistence that men be men and women be women
without considering the possibility that there is a wide
area of variety between these two stereotypes. This
rigidity, which the religious right seeks once again to
impose on society, has been weakened over the last
century, opening the way for self-discovery, but it has
persisted enough to continue to cause suffering. Each of
us has found our own way to an understanding of who
we are, often having to fight against the guilt and
uncertainty derived from our social conditioning.

One person I know well began the process of
self-discovery by way of the woman’s lingerie section

of the Sears & Roebuck catalog, experiencing an
arousal of strange feelings long before puberty. With
pleasurable feelings came guilt, both of which grew as
this boy began on rare occasions to try on his mother’s
underwear, impelled by a need he did not understand.
No one told him why this was happening, no one even
knew enough to instruct him on the possibility that he,
a male, also had at least something of a feminine side
yearning to be discovered. It wasn’t until this now
young man read James Joyce’s Ulysses that, in his
solitude, he found someone who shared his yearnings.
Leopold Bloom, the hero of the novel, is a cross-
dresser and more. The excitement that the young man
experienced over this discovery, however, was
accompanied by more guilt. A guilt which threatened
to poison his whole sexual being. In desperation, he
spent three years in psychoanalysis, which helped him
overcome his suicidal tendencies but which left him
with little better understanding of his feminine side.

And so it remained through many years of parenthood
and professional employment.  One part of the person
kept in prison darkness except for an occasional
eruption quickly suppressed. Finally, however, the
system of repression built up over the years collapsed,
unleashing an outpouring of feminine feelings that
demanded attention -- so strong were these feelings
that this now mature man thought of running off and
starting a new life complete with a change of sex.

Fortunately, he confessed his feeling to his wife and
fortunately she initially was supportive. That support
did not last long, and the wife all too soon fell under
the influence of the prevailing stereotypes, but it was
long enough for this man to find new doors to open.
Before long, he had discovered others like himself
decent and intelligent people struggling to live as they
truly were, expressing their feminine side. He came to
see himself as being basically dual gendered, having a
male side that he could accept but also having a
feminine side that required expression. And, with

that discovery came self-acceptance. The realization
that he was not a bad person after all but someone
blessed with an extra dimension to his person.

Self-discovery meant the unfolding of a whole new
world of possibilities and of a better life. It would be
nice to end on this optimistic note, but the plain truth
is that with self-acceptance has come new friction with
continued demands for conformity. For many of us,
the promise of a better life is accompanied by new
pains as we again confront society’s demanding
stereotypes.

Teddy
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Everything a Woman Should Be
By Linda Kaye

I often find that I am influenced as much by music as I
am real life events. Recently, I heard a song, name un-
known, in which these words were sung, “You are to
me, everything a woman should be.” At first, I reacted
as a gender woman applying the words to my sisters
and myself, but after some thought, I think these words
are also applicable to our transgendered partners.
Throughout the last 10 years, I have worked with the
transgendered and their partners, for the most part,
wives of
crossdressers. For many of these wives and partners, a
major issue in learning to live with their partner’s
transgendered side is to first question their own wom-
anhood as well as sexuality. One of the first thoughts
many of these women have had is, “I must not be
woman enough for him, and therefore, he crossdresses.”
Of course, this is a fallacy but net fear is not. Some-
how, we women have been led to believe that it is our
duty to be a perfect symbol of femininity, of sexual at-
tractiveness, and subservience to our male partners, and
again, this is a fallacy.
As I’ve matured through the years (grown up emotion-
ally,) I’ve discovered that it is of primary importance
that I be who I am, and not someone I think my partner
wants I need that freedom to express myself, be it the
best parts of me, or those parts which may be irritating,
clumsy, not so nice. I need to understand who I am and
to undertake to change those parts of me I don’t care
for- I need to be honest with myself. All this is part of
simply being a human being, as well as being a woman.
If that is the case with those of us who are gender
women, then why should we expect our partners to be
less than they really are? Do we love them simply as
we think they are, or should be, or do we love them
unconditionally, as we expect to be loved?
All relationships are vastly different from others. We
cannot expect our relationship to be that of another
couple. It
is unfair for partners to put upon the other unrealistic
expectations, and unfair to join with them, planning to
change
them into what they want them to be. Behavior can be
changed, but the fundamental person inside cannot.
Thus it is with the transgenderism of our partners.
I recently had a wife write to me, saying that she felt
major resentment against her husband because she be-
lieved him to be a virile, macho, man’s man. She had
married him, she said, because he played sports, had
lots of body hair, and seemed exactly what she thought
a man should be. His revelation of his femme side blew

apart her mental and emotional images of who she
thought he was. She told me that she had never really
known him at all. I have to agree. Rather than go into
this man’s mind and heart, she had created what she
thought was the perfect man, and when he didn’t turn
out to be that image, she resented it and blamed him. I
personally blame him for not sharing all he was
with her, before they got married, and I understand her
shock when he finally did tell her. He allowed her to
believe that he was someone else until the pressures
just got too heavy to hide any longer. However, she,
too, has responsibility in all of this, because she
couldn’t look beyond the outer image of maleness.
I am, to myself, what I believe a woman should be. I
am strong, loving and affectionate; I am intelligent,
honest and
kind. I cm sexual and unafraid of admitting that or
trying new things to improve my sexual expression. I
admit my faults and I try to change behaviors I know
are not productive. I recognize my imitations, physical
and mental, and simply get on with the joy of being a
woman. I have the by of loving, and being loved by,
my partner.
If I can do this, can I expect my partner to do less? If
there is a feminine side to my partner, and a need to
express it,
then I feel I would be very selfish to expect him to
have to hold that part within himself, or say that it is
wrong. Although my partner is a genetic male, there
are parts of that inner person which are feminine, and
I cannot deny that the femme side to be expressed. I
want my partner to be, everything that she believes a
woman should be. She must have that freedom, if our
relationship is to flourish and Be mutually fulfilling. I
cannot expect her to be what or who she is not, any-
more than I can expect myself to be less than I am.
Loving unconditionally encompasses both the good
and not so good. A relationship requires hard work by
both partners, constant communication, constant giv-
ing of self. I expect my partner to give to me just as
much as she expects me to give to her. Love is the
channel in which flows the nourishing waters of a
truly meaningful relationship. Each partner is nour-
ished when the other lets them be who they really are.
If done right, the
relationship provides trust, understanding, a cocoon of
safety and appreciation of the other.
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Resolution or Revolution?

Life is found through living. There are no “secrets”
that anyone can give you to help you along the way,
and there are few, if any, absolute truths that will
apply to all situations. What works for some people,
may not work for you.

When I was living and working in Japan, a very
close friend of mine used to say to me, “The world is
not simply black and white, it is an infinite number
of shades of gray.” At the time, I was younger, a bit
more idealistic, and much less experienced. I didn’t
agree with him then, but I do now. Without his
knowing it, he described the transgender experience
quite well.

Linda and I are constantly receiving letters and calls
for help from crossdressers, transsexuals and
partners. All of them are asking us to “give them the
answer” that will make the pain, hurt, frustration,
anger and guilt go away. Of course, that is
impossible. Each of us, no matter what our demons
may be, must face them on our own.

My son, who is five years old, is extremely precious
to me. I constantly worry about his safety and wish
that I could protect him from all of the physical and
emotional dangers that exist in the world. No matter
how clearly I tell him that something is dangerous, or
might hurt him, he has an inner need to experience
the consequences on his own. If, for example, I tell
him that he shouldn’t touch something because it is
hot, he is unconvinced. As soon as I turn my back,
he touches the object in question, and learns the
facts. While I cannot prevent him from exploring his
universe, which is his “job,” I am there to kiss the
burn and make it better. That is what dads do. And,
it is also what friends do.

Even though it sometimes pains me to witness my
son experiencing his world, I am, at the same time,
proud of his determination to explore and learn. This
childlike outlook, which is natural for young people,
is what many of us lack as adults.It is a sad loss and
something that we should all try to regain.

At New Year’s, it is traditional, albeit meaningless,
for  many people to make resolutions concerning
their lives. A great number of these resolutions have
a limited life, and then people
return to their former ways. Rather than making
resolutions about modest changes in behavior, what
if one decided upon a “revolution” in their life?

Can a person “change?” Is it possible to become the
individual that you wish to be? Would you be surprised
if I were to say, “No, you cannot change.”? It is very
much like the humorous remark we have all heard
before, “No matter where you go, there you are.” That’s
exactly my point. No matter how hard you try to be
someone other than yourself, you will always be you.
You cannot become someone, or something you are
not. However, you can become the person that is inside
of you.

Despite the great number of persons living in the world,
all are individuals. Each has their own special talents,
interests, hopes, desires and dreams. Trying to fit into a
black and white world, or conforming to one of a few
accepted types, is a violation of our inner nature. Living
a life of denying your inner-self is the real deviant
behavior. Attempting to be the person who others will
accept, rather than the person you are, is what is
unnatural.

It is clear that many gender-gifted persons and their
spouses/partners are unhappy. It is well understood that
they want change. What is the right “change?” Only the
persons concerned can answer that question. As I stated
in the beginning, “Truth is found through living.” There
isn’t a right answer, there isn’t a wrong answer. There
is, however, “an” answer. If you want transformation in
your life, or relationship, you need to make it happen.
Those who fail to accept the need for a peaceful
change, make a violent revolution inevitable. Whether
this change be in your own life or in a relationship.

Living, true living, is dynamic; it is ever-changing and
ever-flowing, much like a river. If you have spent the
past building a dam to stop or alter your life’s flow,
this is the time to make a change. This year, unlike
those of the past, there will be no “resolutions;” rather,
there will be a “revolution.” No longer will the dam be
maintained or built ever higher. This year, it will be
demolished. Unlike the years of the past, there will be
no more denial of your inner-self. This applies not only
to the transgendered, but to the partner, as well.

“The beauty of the rose is that it is, what it is, without
trying to be something else.” You cannot be someone
you are not, but you can strive to realize the wonderful
person that lives within you. This year discover your
own shade of gray.

Vanessa Kaye
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ALICE IN GENDERLAND
This is Alice in Genderland,
She was just dreaming, you understand.
Alex lay down to have a short doze,
And as he lay down in sweet repose,

A little white rabbit came running by,
Looked at his watch and said, “Oh, my.”
“If I don’t find Alice”, he also said,
“I think the red queen will have my head.”

Then he turned round, saw Alex there,
“Come here at once girl, don’t stand and stare.”
“But, but,” said Alex, “you don’t understand.”
But the rabbit came up and took his hand.

“Now, now, my dear, I know your afraid,
Probably something the red queen has said.”
“Now stand up my dear, and do come along,
The red queen is waiting to hear your song.”

So Alex stood up, and to his dismay,
His everyday clothes had all gone away.
He seemed to be wearing a pretty  pink dress,
And his tousley hair which was always a mess,

Was hanging in ringlets, way down past his ears,
And suddenly Alex burst into tears.
Instead of the boots that should be on his feet,
He had little high heels that looked ever so neet.

And little pink stockings came up to his knees,
And under his dress he could feel a soft breeze.
He lifted the dress, in the utmost despair,
Found little white petticoats rustling there.

And little pink panties were up round his waist,
And he quickly smoothed down the dress in great haste.
Now the Rabbit said, “Alice, please do come along,
And try and start acting as though you belong.”

Poor Alex was crying and in a great fright,
And the rabbit was pushing with all of his might.
And they came at last to a hole in the ground,
And the little white rabbit, without looking round,

Jumped into the hole holding Alex’s hand,
And with a slight bump, they landed on sand.
“Now come along, Alice, we really must go,
We have to find pretty maids all in a row.”

Now Alex was finding  that wearing a dress,
Seemed to relieve a lot of his stress.
And the thought of his panties gave him a rush,
And the swish of his petticoats gave him a blush.

So, he followed the rabbit, who said, “We can’t stop.”
And the little high heels were going clip clop.
And his little pink dress was swirling around,
And his little high heels, clip clopped on the ground.

Now they came to a door, with a garden within,
And the rabbit turned round and gave him a grin.
“Ok, we are early, we still have a while,
So, straighten your stockings and please try to smile.”

“And smooth down your dress, you look like a tart.
The red queen likes girls who are terribly smart.”
So he smoothed down his dress, just as was told,
But now he was feeling a little bit bold.

“Tell me, white rabbit”, he said with a smile,
“I have been Alice, now for a while.
What made it happen, how did it transpire?”
And the rabbit replied ,”It’s your secret desire.”

Just then the red queen came down the path,
Shouting and yelling, displaying her wrath.
And everyone near fell flat on their face,
And the red queen yelled out, “It’s a perfect disgrace.”

And then she saw Alex, who was still standing up,
And she said,”Come here, you cheeky young pup.”
“Why don’t you courtsey, and why don’t you bow?”
And Alex replied, “Well I don’t know how.”

And the red queen replied, “You must come with me,
You need some training, that I can see.
I’ll show you how to make your skirts whirl,
I’ll show you how you can be a girl.”

And so she took Alex and showed him the ropes,
And all of the time she was building his hopes.
As the lessons progressed and he spent time en femme,
He found he developed a wonderful calm.

He found he was hoping this time he would spend,
Would go on forever and never would end.
But the red queen came in and said, “My sweet pearl,
I’ve done all I can, you now are a girl.”

And suddenly everything faded away,
And what had been night slowly turned into day.
And Alex awoke in his very own bed,
And suddenly had this feeling of dread.

He looked all around at his very own room,
All the while feeling a feeling of gloom.
But there at the wardrobe, the door was ajar,
But he couldn’t quite see, for it was too far,

So he got out of bed and he opened the door,
And what did he see, from the roof to the floor.
The wardrobe was full of magnificent clothes,
Dresses and slips and blouses and hose,

Everything there a young girl could desire,
Everything there to set young hearts afire.
He suddenly knew there was no need for fears,
His beautiful ringlets came down past his ears,

As he stood in his nighty, he then heard a call,
His own mother’s voice coming in from the hall.
“Come, come, you’ll be late”, her voice cried in fear,
Your breakfast is ready, Alice, my dear.”

Janey Thomson  1st Sept.1996
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Old Woman -  By Emery

Sitting alone, upswept hairdo so white,
Spooning a latte and waiting for night,
Coffee house music plays softly behind,
Dim lights and dark corners are so very kind.

But the dreamy look belies the calm -
Daughter/sister/grandma/mom -
The roles disguise just like the dark -
But if you look closely, there shines a small spark.

The secrets so hidden, the dreams unfulfilled,
The paths that weren’t taken, the fields that weren’t
tilled,
A sleeper unwoken, her dreams are so drear,
On one wrinkled cheek there lies one small tear.

I watch from my table, she spills some of her drink
And flips me a smile and then the tiniest wink;
Does she see me, this woman I might have become?
Does she know me at all; does she understand some?

My own family didn’t, nor yet did my friends;
How could they accept that my womanhood ends?
I yearn for acceptance; I want to be seen,
As the man that I am now, and have always been.

Child of My Flesh
by Robyn Walters

Child of my flesh, I did not bear you for those 39 weeks,
Yet was I with you when you were conceived,
And during the days and nights of your growth.
I was there at the quickening and spoke to you so you
would know me, even then.
I was there when your term was at an end;

There in the labor room, working with the breathing and the
pushing;
There in delivery, working with the doctor to bring you all
red and bawling into the world.

No, I didn’t have the morning sickness.
No, I didn’t have the pain.
No, my breasts didn’t fill with milk for you.
But gladly would I have experienced all those things so that
now you would speak with me.

I was there for the diapers and the first steps;
There for the skinned knees and the first days of school.
I helped with the homework and the science fair projects.

Cooked for you, cheered for you,
Laughed with you, and cried for you.
And you went to college;
The nest was empty.

I met myself after all those years,
And I wasn’t who I thought I was.
Would I die, or would I grow?

Now I am female.
My skin is soft.  My breasts are firm.
My life is my own.
But I miss a child of my flesh,

The one who no longer calls,
The one who has never met me,
Who will graduate from law school, and marry, and move
And never tell me.

All because I realized at a late age That I am a transsexual.
I did not die.  I live a life of love,
But I have lost a child of my flesh.

Cont’d

Life is:

A mystery, Unfold it.
A journey, Walk it.
Painful, Endure it.
Beautiful, See it.
A joke, Laugh at it.
A song, Sing it.
A flower, Smell it.
Wonderful, Enjoy it.
A candle, Light it.
Precious, Don’t waste it....

Have a Wonderful day and enjoy all that life has to offer.

Monique
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The Tale of the Flying Boob
Sometimes truth is stranger than fiction. If you were to
create a story about a cross dressed golfer making a might
swing with her golf club and having a breast form come
flying out of her bra that might be a good story. If you add
to that tale a concentration so strong that the lady did not
even know she had lost a valuable body part, the story gets
even better.
This truly happened. At the Hilton Head FEM golf outing,
Kristina did not notice a breast form missing until some
time later when she felt “out of balance.” A search of the
cart paths followed but the disappearing boob was no
where to be found. After the round of golf, Kristina and her
“mom” Donna went to the club house to make a very dis-
creet inquiry. They quietly approached the golf desk and
asked if something very unusual had been turned in to lost
and found.
To elaborate, Kristina said she had lost a breast enhancer
on the course and wondered if it had been found. Needless
to say all in the clubhouse enjoyed the repartee and the fel-
lows told Kristina that the beverage cart girl had indeed
found the missing item and it was being held for her in the
bar area. The sweet bartender playing it for all it was
worth, said indeed, she knew of the find and had it some-
where but she had a couple of customers first and would be
with Kristina in just a minute. The cart girl showed up too,
and with a smile, the ladies produced the missing form.
When Kristina remarked that it was quite chilly outside,
back came the comment that yes, it was a very “nippely
day.”
We all knew we would leave a lasting impression on Hilton
Head but Kristina’s actions put us all in a memory spot be-
yond our wildest dreams.


