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CARNIVAL IN HAITI 
by Michelle (IL-58) 

(continued from March '84 issue) 

Although the Cathedral was about fif
teen blocks away the church bells could be 
heard ringing as I approached. I entered a 
pew toward the rear of the church just as 
the priest came out to start Mass. There 
were probably 300 to 400 people there. I 
found the service very enjoyable. The Mass 
was celebrated using a mixture of French 
and Creole, but the singing was all done in 
Creole. The enthusiasm and love shared by 
the Haitians was heart warming and I was 
thankful I'd decided to be there that morn
ing. I had to smile as I thought of the look 
of surprise that would undoubtedly cross 
the priest's face when he saw a twenty 
dollar bill in the collection basket. 

It was already getting warm as I left 
church. After a quick stop at Carlo's for a 
cup of coffee I walked back to the hotel. 

I packed my other swimsuit, a black 
and white malliot, along with a roll of 
elastakon tape in my purse. I debated over 
whether or not I really wanted to wear 
that particular suit because the material is 
thin and I'd have to use the tape to "hide 
the plumbing", but I decided the pain was 
worth it as the suit looks very nice on me. 

Karl was waiting for me, stretched out 
on a lounger in his swimsuit soaking up the 
sun, as I walked onto the deck at the Mon 
Joli. I walked over to him and we exchang
ed greeting before I left to change. 

A~ter getting the suit on I checked 
myself in the mirror, noting with pleasure 
how it showed off my shape. I've always 
had a feminine shape but the estrogen has 
added to what I already had and the effect 
of the two have combined forces to give 
me a very pleasing hourglass figure. Using 
the t ape completes the illusion. 

I re-joined Karl at pool-side, stretching 
out on a lounge to enjoy the sun. I ordered 
iced tea from a passing waiter and since 
Karl didn't seem to talkative I just wiled 
away the hours engrossed in my own 
thoughts. Besides, by this time he'd fallen 
asleep and I just didn't want to wake him. 

Shortly after one Karl opened his eyes, 
smiled and asked if I was hungry. I said I 
was ready to eat if he was so we walked 
over to the pool-side dining area, seating 

ourselves at the table weid shared the pre
vious day. During lunch I discovered the 
reason for Karl's quietude. He explained 
he'd just received a wire that morning 
from his superior at the U. N. and that he 
would have to cut his visit to Cap Haitian 
short and return to Port-au-Prince. Nothing 
serious, but some problems had arisen con
cerning the Pope's impending visiL He had 
no choice in the matter. After apologizing 
for upsetting my plans he asked if I would 
mind accompanying him to Port-au-Prince. 
After thinking it over very carefully 1 fin
ally decided the benefits of such a trip 
outweighed the risk of discovery and con
sented to join him. 

After leaving the pool area Karl drop
ped me off at my hotel to pack and check 
out while he did the same at his hotel. He 
would be back in an hour and we'd start 
for Port-au-Prince before the sun dropped 
behind the mountains. 

I saw the Mercedes stop near the front 
door as I was paying my bill. After com
pleting the transaction I walked, quickly, 
to the car. Karl greeted me with a big hug 
before placing my bag in the car's trunk 
and ushering me into the passenger's seat. 
He took his place behind the wheel, the 
lovely car came to life and we were on our 
way. After a quick stop for gas and at the 
police check-point, where his diplomatic 
credentials got us through with no diffi
culty we were on our way. 

The sun was just beginning to touch 
the mountain tops as we settled down for 
the longish trip. The heavy car seemed to 
cruise effortlessly along the highway and I 
watched the paired stone columns, standing 
like sentinels testifying to the time long 
past when they stood guard at the en
trances to the sugar and tobacco planta
tions of the Colonial French, flashed past 
the window. 

The closer we got to the mountains the 
more crowded the road became with cars 
and busses, all carrying as many people as 
possible all headed to Cap Haitian for Car
nival. 

The festival spirit was evident in every 
town through which we passed. Even at 
this early hour the streets were packed 
with dancers and we had to drive slowly to 
avoid hitting someone. Fortunately, when
ever we came to group completely blocking 
the street there would be a guide ready to 
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lead our car through the crowd. 
Just as the sun was setting we crossed 

the mountains and dropped onto the flat
lands, Stopping in Plaisance for a cold 
drink Karl left me while he made a phone 
call. In a few minutes he was back, smiling 
and said "Do I have a surprise for you." 

"And what might that be?" I asked. 
"How would you like to spend the night 

at the Club Med?" 
Well, he was right about one thing - I 

was surprised and here I was, facing my 
moment of truth. If I hadn't been so intent 
on playing my little "game" I would have 
realized I was being maneuvered. After 
thinking over his off er I decided that hav
ing come this far it was a little late to 
turn back now so I replied "Of course. I'd 
love to spend the night at the Club," it 
didn't sound especially sincere. 

The drive to Montrois was more of the 
same; crowded street in the villages, heavy 
traffic on the road. I smiled as we passed 
through San Marc, remembering how this 
adventure had started just two days be
fore. 

At Montrois I followed Karl through 
the orange colored arches into the main 
building, a three storied structure, where 
the manager greeted Karl by name. While 
we were checking in it became obvious the 
two of them were friends of long standing, 
so I suggested 1 go up to the room and 
freshen up before dinner. 

Our room was large and very nice. The 
celery green walls, blue carpeting and 
white rattan furniture made it look quite 
homey. A large double french door, leading 
to a balcony, was set in the middle of the 
outside wall. From the balcony I took in 
the breath-taking view of the Caribbean 
where seventeen miles out in the placid 
water sat the Island of LeGonav. I did 
have a moment of guilt as I looked down at 
the second poorest area of Haiti (the first 
being on the northwest coast), but since I 
had been living like a native for the past 
two months I had, in cff ect, paid my dues. 

Having been on the run most of the 
day I decided a quick bath and change of 
make-up was in order. I was wonderful to 
get the dust off my skin and the moisturiz
er on it. Haiti is a very hot, dusty dry 
country, so one feels dirty most of the 
time. 

Following my bath I emptied my suit-

case, looking for something to wear. Had I 
known the week-end was going to work out 
the way it had I would have packed differ
ently and brought more. As it was I had to 
make do with the what I had brought and I 
was starting to run out of things Karl 
hadn't seen yet. I decided on an all black, 
straight-skirted dress with a camisole top. 
I slipped on a black bra and a pair of black 
lace panties before stepping into the dress. 
I finished off the ensemble with a gold 
belt, necklace and earrings and black sand
als. I kept my make-up to the minimum and 
simple. I re-styled my wig and the reflec
tion in the mirror told me I had looked 
better, but what the heck, it had been a 
long day. 

When I joined Karl and his friend it 
was obvious they had been celebrating 
Carnival in their own way and that if I 
wanted to catch up with them some serious 
drinking was in order. However, since I 
wasn't about to lose control tonight I 
ordered my usual rum punch and sipped it 
slowly. 

Dinner was served buff et style and we 
decided to eat on the terrace. Remember
ing my caloric excesses of the previous 
evening I decided to eat lightly, taking 
only a dozen or so boiled shrimp and a few 
french fries. Although the other items 
looked equally delicious I managed to pass 
them up. 

Following dinner we walked, drinks in 
hand, to the beach. I removed my sandals 
so I could feel the warm sand on my feet. 
As we walked Karl put his arm around my 
waist and pulled me to him so my head was 
resting partially on his chest and against 
his jaw. The stars shown like lanterns in 
the clear Caribbean sky; the only sound 
breaking the silence of the night was the 
surf murmuring on the beach. I tried to 
allow myself to be captured by the spell, 
but I felt a nagging worry beginning to 
surface: I had gotten myself into this mess, 
how was I going to get myself out of it? 

We walked for what seemed and eter
nity, each of lost in our thoughts, neither 
uttering a word. The more I thought about 
my ~..;i tuatio the more frustrated I felt for 
having been born the wrong biological sex 
and the more angry I became with myself 
for letting the situation progress to this 
point. Finally, I decided I might as well 
tell Karl now, while I had space to run if 
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need be, rather then wait until we were 
back at the hotel. 

I took a couple of deep breaths, felt 
my pulse shoot past the red-line as I stopp
ed and turned to face him. ''I have some
thing to tell you dear," I said. 

"Yes, I was just thinking the same 
thing," he said. "Why don't we go back to 
the room?" 

With that he took my hand in his and 
led the way back to the hotel. Since I had 
used all the energy I possessed trying to 
tell him the truth I just kept silent and 
meekly followed his lead to whatever my 
destiny held in store. 

Once on our room I excused myself and 
took my suitcase to the bathroom to 
change into my nightwear. I took out the 
only thing I'd brought to sleep in - a 
bright red, shortie nylon, nightgown with 
matching bikini panties. After slipping the 
nightie and panties on I noted the reflec
tion of the material in the mirror and 
mused to myself that at least the color 
was appropriate to go down in flames in. 
At this point I would have given anything 
-- well, almost anything, for a nice, sex
less, pair of flannel peejays. 

My mind kept racing ahead to to what 
I could do to get out of this mess grace
fully. Then I remembered something my 
mother said, "any woman, no matter how 
dumb, can outsmart any man, no matter 
how smart." I realized I had been thinking 
as a man rather than a woman. 

After touching up my hair and spraying 
on a bit of perfume I picked up a bottle of 
alcohol and a bottle of hand lotion, turned 
off the light, opened the door and walked 
back in to the bedroom. 

The only illumination came from the 
outside light as it shown through the open 
doors of the balcony. Karl, naked and 
prone on the bed, motioned for me to join 
him. When I sat on the edge near him he 
pulled me to him and began caressing my 
legs. I let him continue until I was on the 
verge of losing control of my emotions. 

"Not so fast," I said, "you know, it 
isn't everyone who has their very own pri
vate on-duty nurse. How about a nice back 
rub? II 

He readily accepted and I rolled him to 
his stomach. In my years or nursing I don't 
think I've ever given a patient such a re
laxing back rub. By the time I'd worked 

from his ankles to his neck with the alco
hol and then started with the hand lotion 
Karl was just about asleep. However, when 
he turned onto his back I could see he still 
had something, other than sleeping, on is 
mind. Something not included in the Nurs
ing Practices Act by the State Board of 
Nursing. 

It was obvious Karl was becoming more 
sexually excited as I continued the rub
down. Finally, as I brushed against "it" I 
felt a shudder run through his body. Tak ing 
matters in hand, and with a few deft 
strokes, my problem of being discovered 
vanished as I had the solution in hand, so 
to speak. 

''I'm sorry," he said. I purred that it 
was perfectly all right. I excused myself to 
go to the bathroom and by the ti me I re
turned he was asleep. I curled up beside 
him and fell in to an exhausted sleep. 

The sun came up in a clear Caribbean 
sky Monday and I was up early. I'd had my 
bath, done my make-up and hair and was 
trying to decide what to wear today when 
Karl awakened. While he showered I put on 
a white silk underwired bra and matching 
lace panties before stepping into a white 
sundress with its camisole print top pat
terned with red and yellow sail boats. It 
has a jacket of matching material. Even 
though I knew it would be hot today I put 
a half-slip on under the skirt of the dress 
since the material was so thin, and not 
knowing what Karl had in mind for today I 
didn't want to wear anything that might 
prove embarrassing. 

I completed the outfit with some red 
and white plastic jewelry and red sandals. 
For luck I added a red hair band. Karl fin
ished his shower about the time I finished 
dressing so I took a bottle of red nail pol-'
ish onto the balcony to touch up my nails 
while he dressed. 

I really feel early morning is the best 
time of day in the Caribbean - the water 
is as calm as its going to be for the rest 
of the day; the air is so fresh and there's 
an energy you just don't see later in the 
day. Besides, there something neat about 
sitting on private balcony overlooking the 
Caribbean and doing your nails while 
watching boats from the north country 
with their cargo of charcoal sailing south 
to market their wares in Port-au-Prince. 

We were back on the to road P-a-P 
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after breakfast. Because Karl had things 
do once we arrived he wanted to get an 
early start. The trip to Port-au-Prince, 
even when the highway is crowed as it was 
this day, is interesting because of all the 
voodoo cemeteries a.long the way. It is 
always a colorful drive but during Carnival 
it's even more so ~i. nce everything tends to 
get cleaned and painted then. 

Karl had number of stops to make once 
we arrived in P-a-P so when he left me at 
the American Embassy we agreed to meet 
at Tiffanys for lunch. The sun was begin
ning to get warm so I removed my jacket 
allowing the heat to bake my bare should
ers. Wearing the large, floppy hat I'd pur
chased in Cap Haitian I strolled leisurely 
along Harry Truman Boulevard enjoying the 
sights of the waterfront and all the activ
ity on the streets. 

I spent an hour at Carlo's sipping 
cokes and filling out postcards. By the 
ti me I was done and heading for the post 
office the sun was well up and the air was 
becoming quite hot. After mailing the 
cards I headed toward the market where 
there was a dress shop I wanted to go in. 
I'd been there once a few weeks earlier, as 
Michael, and had hoped I could return as 
Michelle to try on some of the chic, ex
pensive things offered. 

It wasn't too difficult to imagine my
self as the wife of a diplomat out shopping 
for a new dress to wear to some official 
function. Couple this with the fact that I 
was being accepted as a real woman while 
shopping in an authentic French boutique 
and it's easy to see how I was just carried 
away with the whole experience. 

Occasionally one finds a little shop 
like this in P-a-P while in fact it would be 
more appropriate in Petionville or Ken
scott. As I entered the store a saleswoman 
in her late twenties smiled, greeting me in 
French and, in response to her question, I 
replied I was looking for a new dress to 
wear to dinner tonight - possibly some
thing in red. She 12d the way to a rack of 
really cute dresses where I picked out one 
in bright red that appeared to have a 
hand-crocheted peasant top. Its outer skirt 
of delicate lace covered a silk under-skirt. 
I chose a gold brocade belt from the dis
play since I didn't care for the self-belt 
arrangement of the dress. In the fitting 
room I tried it several ways deciding I lik-

ed it best with the top slightly off one 
shoulder. After changing back to my sun
dress I checked the lovely red creation for 
a price tag but could find none. Back in 
the salesroom I asked, in French, the price. 
The saleswoman replied it was fifty dol
lars. Well, I supposed I could afford that 
since I'd originally planned to spend at 
least that much on meals and lodging this 
week-end, and as I no longer had those 
items to worry about I reasoned I could 
afford to splurge. Now, to find shoes and a 
handbag I thought as I left the little shop. 

A few blocks up the street, at the 
House of Bata, I found a pair of real leat
her sandals and a matching purse for about 
fifteen dollars. 

I had an hour left before meeting Karl 
at Tiff anys and it was getting hot by now 
so I stopped at Round Point for a rum 
punch before continuing my window shopp
ing. I stopped in a book store and purchas
ed a book of Gran Moun Proverbs that I 
seen during an earlier trip to the city. 

I had just ordered a drink at my table 
in Tiffanys when Karl arrived full of news, 
some of which he imparted to me during 
lunch. He had a special surprise planned 
for tonight and this afternoon he would 
show me where we'd be staying the next 
two days. Believe me, if you don't like sur
prises stay away from diplomats. 

After our lunch of fish and rice we 
left the restaurant and I started toward 
the car parked at the curb. "No, Michelle, 11 

Karl said, "we can walk from here." 
We crossed the street, walked another 

block or so before making our way through 
an opening in a chain link fence and fol
lowing a path leading to the water. Karl 
helped me into the small dingy tied up to 
the short pier. He cast off the line, started 
the engine and headed out into the Bay 
where he maneuvered passed a number of 
boats at anchor and steered us toward a 
beautiful, black-hulled sailing yacht. 

"Is this the surprise?" I asked. 
"I thought you'd like it. In case you're 

curious it's a forty-two foot Baltic belong
ing t ') a friend of mine." 

I had "0 admit I was impressed and 
almost drooling in anticipation as we pulled 
along side her. 

Karl opened the companionway and 
helped me aboard. I was impressed by the 
quality and luxury around me and it must 
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have showed on my face. 
"Do you have anything planned for the 

rest of the day? 11 he asked. 
''I do now. 11 

11w ell, I still have some people to see 
this afternoon, but if you'll take me back 
to the car and bring the bags back you can 
stay the afternoon. 11 

Needless to say I quickly accepted the 
offer and made the round trip from the 
boat to the beach and back in record ti me. 

I quickly unpacked my suit case, slipped 
into the bottom half of my bikini, took a 
towel from the locker, spread it on the 
deck and, as I lay there soaking up the sun 
on the deck of the magnificent vessel, the 
cares of my everyday world seemed very 
far away indeed. "Be sure and pick Karl up 
at six," I thought as I drifted off to sleep. 

I awakened about 4:30, went below 
where I showered and did a close shave. 
While re-doing my make-up I couldn't help 
but reflect that having to do one's make
up constantly is probably the most ti me 
consuming part of being a woman. In cooler 
climates a great deal of ti me is consumed 
making-up, but in the tropics it ' s a never
ending chore. Oh well, I chose to be a lady 
so I shouldn't complain about having to 
look like one. A quick re-style and my wig 
was ready. Into the black bra, panties and 
sundress again and it was almost time to 
pick Karl up. One last check of my 
appearance and I was off to the pier, leav
ing the boat open as we'd be right back. 

As I maneuvered past the last yacht I 
could see Karl waiting on the pier. We 
exchanged waves as I approached. It took 
but a minute to turn the helm over to him 
and take a seat across from him. 

"Well, I see you're dressed for to
night," he said. 

"Actually I thought I'd change." 
"No, black is perfect for where we're 

going," he said as pulled along side the 
yacht. 

Karl quickly showered and changed so 
it was still early when we secured the 
yacht and took the dingy back to the pier 
with him continuing to refuse to t ell me 
where we were bound for the evening. 

South of Port-au-Prince we headed up 
into the mountains toward Jacmal. After 
traveling about 15 kilometers we turned 
onto a gravel road and, after traveling 
another kilometer or so, came to a clearing 

of native huts and stopped. The smell of 
cooking food was in the air and sounds of 
music and laughter all around us. 

"It looks like a Bamboche, n I said. 
"It is." 
"But, I thought tpey were only held on 

Saturday nights." 
"Usually they are, but this one is 

special because they are have a Mange 
Assotor." 

I should explain here that in the Voo
doo religion many objects, including drums, 
are thought to be possessed, or can have 
different powers. Now, there is a certain 
kind of drum, called an Assotor, that is 
sort of the "Granddaddy" of all drums. The 
belief goes that when the Assotor is beat
en in a specified way and at a certain time 
all of the Loa (spirits) can be summoned. 

Since there are very few of these 
drums in Haiti their use is very important 
and is celebrated in a specific way and 
accompanied by a feast -- which was why 
we were here. 

[A more complete description of this 
particular Voodoo ceremony would be much 
to lengthly and far beyond the scope of 
this article. While I don't consider myself 
an expert on the Voodoo Religion I am rat
her knowledgeable and I would be happy to 
answer any sincere questions on the sub
ject. Simply address your questions to me 
in care of the Phoenix. Send a self-add
ressed stamped envelope please.] 

The service we'd joined had been going 
on for almost two weeks and would end on 
Ash Wednesday. We witnessed a number of 
"possessions", all of which were similar. 
When a person is first "possessed" they 
lapse in sort of a frenzy and there is no 
apparent control or direction to their 
movements. They may stagger, fall down, 
or go into convulsions. The voodoo priest 
(a houngan) takes control of the person and 
directs their energies. Once the spirit is 
"tamed" they take on a personality which 
can be recognized as that of a certain loa 
or spirit. The hougan then communicates 
with the spirit, making necessary offerings 
or performs the required duti es. 

We stayed until the sky began to light
en. I'd eaten, drunk and danced more than 
I had in a long ti me. The natives seemed to 
enjoy having a white woman partake of the 
fest ivities as much as I'd enjoyed being 
there and while I was truly sorry to leave I 
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realized one can have too much of a good 
thing. 

The sun was up by the time we got 
back to the yacht. Since President Dou
valier had declared today, Tuesday, a 
national holiday Karl had nothing to do. 
We both fell into an exhausted sleep. 

It was late afternoon, 4 p.m., when I 
awakened. I reached beside me and found 
Karl was already up. "Just as well," I 
thought. Suddenly I realized something was 
wrong - my wig was off. I reached for it 
and not feeling it I looked around the 
bunk. Then, I noticed it sitting squarely in 
the middle of the top of the built-in dress
er. I was hoping Karl hadn't seen it when I 
noticed my passport laying next to it. [I'm 
certain anyone reading this article and has 
had a similar experience knows just how 
hopeless the feeling is. Also you don't 
really know quite what to do and begin to 
wonder whether or not you can run faster 
than he.] 

Anyway, since the game was over I 
decided I might as well be comfortable for 
a while, so I scrubbed the residual make-up 
off, pulled on a pair of white shorts with
out bothering to put a top on. 

Karl heard me moving about and called 
down "There's cold beer in the fridge. 
Bring up a couple of bottles." 

"You mean it's safe for me to come 
up?" I asked in Michael's voice, surprising 
myself at the sound of it since I hadn't 
heard it for several days. 

"Sure. Come on up. I'm not angry." 
I got the beers from the fridge and 

after taking a deep breath went up on 
deck. 

"So, that's what you really look like. I 
couldn't tell from the passport picture." 

"How long have you known?" 
"Oh, just since your wig came off this 

afternoon. That isn't too bad. You had me 
fooled for three days." 

At this point I definitely felt I owed 
Karl and explanation and an apology and 
gave him both. 

"Well, now that you know everything 
I'll get my things together and get out of 
your way." 

"I didn't say you had to leave. You 
don't have to, unless you want to." 

"Well, tonight is the big night of Car
nival and I had planned to spend it with 
you. I'd still like to." 

"By all means, please do. Besides, it 
would be a shame to let your new red 
dress go to waste," he said smiling. 

It was getting late and I realized I 
should start getting ready. Under the show
er I felt the tension leave and was truly 
happy everything was out in the open. Now 
I could at least relax and enjoy Carnival as 
I wouldn't have to be on guard every min
ute I was with Karl. 

After my shower I dried, powdered and 
perfumed my body. After putting on my 
white lace bra and panties I sat at the 
make-up table to make myself beautiful for 
the night. I used smokey blue around my 
eyes and tawny pink blusher to set-off my 
tan. I stepped into my white strapless slip 
before dropping the new red dress over my 
head - making sure only my right arm 
went through the arm hole. 

My wig had been through some very 
rough times lately so I spent some time and 
effort on it. I felt the effort worthwhile 
when I saw how nice it looked after finish
ing with it. 

While slipping on my sandals Karl came 
down to shower. "Very nice," he said, 
"much better than Michael." 

While Karl was showering I went up on 
deck to change my nail color to match my 
dress. It was a beautiful evening, the sun 
was just setting, a light wind was blowing 
in from the sea, with sounqs of the bands 
coming from shore promising a night of 
music and fun. Since this was the last 
night of Carnival I knew the crowd would 
be unbelievable. 

The sun had just set by the time Karl 
nosed the dinghy up to the pier. All the 
night's activities would be taking place 
downtown so we by-passed the Benz and 
walked the few blocks to Round Point for 
supper. We seated ourselves at a table in 
front of one of the many windows so we 
could watch people pass and some of the 
festivities, and withdrew into our respect
ive little worlds. 

Since this was my last night to eat 
decently for a while I decided to splurge, 
ordering be ef shiskabab with rice and a 
salad. Karl had Iambi and the bit I sampled 
was delicious. After a leisurely meal we 
were sipping our coffee liqueur when a 
large group of people, several of whom 
were wearing military uniforms with their 
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automatic weapons at the ready, entered 
the room. I was a little nervous, but Karl 
to me there was nothing to worry about. 
He obviously knew the central figure in the 
retinue but seemed surprised when the gen
tleman stepped away from the retinue and 
walked to our table to exchange greetings. 
We stood as he approached and I just about 
fell down when Karl introduced me to 
President Douvalier. The unexpectedness of 
the situation caught me totally unprepared 
and all I could think to do was curtsy. 
Since no one laughed I could only guess I 
had done the correct thing, and hopefully 
not too badly. The visit lasted only a few 
minutes. 

We finished our after-dinner drink and 
left the restaurant to join the celebrants 
in the street. During our dinner the street 
scene had moved in high gear and was, by 
now, swarming with activity and people of 
all types, jugglers, acrobats, dancing bands 
magicians and musicians. In one block alone 
I counted three bands, each with its own 
name, musical style and paraphernalia. The 
sound was deafening and people were danc
ing to the beat of each group of drums. 
The bands were up on the beds of large 
trucks and the speaker cabinets were 
mounted so high that each truck had at 
least one person armed with a long pole to 
lift the overhead wires out of the way. 
The scene was utterly chaotic, and yet, 
paradoxically, everything was orderly and 
organized. 

Since the only way to get from Point 
A to Point B was to join a conga line and 
dance your way that's what we did. I heard 
later that some of the lines numbered up 
to ten thousand people and many of the 
streets had 3 or 4 going at the same time. 
Think of the crowd in Times Square at 
midnight on New Year's Eve, add the num
ber viewing the Rose Parade and you have 
some idea of the absolute crush of people 
in downtown Port-au-Prince that Tuesday 
night. 

Dearest to my heart were the Ruban
iers, or Maypole dancers who were attired 
in women's clothing and wove their color
ful ribbons around portable Maypoles. The 
Rub_amiers were accompanied by guitar, 
mar1 mbas and cha-chas. There were also 
male stick-dancers, called Batonni, like the 
Rubaniers, also crossdressed. The Batonni 
crouched in circles and perform baton-tap-

ping dances to the accompaniment of drum
ming and singing. The thing I found inter
esting was that the appearance of being 
women, for the performers, was for the 
most part the use of clothing. They didn't 
wear wigs or hair pieces making them 
easily recognizable as men. I also spotted 
some TVs 

0
Wearing white face make-up like 

the Kabuki players of Japan do. There 
were also men dressed as the Voodoo god
dess Gede with a skirt or dress over long 
black pants. 

The bands stopped periodically to take 
up a collection from the bystanders. The 
custom was to stand in one place and play 
until people gave them money -- and they 
wouldn't budge until paid. This custom is 
called pay-to-go. After being paid the band 
would perform an encore before moving on. 

We spent the night moving in and out 
of dance lines and milling crowds, stopping 
occasionally to sample the hawker's prod
ucts or at one of the many sidewalk booths 
to try a game of chance. I located vendors 
selling rum flavored snow-cones and pro
vided them with a steady business most of 
the evening. 

There were sights and sounds enough 
to provide a complete article on that one 
evening alone. Suffice to say, we enjoyed 
ourselves thoroughly. 

As had happened in Cap Haitian a few 
nights before about midnight everything 
came to a stop. One by one the bands and 
their group of followers began moving off 
in different directions while the larger 
groups broke up and moved away. Before 
long Mardi Gras was over. Rar would be 
here in a few days but I wouldn't be 
around to see it as I was returning to the 
U.S. 

Karl and I walked down the almost 
empty street to Round Point for a last 
drink. The place was almost deserted when 
we walked in and we were able to take the 
same table we'd occupied earlier in the 
evening. In was in this setting we said our 
good-byes over a drink. 

The trip to boat was made in silence. 
It was mutually agreed we would sleep in 
different areas of the boat and by the ti me 
I'd removed my make-up, nail polish, etc. 
Karl was asleep. I found there was still 
some beer in the fridge so I took a couple 
of bottles to drink up on deck while listen
ing to the waves lap against the hull. It 
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was so quiet and peaceful that I fell asleep 
to be awakened a few hours later by the 
sun shining in my eyes. 

I said my verbal good-bye to Karl at 
the dock and watched as he drove off in 
the beautiful Mercedes. Picking up my 
suitcase I walked to the staging area 
where the camions stop. Finding one head
ed north I took a seat, knowing I'd back at 
the compound in two hours. The ride went 
quickly and by the ti me I entered the com
pound it was ti me for lunch. After drop
ping my suitcase off in my room I went to 
the communal dining room to see what was 
being ser ved. After seeing goat liver in 
Creole sauce and cold black bean soup I 
opted for a tall glass of orange juice to 
drink while seated in a comfortable chair 
on the patio overlooking the Caribbean. I 
let my mind wander back t o how the week
end had started. 

I remembered we' d been extremely 
busy at the clinic --------. 

WHAT IS A WOMAN? 
An Editorial 

Now there's a question which has burn-· 
ed on the mind of mankind since t he dawn 
of time immemorium. Or has it? I don't 
really imagine Og the Caveman had any 
trouble deciding what a woman was, nor 
did/does my fa ther or yours. I know I 
don't. Well, at least I until March 13th, 
1984 I thought I knew what a woman was. 

As a youngster anyone not look ing or 
acti ng like a"guyn was a girl . As I grew to 
adulthood I had to reevaluate my method 
of definition sin ce it became apparent that 
some people not looking and/or acting like 
men were, in all actuality, men if one de
fi nes sex by genitalia. So, some people not 
looking or acting like a man had to be 
labeled "m an" and some women not looking 
or acting like a woman had to be labeled 
"woman". 

Now, in my middle years at long last, 
the Immigration and Naturlization Service 
(INS) of the US Government has solved my 
dilemma by defining exactly what a woman 
is. 

According to an article appearing in 
the March 13, 1984 Chicago Sun-Times, it 
seems that Patricia Michelle Castaneda, 
who underwent reassignment surgery in 
1977 is not considered by the INS to be a 

woman. 
What brought this to the attention of 

the INS is that in November 1982 Patricia 
filed a petition with the INS to certify her 
husband (an alien she married in 1980) an 
"immediate family relative" as a way to 
guarantee him US citizenship. Well, the 
wheels of bureaucracy grind even more 
slowly than do those of Justice and appar
ently some bureau crats do have a sense of 
humor, because on February 14th, 1984 
Mrs. Castaneda re ceiv ed a Valentine's let
ter from t he INS stating not only was she 
not married (wonder what the State of Ill
inois thin ks of that?), but that she "was 
not and is not a woman having the capabil
ity to marry a man." and t hat the INS re
gards her reasignment surgery as "nothing 
more than cosmeti c." 

To insure Mrs. Castaneda understood 
their reasoning the INS clarifi ed their def
inition of what a woman is, to wit: "an 
adult female ab le to bear children." 

Now t hat we all understand exactly 
what a woman is perhaps the Federal Gov
ernment will t ell all the adult females un
able, because of medical intervention (i.e. 
hysterectomy, D&C, etco) and Nature , to 
bear children just what they should be lab
eled . 

In light of t his historic, new definit ion 
can the National Organization of Womem 
allow adult fem ale persons not able to bear 
children to continue t hei r membership in 
that organization? 

Perhaps I shoul;d write the INS and ask 
them what X should now label my mother, 
who at age 79 is no longer able t o bear 
children" Or my daughter--in-law, at age 33 
and unable to bear children. 

To please the INS is some scientist 
somewhere going to .have to coin a new 
word with which to label the "adult fem ale 
unable to bear children." A challenge for 
anothe r scientifi c clod like the one who 
coined t he label ngender dysphoria" per
haps? 

Mrs. Castenda has filed a suit in the 
US Seventh District Court to resolve tis 
matter and we can only hope that enlight
ened legal mi nds will, like the one(s) re
cently rulin b in the Karen Ulane case, pre
vail. 
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CROSSING THE WARDROBE RUBICON 
by Rebecca (CA-121) 

Most crossdressers are born in a closet 
and remain there for many years. Eventu
ally, for varied reasons, each may emerge 
to face the blinding daylight only to the 
famous feminine phrase "Oh dear, I haven't 
a thing to wear." 

The crossdresser may have accumulated 
a vast collection of clot hing which may 
feel wonderful t o the skin and fulfill the 
wildest fant asy but which is hardly consid
ered r.cceptable public at t ire . 

The first questions coming to mind are: 
HWhere do I buy acceptable clothing at a 
reasonab le priee?" and nHow do I select 
the proper clothes?" The answer to the 
firs t is locat e stores re ceptive to the 
TV /TS customer or buy from a mail order 
house. The GGA Resource Directory is 
most helpful in locating outlets which can 
supply t he needs of the TV / TS as to qual
ity, reasonable price and size. Two of the 
several mail order companies falling into 
this catagory are Lane Bryant's, 23 00 
Southeastern A venue, Indianapolls, IN 
46207 and Roa man 's Clothing, 270 l\ll arket 
Street, Saddle Brook, NJ 07662. 

In selecting clothing for use in public 
one must be aware of what is generally 
acceptable for a pat•ticular occasion. One 
should not , for example, wear a hostess 
grown to the supermarket. In addition, 
members of t he Gender Com rm.mHy should 
i.ake advantage of va rious styles and colors 
available to accentuate any femi ni ne char
acteri stics and, more importantly, draw 
attention away from obvious masculine 
charactreistics., 

With the a.id of a mir ror, or a friend, 
analyze your body and t ry to determine 
your most fem ini ne feature(s). When shop
ping for clothing try to select those gar
ments, or accessor ies, which tend t o em
phasize and further feminize and draw 
attention to that feature. If follows than 
t hat attention will be drawn away from 
less feminine f ea tu res. If you can't (horror 
of horrors) find a feature you'd consider 
especially feminine chose the eyes. Proper 
make-up and clothing color selection can 
easily draw attention to your eyes and 
away from your less feminine features. 

Even more important than color and 
style is size. A gown that's a knock-out on 

the rack looses something if it hangs like a 
sack or bulges at the seams. Although this 
article deals mainly with style selection 
we'll touch briefly on the various size 
groups . The height· of the average male is 
5'10 11 compared to the 5'51! of the average 
female. Additionally, one needs to consider 
the proportions of the male and fem ale 
bodies - the "standardn male shape is a 
inverted pear (wide shoulders, narrow hips, 
no disce rnable waist and longer arms) while 
the female is the reverse (narrow should
ers, pin ched-in waist, and wider hips). The 
foll owing are the most common size grou ps 
for t he heigts listed: Half sizes - 5'4" and 
under and slightly shorter torso; Misses 
Petite - 5" 2~" and under, Average - 5'3" 
to 5'6~", Tall 5'7" to 5' 11 "; Women 's (fuller 
more mature figure, longer torso and arm 
proportions than Half Sizes) 5'H" to 51711 ; 

Tall Misses 5'8" to 6'. 
The difference between Women's and 

Misses is figure proportion. Women's Sizes 
are for the fuller, more mature figure. 
Misses and Tall Misses are similar in pro
portion except for slightly longer sleeve 
length for Tall Misses. If your body has t he 
propor t ion and height of the "average" 
male then Tall sizes are probably for you. 
The longer sleeve l.ength of the Tall Sizes 
provides for the longer arm of the male. 
Given equal heights the male and fem ale 
differ in proportion with the male should
ers being wider, the hips narrower and the 
arms slightly longer. Choose t he styles 
which maximize your feminine appea"~nce. 
A piece of lace on a dress may make the 
dress more feminine , but not necessarily 
the wearer. In fact, bad selection may give 
the appearence of the dress wearing the 
wearer rather than the desired reverse ef
fect. 

Ideas differ on the desireability of 
wearing a dress as opposed to weari ng a 
skirt blouse/sweater combination, but there 
are good reasons for selecting one over the 
other. It is generally re com mended that 
short girls, of average proportions, wear 
solid colored dresses to give the illusion of 
added height while taller girls should wear 
skirts and blouses (of differing colors) to 
de-emphasize their height and avoid look
ing overly tall. 

A skirt and blouse of di ff erant color 
and pattern creates a break at the waist 
and draws attention away from the wear-
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er's height. A cinch worn with a flared 
skirt will make the hips appear wider and 
in contrast with the minimized waist adds 
a feminine appearence. Proper color sel
ection is also important and will be dis
cussed in a subsequent article. Another 
advantage of the skirt-blouse combination 
is that they may be purchased in different 
sizes to acheive a better overall fit for 
the male proportioned body. 

Skirt styling is essentially up to the 
wearer. Full or flared skirts tend to em
phasize the hips and thus help give male 
hips more of a fem ale look. Gored or 
A-line skirts are also acceptable. Skirts 
with elasticized waistbands are usually less 
expensive and easier to get into (by the 
way, women tend to put skirts on over 
their heads since their shoulders tend to be 
narrower than their hips) and out of but 
zipper and/or button closures contribute 
more to a feminized waistline. Skirt length 
is, for the most part, determined by cur
rent fashion trend and one should consider 
the appearence of one's legs when deciding 
the amount of leg exposure they want. A 
long skirt with a side slit reveals a lot of 
leg, and possibly thigh, when the wearer is 
seated. Remember, when wearing heels and 
sitting your legs are at a higher angle to 
the floor then when wearing flats. Much of 
what has been said about skirts also 
applies to dress skirts. 

Blouse (and dress top) styling is very 
important in creating the feminine image. 
The blouse frames the face and either 
compliments or ruins a well made-up face. 
Wile color is important fit at the shoulder, 
in the bust and sleeve length is equally 
important. For long sleeves the male arm 
length almost certainly dictates the Tall 
size group. Long sleeves will cover an 
abundance of arm hair (just as a longish 
skirt will cover knock-knees and, to some 
extent, bowed legs) and detract from the 
natural length of the male arm. Three
quarter sleeves are also good, but short 
sleeves should not be discounted. Puffed 
shoulders or other shaping or shirring 
which emphasis the already broad male 
shoulder width should be avoided. Shoulder 
width can be slimmed remarkably by choos
ing a blouse having subtle verticle stripes. 
The stripes must be subtle beacuse vertical 
stripes tend to make on look taller. 

Stand-up collars, especially when made 

of lace, may be very feminine but they 
tend to accentuate a large neck. On the 
other hand an open neck or plunging neck
line will draw attention to that area. Good 
skin texture in the neck and chest area 
can be a real plus and open many fashion 
up to one. For most a compromise between 
the two c found. A necklace worn 
high around the neck will attract attention 
to that area whereas a necklace which 
hangs lower and worn outside the blouse 
draws attention away from the neck. 

Many dresses have a top which con
trasts with the skirt - different color, 
pattel'l1 or decorative trim. Even a change 
in weave can provide an effective break 
between the top and the skirt. A dress 
which is continious from top to bottom can 
still have a break at the waist by adding a 
belt of 1 or 2 inches in width. Generally 
one should avoid belts or sashes· more than 
2" in width unless one has a feminine 
waistline. Wearing a waist length jacket or 
sweater over your dress will contribute to 
a wasitline break. 

Much moderately price feminine cloth
ing is made from various forms of polyester 
knit such as poly-interlock, acrilic, woven 
textured, spun, crepe-stitch, etc. In addit
ion to having a pleasant feel and appear
ence they are easy to care for in that they 
require only washing and little or no iron
ing. 

Shoe styles. It's difficult to refute the 
association of high-heels and femininity but 
one must observe what women wear in pub
lic to truely identify with them. Usually 
heels of three or more inches are usually 
worn by petite women standing barely five 
tall without them. The average heel runs 
from 1" to 2 ~". A wide variety of quite 
feminine shoes are available in the 2" heel 
range and can be worn without driving the 
wearer's height into the clouds. On the 
other hand, a very low heel will tend to 
accentuate a large foot. The appearence of 
a large foot can be minimized by color and 
style selection - such as dark colored san
dals, open-toed or sling pumps. The trun
cated toe of these styles reduces the ap
parent lenght of the foot. By the way, 
most "open-toed" shoes are called "sandals" 
in the trade. Sandals (real sandals) can also 
be very comfortable which makes wearing 
heels a lot more fun. A purse matching 
your shoes is a nice combination and touch. 
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CLASSIFIED 

CA LIC. /IM8288 

LIN FRASER, M.A. I MFCC 
PSYCHOTHERAPIST 

SEX RELATED PROBLEMS-GENDER COUNSELING 

2538 CALIFORNIA STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94 1 1 5 

BY APPOINTMENT 

141 5) 922-9240 

~ 
Rozsa Efectro~sis Cfinic 

•
~ 9'\ ,, ) 

ll 'IJ 

'.lvfary '.\ facqam 'JWzsa. '!( 'E. 'Direct.or 

Permanent :'J../air '.'lp:nun•af_/Or Men t:7- 'llbmen 

fry :~ppcnntrru.'nt 

MARIA SCAFIDJ, M_A_ 

Marriage, Family, Child Counselor 
Intern No. 2420 

Transgender Counseling 

Certified Ortho-bionomist 

(707) 526-2500 Santa Rosa 

Clothin8 and lma8e Consultation 

Yvonne Wri8hl 

P 0 Box 1098 
J:)erkeb'. Ca. 94701 

df nne <Vitale Ph.. 2:). 
!P~chofo9icaf fJnf:E.'l.n 

(415) 6)3-8435 

Cow.u.ftant: §Ln;k, [JJ...ntity and d?Lfa.ud !Pwbfr.nu 

!Pu and !Pc»t-Opi:<ctti.,£ <Mak-to- '9tt.ma& !Put Couruzlinfj 

f'ERMANICNT HA.IR Rl!MOVAL 

Donna R. McDonald 
REGISTERED ELECTROLOGIST 

1237 PARK ST., SUITE 3 

AL-AMEDA, CALIF. 94!501 

408 249-2205 

769-8944 

MILDRED L. BROWN, PH.D. 
SEX THERAPY & EDUCATION 

GENDER IDENTITY COUNSELING 

700 W. PARR, SUITE K 1 523 FRANKLIN 
LOS GATOS, CA 95030 SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94109 

(212) 947-7773 

LEE'S MARDI GRAS ENT., INC. 
MAILORDER - BOUTIQUE 

A Full Line for the 
Transvestite & Transsexual 

HOURS: 12 NOON - 6 P.M. 
MONDAY THRU SATURDAY 

565 lOTH AVE. 2ND FLOOR 
NEW YORK , NY 10036 

ALISE MARTINEZ, R.N . , B.A. 
Director 

License No. V352772 

TS COUNSELING 
1550 California,#6201, San Francisco, 94109, (415) 387-6767 

Individual, Couple, Group 
Psychotherapy 

Gender Identity, 
Sex Counseling 

Alice Webb, M.s.w .. ACSW 
809 Church Street 

Galveston, Texes 77550 

(409] 783-8227 

Licensed Clinical Social Worker Certified Social Worker 
Calif. Lie# L 008530 
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TRANSSEXUAL VOICE 

A newsletter by and about transsexuals 
Published bi-monthly. 

Free Personal Ads 
$2.00 per issue. 
$12.00 per year. 

Make check/money order payable to: 
Phoebe Smith sending same to 764 North 
A venue, Hapeville, GA, 30354 

( 408) 773-1260 

DOREEN DANIELS, M.S. 
SPEECH & LANGUAGE PA THOLOG!ST 

505 W Olive, Suite 110 
Sunnvvale, CA 94086 

4meriran SMech /.nneuaee/llearin.e 
: 1 'fl.W>eiat1on ("prfi(ICOl inn 

Cali fnrnia Rnard nf MPrllcal 
EmminPr~ l.iceme SPJ527 

<Jem-r;/ashion 0 x.pressions 
157 W . 57T H STREET. S UITE 601, N E W YORK, N_ Y. 10019 

511u'Liel lJlive 
( 2 12) 5 8 2 -6823 

B Y A PPO I NTM EN T O NLY 

BREASTS 

L I N GERIE, FOUNDATIONS, 

B REAST FORMS 8c PADDING, 

COS M ETICS, W IGS, JEWELRY, 

S PORTSWEAR 8: DRE SSES, 

ALTERA TIONS 8c F ASH I O N S 

MADE-TO-ORDER. 

ANALYS I S - C OUN S E LI N G 

MAKE- UP 8c CHA R M S ESS IONS 

O N H O U R L Y BAS I S. 

CLINICAL PROSTHESES AT LOW PRICES, Mt\ILJ 
eERSONAL FITTl_NG_._ THIS AND OTHfR StlAPING 
lNFORMATION (~0¢). MY BOOKLET IHE 8REAST 
BUYERS GurnE- -TEcHNICAL lNFORMATioN AND 
TECHNIQUES HAS SIZE INFORMATION ($2,UJJ I 
EACH/BOTH REFUNDED WITH FIRST PURCHASE; 

KENNETH/KATHY PooLJ PH. D. J M. P. H, 
P. 0. Box 10031 
BERKELEYJ CA 94709 

DRESSES! BLOUSES! LINGERIE! 

SHOES+ 
(8 to 12 wide-wide) 

WIGS 

Bizarre & Fetish 
Clot hi rig Available 

Suite 8 
13837 Ventura Blvd. 

Sherman Oaks, CA 91423 

-call (213) 995-7195 for information! 
Better yet, come in and try our fashions 

or 
send $3.00 for catalog 

10 % off for GGA Members 

Strictly Confidential 

WRITIEN LIFETIME GUARA'NTEE ~- - : 

O~um-an tree El rctroli:zsis ~lu c. . . ' 
SPECIALIZING IN SENSITIVE SKIN 

free broc hure. 

PERMANENT RESUL_TS 

OR TREATMENTS ARE FREE 

f ;irnpa 1008 W Lineb;iugh l\ve 933-3187 
Clearwater 2351 Drew St 799-0616 

St Petersburg 350 66th St. N. 345-2667 
New Pen Richey 410 Boulevard S 847-3827 

ELECTROLYSIS TRAINING CENTER 
1008 W Linebaugh Ta01pa Fla 33612 933-31 87 

IN CHICAGO 

MEETING PLACE FOR THE GGA 's 
WINDY CITY CHAPTER 

All GGA Associates welcome! 

Take this coupon to Victoria's and receive 
one free dr ink. 



A HANDBOOK FOR TRANSSEXUALS, 
by Paula Grossman. 70 pp., published 
privately. This book is the blueprint! 
Eight years in the making. Tells what 
to do, how, why, w h ere, and even 
whom! An absolute must for all w ho 
contemplate a sex- reassignment. 
$5. 95 ppd., Grossman, 76 Norwood 
Ave., Plainfield, N .. J. 07060. 

SAN JOSE loc.a.:tlon 

Permanent Hair Removal 

RICK BOOHER 
LICENSED ELECTROLOGIST 

U13 Lincoln Annae, Salte 201 ~ 
San Jose, CA 95125 V 

(408) 993-1828 

SUBSCRIPTION COUPON 

Please send me a copy of the Phoenix 
Monthly-International® each month. 
Name 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-

Address 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-

Apartment Number 
~~~~~~~~~~~ 

City 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

State ZIP 
Annual subscription r a-t e-:--=T,_V_,/=T--=-s---$.-3.....,0,....."'""o o-=-.-
P rof essional - $35.00. Residents of Mexico 
and Canada add $6.00 for First Class post
age. Overseas residents, including Alaska 
and Hawaii, add $12.00 for First Class 
:;>ostage or $18.00 for Airmail Postage. All 
fees must be paid in U.S. currency. Make 
check/money order payable to GGA. Mail 
to POB 62283. Sunnyvale, CA 94088. 

MOVING? 

If you've moved or are planning to be 
sure to notify us so the PM-I will arrive 
at your address on time. 

New Address 
Name 
Addr-e-ss~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

City Stat_e ________ Z_l_P-----~ 
~~~~~~~- -~~-----

Old Address 

Glue your PM-I mailing label here. 

french maids 

wigs - stockings - bras 

waist cincher s - merry widows 

PHONE (415) 325-2200 
Ask for Operator One 
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Femme 1fJevspective 
. / ~ (408) 292-3133 

. . ........ ' 
Shopping Service - Cosmetic Counseling 

Professional Referral Services 
Feminine Etiquette Training 

Prosthetic Breast Fitting 
TS Escort Services 
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¥ • 
~ FEM-FASHIONS EXPRESSIONS ~ 
~ ISl WEST Sl STREET. SUITE 601 ~ 
~· NEW YORK. N.Y. 10(>19 ill 
~ MURIEL OLIVE (2lll Jl2-612l ill 
~ ~ 
~ ay Al'f'Oi'""'~"' Ort/1 ft. 

w " ~ FEM-FASHIONS EXPRESSIONS wu established several years ago on the ~ 
T premise that staning a female wardrobe or addin& to one should be a pleua.nt " = uplifting experience that is free from hassle. lt should be in an atmosphere of = 
¥ privacy and complete discretion. Muriel Olive is a lady who undentands you and " 
~ .. : your needs. The shop is located in a modem office building with a doonnan. 57 ~ 
'f- Street is a safe securC area. You arr &iven individual auention as we work by ~ 
¥ appointment only. Some services are on an hourly buis . Call for complete -., 
~: information. A 

¥ " = COUNSEUNG · WARDROBE PUNNING- MADE TO ORDER CLOllilNG = 
¥ ALTERATIONS - CHARM SESSIONS- DRESS AND MAKE UP SESSIONS " 
¥ AND ALSO INSTRUCTION - FIGURE AND SIZE ANALYSIS ~ = DECORUM LESSONS ~ 

¥ • " '- Gateway Gender Alliance Group information and applications ~ 

¥ Authorized to collect advance payments for Joyce Dewhurst events ,_ 
¥ • ~ 
~ PADDING• FALSIES TO BETTER SILICONE BREAST FORMS ~ 
""' ALSO HIP PADDING . PADDFD GIRDLES AND PANTIES " 

= . " ¥ WAIST CINCHERS - READY MADE AND MADE TO ORDER· CORSETS AND " 
~ CORSELETS-ALL-IN-ONES - BRAS· PANllES ·TAP PANTS· GARTER BELTS ~ 
..,. SLIPS · 112 SLIPS. NIGHT GOWNS· STOCKINGS AND PANTYHOSE .. 
¥ DRESSES - GOWNS. SLIT AND PLEATED SKIRTS - MINISKIRTS· BLOUSES ~ 
¥ BEACH SKIRTS - SKA TING OUTFITS · BA THING SUITS · SWEATERS· LEOT AllDS ~ 
-- MAm·s OUTFITS ··MAID .. TO ORDER - BAGS AND BELTS - JEANS ~ 
~ WIGS -SHOESANDBOOTS-COSME17CS-BESTBEARDCOVER/N1YECOUNTRY Ill 
""' JEWELRY-HANDBA.GS ;Ill 

= --""' OUT OF TOW!'r. SEND FOR oua ClJSTOM SIZE CHAaT AND CATALOG SHEETS J" l WE ACCEPT MASTERCAaD AND VISA WITH PLEASUaE 

•>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>->>>>> 

JANUS INF OR MA TION 
FACILITY 

under the direction of Paul A. Walker, 
Ph.D. provides referrals, pamphlets, 
reprint mat erial and conducts research. 

An a. · ~ "r"" contribution of $25.00 
or morE , . _sted since the Facility 
is depenent on private donations and 
funding. 

The Facility welcomes 
professionals willing to 
referral list. 

the names of 
be on our 

1 etters from post-operative gender 
reas :: ignment individuals concerning 
their adjust ment in their new life are 
welcomed. 

Address all correspondence to: 
Pau l A. Walker, Ph.D. 

1952 Union Street 
CA 94123 

FEELING FEMININE ? 
• 

WE SPECIALIZE 

EXTRA LARGE 

IN FROM PETITE TO 

SIZES FOR TV'S 

GLAMOURWEAR IN STOCK-

STILETTO HEEL 110 SHOES, KNEE BOOTS 8 THIGH 
BOOTS - HEELS 3 11 to 6° SIZES 3 to 12 

CORSETRY, LINGERIE, UNDERWEAR, DRESSES, SKIRTS, 
BLOUSES, UNIFORMS, WIGS AND ACCESSORIES 

- SIZES to so" BUST -

ALSO AN OUTSTANDING DRESS 8 SHOEMAKING SERVICE 

SEND FOR OUR COLOR CATALOG - $ 3.00 

STAGEDOOR- USA 

P.O. BOX 1682 

KENNER, LA. 70063 

(A 01v;s10N OF STAGE DOOR LTD, LONDON) 



YVla1ftha A mes 
(408) 734-3773 

Published monthly by 

ctA:.,. ;,~ 1.Jore-.. /., ~ .• ~. 
200 Main Street 

Tennent, N.J. 07763-0200 
201-363-8500 

Annual Subsaiption: 
$18.00 USA 

$24.00 Canada 
$42 .00 Overseas 

Transvestian is published by Tania Volen, 200 Main Street, Ten
nent, New Jersey, 07763-0200. All rights reserved on entire con
tents. Nothing may be reproduced, in whole or in part without 
written permission from the publisher. The publisher assumes 
no responsibility for unsolicited materials. All manuscripts, 
photos artwork must be accompanied by return postage. The 
use of models· photos to illustrate features does not impiy that 
the models are in anyway connected with the subject matter. 
All models are 18 years of age or older. 

The TRANSVESTIAN Is a registered trademark of Tania Volen, Inc. 

1~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
~ ~ 
~ - ~ 
~ WANTED ~ 

~ ARTICLES ~ 
~ d ~ ~ fact/fiction - humorous, sa , ~ 
~ informational, etc. ~ 00 (!fi:) 

~ POEMS ~ 
~ ~ 
~ DRAWINGS, ILLUSTRATIONS ~ 
~ original or clip-art. ~ 

~ PHOTOS ~ 
~ Individual or group ~ 
~ ~ 
~ Send items to: GGA, POB 62283,Sunnyvale, ~ 
~ CA 94088 ~ 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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