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WE CAN'T FLOURISH IN A VACUUM
Since the dawn of journalism, editors have constantly attempted to impress their readers with the idea that the success
of any publication which conscientiously tries to serve its
readers depends largely upon those same readers• active response.
The cry has been sounded time and again: "This is your magazine.
What it becomes is up to you!"
Certainly this is true of TURNABOUT, whose purpose it is to
offer a medium for expression of ideas, attitudes, and opinions
of TVs and others interested in the field. It does not matter
whether these ideas differ fr0111 those held by the editors.

THE MYTH OF THE LATENT FEMININITY
:IN THE MALE
By HUGO G. SEIGEL, Ph.D.
Certain myths which are raJDpant among transvestites pretend
to explain some men's cross-dressing compulsion. One of these
tales proposes that the male transvestite is endowed with a female soul and, by adopting feminine mannerisms and apparel, he
seeks to express his hindered femininity.

A case in point is the article by our friend Or. Hugo Seigel
which begins on the opposite page. We may disagree with what
Dr. Seigel says, but his years of practicing psychotherapy and
his record of treating TV problems make it imperative that his
voice be heard.

The transvestite writers and speechmakers who travel on and
on with this line modestly hint that the combination of masculinity and femininity in one person is an ideal. With the noble
trait of femininity in his male body, they say, the transvestite
is more closely aligned with perfection than the ordinary "square"
who has only one sex - or rather "gender," as they would genteelly put it - at his diaposal.

Naturally, we - or any of our readers - have the option
of replying to Dr. Beigel's attack upon certain sacred cows in
our midst, and, in a spirit of friendly debate, the editor of
TURNABOUT has exercised that option on page 6 of this issue.

It's about time we examined this flattering and, therefore,
widely repeated idea.

The point we are laboring to make is simple: No idea is so
outrageous, no opinion is so controversial as to be denied an
airing in TURNABOUT. We've said it many times: Ideas do not offend us, but their suppression or repression do.
TURNABOUT cannot become the kind of magazine we want it to
be without your help. in the form of articles, stories, lettersto-the-editor, photos (color or black-and-white). We do not expect polished writing; our function as editors is to supply the
polishing and editing needed without altering the author's ideas.
It is to our advantage to present your material in the best possible manner.

The combination of male and female sexual characteristics in
one organism is called he;maph£oditism. As a wish-dream fantasy,
the depiction of human beings of this type occurs in ancient mythology and art and, in modern times, in the vivid imaginings of the
lone masturbator.
In reality, complete male-femaleness occurs only on the lower
rungs of the phylogenetic scale. Of course, using the word "lower"
instead of "earlier" in speaking about the evolutionary process
may be interpreted as an unfair value judg111ent: Creatures on the
level of the earthworm may be better off than humans. But the
course of development appears to be irreversible, and humans are
divided into two sexes - male and female.

The alternative to a more active participation by you in
TURNABOUT's future is a magazine which is staff-written. Unlike
other writers in the field, TURNABOUT'S editors do not pretend
to be "representative TVs," much less the ultimate authorities
on the 1ubject of transvestism. Without your help, TURNABOUT
can never become a valid reflection of the TV community.

To be sure, it does happen occasionally that males develop
some of the female sex characteristics and females some of the
male sex characteristics. These so-called pseudohermaphrodites
do not confirm the claim that the combination of both sexes in
one person makes for greater perfection. On the contrary, medicopsychological findings indicate that the "plus" is a defect which
in practically all known cases is also reflected in the physical
and mental capabilities of the pseudohermaphrodite.

Now that TURNABOUT has become a quarterly publication 0 many
of its problems have been solved. How much we are able to stay
on this new schedule depends largely on how much help you are
willing to give - and how much you really care.

Fortunately, transvestites do not belong to this intersex
group. They have sometimes been termed "psychic intersexes" because physically their sex is beyond doubt. This naturally poses
the question of whence the alleged femininiry in such a male comes.

Transvestism never works well in isolation, we have found.
And neither can TURNABOUT flourish in a vacuum. Write us now
and let us know that you do care.

Certainly the wish to be a giant does not make a little boy
a giant. Does, then, the desire to be a female make a man a girl
and does the act of dressing like. a girl and imitating her mannerisms prove that the transvestite has the workings of a female
soul?

•
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First of all, what is a "soul?"
One of the scientific achievements which allowed humankind
to break t .h rough the cloud of religious legends was the shedding
of the concept of the prevailing body-soul dualism.
This concept taught that the body was a shell i .n to which God blew his
breatll - the soul. Today the term soul is in disrepute among
scientists, not because they deny that there is more to a human
than that which can be perceived by outside agencies but because
they try to avoid the prescientific connotations of this term.
Instead, we speak of the 11 mind 11 or of tile "psyche. 11 There
is no harm in using the word 11 soul 11 as long as it, like the other
two, signifies that intangible emanation of the living organism
which is the functional correlate to impressions made upon a unit
of cells, glands, nerves, muscles, and so on and which results in
thinking, feeling, and acting,
As regards the sexes, the functional correlates to the organic differences can be observed in purity only in the infrahuman species. The human subgroups have a tendency to emphasize
and augxnent the existing distinctions and thus develop so-called
11 sex roles," which comprise manners, behavior and occupational
activities, rights, obligations, the expression of thoughts and
emotions, and, among many additional things, the way of dressing
and ornamenting the body.
With respect to organic sex and its functional efflux, male
transvestites do not come any closer to femininity than other men.
In all of them, hormonal over- or underactivity or glandular defects may be responsible for effeminacy in the appearance and,
to a very minor extent, in the behavior - for instance, the voice.
But deviations from the normal relation of androgens and estrogens
are no more frequent among transvestites than they would be among
a random sample of the male population.
Recent studies, furthermore, have shown that transvestites
stay also within the normal range of other physiological factors
whose imbalance can indicate sex confusion, such as chromosomal
sex and sex chromatins. All of which is to say that the vast
majority of transvestites are organically normal. Consequently,
there is a zero correlation between transvestic tendencies and
physiological sex conflicts.
What the female-soul enthusiasts call the expression of a
latent femininity in the male, therefore, is not inborn. Nature
is all but infallible - but to accuse it of having created the
desire for high heels, earrings, artificial eyelashes, velvet or
satin, or other artifacts which do not occur in nature is worse
than calumny; it is stupid!
In craving and using this implements, the transvestite does
not express a God-given female soul or a nature-implanted femininity but only his ability to imitate the devices which some societies have invented to accentuate the differences between the
sexes. Cross-dressing, therefore, is as much an expression of
a misplaced femininity as swimning is proof of one's decendence
from the fish.
We who are the contemporaries of jet planes, a considerably
increased longevity, and effective contraception are a far cry

4 •

The Roundtable

TIJRNABOUT

from omniscience, but we do know a few things for certain. One
of these is that devils do not vacation in the human body, thus
making witches of us. Another is that the spirits of dead persons do not return to be reborn in their grandsons,
In spite of this, some TVs would like us to believe tha t a
female psyche can settle in a male body. They want society to
act its age, be modern, and achieve sufficient advancement to
tolerate harmless deviatory behavior such as cross-dressing , but
at the same time they want society to be silly enough to swallow
a mental brew fashioned from a twelfth-century recipe. Do they
try to deceive others or do they believe the incredible because
it seems to exculpate them ?
Transvestism does not harm society either materi ally or morally, but there is no doubt that the phenomenon is a behavior
disorder that indicate s a personality disturbance. However much
its causes differ, they are always embedded in the environmental
conditions of the individual's childhood. The effec ts o f such
conditioning, therefore, .£.!!! be changed.
The great difficulty in weaning transvestites from their compulsion lies in the weakness of their motivation toward removing
this behavior pattern from their lives. Cross-dre ssing controls
its causative anxieties to some extent and is, therefore, relieving in its effect, whereas giving itp this 11 innocuous pleasure"
threatens to stir up depression and withdrawal reactions.
By keeping up the myth of an innate femininity, TVs try to
convince the world of the compulsiveness of their acts and themselves of their unimpaired mental health. Yet anything which
becomes a compulsion indicates sickness and, in many cases, the
seemingly innocuous 11 habit 11 has terminated in a psychosis.
Many transvestites know that for them dressing i.s no longer
what it used to be; the symptom, when expressed, no longer ward s
off anxieties but, instead, impairs proper functioning and rous es
reality fears. They would like to be rid of the spirits which
they once called upon for help in their emotional misery, but
their very intention i.s blocked by the effects of self-decep tion .
These TVs play with the thought of therapy but never try it,
They are persuaded - or persuade themselves - that it would be
useless. Who can fight nature's most advanced design ? Thus, they
seek their meager joys in the company of those who ha ve convinced
themselves that by wearing lace panties and rubber breasts, they
are demonstrating the greatness of the eternal feminine in themselves,

D
D

D
DD

Hugo George Seigel was born in Vienna, Austria, and
studied psychology in both Vienna and Zurich, earning
his Ph.D. degree at the University of Vienna in 1924.
After coming to the United States, Dr. Seigel taught
normal and abnormal psychology at Long Island University Graduate School. Since 1930, he has been in private practice as a psychotherapist and as a consultant
in personal and sexual problems. The foregoing article
was written specially for publication in TURNABOUT. DD
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ONE MAN'S MYTH IS ANOTHER'S POISON
By SIOBHAN FREDERICKS
or. Hugo Beigel 1 11 provocative article debunking "the girl
within" theory of transvestism will doubtless disturb many of
nJRNABOUT 1 11 readers. Speaking as a transvestite, I must admit
it disturbed me, not because of the philosophic/scientific arguments put forth but rather because of the attitude which the
article reveals on the part of its author, a prominent psychotherapist with considerable experience in treating TVs.
The arguments or. Beigel presents and the words he uses to
clothe them in show a sincere belief that (1) the act of crossdressing is fraught with danger to the individual's mental wellbeing; (2) the compulsion to cross-dress is prims facie evidence
of progressive mental deterioration leading to psychosis; and
(3) claims of an "inner femininity" on the part of the transvestite may be dismissed as nothing more than a rationalization
by which he makes peace with his guilt.
These judgments, of course, are debatable, but they may be
seen as basically scientific in their orientation and founded
on or. Beigel's observations of the highly troubled TVs who seek
his help. Above and beyond or. Beigel's scientific opinions,
however, lurks an intruding patina of emotion which borders on
righteous wrath. He seems indignant that TVs persist in a compulsive activity which brings them pleasure and release and
that they dare attempt to explain their deviation from socially
accepted behavior patterns by such oversimpl:ifications as "the
girl within" or "an inner femininity."
Although l am not qualified to dictate the manner in which
a professional psychotherapist approaches the plight of the TV,
l doubt that moral indignation, however well controlled, is the
most valid route to a solution of the TV's dilemma.
Admittedly, the target of or. Beigel•s attack is a particularly vulnerable one. The "girl within" theory of transvestism
is loudly touted by at least one other TV publication, and its
proponents have pushed it to the height of absurdity. The dualgender concept is much too easy an explanation for a phenomenon
as complex as transvestism, and most TVs who claim the presence
of this mystical feminine inner self do so as a sop for their
uneasy consciences.
Nonetheless, duality of personality can exist in severely
disturbed individuals, and who can say that some TVs do not
fall within that category? Until a definitive study of transvestism is performed, the possibility of a genuine "girl within"
cannot be entirely ruled out of existence.
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Some TVs carry the "girl within" theory a step beyond the
dual-gender concept by claiming to have "the soul of a woman in
the body of a man," thus adding the anima principle to the semantic confusion surrounding transvestism. What they are really
trying to do is to explain their desire to croa11-dre11s to those
who are not TVs and who cannot be expected to understand.
Unfortunately, or. Beigel takes their explanation at facevalue and goes on to debunk the idea of "body-soul dualism."
Moat TVs are aware that one's psychic components -- the conscious
mind, the subconscious mind, and the personality -- cannot exist
separately from the body but are intimately involved with the
body's endocrine and central nervous systems and one another.
In the light of such knowledge, I find it strange that or.
Beigel totally rejects the possibility of hormonal influences
on the TV's behavior and flatly states that "deviations from the
normal relation of androgens and estrogens are not more frequent
among transvestites than in a random sample of the male populatio:l." How does he know? When were such studies of TVs and such
a random sampling ever made in sufficient depth to either prove
or disprove the hypothesis that hormone imbalance plays a role
in the development of transvestic behavior?
In the absence of such definitive studies, such a statement
can only be an educated guess. My own thinking is that environment probably plays the most important role in the making of a
TV, but I am also aware that each human being is biologically
two-sexed, that each human being has attributes which society
labels "masculine" and "feminine," and that no two human beings
have precisely the same proportion of "masculinity" and 11 f emininity11 because each human being is unique unto himself.
What is most distressing about Or. Beigel's article is his
attempt to equate transvestism with sickness. He says, "anything
which becomes a compulsion indicates sickness," claiming that
"in many cases, the seemingly innocuous habit has terminated in
a psychosis." Let's examine these points one at a time.
Many psychotherapists believe that compulsions indicate
sickness without ever critically examining that concept. Some
persons, however, have a compulsion toward personal cleanliness
so strong that they feel physically uncomfortable when they are
dirty. Others have compulsions toward telling the truth, toward
treating their fellow men with decency, toward protecting their
loved ones. Are these compulsions viewed as symptoms of illness?
Of course not ••• they are socially acceptable behavior traits!
Transvestism is not a socially acceptable behavior pattern,
and psychotherapists seem to have a tendency to characterize any
compulsion toward an activity which violates social taboos as a
symptom of sickness. It seems to make no difference that the
taboo itself may be as outmoded or illogical as the body-soul
dualism which or. Seigel denounces so emphatically .
The grim prognosis that transvestism often leads to psychosis is also difficult to swallow, especially since Or. Bei2el
Spring 1965
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fails to define his use of the word "psychosis" or to specify
what kind of psychosis the TV is predestined toward.
The term "psychosis" once served as a convenient catch-all
for virtually every behavior disorder, but modern-day psychiatry
restricts it to apply to the more severe disturbances, those
which are caused either by a disruption in the functioning of
a segment of the brain or a deterioration of or injury to the
structure of a brain segment.
How, then, does Or. Seigel relate such a profound type of
disorder to transvestism? Does he mean that continual crossdressing somehow damages the brain or disturbs its function?
I doubt that Or, Seigel is capable of such an absurdity.
Perhaps he means that transvestism leads eventually to
transsexualism and believes that transsexualism is a form of
psychosis -- a conclusion presented by some therapists who ware
frustrated in their attempts to divert transsexuals from their
pursuit of a sex-change. Transsexualism, in itself, is no more
a form of psychosis than is transvestism an automatic predisposition to transsexualism.
Understandably , Or. Seigel makes much of the transvestite's
unwillingness to undergo a cure for his condition. his weakness
of motivation toward ridding himself of cross-dressing once and
for all through psychotherapy, Assuming that transvestism is a
symptom of some childhood or adolescent personality disturbance,
which is the better course to follow -- treating the symptom by
raking up the psychic muck of the past during years of therapy
or leaving well enough alone?
If a TV finds his aberration from the social norm a real
source of anguish or a truly disruptive element in his life
situation, then I would certainly encourage him to seek a "cure"
if such exists. However, he should beware of any therapy which
eliminates only the symptom of cross-dressing and leaves him in
a situation where he is so obsessed with resisting the urge to
dress that he cannot devote proper attention to llhe more important functions in his life,
All too frequently, this is the case with TVs who have
"kicked the habit. 11 Where the TV, prior to therapy, had been
satisfied with occasional cross-dressing episodes, he finds himself devoting nearly all his mental energy to dogged denial of
the TV compulsion and making a virtual fetish out of his "cure."
What really lies behind the compulsion of psychotherapists
to "cure" deviant behavior? Or. Robert Lindner said: "Nonconformity and mental illness have become synonymous. The rebellious, the non-conformist, is considered sick and subject to
all the arts science can fashion to cure him of his 'sickness.•
These arts are specifically designed to restore the individual
to conformity. Therapies may masquerade as a boon to the deviant and a humanitarian modification of historic prejudice and
hate, but they are, in fact, but another way to obtain the conformance our dangerously petrifying institutions demand." • •
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CONFESSIONS OF A SHAGGY DOG
By PERRO LE CHIEN
The story which I am about to tell will amaze some readers,
annoy others, and stupefy a few. But I don't care. If I am to
preserve what's left of my tottering sanity, I must get the whole
shabby thing off my chest.
You may well as k -- as did the editors of this magazine -what my story has to do with the general subject matter covered
by TURNABOUT. No reasonable answer to this question is possible.
Suffice it to say that the observant reader may find certain oblique parallels between my case history and those sordid
confessionals which grace the pages of other TV-type publications.
(Perhaps I should add here that unimaginative geometrician• may
find the phrase "oblique parallels" a contradiction in terms,
but I won•t. I'm too far gone for such piddling details.)
Such has been the extent of my desperation that I have been
searching everywhere for help and for understanding of my dileama :
The Humane Society ••• the ASPCA ••• even the Bide-A-Wea Home.
They have flatly refused to have anything to do with me.
The thinking of veterinarians is not much more advanced,
if I am to judge by some of the unkind things they said about me,
calling me "pervert," "monster," and -- more kindly -- "deviate."
You see, gentle reader, my problem is that I have the soul
of a dog in the body of a man. Outwardly, I appear to be a
physically normal male human being of medium height and average
build with soft brown eyes and no distinguishing characteristics
other than an abnormally cold nose, a habit of panting heavily
in warm weather, and rather large eye-teeth (sometimes referred
to as the "canine" teeth).
Yet, beneath all this lives the 11 dog within," pacing back
and forth and gnawing away at the very foundations of my sanity.
Living with such a secret being inside me is often more than I
can stand. I must tell someone and, as a last resort, I am taking the opportunity offered by the kindly editors of TURNABOUT
to tell my pitiful tale to all who are brave enough to listen.
Confession, I am told, is good for the soul. Frankly, 1!r£ soul
would rather have its ears scratched or a nice pat on the hea d.
All I want from life, gentle reader, is to lie down before
a crackling hearthfire and chew on an old slipper or a properly
aged soupbone. Or to be taken out for a nice romp in a meadow
where I can chase sticks thrown by some understanding person or
flush out a covey of quail. Alas, this was not meant to be.
The constant conflict between what the conventional world
expects from me and the demands made by my inner canininity has
reached such a magnitude that it blights my life.
Spring 1965
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For instance, there's my job. As publicity director for a
large manufacturer of dog biscuits, I have been criticized for
having an overly subjective approach to creating advertisements
for our product (which, incidentally is simply delicious).
Or take my relationships with other human beings. A former
friend characterized me as having all the attributes of a dog
except loyalty. I realize now that he did not mean it as a compliment, but I viewed it as such at the time, much to his consternation.
And, finally, consider my love life •••• Well, gentle
reader, I hardly think a family magazine such as TURNABOUT is
the proper place to discuss ~I
Where did this preoccupation with dogdom begin? Far back
in the dear dim days of my childhood the "dog within" was born
- or, if you prefer, whelped. My earliest recollection of my
incipient puppyhood revolves around my father, a huge, hearty,
jovial man whom I dearly despised and who would barge ·into my
bedroom at the crack of dawn each morning and rouse me from my
slumbers with a huge, hearty, jovial greeting: "Time to get up,
me boy! Rise and shine! Time to pop out of yer bed all brighteyed and bushy-tailed!"
Oh, gentle reader, how I hated that rude awakening! Every
morning of my young life, it was the same -- not a word, not a
syllable of this horrible, degrading salutation ever changed.
And then, one terrible morning, the inevitable happened. I
~woke up bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and making low,
growling noises deep in my throat.
After they pried my teeth loose from my huge, hearty, jovial
father's throat, I was sent away to live, for a time, with my
grandparents, who operated a nice little ranch where they raised
Irish wolfhounds.
My grandpa and grandma were both very kind to me. While
they couldn't hope to fully understand me, they were nice enough
to let me sleep out in the kennels on warm nights. The Irish
wolfhounds didn't really understand me, either, but they too were
kind just so long as I took no more than my share of the bones.
Those were the happiest days of my life - the long-lost days
of my puppyhoodl
As I grew to maturity, I learned that the world would never
quite understand the needs of my soul. I became quite cagy in
my attempts to conceal my innermost desires. As I progressed
through high school, there were several love affairs with girls,
but, as you might expect, these attachments were doomed from
the start, being only puppy-love.
Appropriately enough, I took my college education at Duke
University (something about the name appealed to me), where I
matriculated in the Department of Parapsychology, majoring in
lycanthropy, the study of werewolfism. I enjoyed my classwork,
even though the laboratory sessions were enough to give one
paws.
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real frustrations began after graduation.

More and more,

my wild canine spirit resented being curbed by the demands of
social conformity. The neighbors took to complaining about my

habit of baying at the full moon. Obviously, they were unaware
of my overpowering urge for self-expression. The girls in my
office complained about my wolfish leers which, unfortunately,
were completely unintentional - not directed at them. And, to
make matters worse, it was only through the utmost self-control
that I was able to pass by a tree or a fireplug without stopping
for a sniff or two to see who was new in the neighborhood.
One day in my late twenties, I discovered that I was not
alone in my misery. Picking up one of the strange little publications sold from under bookshop counters, I saw an ad for the
FCK (the Foundation for Canine ExpreBSion). At first, I was
suspicious of organizational activities, being something of a
lone wolf since my sad experience with trying to join the A erican Kennel Club, a snobbish bunch who rejected my applic.a tion on
the grounds of insufficient pedigree.
Finally, I summoned up the courage to write to the FCR. I
suppose this first letter, duly signed with a nom de chien and
paw-print, revealed some of the fear and trembling within my
shaggy breast. But it waa quickly rewarded with an application
to join FCE, and this gave me a new leash on life. Not even
the questionnaire, which delved deep into my doggiest aecrets,
discouraged me now.
Once accepted into FCK and awarded my lifetime correspondence code number, thoughtfully engraved on a dogtag, I eagerly
purchased all the back issues of the official FCK publication,
ARFPEGGIO, and spent hours with my quivering nose buried deep
in fascinating articles on such topics as what to do about fleas,
how to scratch one's ear with one's hind foot, and where to obtain bootleg testosterone guaranteed to make one's body hair
grow in luxurious abundance.
As soon as an invitation to attend the next meeting of the
local FCE chapter arrived, I quickly purchased a beautiful formal
dog suit equipped with a realistic tail which wagged via an ingenious mechanism and a set of gleaming ivory fangs capable of
crunching the toughest bone into powder.
The night of my fateful debut into organized dogdom arrived.
Carefully donning the perfectly fitting dog suit, I stood enraptured before the full-length mirror, turning this way and
that, posing and primping shameleBSly.
Oh, gentle reader, if you only knew the glorious feeling of
freedom I experienced that night as I loped along the boulevard
on my way to the meeting. the intriguing scent of the official
FCE perfume ("Le Mutt") trailing behind me. No passer-by would
have dreamed I waa not what I appeared to be - a handsome St.
Bernard. Even the little brandy barrel hitting my throat at
every bound failed to dampen my sense of utter fulfillment.
Ala•. the chapter . .eting turned out to be a bitter antiSpring 1965
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climax to what began as the most exciting evening of my lif a. I
found a mere handful of people, none of them "dressed" (as I
like to call it) in proper canine style, sitting rather tensely
on their haunches in a circle around a rather outlandish creature attired in a French poodle suit which fit badly.
When I dashed exuberantly into the room, I secretly was
hoping to be greeted with a chorus of wolf-whistles. This may
not seem so important to you, gentle reader, but until you have
heard a whistling wolf, you've not really lJJ!.!g. Instead of the
warm welcome I'd expected, my brash entrance was greeted with
stony silence and a biting admonition from the lecturer, who
turned out to be chapter president. As I sat, crestfallen, in
the corner, the lecturer went on with a dogged dissertation on
the gross impropriety of chasing cats and the dangers brought
upon the FCE "cause" by embattlecf cat-lovers in retaliation for
such conduct.
After an hour or two, the lecture concluded amid a dutiful
chorus of yips and growls signifying applause. Before I slunk
from the room with my tail between my legs and a hangdog look
on my face, I learned that my lil!LP.A!. had been a serious one,
as members were not allowed to attend meetings "dressed," a
right which was reserved only for the top dog, as it were.
To make the evening a total disaster, I was arrested on my
way home on charges of not having a city dog license, of violating the leash law, and of illegal transport of alcoholic beverages (the little brandy barrel on my collar was not properly
sealed). At that point, I fear, I completely lost my head and
bit the arresting officer on the leg with my brand-new fangs.
The case is still under appeal, although I'm happy to report
that the officer recovered quite nicely, with only a slight limp.
And so, gentle reader, you can see that a dog's life is not
nearly what it's cracked up to be - especially when the dog you
are is a "dog within," and something of a dog in the manger, at
that.
While that dreadful experience with FCE left its scars on
my canine ego - even worse than the scars I left upon that poor
policeman - I still persist in my hopeless pursuit of the ultimate dogdom. I have collected a complete wardrobe of doggy disguises, but my only outlet is to occasionally venture out late
at night. Sometimes, I feel moved to strike a blow for freedom
by visiting the city parks and uprooting all the "No Dogs Allowed"
signs, thereby baffling the police with what they believe is
senseless vandalism. But most of the time life is less eventful
than that.
In closing, gentle reader, I'd like to pass on a bit of homespun philosophy from the pen of Ezra Pound:

••
12 •

When I consider the curious habits of dogs,
I must conclude that man is the superior animal.
But when I consider the curious habits of man,
I tell you, friend, I am puzzled.
Satire
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TRANSVESTISM AND THE LAW
ARREST WITHOUT TRIAL

Part 2:

By PEGIE VAL ADDAIR

The idea of being arrested while dressed as a woman was an
event I had only vaguely contemplated before the catastrophic
night it finally happened. Many factors led to my arrest, some
so personally unique as to make my experience inapplicable to
others. However, telling the story will demonstrate what ~
happen to an individual who dares go forth in society dressed
as a female.
I had been under tremendous pressure - what I call "a rage
to dress" - and undergoing stress resulting from an abrupt
change of work, from that of an inside store clerk for ten years
to that of a salesman traveling through six states in the Midwest. I was dressing and going out night after night after night,
and here I was again in a small city of 20,000, fresh from enjoying a leisurely dinner in a restaurant.
The officer was on the opposite side of the street when I
nonchalantly walked across the intersection. When he said, "Hey!
come here a minute," I was astonished to discover he meant ~·
I tried to stay calm, but inside I was terrified as he asked to
see inside my purse. I had trouble unzipping it and when I did
get it open, he turned his flashlight into it and looked. Then
he asked my name.
"Pegie ••• Pegie Val Addair," I answered, still hoping I
could brazen my way out of whatever this was all about. But his
next question floored me: 11 Why are you dressed as a woman?"
Of course, this was it. He frisked me right there on the
main street of town, and as we walked to the police station, l
tried explaining that I'd gotten started dressing at a party
and that now and then I feel like doing it again. He listened
to me but could not understand. It had to be more than this;
there had to be some logical - probably criminal - reason.
As I learned at the police station, the officer hadn't just
"read" me on the street, he had a description of me, tentative
at best - "a person in a cream-colored car coat, black slacks,
and low-heel pumps; medium height; black hair; seen in a drug
store and thought by two women clerks to be a man dressed as a
woman." I was astounded to have been read by the two clerks.
As l painfully recalled every moment I'd been in the store, I
realized that a number of factors combined to give me away.
For one thing, I'd forgotten to carry lipstick so as to replenish my makeup after eating. I became nervous as I bought
cigarettes and, after dropping a dime on the floor, I tried to
pick it up with gloves on and botched the job. Then, while
struggling for composure, I let too !ll\1ch masc.,line tone ,. .. ~ in
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my voice while ordering cigarettes. However, by that time, I
had my nervousness under control and casually walked back out
onto the street, believing that nothing was wrong. Returning
to my hotel room, I applied fresh lipstick, picked up an order
I wanted to mail to my company, and went to -the post office.
But now it was too late to consider all the things that
went wrong ••• that I should have had a hotel room with better
lighting to aid in a convincing makeup job ••• that I should
have been wearing high heels, nylons, and a skirt ••• that I
should have been carrying sufficient makeup with me.
Six officers were in the police station now. As each new
one came in, one of the others would point at me and say: "How•d
you like to shack up with her tonight?" The newly arrived would
look at me, not understanding what the other cop meant, and then
they'd break the news that I was a man. They'd all roar with
laughter and anxiously wait for the next new arrival.
Along with the kidding and the horseplay and the sadistic
jibes that went on for the next four days was intermixed the
very serious business of finding out ~ I was walking the
streets of their city disguised as a woman. I became aware that
I was the personification of suspicion, every facet of my life
became the property of the police, and this made any consideration of my constitutional or human rights of no consequence.
One officer wanted to know why I had used the name "Pegie
Val Addair" when I was approached; I told him it just came to
mind. But now they were rifling my billfold and purse, and I
learned the rueful lesson that a TV should never ~ carry anything while dressed which connects him with his employer or his
family, In the purse was a huge sum of money and checks made
out co my company as payment for sales I'd made that week.
"Check forgery your racket?" they wanted to know and began
questioning me relentlessly. Some of the officers seemed to accept my explanation that dressing and going out were like alcoholism ~ once hooked, you have to do it every ~o often. I had
photos of Pegie, and they examineij them so as to establish that
I'd been doing this for years. I thought perhaps my explanation
would be accepted enough that I'd only have to spend one night
in jail. But that hope was dashed when I discovered they were
checking me out of my hotel and were bringing my belongings to
the police station.

Friday morning, when the city police came for me, I was yet
hopeful of being released, but once back at the police station
the complexion of things changed. The police chief was highly
auspicious and questioned me savagely on everything from bogus
check passing to narcotics. Peculiarly, he seemed convinced I
was a professional impersonator he'd seen at a night club.
The assistant chief had other ideas. He'd missed the fun
of the night before. After mug shots and fingerprints were taken pf me, he insisted they needed mug shots of Pegie. Another
officer, who seemed more sympathetic than the others, suggested
I dress from the waist up only and thus humor the assistant chief.
A most unique experience, indeed, dressing at the very direction of the police after they'd earlier warned me never to
(o such a thing again. Under their watchful eyes, I had to ap.PlY full makeup, bra, blouse, and wig. Needless to say, the
mug shots · of Pegie on that tumultous morning will never appear
in TURNABOUT or, I hope, anywhere.
While the mug shots were being taken, the full horror of
the assistant chief's plan unfolded. He made me sit on a stool
in the center of the room and drape my coat over my male trousers and oxfords then he'd lead various men into the room and
•
tell each one, "I'll
give you fifty bucks if you'll mount h er. "
As terrible as I must have looked with tears screaming down my
face, I could hardly have been attractive, but one man almost
cook the assistant chief's offer until he was told the score.
The assistant chief's game was an ordeal beyond comprehension, and it sickened some of the policemen who had to watch it.
Finally, I was allowed to wash off the makeup and dress again
in my male clothes, whereupon the strange ambivalence of the
assistant chief presented itself.
As the chief resumed his dogged questioning of me, the assistant chief reminded him that I had not done anything against
the law. "Hell, women wear men's clothes all the time," he said,
"so what's this guy done? We have no law he's violated." But
his unexpected defense made no difference, and I was taken back
co the county jail while they continued their investigation of me.

This was a Thursday night, and a very miserable night indeed! More embarrassment was my lot at the County Jail, where
the sheriff wanted a matron to examine me to make sure whether
I was male or female or in-between, Finally, I was allowed to
stay with the trustees on the second floor, where I then lay
in my bunk and cried myself to sleep.

At this point I was still debating whether or not to phone
boss ~ or just how I should spend my one allotted call. I
kept hoping I'd be released sometime that day. As I lay in my
bunk, still afraid co look the other prisoners in the eye, I began reevaluating my situation. Then a horrible realization came
to me: I had a revolver in !l'Y. suitcase!
I'd completely forgotten about it. I'd kept the gun for
protection on the road but recently had removed the chamber from
the gun's framework and wrapped it in a plastic bag. But I knew
the revolver's discovery would be the one thing the police were
looking for, no matter what condition it was in. My suitcase sat
right beside the chief's desk; of course, he'd go through it. I
had to secure my release somehow before he did.
Finally, I pleaded with the jail authori ties to let me call
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One break was their allowing me to wash of'f my makeup and
dress as a man before they took me off to the County Jail, whose
facilities the city used. I must have set a speed record for
changing back into my male clothes.
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my boss and they finally agreed. I told my boss nothing more
than that I'd been arrested and was in jail, preferring him to
get any explanation from the local authorities. He promised to
get busy on his end and find out what was happening.
When the evening paper came out, I expected a detailed,
front-page coverage of my arrest, but there was only a small
item which did not give my name, my company's name, or what
city I was from. I spent a more relaxed Friday night.
Saturday dragged by. I was more used to jail routine by
then and fraternized more with other prisoners, who regarded me
with complete nonchalance and thought nothing of my "crime."
On Sunday, I discussed my plight with a fellow prisoner, a
trustee who was sympathetic. Since he was allowed off the jail
premises, he agreed to place a collect call to my mother. and I
knew she'd immediately phone my boss and find out why nothing
was being done about my release. The maximum 72-hour limit for
a prisoner to be held without charge placed against him was approaching, but the nightmare of the revolver in my suitcase was
wearing my nerves ragged.

HELEN

The trustee returned with the news that he'd spoken to my
mother and it was her understanding that I should have been released long before now. My character had been vouched for; the
chief had talked to my boss; but I was still being held.
At 6 p.m. ~ nearly 72 hours after my arrest ~ the city
police came for me and, on the way to the station, they hinted
I'd probably come back to the county jail. I knew the revolver
had been found, and indeed it had. It was lying on the desk,
still dismantled, the shell-chamber still in the plastic bag.

A TURNABOUT GALLERY
PAUU.

The questioning began. Why the gun? What about the letters (to other TVs) in my suitcase? What about the strange magazines? Should he turn me over to the postal authorities?
"I thought you said you weren't queer?" he asked at one
point, indicating one of the TV magazines. He kept grilling me,
trying to make me admit I was a criminal or a homosexual. Later
I learned he was over a barrel himself. My boss was bringing
political pressure to bear on him and he knew there was no real
case against me. Finally, he released me with the admonition
never to return to his city again ~ advice I hardly needed.

GINA

JEM'i

As I drove away from town, I now knew that my boss knew all
about me and so, of course, did my family, some of whom were on
their way to help gain my release, unaware that I was finally out.
The lesson is quite plain: Transvestites earn their right to
go out in public by making themselves undetectable under all circumstances. But some circumstances cannot be anticipated, and
once a TV is unmasked, society must be satisfied of the reasons
for the masquerade. As I drove slowly home, the events of the
past three days gave way to the realization that I must now face
my family and my boss again, and their image of me would now be
forever changed.
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THE MIL.:.LER CASE

In spite of the long silence on the part of TURNABOUT, f or
which I must personally apologize, there has been considerable
progress made in the course of the Miller case through the courts.
For those who are unaware of the appeal being made by the readers
of both TURNABOOT and TRANSVESTIA in behalf of a fellow TV, a
brief summary is in order.
Last March, this TV was arrested while walking in feminine
attire, makeup, and wig on a street near his home in New York
City. He was charged with violation of Section 887-7 of the
New York State Code of Criminal Procedure, which classifies as
a vagrant any person who "having his face painted, discolored,
covered, or concealed, or being otherwise disguised in a manner
to prevent his being identified, appears on a road or public
highway or in a field, lot, wood, or enclosure." He was brought
to trial, was convicted, and was given a suspended two-day sentence. He decided to appeal the case, providing that other TVs
would help raise the money to finance such an appeal.
A great many TVs responded to the urgings of the editor of
TRANSVESTIA and myself and donated nearly $1200 toward the appeal.
This was deposited in a special checking account titled "The
John Miller Defense Fund," jointly administered by Charles Prince
(publisher of TRANSVESTIA) and the publisher of TURNABOOT, Fred
Shaw. with the attorneys for the defendant advising as to the
need for disbursement of funds.

private or public life which would identify him or harm him any
further . This intelligent and restrained handling of a story
which virtually any other newspaper in the United States would
have blown up to sensational proportions is typical of the ~
York Times. To my knowledge, it represents the first time any
newspaper has given any TV fair and impartial coverage.
The civil liberties brief and the Times story took place
in October, just as the attorneys were in the final stages of
preparation for a hearing in the Appellate Term. That hearing
was scheduled for later in the month but was postponed for 60
days at the request of the prosecution.
IAtring this period of postponement, a significant complication• came to pass. The defendant's lawyers were tipped off that
the New York State Court of Appeals ~ the highest court in the
state ~ had just ruled adversely on a case in which two TVs
had appealed the same section of the Code. The basic facts in
their case were quite similar to those in the Miller case but
their lawyers apparently chose to argue on the basis of misapplication of the law rather than its constitutionality, which is
the main characteristic of the Miller appeal . In spite of this,
the two TVs• appeal was viewed favorably by two of the seven justices in the Court of Appeals.
This denial of their appeal affected the Miller case considerably, since the Appellate Term, being a lower court than
the Court of Appeals, could be expected to refuse to overrule
the higher court by ruling favorably in our case . no matter how
different the basic arguments might be . Our attorneys decided
to go through the motions of presenting the brief to the Appellate Term, and the hearing was held early this year. As expected, the Appellate Term denied the appeal, although the decision
was split four - to-three against the appeal . a somewhat surprising
turn of events in that such a close vote was unexpected.
Permission was then requested from the Court of Appeals for
a hearing of the Miller case. Because of their prior decision
in the case of the two TVs, permission was refused and our recourse to law in the State of New York was at an end. This
meant that the next step would have to be the Supreme Court of
the United States.
Considering the fact that financing of the appeal was made
possible by TVs all over the United States (as well as Canada
and England), we can view this turn of events as beneficial to
our "cause." A favorable decision in the U.S. Supreme Court
would have considerably more meaning to all TVs than such a
decision by a New York court . since the U.S. Supreme Court's
rulings become the law of the land a nd the touchstone for any
future defense of TVs accused under masquerading ordinances such
as New York's Section 887-7.

Within the next few months, an appeal was filed in Miller's
behalf with the New York Supreme Court, Appellate Term, and a
brief was written and duly filed . The New York Civi l Liberties
Union, a branch of the American Civil Liberties Union, became
interested in the constitutional issues involved in the case
and filed a separa t e brief as amicus curiae ("friend of the
court ") . At that time, a reporter for the New York Times got
wind of the case and wrot e a genera l ly s t raight f orward and sympathetic story, after c onsulting wi t h the defendant's lawyers
and TURNABOOT ' s pub l isher. He avoided a ny c lose identification
of the defendant in the story, used only the first and last names
"John Miller," and made no reference to any aspect of Miller ' s

As the case now stands, a Writ of Certiorari will soon be
filed by our lawyers requesting that the Supreme Court hear the
Mi l ler case. The Supreme Court, of course, has the option of
refusing this Writ of Certiorari, and it exercises that option
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ATTITUDES TOWARD SEX TRANSFORMATION PROC&WR&S

in about nine out of ten ca ses by refus i ng to s chedule the cas e
for hea ring. I f i t did not r efuse to hear 90l of the cases in
whi ch such a writ is f i l ed, its ca l endar would be hope l essly
jaaned wi t h appeal cases a nd it cou ld not functi on a t all.

ABSTRACT

Wha t a r e our chances of the Supreme Cour t hearing the Miller
appeal? No one can predict them, since much depends upon the
mood of the nine justices who comprise the U.S. Supreme Court.
If they consider the constitutional questions raised by our appeal of sufficient importance to the meaning of the Constitution
itself, they may decide to schedule our appeal. If they do not
consider our appeal important enough , then that's the end of
the entire affair. No further recourse to law is possible.

To date, no explicit statement of the medical ethics regarding the indication for performing change-of-sex procedures has
been established. No standardized laws govern the handling of
these requests. Furthermore, there is no documentation of what
attitudes prevail among physicians concerning the ethical, legal,
and moral questions raised by the transsexual patient's request
for a change of sex.

But this is the chance we ~ take. The stakes are now
too high, the potential benefits of a favorable Supreme Court
decision in the Miller case are too great, f or us to back out
now. Thus, the writ is being filed, and we must wait until the
Supreme Court decides whether or not to hear the case.
Incidenta lly, the two TVs whose appeal preceded the Miller
appeal through the New York court system have disappeared , and
their lawyers have abandoned the appeal. This leaves the way
clear f or the Mi l ler appeal, appa r ently, and i t is unlike l y t hat
any other simi l a r case wil l be taken to t he Supreme Court bef ore
our Writ of Cert i orari is consider e d.
Whi l e i t will be a few mont hs before we know whether or not
the Supreme Court wi ll hea r the ca se , vari ous expenses a nd fi l i ng
f e es have eaten away at the $1200 defense fund. I n s pi t e of the
f a ct that our lawyers have handled the case at r ock- bottom fees,
they have i nformed us that another $150 may be ne eded wit hin the
next month or so.
At present, a ba l ance of $243.18 i s i n the defense fu nd account. The f i ling f ee f or the Writ of Certiorar i will be $100,
and other expenses (suc h a s pri nt ing) connected with wri t wi ll
amount to between $50 and $100. The attorneys• f ee for the
certiorari proceeding wi ll be $200 .

•
1

Richard Green, M. D. • Robert Stoller, M. D.
Craig Mac:Andr-, Ph.D.

The present paper reports the results of an attempt to document certain attitudes of selected medical and lay group• on
these issues. A 200-item questionnaire was constructed which
collected data on attitudes toward such operations, the general
problem of transsexualism, transvestism, and homosexuality, and
certain biographical information concerning respondents. Groups
polled included psychiatrists, urologists, and gynecologists
(the surgeons usually called upon to perform the surgery), general practitioners, transvestites, and male and female homosexuals.
Four out of five responding psychiatrists thought that, by
definition, a biologically normal male requesting a change-of-sex
procedure was "severely neurotic" as did the same percentage of
surgeons, general practitioners, and the sexually deviant groups.
By contrast, only one in six psychiatrists considered such a
person "psychotic" as did an approximately equal percentage of
the other physicians.
Regarding the moral status of a biologically normal male
requesting such an operation, only l.Sl of psychiatrists considered him "morally depraved" as opposed to 14l of the surgeons
and 3l of the sexually deviant groups.

As we said a year ago in our original request for contributions, here is your chance to help strike a blow for your freedom
from unfair and unconstitutional laws. Now that our appeal has
come so far, it would be a shame to let ourselves down. Even
though the financing of this Writ of Certiorari is , admittedly,
a gamble, it is a gamble well worth the taking, because the stakes
are so high. The chance of a heari ng in the U.S. Supreme Court
may never come to the TV coumunity again!

Three percent of the psychiatrists felt these patients should
be institutionalized compared to 12l of the remaining physicians
and ll of the deviant group. Over f our-fifths of all the respondents thought they should be given outpatient psychiatry. Not
one respondent from any of the medical or deviate groups thought
the transsexual should be imprisoned.
As part of the questionnaire, a transsexual case history
vignette was presented of a biologically normal male who had always felt as a woman and who wanted a change-of-sex procedure.
Given only that information, 9l of psychiatrists, 3l of surgeons,
7l of GPs, half the transvestites, and a third of the homosexuals
would be willing to approve the request. Given the additional
stipulation that a psychiatrist had examined the patient and had
found him neither "psychotic nor severely ill mentally~ one in
five psychiatrists would be willing to approve the request as
compared to only one in 13 surgeons, one in five GPs, a:nd a majority of deviant group members. Given the further stipulation
that a psychiatrist, after two years treatment, also felt the
operation indicated, 45l of psychiatrists and 37l of surgeons
approved the request.
(( Contipµed on Page 27 ))
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As a result, I am renewing our earl i er request f or contributions toward def rayi ng the $150 whi ch wi ll probably be needed.
I f you mi ssed out on the chance to contribute a year ago, we'd
greatly appreciate your s endi ng i n whatever you can a fford . I f
you have already contributed, we hope you'll want to add a few
more bucks to your original sum. All checks and money orders
should be made out to the John Miller Defense Fund ~ not to the
Abbe de Choisy Press or to the lawyers .
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-but I must admit I liked a f aw of them. He had painted a portrait of me on a mirror, with bits of the mirror reflecting out
through the painting, and this was quite good and original.
The thing I liked.bast about the bedroom setting was the
bed. It was a good eight feet square and had more than thirty
pillows on it, as well as two dozen ocelot skins strewn on the
bed and the floor. The entire effect was quite luxurious and
comfortable. I n fact, I often curled up and dozed on the bed
while Baratier was working with the other artists in the film.
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Shooting on the film went along slowly but smoothly until
one day, as I was leaving the studio, a man came up to me and
asked if I was Sonne Teal. Not knowing him, I answered "No,"
and went on my way. The next day, one of the dancers from the
Lido was visiting me on the set and had waited for me to take
off my makeup at the end of the day. When we Left the studio,
the same fellow who had approached me the day bef ora came up
to us and asked my friend the same question. Hy friend also
answered "No," but turned to me. I said nothing and we went
on our way. The third day, I expected to see this same mysterious man again, but I was mistaken. No questions were asked
me, but a number of photographers were taking pictures of me.

West Berlin ...

In my last column in TURNABOUT, oh so long ago, I told of
how kindly I was accepted by the crew and cast of La Pou~, who
finally had been told that a man was going to play the female
lead in the movie. This column will continue the inside story
of the filming of La Poup~.
Perhaps you are wondering if it will ever finish. During
my work on the picture, I wondered if it would finish, too.
Jacques Baratier, the director, had made only one fulllength feature film prior to La Poup~, a film called ~.
but he had had great success with a number of short subjects.
Gora was set in North Africa and had proven a critical success
but not a financial one. Baratier hoped that ~P~ would be
a moneymaker, and he was always searching for gi111Dicks by which
he could attract the public. One of these was using me for the
feminine lead, but he hadn't yet decided when he would spring
my identity upon the public.
·
As you can imagine, it was hard to keep a secret, once all
the extras and crew were in on it, but Baratier told me never to
admit anything about being an impersonator. At the end of each
day, I would take my makeup off and leave the studio. There was
never any trouble until the beginning of · the second month of
filming.
We had moved to a new location on Hontparnasse. It had
originally been a cabaret and was quite plush. Baratier had
redecorated it to serve as the apartment of Marion, the woman
I was playing. Potted plants were everywhere and statues peeked
out from behind everything. The fellow who did the costumes had
also done the decor, so you can have an idea of how many of his
paintings bedecked the walls. Host of them were quite "far out"
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What could I do? I just ignored them and walked off, as
though they were making a mistake. I told Baratier the next
day what had happened, and he decided that since the news of
my impersonation had leaked out, he might as well capitalize on
it now. He had an assistant call several magazines and invited
them to attend the next day's filming. From then on, anyone
with a press card was allowed on the set. This meant that I
had no control over photos taken while I was working, but I did
not allow myself any posing off the set.
For a few days, I carefully watched the reaction of the
photographers. Host of them were interested only in cheesecake, but one was nice enough to ask if I had any ideas that
would be of interest. He also asked if he might get pictures
of me making up. I told him I never liked photos taken when I
was half ready, as the transition should be seen only when it
was finished, and he understood. I thought that was quite nice
of him, and I was even more pleased when he arrived the next day
with a series of photos taken earlier and gave them to me as a
gift, for which I was most grateful .
We had one Last scene to do on this location. I was to come
running down a long stairway to greet Professor Palmas. I told
Baratier the first time I went up the steps that they didn't seem
solid, but he assured me they would hold. I came down the stairs
for the first rehearsal, but Baratier wanted me to run faster.
I tried again, but halfway down the stairs began to wobble, my
heel caught in the lace pajamas I was wearing for the scene, and
I started to fall. Naturally, I tried to grab something to stop
my fall, but unfortunately my hand found a modernistic statue
which was about ten feet tall and made of iron and plaster. It
didn't hold me, and I turned in mid-air and fell on my back at
the bottom of the stairs, the statue landing on my face.
(( Continued on pjlg~ ))
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LANA is from London, England, and began there
as a professional impersonator. Later on, she
worked at the "Carrousal" in Paris.
For the
past four years, Lana has been with me in our
show. Two summers ago she appeared in a film
made in Italy one similar to The World bv
1il&hS. - which will soon be released throughout the world. During our last engagement in
Vienna, Lana did a Charleston program on TV.

PEPA Di\RENA i• from the south of France close
to the Spanish border, 10 she naturally had a
strong Spanish feeling for dance and song. On
the way to a dance career she took the advice
of friends, who were astonished by her nearly
natural soprano singing voice, studied with a
Parisian voice teacher, and then went on into
several operetta productions in Paris. She•a
made a tour of South America and has appeared
all over Europe. At present, Pepa is with me
in our nightclub show in West Berlin.
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(( Continued from page 23 ))
While I wasn't knocked out and felt no pain, I knew I had
taken the full force of the statue on my face and thought only
of my teeth. I ran my tongue over them and they all seemed to
be there. Baratier was beside me. The stagehands had removed
the statue, and I wanted to get up, but Baratier wouldn't let
me. He began putting pillows around me and told me to rest
quietly and calmly. Soon after, a local pharmaciat arrived to
provide first aid. He touched my chin a few times, then said
that the bleeding had stopped and that I could be moved. I was
helped up, my back hurting from several chunks of plaster I'd
been lying on. Baratier informed me that the ambulance had arrived and would take me to the hospital. I wondered why, then
I looked down. The whole front of my costume was red, where it
had originally been beige. I had bled a lot but felt no pain.
Baratier came with me to the ambulance. The policeman in
charge asked my name, and for some reason Baratier gave my real
name, which is definitely masculine. The two· police officers
looked at each other, and one said that they couldn't take a
man to the hospital, which I thought was quite stupid. What
difference does one's sex make when one is hurt? Baratier was
unable to believe what had been aaid, either, but rather than
waste time, we got into his car and he took me to the beat
plastic surgeon in Paris.
In a few momenta we were at the surgeon's hospital and his
nurse took me into a small operating room. I lay down on the
operating table and the nurse began cleaning away the blood from
my chin, mouth, and forehead. The surgeon arrived and gave me
several injections of a local anesthetic. Then he looked at my
costume, which was quite transparent, so I thought I should explain. But he said that he knew I was from a film and that no
explanation was necessary. When I asked him what he had to do,
he said he must clean out a few cuts and then put in a few
stitches. The anesthetic was taking effect, and he went to work.
A half hour later, the doctor was finished. Then he took
pictures of his work, explaining that it was his policy to do so
in accident cases in the event proof would later be necessary,
Then I asked what he had done to my face and he explained more
fully. There were five stitches in my right forehead, five on
my upper left lip, and twenty-two on the left chin. Because that
cut was deep, ten stitches were placed halfway in the cut and
the rest on the surface. Had the cut been two inches lower, I
would have been dead. A few inches higher and I would have, lost
my left eye. Nonetheless, the doctor assured me there would be
very little scar, and he was right! The scars on the forehead
and lip can hardly be seen today, and even the chin scar is so
faint as to be invisible on stage.
Baratier came to see me at the hospital. The doctor told
him that I wouldn't be ready for work for about two weeks. All
my expenses were paid by the film company. Baratier asked if I
would be willing to go to work as soon as possible? I told him
I didn't feel like talking business right away. The truth was,
my mind was going fast, since I hadn't seen the extent of the
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damage to my face. In my business, the face is the fortune, so
to speak. The impersonator's public wants to see boys as pretty
girls. I've always said that any man can look like a woman, but
not every man can look like a pretty woman. I told Baratier I'd
rather talk about it later, and he reluctantly agreed to wait.
The next day, I contacted a lawyer friend. He said that I
could sue for damages affecting my future career. I considered
this for a while, and when Baratier called on me the third day
after the accident, I told him what my lawyer had said. He explained that if I sued, the film would have to be halted and
that any delay of more than three weeks would shelve the entire
production. The other actors had commitments, and too much of
the film had been shot to start over again with new people.
Realizing this was true, I asked him what he had in mind.
He offered to pay all my expenses, plus whatever coats might
arise should future operations become necessary. Naturally, I
didn't want La Poup~ to be cancelled, if such could be avoided.
I considered myself lucky to have been chosen for the part and
knew that the film would help my career. I accepted his offer
and have never regretted my decision.
In future columns, I'll wind up the story of the filming of

La Poup_ll and then go on to tell you how I began my career after

• ••

starting out as a schoolteacher.
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AB sTR Ac T.

ATTITUDES TOWARD SEX TRANSFORMATION PROCEOORES

(( Continued from Page 21 ))

The probability of suicide by the patient should his request
be denied raised the percentage of approving physicians only
slightly; the majority of psychiatrists felt that this factor
should not influence the decision in any way.
If the patient was defined as one of a group of pseudohermaphroditic anomalies, the percentage of physicians approving
the request rose even further. For none of the anomalies, however, did a majority of psychiatrists approve the request and
only for patients with penile agenesis (defective development
or absence of a penis) did a majo~ity of surgeons approve.
Some idea of the prevalance of transsexualism may perhaps
be indicated by the fact that one in three responding psychiatrists said they had seen such a patient, as had one in three
responding surgeons and one in ten responding GPs.
(( The foregoing abstract is of a paper which was presented
May 7, 1965, at the 12lst annual meeting of the American Psychiatric Association in New York City. The abstract is published
in TURNABOUT as a news service to its readers and publication
does not imply special authorization by the paper's authors. ))
Spring 1965

On

The Sonni! Side •

27

V I EW 5 . .· · ··..................................
....................... .. . . . . REVIEWS

She M&le by Carlaon Wade (New York: Epic Publishing Co,, 1963),
Clothbound, 192 pages, $7,
Reverse Sfo by Mario A, Costa, Translation by Jules J, Block
(LOn~n: Challenge Publications Ltd,, 1962). Paperbound,
192 pages, 7 shillings, sixpence ($1,05),
Aside from the fact that both these books are about Coccinelle, the famed Parision sex-changee, a remarkable number of
similarities occur, Witness, for instance, the first paragraph
of the first chapter of Reverse Sex:
I caught sight of her for the first time at the
Crazy Horse Saloon in the Avenue Georges Cinq, 1
was behind the scenes at the cabaret, chatting with
Mac Ronay, the a111aZing mimic, When suddenly she appeared, attracting every eye, impeccably dre111ed,
dazzlingly elegant, and overwhelmingly beautiful,
And then compare it with the first paragraph of the first
chapter of Carlson Wade's She-Male:
When I first saw her, I was seated in a corner
table at the famed Crazy Horse Saloon in the Avenue Georges Cinq, the main artery running through
the sensuous Montmarte district of Paris, I was
chatting with Mac Ronay, the internationally famous pantomime, gathering material for a series of
articles on Paris night life, when .lb!! suddenly
appeared, The entire house was hushed when the
patrons caught sight of her, She was a vision of
perfume, fur, and dazzling glitter.
The similarities, of course, do not end with the book's first
paragraph, They run through the entire book, with paragraph after paragraph, chapter after chapter, coinciding as to content
if not exactly word for word,

Quite obviously, there's dirty work afoot here somewhere,
No amount of coincidence can explain the appearance on the market of two books with precisely the same content, Someone bas
to be a literary thief, and the evidence favors that honor being
bestowed on Carlson Wade, since his book was copyrighted in 1963
and the copyright on Reverse Sex was registered. in 1962,
Just to be sure, this writer contacted Challenge Publications and asked if they were aware of the New York publication,
In reply, G,M, Molver, the managing director, stated that they
had heard only rumors of Carlson Wade's striking similar book
and that Reverse Sex was the only authorized and authentic version of Cocclnelle*s life history, No other publication of the
work had been authorized by Challenge, and She-Male must, therefore be an out-and-out piracy of their original publication,
The copyright held by Challenge was covered by the International
Copyright Convention and is valid in the United States as well
as England,
Challenge also pointed out that they had licensed only one
distributor in the United States ~ a well-known West Coast entrepreneur of transvestism - and that his distributorship had
eXpired, Apparently, he had not bothered to inform Challenge
Publications of this blata.n t piracy of their book so that they
could initiate appropriate legal action against Wade and Co,
And this in spite of the fact that sales of She-Male were cutting
into the sales of Reverse Sex, because of superior promotion and
distribution tactics.
What has happened is that the purchaser of TV literature is
the man in the middle of this situation, After plunking down $3
(or more, if bought from newsstand outlets) for Reverse Sex, he
is then hooked into plunking down another $7 for She-Male, only
to find that the one book virtually duplicates the other! One
can only hope that TVs can afford to be suckered in this way,
As to the comparative quality of the two books, Reverse Sex
is obviously superior to She-Nale, because the writing itself is
free from the pretentious turgidity which characterizes Carlson
Wade's style, As an added attraction, Reverse Sex costs only a
little more than one-seventh of the price of She-Male, when it
is purchased direct from the publisher, The address of Challenge
Publications, by >he way, is 10 Old Compton Street 1 London w. 1,
England, An international bank draft of, say, $1.~0 would very
likely tempt Challenge to mail the book to any TURNABOUT reader
who has yet to add either version to his library. When you buy
Reverse Sex, you get a bargain. When you buy She-Male, you get
a cheap imitation pirated from the original,

• ••
ADDENDUM

With a few exceptions, the photos contained in both books
are identical, In the Carlson Wade version, a few photos from
the comprehensive files of the Epic Publishing Co, (Which appears
identical with Selbee Associates and Kaysee Sales as a business
entity) have been added to the 64 in Reverse Sex with some deletions of photos from the latter book,

As an addendum to the announcement on page 41 , which was Jll8de up
and 11 plated 11 some weeks earlier than was this page, the new headquarters for TURNABOUT in midtown Manhattan are now a fact, and
our new telephone number is ORegon 92539 (Area Code: 212). Any
of our readers may use this number to contact the editors regarding the magazine or to hear a friendly, understanding voice in
the wilderness which surrounds the transvestite in America,
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they may can be properly grouped at all. Doing my beat at following the author's basic line of demarcation between "Overs"
and "Unders," I promptly ran into a few "Overs" who had, to the
best of their memory, started cross-dressing with lingerie for
reasons of expediency but had no special interest in it then or
later. As all these TVs had strong feelings of duality of personality, I classified them as they preferred to be ~ with the
"Overs." At the other extreme, I found I had only one companion
who shared my almost complete lack of interest in feminine underwear. In short, the "Overs" seem to represent a spectrum of
TV preference rather than a distinct group. Their interest in
feminine clothes varied from 601 to 991 in favor of the visible
garments over the underwear.

DEAR ABBE:

••The very provocative article "Overs and Unders" by D. Rhodes
in TURNABOUT #3 certainly deserves comment, and this letter represents an attempt to review it from the viewpoint of an "Over."
I was much impressed with the theory discussed in it, even when
th' author broached his ideas to me before publication.
The theory of two distinct classes of transvestites seemed
to explain a good many of the differences and antagonisms with
which TV society is afflicted. I i111111ediately classed myself as
an "Over," although an atypical one, in that my first e.x perience
with transvestism (as far as I can recall) involved lipstick
rather than high heels. Probably the scarcity of size 12-D in
high heels had something to do with that.
With this favorable bias toward the theory, I attempted to
gather supporting data in the course of many business trips.
Since I personally know some 65 TVs and correspond with half a
dozen others, this search for verification of the theory seemed
a reasonable objective. Unfortunately, my "survey" was far from
scientific, and on many visits prior to the actual publication
of the article, I had to describe the theory on only general
terms. I kept no written records and can produce only limited
statistics from memory. However, the results were so clearly
negative in the majority of cases that I present this informal
report with only minor reservations as to its accuracy.
Of the TVs I interviewed, about 15 classed themselves as
"Unders" and seemed moderately well satisfied with this category.
However, only one ~ so isolated that she has never yet met a TV
and corresponds with only four ~ really fit the pattern described
by D. Rhodes. The others were all affected, more or less, by contact with the "Overs" and tended to develop some desire for a
polished exterior and considerable skill in achieving it. Most
of these self-styled "Unders" own wigs, wear them often, and deviate in many other ways from the pattern. They were unanimous
in one thing, aside from their early obsession with lingerie
which still dominates their purchasing, and that is the absence
of any feeling of a dual personality.
The
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All of the "Overs," as I said before, had awareness of a
secondary personality, but this also varied from the feeling
that "she" was mostly a conversational convenience to the impassioned certainty that anyone who couldn't see "her" separateness was either dim-sighted or obtuse. It may be of some import
to record here that none of the "Overs" felt they had acquired
this concept of duality by reading TV magazines or TV literature.
In all, 60 or more "Overs" reported that this concept of their
dual natures had risen spontaneously long before any contact
with TVs. This common bond among us seems to be the hallmark of
the "Overs" ~ and the bone of contention which sets us and the
"Unders" at one another's throats.
The great psychiatrist, Carl Jung, who developed the AnimaAnimus concept of the unconscious mind structure, was well aware
of the inability of some people to grasp this idea. These terms,
which ref er to the feminine component in men (Anima) and the masculine component in women (Animus), seem to be meaningless to them.
It seems plausible to relate this group of people to our "Under"
TVs. In my very limited discussion of the Jungian theory and
philosophy with "Overs," they have all recognized his Anima as
the "girl within" who has been with them for years in the form
of (to use Jung's words) "an imago of relatively autonomous nature."
The general reaction of the 11 0vers" to the Rhodes theory was
considerably more negative than that of the "Unders." Typical
reactions: "Oversimplified," "This is Dr. Ellis' fetishist vs,
narcissicist in disguise." "Interesting, but incomplete." The
statement that "Overs" tend more toward homosexuality and transsexualism was not well received.
As for the other points made by D. Rhodes, I accept the idea
that "Overs" include most of the applied scientists and engineers
among TVs . They tend to read the more conservative TV publications and write the most TV poetry. 11 Unders 11 include the literary intellectuals, are less able to shake off guilt feelings, are
less gregarious, write most of the TV fiction, and tend to read
the Nutrix publications as well as TURNABOUT.
Shelagh Niles
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tl'he C\Janity tl'abQe ................................
......................................... by the 2dito1tg

JAN

Probably the most difficult problem faced by the TV who enjoys making his transformation complete is the selection of a
basic makeup wardrobe. Advertisements and television commercials
bombard one with tantalizing visions of a promised new beauty if
only one follow their commandments and acquire a wide range of
cosmetics bearing their brand name.

AUDREY

So the question asked by many TVs is, "How many of these
things do I really need?" You should keep in mind that rouges,
lipsticks, powders, eye shadows, nail polishes, and the like
should be available in varied colors to harmonize with changes
pf costume and season (as when one is tanned, for instance).
Assuming this, here is a basic rec011111ended makeup wardrobe:

A TURNABOUT GALLERY

• Cleansing cream for dry skin.
and water) for oily skin.
VICKI

BARBARA Jr.AN

Cleansing lotion (or soap

• Astringent for oily skin. Skin refresher for dry and normal skin -- to remove f i nal traces of cleansing product -- or a
clear water rinse for soap users. The idea is to close pores,
tone and stimulate skin, and give a finer-textured surface.
• Moisturized cream or lotion for all skin types. Pr ovides
smoother, more evenly distributed color when applying lotion or
cream foundations and protects skin while makeup is on.
•Cream foundation for dry skin; lotion foundation for normal or oily skin.
skin.

• Cream rouge for dry skin; liquid rouge for normal and oily
Dry cake rouge is best for touch-ups during the day.

•Blemish-covering stick for covering up dark areas where
beard might be difficult to cover with foundation. Miner's Stick
or Max Factor's 'Erase• are fine.
•Face powder which blends properly with foundation cream
or lotion. Avoid so-called all-in-one makeup creams which promise to dry to a finish which requires no powder. They just
don't work well for TVs.
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•Lipstick. Avoid indelible brands, since they're hell to
r&1Dove. The creamier the lipstick, generally speaking, the less
wear and tear on the lips during removal. Always use a brush.
• Nail polish. Remember, polish should always match the
lipstick you use on any given occasion. Avoid far-out colors
if you plan to go out dressed in public.
•Mascara. Liquid forms are easiest to apply and remove.
Eyelash lengtheners combined with mascara are especially useful.
•Eye shadow. Liquid forms, again, are easiest to apply,
and far-out colors should once more be avoided in public.
•Eyebrow pencil and brush. The mechanical types are the
most convenient. When eyebrow pencil is applied, it should be
brushed in evenly.
•Eye-liner. Never use eyebrow pencil to line eyes. The
l i quid eyeliner is more authentic and should be applied with a
small No. 00 artist's brush. Takes longer, but it's worth it!
•Hand cream or lot i on for hands, elbows, knees, and heels.
Also , a dead-sk i n remover (such as 'Pretty Feet•) helps to keep
callouses and rough skin down to a minimum.
•Hair spray. For wigs, avoid lacquer-containing sprays
like the plague! Use as little of any product as possible.
•Deodorant or antiperspirant. These are an absolute must
for the TV, for obvious but all too often ignored reasons.
•Body or dusting powder. These are especially helpful if
one wishes to avoid the sticky girdle syndrome.
•Fragrance. This is another neglected or abused item.
For daytime use, toilet water, cologne, or cream sachet is best
-- but only one scent at a time. Heavier perfumes are for night.
Most TVs spend entirely too much money on their makeup selection by purchasing cheap, dime-store cosmetics. A cheap cosmetic is not worth anything at all, for you'll quickly discard
it as not helpful to your problem. Avoid this kind of false
economy and stick to the recognized brands, for you'll find that
you're savin ~ money, when you don't buy on a hit-or-miss basis.

••
•
THUIK

By
D. Rhodes
To think of pett i coats and skirts
And lace-edged nylon panties
Makes some men frantic with desire
And others purcha se scanties.
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THE HOOK
By DAVID GRINNELL
He was a good-looking boy, if a fellow of sixteen can still
be called a boy. He had clear blue eyes, a nice shock of unruly

hair, a slightly uptilted nose, and just a hint of freckles left
over from his boy scout days. He was out with a girl friend and
it was a Saturday-night date and everything was as it should be
with nice kids from nice homes out on high school dances.
The dancing was over and they were just sitting out on the
terrace of the country club where the dance had been held and
there were other couples around and nothing was wrong whatsoever.
His hand was around her shoulder and she was gabbing away about
the game next day with a rival school. He was listening and just
chatting and you would suppose that maybe he was thinking about
the girl and the fun and the novelty of going out with girls.
Somehow, he was and he wasn•t. He was idly stroking the
neck of her dress, for his arm was around her lightly and her
pony tail was flowing softly over his hand and he was trying
hard to pay attention.
Was this love, he thought, or was it something else? Because he felt a tingling and a thumping and he couldn't say for
sure. It troubled him, it always did. Was this love, this tingling and, if so, why was it that it was the soft soft cloth of
her dress that so disturbed him and not the warmth of her body
that touched against his on that balmy spring night?
He knew what the other fellows would be doing - letting
hand.a rove or thinking about it - and maybe he should be seeing
how far he could move his fingers on her before she would push
them away and maybe giggle and say now cut it out and behave
yourself, George Sillers, but that wasn't happening. Instead,
it was the soft cloth and the tingling that started where his
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fingera touched it and rushed warmly over hia akin so that he
longed to rub against her dresa all the way. But somehow it
was the dresa. not her. and that waa what waa bothering him and maybe beginning to terrify him.
Because he 1 d felt that way before. He 1 d felt that aame
terrifying tingling whenever he•d touched girl•a clothing. Not
from •way back - he• d noticed it when he - • several yeara
younger and had handled some of hia siater•a cloth••• aort of
by accident. It made him blush inside• bluah out of sight. and
it made him feel shameful and yet somehow exhilarated and he
had been terrified.
Was it queer of him? Was there something wrong with him?
Was he maybe what the fellows would call a fag - and maybe he
didn•t know it?
She babbled on and he mechanically COlllllented and he worried
to himself about it. Did he ever feel anything for boys? He
1
couldn t think of any instance. He had had good friends• sure.
Charlie was a nice guy and they•d been pals - but think of him
~ way ••• 112! He knew what girla did to him. They could
make him feel all cozy and tingly and night-dreamy - and no
fellow could ever do that.
No. he thought of the fellows like they were on his side
sort of in a private male conspiracy to get the girls. He knew
that girls were in their own conspiracy too. And that was what
made it fun. Both aides were sort of scheming to meet the other
to rub elbows• touch hands, hold each other close in dances.
They had been enemies only a couple of years ago, like boys and
girls al-ya were before somehow they knew better.
No, this was fun. And he enjoyed conspiring with the fellows and talking about the babes and the chicks.
He liked the girl he was with.
She was cute and warm and
curvy and a good pal - and somehow he was terrified because of
her dress. That was crazy, he knew, and he knew also that none
of the other fellows seemed to notice it. They didn•t pay any
attention to it, but he couldn't seem to touch a girl•a dress
without getting the shudders and delicious horrors.
So what was with him?

He wasn't a queer - he ~ he wasn•t. But why did that
dress - and any dreaa - bother him so? And, what - s worse,
why did he get so terribly troubled about what was beneath it?
Since he was twelve, he could get the tingles whenever he
saw girls' Wtderwear hanging on a line, drying, or pass a store
window full of those delicate-looking pink and white things so
trimmed with lace. They were so soft, so feminine, so ~
to a fellow who was a he-man and a good athlete.
But he couldn't get them off his mind. He•d think about it
in the dark of night and once when his mother and sister wer
out of the house, he went into his sister's room and opened the
drawers of her bureau and simply looked at the Wtdies therein,
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getting all flushed and crazy, sort of. It was an agony he had
to keep to himself because how could you tell anybody else?
And his hand stroked her dress and rubbed her collar until
ah jerked around and said you'll get me all mussed up, George,
are you listening to me or are you falling in love with my dress?
Oh Codi What a thing for her to say, even though she did
not mea~ it just that way. She was hitting awfully close and he
pulled his hand away and rapidly made excuses and said it was
getting late and her mother would be worried and maybe they
ought to start going home.
She got a bit huffy, but he was a good scout and laughed
h r out of it and soon they were going to the car smiling and
e
chatting
about school and about tomorrow • s ga me • He was on the
team, though whether or not the coach would send him out for
this game was something he didn't know for sure.
Somehow underneath all the small talk he kept asking himself wh do I feel this way, what's wrong with me, why ••• And
he knewythe one question he didn't dare express, even to himself,
And finally he was seeing the girl off at her home and, turning
awa
he asked it of his mind: Why do I want to ••• and even his
min~' rebelled and he couldn't finish it. But he finished it in
his silent thoughts: Why do I want to wear it myself?
Now it was out and he felt his brow begin to get damp and
warm and something was twisting a knife deep down in his gu~s
and he protested: I'm not ••• I don't love boys, I love ~ir s,
1 can't see enough of them and I ••• I love the things t ey wear 1
All the way home he suffered with this question and he
couldn't answer it and he thought of all the lingerie stores
nd all the agony he would feel when he looked into one and he
~bought of a drawer full of pink and silky stuff in his sister's
room next to his and he felt desperate and curiously hungry -Oh, so strangely hungry and he recoiled with mental terror at
the sensation,
What would the fellows say if they could read my mind? How
they•d laugh, how they'd point, how they'd destroy me,
And the girls, they'd giggle and snicker and snub me and
God what kind of a thing am I that I love girls so much I
wa~t to'see what I would feel like in their clothes? Am ~ ab
ueer is this what it means, but how can it be, how can t e 1
it•s just that it does things to me, it drives me mad somehow.
When he got home there was nobody there and he recalled d
that his mother and f~ther were spending the night at his g~anh
parents' place, and his sister was at a sorority meeting an s e
would probably get home hours later.
He entered the house like a thief in the night or a conspirator going to an assassination. He entered the house an:r:~~
the door and went upstairs and went to his own room. He
led with his mind while he undressed and thought he would now go h
straight to bed and he went to the bathroom in his pajamas to was
Oh

Spring 1965

Fiction •

37

and he couldn't think of it and his mind was seething and his
body was goose-pimply and he knew perfectly well what he was going to do and he didn't want to do it and yet he knew that it
was what he wanted to do more than anything else in the world
and that he might not get a chance like this for weeks and weeks
and finally he went out and down the hall and into his sister's
room and snapped on the light.
He pulled down the shades quickly ~ not that anybody could
look in or would look in. He did it because this was secret and
shameful and somehow he couldn't live if anyone ever knew.
And, still feeling secretive, he looked over his shoulder
and he opened the drawer of her bureau and he looked inside and
he glanced over his shoulder again, because he was filled with
guilt. He stopped stock still, listening, but the house was empty and nobody was coming and he was still safe.
Drawing a deep breath and with his heart pounding like crazy,
he took stuff out of that drawer and he laid it gently on the bed
and at first he just looked at it and breathed deeply and ran his
hands over the smoothness of it and he felt almost sick and he
felt almost as it must feel if he were drunk ~ which he never
had been ~ sort of pounding and hot and crazy and wonderful
wonderful.
And he dropped his pajamas and he took those things and he
drew them up against him and he changed his clothes ••• and the
feel of it was a sensuous tingle of unbearable delight and unendurable terror. He fastened the things which were meant to be
fastened, and he pulled on the things that were meant to be pulled
on, and he slipped his head into the things which went on over
the head, and he looked into the mirror.
His heart beat a mile a minute and his breath pounded in
his lungs and he liked what he saw.
What am I, he asked, and he forgot the question in his aura
of strangeness. And he went emboldened by frenzy and ecstacy to
the closet and there he found a dress in soft blue which he had
liked. He took it out and carefully unfolded it and managed to
get it over his head and pull it down, finding it tight in unexpected places and loose in other places more to be anticipated,
and he tried to zip it up the back and it was an acrobatic feat
he found unexpectedly difficult for him, but he finally managed
to do it.
And he looked again in the mirror and what he saw bothered
him in a vague way.
At last, after unknown moments of looking and walking slowly back and forth before that reflection, he felt he must take
it off and put it away and never let it be seen again and nobody
would ever know.
And at that moment he heard the sound of a car stopping outside and his heart stopped with it and he held his breath while
his heart began pounding in his ears like a kettle drum,
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Who was i t, he though t , and wha t was i t and can I get t his
outfit off in time i n case it is my s ister or my parent s ? And
he heard s omebody s l am the car door outs i de and his hea rt pounded
worse and he tri ed to get the zipper hook down and i t stuck ,
He twis ted a nd s trugg led wi th his han ds over his hea d and
he c ould hear somet hing t ear i n a seam and hi s hea d r eeled wi th
ter ror and shame and t he knowl edge of sure condemnation ,
But whoeve r it was outside did no t t ry the door to t he hous e
as yet and he didn't know what to do a nd he struggled carefu lly
wit h t he hook on the zippe r but found it hopelessly snagged,
Something - maybe a fold of the slip underneath - had gotten
t angled with it and he •d never get it off and he felt his mind
blacking out with terror and shame and a certain mad ecstacy and
he knew then that he could not face anyone and t hat he could not
live with himself without this desire and this c oncern .
He didn't know what he was, But no man did this and no man
could survive the pointing fingers that would come at him. And
if he was queer, t his cer tainly didn ' t seem to be the way others
were and eve n they wouldn 't do this .
He felt the l aughter of the world on him and the shame of
the world and he knew that he loved girls and he l oved girls'
things and he wanted more than anything else to j oin them and
know t hem and care for t hem and marry them and be happy with
t hem and their things - which he wante d for hi!. t hings .
And it was all mixed up, all wrong, a l l wild , and he cou l d
not live with i t and could not l ive without i t, And he heard
the fr ont door open fina lly and his s iste r 's vo ic e saying something t o s omeone,
He went i nt o the ba t hroom then, because he didn ' t know what
else he c ould do , s t uck as he was, and he closed the door and
locke d it , He looked a t himself in the mirror and he saw himself in the me dicine chest mirror looking sort of l ike a young
and pret ty and boyish sort of girl in that blue dress with the
dis t i nct out l ine of the pink s l ip beneath it,
Suddenly he threw back his head, tingling with a strange
sort of ecstacy and he climbed into the bathtub, first taking
the cord of his ba t hrobe , which was hanging on the hook by the
door. He took t he cord and s t rung it around the bar of the
bat hroom shower curt ain and, standing on the edge of the tub ,
he put i t a round his neck and fastened it tight in a good boy
scout knot and he hanged himself as he hea r d his sister's steps
c oming up t he s t ai r s .
Of c ours e, t hey f ound out a few hours l ater when t he cops
broke down the doo r, and t here was an item i n t he papers about
i t t he next day .
At the s chool t hey couldn't figu re i t out , and some s aid
i t must have been a ga g he wa s goi ng to pull on his f olks, and
hi s gi rl sai d, gee, he was a n i ce guy and a ba seball team ma n
and I just can't understand it.
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His folks didn't believe it for a minute, even though the
evidence was there in front of their eyes and they said it must
be a cruel fraternity prank, an initiation trick which had backfired, and the cops should question everybody.
But there were a few readers of the newspapers who knew.
And some of them were single men, lonely men, and some of them
were married men with kids, and they read the story and they
understood.
And they shuddered and pitied and prayed silently for the
soul of a fellow being who had failed to find his way though
that terrible silken, satin, lacy maze that spreads like an invisible web across the land.
And now and then it tangles an intangible, indissoluble,
and irremovable hook in that little spark of femininity that
burns secretly in every man alive, and sometimes slays.

................................................................... .....................................
._.

AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT!
As most of our readers know, TIJRt'IA.BOUT has been unable to
maintain a decently regular schedule. This has been a source
of deep regret to its editors and, undoubtedly, a source of considerable irritation to its subscribers. who deserve some s ort
of a reasonable explanation.
While it's possible to come up with a number of glib alibis
for this failure, we'll limit ourselves to only three: (1) Lack
of sufficient working space in which to turn out a complex magazine such as TURNABOUT; (2) difficulty in fitting in all the
many tasks required for its publication into the staff's free
time - all of us have regular full-time jobs aside from this
magazine; and (3) the necessity of augmenting TIJRNABOUT's finances by taking in outside printing jobs. thus further reducing
the time we have to work on the magazine.
We think we have come up with a plan which will bring TIJRNABOUT out on a regular basis from now on - TIJRNABOUT has now
become a quarterly, with issues to come out in Spring, Summer,
Fall, and Winter. This will mean that an issue will appear on
or before April 15th, July 15th, October 15th, and January 15th.
This kind of schedule is one we can live with.
As a further aid i n reliev i ng our editorial constipation,
TIJRNABOUT is negotiating, as of press time, for more spacious
quarters in a large loft in midtown Manhattan. This will mean
a more efficient operation, and there will be a~ple space there
for regular TV parties and other socializing. The next issue
of TIJRNABOUT will contain our new telephone number and an invitation to our housewarmi ng party, providing our negotiations are
as successful as we think they will be. Meanwhile, our present
telephone number - 212 MA 50040 - is at your di sposal.
• •
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IN SPRING, A YOUNG MAN'S fANCY!

standing. The girls who come here to be beautified must be in
a contented state of mind, or else all our hair magic and our
cosmetic trickery would be a total waste of time. You understand, don't you, Mr. Arthur?"

By SANDRA CARTER

A thin smile crossed his smooth features and, after a moment, he said rather coolly, "Yes, Hiss Carter, I do understand,
Please forgive my intrusion. I really must go and allow you to
return to your regular duties."

At eleven o'clock on that Monday morning, the Spring sun
was shining brightly on Fifth Avenue. and the plush beauty salon
of Madame Joyce was gradually coming to life.
One of the girls had just set and brushed out my hair in a
flattering bouffant design, and my nails were manicured and polished a cheerful shade of red. A conservative beige dress and
gold earrings and bracelet completed the picture.
As receptionist at one of the most exclusive salon de coif~ in New York City, my job is to appear particularly neat
and attractive -- and it's a job that I love.
While I was reviewing the new week's schedule of appointments, the telephone rang, signalling the beginning of another
busy day.
"Good morning ••• Madame Joyce's

May I help you?"

"Good morning. My name ••• my name is Mr. Arthur -- Jim
Arthur. Do you ••• do you set wigs?"
0f course," I replied in my most encouraging manner, "May
we be of service to you?"
11

There was a long pause, and then the voice resumed: "Well,
you see ••• I have a wig -- a very fine woman's wig - and it
needs restyling. I 1 m trying to locate a place where I can have
this done ••• in privacy."
Poor dear, I thought. He must be trembling. "Mr. Arthur,
perhaps I can put your mind at ease. We do style wigs here and
i t's done under any conditions requested by our clientele. If
you'd care to stop by and discuss this matter with me, I'm sure
we could be of assistance to you."
The voice was firmer now: "Thank you,
I'll be by shortly."

I would like to talk.

I went about my business, handling appointments for the
ladies who called and tending to some other chores around the
salon. I'd all but forgotten Mr. Arthur when the door to the
outer reception room opened and in stepped a slender, strangely
handsome young man. His eyes clearly showed the apprehension he
must have felt upon being admitted to this totally feminine world.
"Mr. Arthur?" I asked, walking toward him in the belief he
was about to faint, "I'm Miss Carter, who spoke to you on the
phone. Do come in, and P.lease -- relax! Our policy is to make
our customers comfortable and treat them with warmth and under-
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As he turned and moved toward the door, I had the feeling
he hated to leave, in spite of his embarrassment. "Mr, Arthur,"
I said, "right now, YOU are my •regular duty.• I think I know
what you want. You have a wig and you want it to be styled here
- and I'll bet you'd like to wear that wig during the styling.
You want to undergo our famous two-hour hairdressing session and
emerge with a fetching new coiffure. Right?"
He blushed deeply and stammered, "Ye• ••• yea, I do. Please
don't laugh. It's just that I've always wanted to go to a beauty
parlor and have my hair done."

"I'm not laughing - and I don't think you're being silly.
Now, calm down and smile a little. You have such a good face."
I reached out and took one of his well-shaped hands and led him
gently toward our salon'• inner sactum. "Mr. Arthur, I'm going
to guide you through a land of fantasy. Here some of America's
best-known women are transformed into gleaming jewela. Follow
me!" I commanded.
We entered a large room which gave one the impression of
an ancient Roman bath. "Here, the ladies remove their street
clothes and, in complete priyacy, take a refreshing dip in a
scented pool. Then, each client is provided with a comfortable
peignolr to wear during the remainder of their visit. And now,
let's meat some of our stylists."
We walked into a larger room where several young men and
women were busy setting, combing, and shaping the coifs of a
pumber of customers. "Eileen," I called out, "would you mind
stepping over here a moment, please?"
One of the stylists moved over to us and, after appropriate
introductions, I said, ''Mr. Arthur tells me that ha has a very
fine wig which he•d like to have dressed, He was wondering lf
he might stop in some day and have it done while he waits. Don't
you think we could do it while ha• s actually wearing the piece?"
"Why, of course, it would be fun!" Eileen replied. Turning
to Jim, she said, "That is, if you have plenty of time and don't
mind my tugging and pulling and rolling up the tresses and than
putting you under that big dome over there to dry for half an
hour. After the dryer, I'll comb it out and you'll look gorgeous. Glory, Sandra, won't ha be exquisite in long hair?"
Although he was still a little ambarraued, Jim was beginning to enjoy himself. "You see," I reassured him, "you're
quite welcome hare, I might suggest, also, that while you are
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sitting under the dryer you have your nails done. Red nails
will do so much to complement those wonderful hands of yours."
"Now, Miss Carter," Jim replied, "you've been most gracious
and kind. But really ••• the wig I can take off, but how do you
expect me to step out onto Fifth Avenue wearing a business suit
and scarlet nails?"
"Ah ••• I was waiting for that. Come deeper into our feminine trap." I led him into another room, where a fashionable
lady in a white smock was arranging a variety of cosmetics on a
shelf. "Miss Lillian," I said, "I want you to meet Jim Arthur.
Jim, Miss Lillian is our makeup consultant. Lil, would you like
to try your hand on our young friend here? He's coming in soon
to have a wig done, and I feel he needs the magic of powder and
paint to complete his transformation."
"Oh, but definitely, Miss Carter." Lil answered in glee.
"He has such a lovely face ••• what fine skin for a man. Give
me an hour with him and I 1 ll have him looking like a ~ cover
girl!"
As we left Miss Lillian, Jim s topped me and said, "Miss
Carter, this is all like a wonderful dream, but it's ridiculous!
I'd create a panic among the customers with my presence. And
how could I leave here all done up in lipstick and powder? The
whole idea is crazy!"
"Jim Arthur! When you•re clad in a peignoir and have your
hair up in curlers, no one will know you're not a real woman.
Furthermore, on the day of your appointment, you can bring along
a dress and some underthings ~panties, bra, slip, hose, heels,
and so on. After we finish with you, it will be the only outfit
you can logically wear, anyway. Just imagine how wonderful it
will be to leave here looking so beautiful and go window-shopping
down the Avenue."
It was obvious that I was telling him exactly what he wanted
to hear. He wanted this sort of day in our beauty salon more
than anything he had ever wanted in his life. I understood his
desires completely. and I smiled to myself.
Just three years ago on a Spring day like this Spring day,
I walked out of that insurance company office in downtown New
York, never to return, went to my apartment, threw away my itchy
wool suit, button-down shirt, slim necktie, and snap-brim hat .
On that wonderful day, I changed into frilly lingerie, a
pink dress, and high heels, never again to put on masculine garments. And I went off to keep !!!Y appointment at Madame Joyce's.
Now, I thought to myself, maybe it's Jim's turn to find his
freedom.

•
•
•
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THE WIG BOOM - ABOON TO TV BUYERS!
During the past few years, a boom in the wigmaking industry
has occurred and has proved to be a boon to TVs who desire the
ultimate in feminine adornment. The advantages of this influx
of hairpieces onto an eager market are threefold: (1) Wigs are
less expensive in relation to their quality; (2) wigs are easier
to buy because of the plentitude of retail outlets; and (3) many
women now wear hairpieces in public as a matter of course, which
leaves the TV less conspicuous when he's dressed in public and
his wig is detected. Of course, this camouflage becomes useless
if all else about the TV's appearance is not authentic.
Among the disadvantages of the wig boom is that there are
a lot of junky products on the market, especially in the under$50 class. A junky wig bought as a "bargain" isn't worth any
amount of money, no matter how small, if the TV is striving for
the kind of authentic appearance which will permit him to "pass"
in public.
Obviously, the TV needs some kind of minimum standards to
go by before he goes and buys. Since good human-hair wigs may
be had for $50 t o $70, you should insist that your wig not be
of the ersatz variet y. It isn't necessary for a wig to be handmade, although that ia a distinct advantage, especially when it
comes to fit, but it should be well-made and this can be checked
by inspecting the inside of the wig-cap. If the rows of sewn-in
hair are reasonably close together (these make up the 11weft 11 ) ,
the wig is worth buying as long as it looks and fits well.
Many TVs believe that their first wig must be handmade and
they seek out the wigmakers who cater to TV trade. They are
fair game for the sharpies and exploiters, for, having little
experience with hairpiece-buying, they'll accept virtually anything and pay up to $250 to get saddled with a handmade wig which
is guaranteed to fall apart in a few months. Better to experiment
with the less expensive, machine-made wigs first, then, when you
are ready to invest a large sum in a wig, you'll be much better
able to judge its quality •
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ELECTROLYSIS
a Reasonable Rates

•

a Results Guaranteed

HA IR REMOVED

•TV Needs Are My Specialty.
Mail orders taken.

write
in now for fitting chart •

•
ORIGINALS by
Miss Helen Lancaster
273 West 47th Street
New York., N,Y. 10036
By appointment only.
Phone Circle 6-1963,

• , • permanently and painlessly
via a new scientific method in
the strictest privacy, Beards
thinned or completely removed,
Backs, chests, limbs cleared,
TV customers are welcomed •••

• COSTUME

....::.............................::::::::..~..::. ~..::::.....
I
.................................................................................................

Ernest V. Capaldo
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OFFSET PRINTING

FEMALE

•Brochures

IMPERSONATOR

PHOTOS

biggest, gayest, moat colorful
masquerade ball. $3.00 per set.

J. Carroll
Post Office Box 3123-T
New York, N.Y.

•Programs
• Form Letters

ABBE de CHOISY PRESS
P. 0. Box 4053 ° Grand Central

10017
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• Magazines

Mail orders are accepted. Write us, giving
us your specifications in detail, and we'll
send you an estimate by return mail ••

Several new sets now available.

••••

• Resumes
• Letterheads

Candid photos of New York City's
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SHOP WITHOUT

FEAR ......

Publication. Information
The information on this page is supplied for the convenience
of our contributors, our subscribers, and our advertisers.
CONTUBUTIONS

;

••• because I do your shopping
and charge only a nominal fee.
Ta ke advantage of the greatest
shopping center in the world:
NEW YORK CITY

Written material for any section of TURNABOUT is -lcomed
from any source - TV or non-TV - and will receive careful,
sympathetic consideration by the editors. All contributions
will be acknowledged. Authors whose works are selected for publication in TlllNABOUT will receive one issue free of charge,

Write today for confidential
deta i ls and fitting chart to:

Th• chief criteria for acceptance of manuscripts for publi·
cation in TURNABOUT are significance and uniqueness of thought
content. Style and accuracy of language are not criteria, as
the editors are glad to supply these in their handling of the
manuscript. No manuscript will ever be rejected because it varies from the editors' point of vi-; on th• contrary, - encourage the submission of ideas differing from ours, since we find
that ~ do not offend us.

~elen Lanca~t.er
273 West 47th Street :: Suite 20
New York 36, N.Y. :: MAIL ORDER ONLY
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ANNOUNCING.
A Brand New Series Of

• •

TV· FICTION BOOKLETS!

Certain technical difficulties have delayed the
publication of the first in our projected series
of TV-fiction booklets, TH& BEST OF BOTH WORLIE.
However, work has now resumed, and we expect to
be publishing the novelet within a few weeks after this issue of TURNABOUT is released. We do
wish to reassure those who have sent in reservations that the novelet will soon be on its way
to them, and we appreciate their patience.

t:The <..Abbe de Choisy cp/tess
11111111111111111111
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Drawings and photographs are also welcome. Drawings which
are submitted for publication should be done on white illustration paper, if possible and in India ink on an area measuring
no more than 7 11 x ll.\" ipreferably smaller). No typing, drawing,
or printing should be on the obverse aide of the paper.
Photographs should be no smaller than 3%" x 5% 11 image area,
and they can be either black-and-white or color prints in good
condition with ample contrast, Selection will be baaed on the
authenticity of the subject as well as over-all good taste. A
photo which has been previously published in any other forms is
not eligible for publication in TURNABOUT. Return of photos
must be specifically requested if it is desired. The sender'•
mailing address should be attached in such instances,
All contributions must be accompanied by the sender 1 a first
neither need be his legal name. The policy of
TlaNABOUT is always to use a first and last name in by-lines.
and last name -

SUBSCIUPTIONS
Until further notice, TURNABOUT will be available at $3.00
per copy, Subscribers should indicate on the order blank found
in this iaaue which issues of TURNABOUT they desire, such as #1,
#2, #3, #4, etc. Overseas orders are at $3.50 per copy because
of added mailing coats. Canadian currency: $3.25 per copy.

ADVlllTISlNG
• Advertising apace in TURNABOUT coats $30 per full page or
$15 per half-page, with ad acceptance entirely at publisher's
discretion. Art-work is available at nominal rates and is limited to line drawings and special type faces. Plates and mats in
good condition and meeting our size limitations (7 11 x 10 11 before
reduction for a full-page ad) may be submitted,
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