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GREAT SPIRIT’S

MALE GIRL

By Dulci Daily

Chapter 1

Whitemenwere few, andmyQuoheemish people were
many, in our rich land beside the western ocean. I was
born way back in 1830 as the White men count years. No
White men were present in our longhouse, or anywhere
near it, on the summit ofwhatwe called theHill of the Sun.
Few Quoheemish remained there either, for it was Spring,
and the wide world outside was beckoning.

I knew nothing then. I didn�t know what the people
meant when they said I was a beautiful baby. I had no idea
that, before the end of my life, White men would build the
great city of Pacific Heights upon our land, with the
Pacificum State Capitol where our longhouse once stood
on the Hill of the Sun, now called the Capitoline Hill. I
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could not have imagined what marvelous and terrible
events the Great Spirit had in store for me.

Iwas born amale but beforemany years had passed, ev-
eryone could see that I was as sweet and pretty as any girl.
I acted like a girl too. People whispered that I might be a
male girl. I didn�t knowwhat that meant when I was little,
but it had a strange and exciting sound even then.

When I was 10, my mother and sister dressed me in
girls� clothes, and my father gave me a new name, a girl�s
name: Illiyalla, meaning �Singing Sparrow.� I was �Spar-
row� because I was small, and �Singing� because of my
beautiful, musical voice. They toldme Iwas being tried out
to see if I was really a male girl.

I was sure I was, even then. I enjoyed the girls� games
and the women�s work, cooking, sewing and all the rest of
it. I didn�t like the rough boys� games, which sometimes
ended in fights, and I didn�t want to go out hunting. Above
all I didn�t think I could ever be a brave, strong youngman,
ready to defend our tribe with bows and arrows, knives
and clubs�much less with the White man�s guns, which
we still had seldom seen or heard. Our Quoheemish peo-
ple were peaceful, but some other tribes were not, so our
brave young men had to be always ready to fight them if
need be. I admired the brave young men and thanked the
Great Spirit for them�but as for being one of themmyself,
I could never imagine it.

When I was 12, my father announced that the Great
Spirit had certainly made me a kabavoomish, a male girl�a
male with a female spirit, or a female with male body
parts. Everyone had to believe it, for my dad was well
known as the wisest elder in the tribe. White men had al-
ready started calling my dad �Chief Semakoboomish� be-
cause they thought wemust have a chief, just as they had a
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president and some otherWhite men had kings or queens.
We didn�t really have a chief, but my dad didn�t tell them
that. Quoheemish people didn�t mind because they knew
my dad was probably the strongest and smartest man in
the entire tribe. They called him the �Voice of the Great
Spirit� or �Man Who Plants the Seed of the Great Spirit�
(that�s what �Semakoboomish� means) because he was so
much in tunewith the spirit world, and hewas always say-
ing that all the �little spirits� were like nothing compared
to theGreat Spirit whomade everything. So, whenmy dad
said I was a male girl, that�s what I was, no question about
it.

My dad and momwere proud of me because male girls
were special in theGreat Spirit�s eyes; He didn�tmake very
many of them, and he gave them special destinies when
He made them.

My dad must have planted much seed in my mom. I
had four brothers and six sisters, all older than I was. Soon
after the announcement that I was a male girl for sure, my
oldest sister, Running Deer, took me far into the woods.
There she let me view her nudity, and she viewed mine. I
was still young and hairless betweenmy legs, and anyway
she was not the kind of woman to lie down with her
brother or sister. Her aim was simply to instruct me.

�Here is my umuvu,� she said, pointing to the cut be-
tween her legs, with hair above it. �It is where my man,
Soaring Hawk, plants his seed with his mungushumu, the
thing thatmen have andwomen do not.Women have only
a little mungushi, which you can see here if you look
closely.� I did. It was very little indeed, hardly visible
above her umuvu.

�You,� she said, �being amale girl, have amungushi like
a woman, but it is bigger, like a man�smungushumu.When
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you are older, you will hide your mungushi between your
legs, and it will shoot seed, but not into a woman. We will
take you to Gray Fox when you are older, when your
mungushi has begun to shoot seed, and youwill learnmore
about being a male girl.� Everyone knew that Gray Fox
was the tribe�s eldest male woman, one of only a few in the
entire tribe.

�And here aremy breasts,� she said. Theywere big, and
her nippleswere protruding. �Girls rub berry juice on their
breasts, at the right time, to make them grow. You are not
ready for your breasts to grow, but youwill rub themwith
juice when you are ready. Sometimes a male girl�s breasts
grow as big as those of a woman whose breasts are small.
Right now, you can get ready by eating plenty and getting
plump, so your breasts will begin to stick out.�

I eagerly took her advice. I could hardly wait to have
breasts like a woman, even if they were smaller. By the
time Iwas 14, I was as plump as awell-fedwoman, andmy
breasts looked like a girl�s breasts when they are beginning
to grow.Mymungushiwas beginning to have hair above it,
and it was giving me new, strange, exciting feelings.

One night I had a dream, the beginning ofmy grown-up
life. A man I did not know was viewing my nudity. Then
he stood behind me and rubbed my breasts with juice. I
could feel my breasts growing bigger, big like a woman�s,
and my nipples stuck out like Running Deer�s nipples. I
could feel his mungushumu pressing between my thighs
from behind. In the dream I had an umuvu like a woman,
and it was hot andwet. Then, still grippingmy breasts, the
man made me bend over on my hands and knees, and he
began to press hismungushumuup intomy umuvu frombe-
hind me, making me tremble with excitement. Then I
could feel an earthquake, and the man shot seed deep into
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my umuvu. When I awoke, I found that it was only I who
had shot seed, for the first time in my young life.

�I have shot seed while dreaming,� I said to Running
Deer that day. �Is it time for me to go to Gray Fox?�

�Yes, it is time,� she said. �We will go.�

*******
Gray Fox sat alone on the far side of the hill we called

the Hill of the Ocean, which White men later called
Queen�s Bluff. She was looking away from us, toward the
ocean and the horizon beyond. �Gray Fox,� said Running
Deer, �I have come with Singing Sparrow.�

Gray Fox turned. Her hair and her eyes were as gray as
the ocean, reflecting the dull gray sky. Her wrinkled face
looked old and tired, and yet she smiled at me when she
saw me. �You have come at last, young beauty,� she said.
�Is it time?�

�Yes, Gray Fox, it is time,� I said. My voice was trem-
bling.

�I have hoped to see this day. I have watched over you
carefully since I first saw you in girls� clothing. The Great
Spirit has given you much beauty, Singing Sparrow�but
your destiny is far greater than your beauty.�

�Show me my destiny, Gray Fox.�
�It will be done. Running Deer, youmay leave us. I my-

self will come back to Semakoboomish with his daughter
Singing Sparrow.�
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�The first step in your journey as a male girl,� Gray Fox
told me when Running Deer had gone, �is your binding. I
must see your nudity.�

I revealed my nudity to Gray Fox. My mungushi was
growing. I had not been excited to showmy nudity to Run-
ning Deer, although I had been excited to see hers. This
was much different.

�A girl�s mungushi,� Gray Fox said, �does not stick out
in front of her. A female girl�smungushi is too small to need
binding, but a male girl�s mungushi is not. At first your
mungushiwill be only loosely bound, to keep it from rising
like a man�s mungushumu, but not to hide it between your
legs when you are standing up. Later the binding will be
tightened, and your mungushi will be hidden between
your legs even when you are walking, just like a female
girl�s mungushi.�

My mungushi was hard, and did need binding. �Bind
me, Gray Fox,� I said. My heart was beating strongly at the
thought of my dawning destiny.

�Sit down, Singing Sparrow, and raise your knees,�
Gray Fox instructed me. �Then press yourmungushi down
until it sticks out beneath your thighs.� I did as Gray Fox
said.

�Here is your binding,� she said, wrapping two long,
narrow, soft strips of deerskin over the top of my
mungushi. �Nowyouwill stand up, and Iwill stand behind
you.�

I stood up. From behind me, Gray Fox gently pulled on
the deerskin, keeping my mungushi from rising. She then
brought the ends of the deerskin strips up around my
plump buttocks, crossed them below my navel, wrapped
them completely around me, and tied them together in
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front. �You see,� she said, �Now your mungushi will not
rise, no matter how hard it may become. Later, when the
binding is tighter, youwill look exactly like a female girl in
front, and your mungushi will be fully hidden like hers.�

I was shy, but I asked her anyway: �Will my mungushi
still become hard when it is completely hidden?�

�Yes. Sometimes it will become very hard and shoot
seed in back of your thighs. Perhaps it will even do this
more often, because you can squeeze it between your
thighs whenever you wish.�

I felt desire to squeeze mymungushi between my thighs
and shoot seed, but I did not wish to do this in front of
Gray Fox.When Iwas alone, I would do it�ormaybe even
when I was not alone.

�What if a man wished to unite with me and plant his
seed, as with a female woman?� I dared to ask. �Can this
be done?�

�Yes, but not now. You are young. You should live the
life of a maiden to the full. Once you have abandoned that
life, it is gone forever.� Gray Fox sighed, seeming sad that a
maiden�s life must vanish with youth and never return.

�Later, when you are older,� she went on, �you will
learn to let men hop on top of you and mate with you. But
you must never do this with a man who has a female
woman and plants seed in her.�

�Why not?�
�It is because of your destiny as a male girl. You can un-

derstand both men and women, in a way that male men
and female women cannot. Because of this, you can be
good friends with both, and help them to understand each
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other better. But to take aman�s seed, and part of his heart,
away from his woman is not the act of a friend. Once, be-
fore youwere born, there was amale womanwho did take
a man�s seed from his woman, thinking no one would
know. But the Great Spirit knows all�and by and by, the
Great Spirit brings all evildoers to ruin. That male woman
was found out. She was forced to leave Quoheemish peo-
ple and wander the earth, never to return.�

�So I am to take seed only from men who have no
woman.�

�Yes, and not only that. You must not take seed from
young boys who are not yet ripe for a woman�for boy-
hood is like maidenhood and should be lived to the full,
before it is too late. But from men who are ripe and yet
have no woman, you may take seed�when you are ripe.
Do not think much yet of taking men�s seed, young
maiden; it will do you no good, and it might do you much
harm.� I tried to accept Gray Fox�s advice, but the thoughts
were hard to repel.

�Gray Fox,� I said, �am I ever to love one man as a fe-
male woman does, and stay with him for life?�

Gray Fox sighed deeply and, it seemed to me, very
sadly. �That is the hardest question, Singing Sparrow,� she
said. �Your heart may struggle against your destiny. You
have a woman�s heart, and a woman�s heart is made to
love oneman for life. Formost people, this is how it should
be: a woman loves a man, he plants his seed in her, the
Great Spirit gives them children, and so they become the
newest in the unbroken line of the Ancestors. I do not say
that it is never amale woman�s destiny to love oneman for
life�but your destiny may be greater, as mine has been.�
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Gray Fox looked up to the sky, light gray all over, as it so
often was in the land of the Quoheemish, and so often is to
this day. �See the sky,� she said. �You do not see the sun,
but you know it is there, just as you do not see the Great
Spirit, but you know the Great Spirit is everywhere. The
sun gives light and life to all, but gets nothing in re-
turn�except, it may be, the joy of giving light and life to
all. The Great Spirit, too, gives light and life to all, but gets
nothing in return. And yet the Great Spirit is not lonely or
unhappy. Do you begin to see, Singing Sparrow?�

I thought I did, and yet I was afraid. �You mean��I
groped for words�"I am to be like the sun, or even like the
Great Spirit, in that way? To give myself to manymen, not
only to one?"

�It may be so. I do not say it is so, for you must discover
your own destiny. But it has been so for me, and it may be
so for you.�

I was silent, for I did not know; I was still too young to
know. Gray Fox was right, I thought: I must live the life of
maidenhood to the full, and not be too eager to leave it be-
hind forever.

�And nowwewill leave such thoughts behind until you
are older,� Gray Fox said, seeming to read mymind. �You
must rub your breasts with berry juice tomake them grow.
After that, I will take you to Semakoboomish.�

We looked for ripe berries and soon found some black-
berries and raspberries. I wondered if Gray Foxwould rub
my breasts with juice if I asked her, but I did not dare ask. I
took the berries inmy hands and crushed them against my
breasts, getting juice and seeds all over.

�Now squeeze your breasts and pull them out, gently,
to make them grow.� I did as she said. My nipples quickly
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grew big and hard, and the rest ofmy breasts began to look
and feel more like a woman�s breasts when I squeezed
them.

�Now press them and rub them around and around
with the juice.� I did. My mungushi was straining against
the binding, and my nipples were as hot and hard as my
mungushi.

�Gray Fox, I am afraid Iwill shoot seed if I go on,� I said,
straining for breath.

�Hide yourmungushi between your legs,� Gray Fox ad-
vised me. �Then, if you shoot seed, it will be womanly
seed.�

I pressed my mungushi back between my legs and
clenched them tight; then I returned to rubbingmy breasts.
Soon my hips were moving of themselves, faster and
faster, likewomen�s hips I haddimly seen in the longhouse
when their men were planting seed. I had to open my
mouth to breathe deeply, and I imagined amanwas plant-
ing seed in me. Soon it was I who was shooting seed, back
behind my legs. My mungushi was short, barely sticking
out behind my plump legs, and much seed dripped down
the insides of my thighs.

�It is done,� said Gray Fox. �Let us return to the
longhouse of your family. There youmay rest andwait for
Semakoboomish to return.�

Soon I became tired. By the time we hadwalked back to
the Hill of the Sun, I was exhausted. I lay on the grass, not
far from the longhouse, and fell asleep at once.

When I awoke, Semakoboomish stood above me. Near
him were brave young men with an elk they had hunted.
Gray Fox sat by my side.
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�Gray Fox,� said my father, �have you taught my
daughter the ways of a male girl?�

�I have, Semakoboomish.�
�It is good.Wewill feast.� Givingme his hand, he raised

me to my feet. �My daughter,� he said, �your destiny is
great. May the Great Spirit always be with you, and may
you never turn away from your destiny.�

Chapter 2

The years of my maidenhood passed peacefully, most
of the time. Soon I was ready to have my binding pulled
tight, to hide mymungushi fully between my legs. I felt de-
sires to lie with men, but I resisted.

Some of the other maidens giggled at me because I was
a male maiden, but others did not. Among those who did
not, my dearest friend was Smiling Willow.

SmilingWillowwas the loveliest ofmaidens inmy eyes,
and in those of many other Quoheemish. She was tall and
slender, with great kind eyes, and almost always a smile
that showed her good heart. Her parents had died�her
mother from sickness, and her father from defending the
Quoheemish against an attack by our warlike northern
neighbors, the Haigasha. My family treated her like one of
my sisters. My father, Semakoboomish, had promised to
give a big potlatch for her when she accepted a man as her
own.

Her grown-up namewas SmilingWillowbecause of her
willow-like looks, much different frommanyQuoheemish
women�s looks, and because of her smile. She smiled like a
sunny day upon children, ancients, and everyone in be-
tween. Her words were smiling, too; unlike many of the
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people, she did not say cutting words behind other peo-
ple�s backs. Only upon Mighty Bear she did not smile.

Mighty Bear was the biggest and strongest brave young
man of the Quoheemish. He had won renown for leading
our defense against the Haigasha, in the same battle where
Smiling Willow�s father was killed. It had given him a big
head and made him think he deserved the most beautiful
maiden, Smiling Willow, to be his woman.

One day Smiling Willow came to me and spoke of him.
�Singing Sparrow,� she said, �I would like you to come
with me and speak to Mighty Bear. I have told him I will
not be his woman, but he does not believe me. You are a
male girl and daughter of Semakoboomish; youwill speak
to him theword of the Great Spirit. If he does not listen, we
will tell all Quoheemish people who will listen.�

I was frightened. I tried to think straight and speak
rightly. �First I must understand why you will not be his
woman,� I said.

�It is because I have seen his anger. If he ever became
angry withme, I am afraid he would treat me as he did the
Haigasha.� I shuddered. Women and girls had been
shown the dead, bloody bodies of the Haigasha, and of the
Quoheemish too, after the great battle. I wept to think that
Smiling Willow might ever be like them.

�Do notweep,my sister,� she said. �Only be strong, and
speak the words of the Great Spirit.�

I feared thatMighty Bearwould become angrywithme,
and treat me as he did the Haigasha. �But there are far
greater male women than I,� I protested, �and far greater
voices of the Great Spirit. Surely Gray Fox would speak to
him.�
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�He would not listen. Gray Fox is an old male woman
with little strength, and Mighty Bear respects only
strength. But you are a daughter of Semakoboomish, who
has great strength.�

�But why do you not ask Semakoboomish himself to
speak to Mighty Bear?�

Smiling Willow lowered her eyes. �I have asked. He
will not. Semakoboomish has much wisdom about many
things, but not about Mighty Bear. Such a great and brave
young man, in his eyes, can do little wrong.�

Desperately I tried to think of someone, anyone, other
than myself, to talk to Mighty Bear. �Why not Soaring
Hawk? He, too, has great strength, and I do not.�

�No.Mighty Bear would take it as a challenge to fight to
winme. But you are a smallmale girl, with little strength to
fight. You have only the power of the Great Spirit
and�perhaps, in time�of Semakoboomish. Mighty Bear
would not imagine that you would try to fight him.�

I saw my doom coming over me, but I could not refuse
to help SmilingWillow. �Verywell,� I said. �Iwill go, and I
will speak the words of the Great Spirit.�

*******
�Mighty Bear,� I said, trembling somuch I could hardly

get the words out, �hear the words of the Great Spirit. You
must respect SmilingWillow�swishes. Shewill not be your
woman.�

Mighty Bear rose up high above me, as if he were a real
bear rising up for the kill�and yet he could not say my
words were not the words of the Great Spirit. �You have
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great courage, little one,� he said, �in your own eyes. I
warn you, do not try to steal Smiling Willow from me, for
she ismine. If you try, youwill feel all your courage vanish
when I turn against you.�

I feared itwas true, and yet Imust speak. �Iwill not steal
her from you,� I said, �for she is not yours. She belongs to
the Great Spirit, as do we all. Do not resist the Great Spirit,
for you will not prevail.�

I felt Mighty Bear�s anger through his eyes, seeking to
pierce my heart like a spear, and I knew Smiling Willow
was right: she must never be his woman. �Little one,� he
said slowly, �I have never resisted theGreat Spirit, norwill
I now. But you must know that, if the Great Spirit takes
away mywoman, he will give me another, for a man must
have a woman. Do you know what I mean?�

His fists were clenched near his loins. As if to make his
meaning unmistakable, he thrust his hips at me like a man
planting seed in a woman. I could have no doubt: if he
could not have SmilingWillow, hewould seek tomakeme
his woman. Then I, not she, would suffer the fate of the
Haigasha if he became angry with his woman.

�Yes, Mighty Bear.� I took up his challenge, though I
could not imagine how it would end. �Yes, I know what
you mean.�

*******
I knew more fully what he meant when he took me

aside and told me, very soon. �Little one,� he said, �since
you have stolen my woman, you will now be my woman.
Lie with me.�
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I dared not simply tell him �no,� for fear he would kill
me like the Haigasha on the spot. I tried to stall for time. �I
am still a maiden,� I said. �I am not ready to lie with a
man.�

�No, you are fully ripe and ready. Since I cannot have
Smiling Willow, I will have you�and I will shoot my seed
into your dung-hole, little one�unless you will change your
mind, admit you lied, and tell SmilingWillow it is the will
of the Great Spirit that I shall have her after all.�

I was trembling so hard I could barely get the words
out, and yet I told the truth: �I did not lie, and it is not the
will of the Great Spirit.�

�Then lie with me.�
My mind was racing faster than the fleetest deer. �I do

not yet know theways of amalewomanwhen she lieswith
a man. I will ask Gray Fox to teach me. I know she will
teach me well, for she has lain with many men. After
that�you may ask me to lie with you.� I did not say I
would agree.

*******
Gray Fox looked even older than when she had taught

me to bind myself and rub my breasts, more than four
years ago now. �Gray Fox,� I said, �it is time forme to learn
the ways of a male woman when she mates with a man.�

Gray Fox was not surprised. �Yes, it is time,� she said.
She wasted no time. �First, then, you must know what are
the ways of a female womanmating with a man. You have
seen animals mating.�
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�Yes.� I thought shemust know I had also seenmen and
women mating in the dim light of the longhouse, but she
did not say so, and neither did I.

�Themale mounts the female from behind, and puts his
mungushumu into the female�s umuvu; then they quiver to-
gether, and the male shoots seed into the female.
Quoheemish people have learned their way of mating
from the animals. It is said to be the way of mating that the
Great Spirit has taught to all creatures who mate. This is
why a woman kneels before a man, facing away from him,
and the man enters her from behind. But unlike the ani-
mals, the man may reach beneath the woman and grasp
her breasts, or touch hermungushi,whilematingwith her.�

My mungushi and my nipples were hard at the very
thought. I must know, at once, how a male woman would
mate with a man. �But a male woman,� I said, �has no
umuvu such as female women have.�

�Not such as they have,� Gray Fox said. �Your umuvu is
different. You will kneel before a man as a female woman
does, but the man will put his mungushumu between your
boundmungushi and your thigh. Then you will reach back
with one hand, supporting yourself on the other, and
stroke hismungushumuwith your hand while squeezing it
between your mungushi and your thigh. Your thigh, your
hand, and your bound mungushi together will become
your umuvu. Themanwill clasp your breasts, and youwill
quiver together as the animals do.� My excitement at the
thought was making me become hot and sweaty all over. I
fearedMighty Bear, and yet I knew I might even do such a
thing with him if he wished.

�Some female women,� Gray Fox went on, �wish their
men to lie facing them. This is not evil, but the animals do
not do it, and most men think it is not as good. It is not so
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good for a male woman either, for that way you have no
tight, strong umuvu. All that can happen is that the man
shoots seed upon your abdomen. But a male woman can
easily receive a man facing him, while standing up. He
puts his mungushumu between your bound mungushi and
your thigh. That is a tight, strong umuvu. Some strong, ag-
ile female women can receive a man standing up, but it is
not easy.� I wondered whether a male woman could unite
with another male woman, but I feared it would be disre-
spectful to ask.

�Is there more?� I asked instead.
�Some men wish to use a male woman�s mouth as her

umuvu. Male women do not agree with one another about
this. Some say it is evil in the sight of the Great Spirit; oth-
ers say it is not. I did it once when I was young, but I found
it disgusting to have a man shoot seed in my mouth, and I
did not do it again.�

�I do not think I will do it,� I said.
�That is good,� Gray Fox assured me. �And last,� she

said, �a few bad men have even imagined that a male
woman�s dung-hole is her umuvu.� I was struck with hor-
ror. My sweat became cold. I knewMighty Bear would do
it, if he could.

�This is evil in the sight of the Great Spirit,� said Gray
Fox. �You must never allow a man to do such a thing.�

�No!� I assured Gray Fox. �Never!� Even if Mighty Bear
were to kill me like the Haigasha, I whispered within my
heart, I would never allow him to do that!

�It is good. Now, have you a man in mind, who will be
the first to lie with you?�
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I breathed deeply before I spoke. �The manwhowishes
to lie with me is Mighty Bear.�

Gray Fox frowned. �Everyone knows that Mighty Bear
claims SmilingWillow as his own.Why does he wish to lie
with you?�

�Smiling Willow asked me to speak the word of the
Great Spirit to him, to tell him she would never be his
woman. I did, and he became angry. He said that, if he
could not have her, he would lie with me�and he would
shoot seed into my dung-hole.�

�No!� Gray Fox cried. �It is an outrage! A man who
would shoot seed into a male girl�s dung-hole would eat
dung!� She looked away toward the ocean, and then to-
ward the sky. �And a man who would try to force a male
girl to receive his seed in her dung-hole,� she added,
�must be forced to eat dung.�

�I do not wish to force him to eat dung. I wish only that
he would leave Smiling Willow, and me, alone.�

�It seems to me that he will leave you alone only if he is
far from you�and from the land of the Quoheemish.�

�That will not happen. He is the great defender of the
Quoheemish. Even my father Semakoboomish would not
tell him to leave Smiling Willow alone.�

Gray Fox was silent. After a long time, with her eyes
fixed upon the sky, she spoke again. �Singing Sparrow, if
you will be brave, and if you have strong and trustworthy
friends, it may be thatMighty Bearwill be driven far away.
Who are your strongest and most trustworthy friends?�

�My father Semakoboomish, first of all.�
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�Yes, and among the brave young men, your friends
who might be glad to see Mighty Bear driven away?�

�Well, there is Soaring Hawk, and his good friend
Shrieking Gull.�

�Would they wish to protect you against Mighty Bear,
and stand for you as witnesses if he attacked you?�

�Yes, I think�I am sure they would.�
�I will tell you a plan. Youwill need to be as brave as the

bravest young man who fights�but, if the plan succeeds,
Mighty Bear will no longer strike fear into you, nor into
Smiling Willow.�

*******
�It is good,� said Soaring Hawk when I told him of the

plan. �Mighty Bear�s head is too big. He thinks everyone
must bow down to him as if he were the Great Spirit, just
because he can fight. And a man who would try to force
himself into a male girl�s dung-hole has no place among
Quoheemish people.�

�He is not the only one who can fight,� said Shrieking
Gull. �All Quoheemish people, even women, can fight
against a man

who would do such a thing."
�We will carry out the plan, then,� I said, though I was

shivering with fear that the plan might go wrong.
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*******
�Mighty Bear,� I said to him, �it is time. Gray Fox has

taught me well. I know the ways of a male woman lying
with a man. We will go into the longhouse of my family. It
will be dark and hidden. No one will see.�

I had chosen my words well, and Mighty Bear was ea-
ger to lie withme. I walked ahead of him to the longhouse,
letting my plump hips sway like a female woman�s hips.
By the time we entered the longhouse, his mighty
mungushumu was pressing hard against my back.

�Only do not put it inmy dung-hole,� I begged him, let-
ting my voice echo through the dark longhouse.

�Do not be afraid, little one,� he said. �I will be gentle.�
He had brought some bear grease. He smeared it all
around my dung-hole. Then he pushed his greasy finger
deep into my dung-hole, hurting me.

�No, Mighty Bear!� I cried. �Not in my dung-hole!�
�Yes, little one,� he said, gripping me hard and starting

to push against my dung-hole with hismungushumu. �You
have stolen my woman. Now you are my woman, and
your dung-hole is your umuvu.�

I screamed in pain and fear as he tried to force his huge
mungushumu into my dung-hole�but I was not the only
one who screamed. Shrieking Gull, hidden in the darkness
according to the plan, gave out such a shriek as gave him
his name and leaped uponMighty Bear�s back to hold him.
Soaring Hawk, also hidden, ran out of the darkness and
held a knife to Mighty Bear�s throat.

�Die, thieves of women!� Mighty Bear shouted. He re-
leased me and began to fight Soaring Hawk and Shrieking
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Gull. I could not see them clearly in the darkness, but I
knew Mighty Bear�s strength was terrible. I feared he
would kill both of the brave young men with his bare
hands, or with Soaring Hawk�s knife, and then he would
tear my dung-hole with his mungushumu.

I did the only thing I could think of that might help.
From behind Mighty Bear, I reached around him and
grabbed his mungushumu with both hands. I could barely
hold on because he was fighting so hard, but I did hold on.
I rubbed his mungushumu, trying to make him shoot seed,
thinking this would distract and weaken him.

Iwas right.He tried to throwme off, but he could not re-
sist the urge to shoot seed. He roared like a bear in outrage,
but hismungushumu got the better of him. After that, Soar-
ing Hawk and Shrieking Gull soon got the better of him.

I helped them hold him with my little strength. I
grabbed his mungushumu, now limp, and said to Soaring
Hawk, �Give me the knife.� He did, and I held the knife to
Mighty Bear�smungushumu. �Go quietly,� I said, �or I will
cut it off at once.� He knew I really would dare to cut it off
if he resisted. He did not resist.

�We must take him before the council of the elders at
once,� Soaring Hawk said. �Such a man cannot remain
among the Quoheemish, no matter how mightily he has
fought for us.�

ShriekingGull shrieked out the call to come to the coun-
cil. Men came running, and the council drums thundered.
Soon the council of the elders assembled.

Soaring Hawk, Shrieking Gull, and I told what hap-
pened, and the elders touched and smelled the bear grease
around my dung-hole. Then my father Semakoboomish
turned toMighty Bear, whowas bound hand and foot, and
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said, �Mighty Bear, you have heard what these brave
young men and this brave young woman, my daughter,
have said against you. What have you to say?�

�They are lying,� Mighty Bear lied to the council of the
elders in the presence of theGreat Spirit. �Singing Sparrow
hates me and stole my woman, Smiling Willow, from me.
Singing Sparrowmade up a plan to trick and trap me with
lies, saying I tried to push my mungushumu into her
dung-hole by force. Soaring Hawk went along with the
plan because he hates me too and listens to Singing Spar-
row�s lies about me. Shrieking Gull went along because he
is Soaring Hawk�s friend and listens to the same lies.�

Semakoboomish frowned. �Many good men and
women are lying and believing lies,� he said, �or else one
man is lying and hoping his lies will be believed. Singing
Sparrow has said you smeared bear grease around her
dung-hole and pushed your finger into it; then you tried to
force yourmungushumu into her dung-hole. I have touched
and smelled the bear grease on Singing Sparrow. Now a
manwho is not Singing Sparrow�s father will smell out the
truth.�

Semakoboomish pointed to Leaping Cougar, an elder
almost as wise as he. �Leaping Cougar,� he said, �in the
presence of the Great Spirit who knows all truth, tell us:
can you smell bear grease on any of Mighty Bear�s fin-
gers?�

Leaping Cougar got close to both of Mighty Bear�s
hands and smelled them. �Yes,� he said. �On the middle
finger of Mighty Bear�s right hand, I smell bear
grease�and dung.�

�Can you smell bear grease on Mighty Bear�s
mungushumu?�
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Leaping Cougar got close to Mighty Bear�s limp
mungushumu. �Yes,� he reported.

The elders frowned and said hostile things about
Mighty Bear. Then Semakoboomish said, �Mighty Bear, I
have admired you as a strong defender of Quoheemish
people�but I can admire you nomore. Amanwhowould
try to put hismungushumu in amale woman�s dung-hole is
a man who would eat dung. A man who would try to do
this by forcemust be forced to eat dung. Youwill be bound
day and night, eating no food, until you have eaten much
dung. Then you will be taken out of Quoheemish people�s
land, and you will be killed if you return, for all the brave
young men of the Quoheemish will unite against you.�

�I will see Quoheemish no more,� said Mighty Bear,
�until I return with the Haigasha to kill them�for all
Quoheemish are liars and woman-thieves!�

Chapter 3

Mighty Bear did eat much dung and grew weak and
thin, but he did not return with the Haigasha to kill us.
Long afterward I learned that the Haigasha rejected him
because they did not trust him, for a man who would turn
against his own people to kill themwould do any evil. For
many years, I did not find out what happened to Mighty
Bear after that. I knew only that he did not trouble our peo-
ple again, so long as Semakoboomish lived�and that
Soaring Hawk, Shrieking Gull, and I became renowned
among Quoheemish people for driving him out.

It was soon after then that I did lie with a man for the
first time. LeapingCougar came tome. Hewasmuch older
than I, and his woman had died from sickness. �Singing
Sparrow,� he said, �you are young and lovely; I am old,
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lonely, and sad. Will you give me comfort for a little
while?�

My heart went out to him. I knew this was my destiny.
My nipples and my mungushi began to respond.

�Gladly, Leaping Cougar,� I said. �You have helped
me, and helped all Quoheemish, by finding out the truth
about Mighty Bear. I am honored to comfort you.�

I did not kiss him, for Quoheemish people then did not
kiss asWhite people did, but I embraced him and caressed
his cheeks with mine. He rubbed his chest against my
breasts, and squeezed my breasts with his hands. He
reached beneath my buttocks and stroked my bound
mungushi, making me eager to receive him.

�You are good tome, Singing Sparrow,� he said. �Bemy
woman for the day, and mate with me.�

�I will!� I told him eagerly.
He turned me around and rubbed my breasts from be-

hind. I pressed his hands against my breasts with mine.
Then he made me bend over on my hands and knees. I
reached between my bound mungushi and my thigh to
guide his mungushumu into my umuvu. His was much
smaller than Mighty Bear�s, but bigger than my mungushi,
and it was very hard. He entered me, and I clasped his
mungushumu as tightly as I could with my thigh, my hand,
and my bound mungushi, which together made up my
male woman�s umuvu. He grasped my breasts and
squeezed them tightly. Then I acted like a bucking horse
for him, still clasping him tightly, while he plunged his
mungushumu deep into my umuvu again and again. Before
long he was moaning and shooting seed, while my wom-
anly seedwas rushing out upon his thighs beneathmy but-
tocks.
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�Singing Sparrow,� he said when he could speak, �it is
good. It is very good. You have given me great comfort.�

�I am honored, Leaping Cougar,� I said, though I was
short of breath. �I will comfort you again, whenever you
wish.�

*******
After that, I did lie more times with Leaping Cougar,

and also with other men who did not have female women.
I was glad to fulfill my destiny as a male woman with the
men, but they did not hold my heart. Only when White
Beaver came to live among us didmy destiny start to bring
me toward fulfilling my heart�s deep desires, though I did
not know it then.

White Beaverwas the firstWhiteman I had ever seen up
close. His name in theWhite men�s language was Andrew
MacGillivray, but we called him White Beaver because he
was White and he was a builder. He built a house, a
strange-lookingWhite man�s house, not far from our fam-
ily�s longhouse, but far above the White men�s settlement
down by the ocean. He learned our language, and taught
his own to some of us. I wasmost eager to learn. Before too
long I had started to translate for Quoheemish people who
wanted to hear White Beaver�s words.

Before too long, too, we knew why he had come to live
among us. �Way out West here,� he said, �there ain�t
enoughWhite women to go around, and a lot of �em that�s
here ain�t no good for nothin�. I reckon, if I�m friendly
enough with you Quoheemish, maybe you�ll let me get
hitched to one of your squaws.�
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White Beaver�s talk was strange, but he was kind and
helpful, and soon he found his �squaw�: Smiling Willow
herself. White Beaver could hardly believe his good for-
tune in finding a woman so lovely and so good-hearted.
When he learned that her parents had died and
Semakoboomish was like a father to her, he asked
Semakoboomish for her �hand� in �marriage��strange
White men�s words to us.

�White Beaver, you are a friend to Quoheemish peo-
ple,� Semakoboomish said, �and Smiling Willow is be-
loved to us. It is good that you do not wish to offend us by
taking a woman against our will. Smiling Willow may
choose herman for herself�but, if she weremine to give, I
would gladly give her to you. As she is like a daughter to
me and to my woman, you shall be like a son.�

�Yippee!� White Beaver cried. �Now to get us a parson
and get hitched!�

I did not know what this meant, so I asked. White Bea-
ver explained that a �parson� was a man who had to say
some words before Smiling Willow would become his
�wife.� When I asked why, he said, �Well, that�s just how
we believe the Great Spirit wants it.�

In due time the parson arrived from the settlement with
White Beaver, said some words, and ended by saying, �I
now pronounce you man and wife.� Then came the prom-
ised potlatch,withmusic, games, andplenty of food for all.
After that, Smiling Willow slept in White Beaver�s house,
and in due time she was big with child.

I did not tell White Beaver that I was a male girl, but
someone did tell him. One day he tookme aside and spoke
to me. �Say there, Singing Swallow,� he said, �they say
you�re somebody special, what they call amale gal. Imean,
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you look like a gal and act like one, but you�ve got what
men have got downhere, notwhat the gals have got. Is that
true?�

�Yes, it is true.�
�There�s some of �em among theWhite folks too, but the

White folks mostly don�t treat �em as good as you get
treated here. I know one of �emmyself, and they sure don�t
treat her right. They treat her like nothin� but a��

White Beaver stopped speaking for a moment. �Well,
look here,� he then said. �Don�t tell this to SmilingWillow,
all right? She�s so good tome, and she don�t need to know I
was ever unworthy of her, but I was. Sometimes, before I
knew Smiling Willow, I used to get so miserable that I
went to a place called Ma Hellfire�s House. You know
hell�s a place where the evil spirits are, right?�

�Yes.�
�Well, that was a house run by a gal that was like the

mother of the evil spirits, if they had amother. It waswhere
men went to lie downwith bad women, and that�s where I
met this male gal�but I got to know her a little, and she
wasn�t no bad one like the rest. She was just lost and un-
happy where she was. I wondered if she�d like to come up
here and live among the Quoheemish.�

My heart gave a strange leap, I did not knowwhy, at the
thought of a White male girl coming to live among the
Quoheemish. �She would be welcome among us,� I said,
�if she would be as good a friend to us as you.�

�I reckon she would,� said White Beaver.
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*******
My first sight of theWhite male girl is almost as fresh in

mymemory now,when I have livedmore than 90 years, as
it was when I was young. She looked afraid, but eager to
know us and to comply with our ways. Her eyes were as
blue as the sky when the sun can be seen; they looked big-
ger than our eyes, and theywere encircled by round things
that I learned were called �spectacles.� Her hair was long
likemine, but much lighter brown; her face seemed almost
as white and as round as the moon. Her lips were red like
ripe raspberries, and looked bigger than our lips. She was
taller and stouter than I; her figure looked more like a
woman�s figure, but her big breasts seemed hard and
unmoving, as if theyweremade of bone or stone. Shewore
the strange White women�s dress. I wondered how she
would look without it.

�Julia,�White Beaver said in theWhitemen�s language,
�this here�s Singing Sparrow. She�s a real princess, the
daughter of Chief Semakoboomish, and she�s a male gal
like you. They treat their male gals right up here, and I
reckoned you and her might like to be friends.�

Julia, as he called her, looked at me with her big eyes as
wide as could be, and my heart went out to her. �Does she
understand English?� she asked him.

�Yes, I do,� I told her myself.
She kept gazing at me with her great sky-blue eyes, and

already I began to love her. �Would your people,� she
asked me, �let me live here among them, and learn their
ways?�

�Yes,� I said. �Wewill call youMoonOwl, because your
face is like themoon and your eyes are like an owl�s eyes.�
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She laughed. �Oh, yes!� she cried. �That would be
lovely!� She turned to White Beaver. �And I�d never have
to go back to Ma Hellfire�s again!�

�Hell, no, you wouldn�t,� he assured her. �We�ll see to
that, all right.�

�You will need to wear Quoheemish women�s dress,� I
said. �I will make it for youmyself.� Then I will view her nu-
dity, I was thinking, when she takes off her White women�s
dress to wear Quoheemish dress.

�Oh, thank you!� saidMoonOwl. �You�re so kind!�My
heart was hers. I wanted to be more than kind to her.

*******
I worked hard on Moon Owl�s Quoheemish dress, and

soon it was ready. �We will go into the woods,� I said, �so
no one else will see you put it on.� My mungushi and my
nipples were already hard at the thought of viewingMoon
Owl�s nudity.

�Thank you, Singing Sparrow,� she said. �I can still
hardly believe my good fortune. My heart was thrilled
with rapture when I learned that a male girl would actu-
ally be held in honor here by theQuoheemish! I could never
have imagined!�

�We believe it is the will of the Great Spirit, who creates
male girls with special destinies,� I said. �I do not know
why the White men do not think so.�

�I do not know either, but they certainly do not. They
think a male girl is good for nothing but to lie down with
men.�

�You do not like to lie down with men?�
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MoonOwl�s pale face grew red. �Well, yes, sometimes I
do,� she said. �I ran away from home because I thought it
wouldmakeme happy towearwomen�s clothes in front of
everyone, and to lie down with men. It was exciting for a
while, but it did not make me happy. I ended up as little
better than a slave for the badwoman calledMaHellfire.�

�What is a slave?�
�A slave is a person who has to do the will of another

person, no matter how bad or disgusting. If the slave re-
fuses, the slave is punished by being hurt or bound, or
even killed.�

�That is evil in the sight of the Great Spirit,� I said.
�Yes, butmanyWhitemen do not think so. They call the

Great Spirit �God,� and many of them say it is the will of
God that some other people should be slaves�not them-
selves, of course, but other people. They also say it is not
the will of God that anyone should be a male girl.�

�That sounds strange and evil to me.�
�Well, it does to me too. I�ll be very glad to stay here

with you, far from those White men�and far from Ma
Hellfire�s house!�

Soonwewere deep in thewoods. �Now Iwill teach you
the ways of a male girl among the Quoheemish,� I said. It
seemed strange to me, being so young, that I should teach
Moon Owl as Gray Fox had taught me�but I was eager,
most eager, to teach her.

�The first step in your journey as a male girl,� I said as
Gray Fox had said to me, �is your binding. I must see your
nudity.�
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�Very well,� Moon Owl said solemnly. Her face was
red. Slowly, with her eyes cast down, she opened her
White woman�s dress. It had more clothing beneath it,
white clothing, and also the hard white thing that had
made her breasts look big and hard. She struggled to take
the hard thing off. When it was off, I saw that her breasts
were plump like mine, but no bigger than mine, and her
nipples were sticking out as mine were.

Last to come off were longwhite things that covered her
legs, and another white thing that covered her mungushi
and her buttocks. When she pulled this thing down, I saw
that hermungushiwas not bound; it was hard, sticking out
in front of her like a man�s mungushumu, and bigger than
mine, with its round end as big as a plum.

�You are beautiful, MoonOwl,� I said. Shyly she looked
into my eyes. Her face was bright red, and glistening with
perspiration.

�This we call your mungushi,� I said, pointing to hers. I
wished to touch it, but I did not. �It must be bound, so that
you will look and feel more like a woman.�

Of course I had brought deerskin binding strips. �Sit
down,� I said, �and press your mungushi down between
your legs.� She complied. I put the strips over her
mungushi, as Gray Fox had done to mine.

�Now stand up,� I said, �and Iwill bind you.� She stood
up, and I bound her. �At first,� I said as Gray Fox had said,
�you will be only loosely bound, with your mungushi
pressed down by the binding, but still in front of you.
Later, the binding will be tightened, and your mungushi
will be hidden like a femalewoman�s smallmungushi, even
when you are walking.�
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�Iwant it to be tightened now,� she said. �I am notwalk-
ing now. I want to look and feel just like a woman right
now. Later the binding can be loosened so I can walk.�

�It is good,� I said. I pulled the binding tight. As I did,
Moon Owl pressed her mungushi back between her thighs
with her hand. I saw her plum protruding beneath her big
buttocks, and my heart beat hard at the sight.

�Now see me from the front,� she said. �Do I look like a
woman?�

I moved around to see her from the front. One of her
legs was crossed over the other, and she was bending over
a little from the waist, but she did look like a woman.
�Yes,� I told her. �You are a woman, a male woman, and
you look like one.�

�Iwish to be one always,� she said. �I thank youwith all
my heart, Singing Sparrow. You have shown great kind-
ness to me. I wish to show you some kindness as well.�

My heart was racing. �Yes, show me your kindness,� I
said.

She drew close to me. �I will kiss you,� she murmured,
�if you will let me.�

I did not yet know what kissing was. White Beaver did
not kiss SmilingWillow inmy sight. �What does itmean to
kiss?� I asked. �I do not thinkQuoheemish people do this.�

�Itmeans to put ourmouths together. Iwill showyou.�
She put her arms around me and pressed her

mouth to mine. My lips were closed, but she opened
them with her tongue. Between my legs my mungushi
was throbbing, and I knewherswas too. I knew theremust
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be a way for two male girls to unite with each other, and I
would find it.

�Now I must rub your breasts to make them grow,� I
told her when the kiss had ended. I did not think the berry
juice would be needed, and she could learn later how to
rub her own breasts with it.

�My breastswill growbigger,� she said, �if I can see and
feel yours too.�

I could barely keep myself from starting to shoot seed
between my legs. �It is good,� I said, though I had little
breath. Quickly I stripped off my dress and stood before
her nude.

�It is good,� she echoed me. �You are beautiful too,
Singing Sparrow.�

�I am glad. I will rub your breasts now.� I moved be-
hind her, reached around her, and rubbed her breasts. She
pressed my hands to her breasts with her own and moved
her hips. I pressed my loins against her buttocks, and my
leg against her plum.

�Oh, Singing Sparrow!� she cried. �It is good! It is very
good! Let me kiss you again!�

She turned me around and kissed me again, with her
tongue deep in my mouth. I reached around beneath her
big buttocks and clasped her plum in my hand. She shiv-
ered with delight, pumped her hips hard, and reached
around to touch the tip of my little mungushi beneath my
smaller buttocks. Soon we were quaking together and
shooting womanly seed into each other�s hands behind
our hips, while Moon Owl cried out: �Singing Sparrow, I
love you! Let us always live together and love each other!�
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*******
That summer was the happiest of my life. My love for

Moon Owl, and hers for me, grew greater every day. I
learned much English from Moon Owl, wishing to show
hermy love by speakingwith her as much as I could in her
own language; she taught me how to speak correct Eng-
lish, unlike White Beaver�s slangy dialect. I loved her so
much that I even asked White Beaver if the parson would
come and say the words to make me and Moon Owl mar-
ried to each other.

He started to laugh, but then stopped. �I�m right sorry
to have to say this, Singing Sparrow,� he said, �but no par-
son would ever do that.�

I did not understand. �Why not?� I asked.
�Well, it�s because you and Moon Owl are both male

gals. The parsons have a book that they say has everything
in it that the Great Spirit ever said, and if it ain�t in there,
the Great Spirit didn�t say it. In that book, the way they
read it, it says two gals can�t get hitched to each other, nor
two fellows either. The parsons would call it the sin of
Sodom.�

�What is that?�
�Well, Sodom was a place where most of the men were

mighty evil, and they liked to force other men to get their
dung-holes stuffed full of the men�s, you know,
mungushumus�likewhatMighty Bear tried to do to you.�

Iwas shocked and struckwith horror, not knowing how
the parsons could think such a thing. �But that is nothing
like my love for Moon Owl, and hers for me!� I protested.
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�Well, no, but the parsons think it is. It ain�t fair, maybe,
but that�s how they see it. So, sad to say, you and Moon
Owl ain�t gettin� hitched by no parson.�

My heart was hurt by the parsons� lack of understand-
ing, but I refused to be defeated by it. �I am sorry for the
parsons,� I said, �but Moon Owl and I will still be hitched
in the eyes of the Great Spirit!�

*******
But then one day, when the air was cool and the leaves

of the trees that were not evergreen began to fall, the great
disaster came.White men in dark blue clothes came up the
Hill of the Sun, together with a Quoheemish man inWhite
men�s clothes. I did not know him, but I had heard of him;
he was Panting Dog, who had gone to live among the
White men when there were still very few of them. When
Moon Owl saw them from afar, she went to hide in the
darkness of our family�s longhouse.

�Wemust see Chief Semakoboomish,� said the tallest of
them, a man with much hair on his upper lip, in English.
Panting Dog repeated the same thing in Quoheemish lan-
guage.

�I will find Semakoboomish,� I said inQuoheemish, not
wishing them to see that I understood English.

�What have you to say to him?� Panting Dog said the
same thing in English.

�We must find a White person who has run away from
our settlement, and bring that person back home.� My
heart was stabbed with fear, and I knew my face was
showing it. I could hardly pretend that I did not under-
stand, even before Panting Dog translated the words.
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I gave up the pretense. �I will find Chief
Semakoboomish,� I said, this time in English. My heart
was pounding like a war drum.Maybe they will listen to my
father, my heart cried out in fear, though my lips were si-
lent.Maybe they will not tear me apart from my beloved Moon
Owl!

I found my father. �Father,� I said, �you must come.
Whitemen are here. Theywish to takeMoonOwl away!� I
was weeping, and my heart was breaking.

�Do not weep, my daughter,� said Semakoboomish.
�MoonOwl has become one of us.Whitemen are also sons
of the Great Spirit. Theywill listen to reason.� I feared they
would not.

Semakoboomish came to the men in blue clothes. He
understood little English, so PantingDog translated every-
thing.

�Greetings, my brothers,� said Semakoboomish. �Wel-
come to our homeland. Do you come in peace?�

�Yes,� said the tall one. �But we must bring back a
White personwhohas run away.�He frowned. �It is aman
who was accustomed to wear, er, women�s clothing. Have
you seen this person?�

�Yes,� Semakoboomish honestly said. �This person is
calledMoonOwl amongus. She is honored aswhatwe call
a kabavoomish.�

Panting Dog translated: �male girl.�
The tall man grimaced. �We must return this person to

civilization,� he said. Panting Dog translated this to mean
�white men�s way of life.�
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Semakoboomish stood tall and spoke firmly. �My
brothers,� he said, �we wish friendship to be everlasting
between white men and Quoheemish people�but Moon
Owl is not ours to give, nor yours to take. She may decide
for herself where she will live.�

�I�m afraid that�s not correct, Chief,� said the tall man.
He showed Semakoboomish pieces of paper, such as I had
seen in White Beaver�s house. �I have here an order of the
Territorial Court of Pacificum, granting specific perfor-
mance of a contract for services. I have also an order from
the court to the Territorial Police of Pacificum, command-
ing me to take this person into custody and return her to
the place from which she came, in order to render specific
performance of the contract. Anyone disobeying these or-
ders will be found in contempt of court and imprisoned.� I
took all the words intomymind, although I did not under-
stand them all.

Panting Dog translated as best he could: �No, Moon
Owl may not decide for herself. A council of White men
has said she must return and do what she has promised to
do. These men are here to force her to return and keep her
promise. Anyone who interferes with them will be bound
and cast into a dark house where he will not be able to get
out.�

Words rushed from my heart, in English, like a water-
fall. White Beaver and Moon Owl had taught me well.
�That is slavery!� I cried. �I know that slavery is forbidden
in this land you call Pacificum Territory! You are doing
what is forbidden by your own laws�and, what is more,
by the law of the Great Spirit!�

The tall man raised his eyebrows and glared at me.
�You�re rather good at speaking our words,� he said, �but
not nearly so good at understanding our thoughts. This is

Page - 38

MALE GIRL BY DULCI DAILY



nothing like slavery. It�s purely amatter of freedom of con-
tract. This person you call Moon Owl has made a promise.
The person must keep the promise. It�s that simple. Now,
do you know where this person is?�

I was silent. I could not lie in the presence of the Great
Spirit and of my father Semakoboomish, but neither could
I tell the truth and let them tear my heart in two, for Moon
Owl�s heart had become like half my own.

�Chief Semakoboomish,� the tall man said, �we must
knowwhere this person is. If you and your people are our
friends, you will tell us. You may be assured that, if one of
your people ran away from your tribe, we would return
that person upon your request. We ask only the same con-
sideration from you.�

�But, if one of our people wished to stay with you, as
this man Panting Dog has done,� Semakoboomish replied,
�we would not insist that you return that person to us.
Moon Owl wishes to stay with us. Why do you insist that
we return her to you?�

�Chief, if the decision were mine to make, I would
gladly let Moon Owl stay with you. But I am not the chief
of the White men, and the chiefs of the White men have
said that she�that Moon Owl must be returned to us, to
keep her, her promise. If you will not tell us where Moon
Owl is, we will have to conduct a search.�

I almost wished that SoaringHawk, ShriekingGull, and
other brave young men would fight the White men, to
keep them from taking Moon Owl away, but I knew they
would not. They would listen to Semakoboomish, and he
would say we must be friends with the White men, not
fight them. At least Semakoboomish did not ask me to
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breakmy own heart by telling theWhite menwhereMoon
Owl was. �I do not know where Moon Owl is,� he said.

�All right, Chief, thenwe�ll have to search.� As if an evil
spirit were guiding them, the men went straight to the
longhouse. One of them made fire, it seemed out of no-
where, and put the fire in a strange-looking thing he held
in his hand. Then they entered the longhouse. I could not
bear to follow.

�No!� I heardMoonOwl cry out. �Leaveme alone! This
is my home now! I�m not going back to Ma Hellfire�s
House!�

The men pulled her out of the longhouse. She was try-
ing to fight them, but theywere too strong for her. She was
weeping, and her face was twisted in pain.

�Take it easy, now,� said the tall man. �This must and
will be done. Please come quietly.�

�No! Never!� Moon Owl was still trying to fight. I
wished to fight too, but I knew Semakoboomishwould not
approve. Besides, the White men would be too strong for
me, and I could not weaken them as I had weakened
Mighty Bear.

�Tie the person up,� the tall man said. The other men
brought out rope and bound Moon Owl tightly.

�We�d never get a wagon up here,� he said. �Too steep
and rough. Make the person walk.� The other men tried to
comply. Moon Owl resisted. At last they dragged her
along, pretending shewaswalking. I wasweeping as terri-
bly as she. I tried to watch until she was out of sight, but
my tears would not allow me.
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I turned away. �I am sorry, my daughter,�
Semakoboomish said to me. �I could do nothing to stop
them.�

I did not look at him. �I do not blame you, Father,� I
said. �But I do blame the White men�for they have done
evil in the sight of the Great Spirit!�

Chapter 4

After the White men took Moon Owl away, one year
seemedmuch the same as another tome. It did not seem so
toWhite Beaver and SmilingWillow, for the years brought
themmore children I loved to see, beautiful growing boys
and girls with looks both White and Quoheemish. It did
not seem so to the White men, I thought, for they were al-
ways building and growingmore numerous, withmany of
them coming to our land in wagons and big boats. White
Beaver said the White men far away by the eastern ocean
had a terrible fight they called the Civil War, killing many
men; I was glad it was far from us. After that, more White
men came here, and also some men with darker skin than
mine, such as I had never seen before.

But my own life went on as it had done before I knew
MoonOwl, onlymore sadly since I had knownher and lost
her. I kept myself busy among the women with women�s
work, and I fulfilled my destiny by letting lonely men hop
on top ofme, but Iwas as lonely as they.My heart cried out
to the Great Spirit for relief from sorrow, but it did not
come.

*******
I was fully 45 years old, in the year theWhitemen called

1875, when my life was changed again forever. My father
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Semakoboomishwas dying, and I stayed close to him. One
day aWhite man, a friend of his, came to see him, together
with a few of the White men in blue clothes. One of them
was the tall man with the hairy upper lip who had taken
MoonOwl away. I grimaced and tried not to look at him. If
he remembered me, he did not let on.

�My daughter,� said Semakoboomish, �You know my
friend Arthur Zebulon Kingsley, called Zeb by his friends.
He has been chosen as the chief of all the people in
Pacificum Territory, what they call their governor.� My fa-
ther still spoke in Quoheemish, but the words �Pacificum
Territory� and �governor� were English.

�That is a great honor,� I said in Quoheemish, not
knowing what would follow.

�It is indeed. And it is also a great thing for friendship
between White people and Quoheemish people. Zeb will
be a mighty friend and protector for us.�

�I am glad.� I still did not know what would follow.
�If you will hear my words, my daughter,� said my fa-

ther, �youwill accept him as amighty friend and protector
for you. You see that Quoheemish people seem few and
weak to White men, who are many and strong. The time
has come for some of us to live among the White men and
adopt their ways. Zeb has come to ask you to do this.�

I looked at Zeb. Hewas as tall and strong-looking as the
man who had taken Moon Owl away, but his face had no
hair. The hair on top of his headwas lighter than dry grass.
His eyeswere blue and bright, brighter than any other eyes
I had ever seen, except Moon Owl�s eyes. He was looking
straight at me, as if he had started to desire me the first
time he ever saw me, and now desired me more than any
of the men I had mated with. I felt myself already begin-

Page - 42

MALE GIRL BY DULCI DAILY



Page - 43

RELUCTANT PRESS



ning to respond to his desire, and more than that: I began
to imagine that, if I joined theWhite people and lived their
life, someday I might even see Moon Owl again.

�Father, if it is your will,� I said, still in Quoheemish, �I
will go with Zeb, and live as he wishes me to live.� Then I
translated the words into English for Zeb�s benefit.

�It is my will, my daughter. Zeb will treat you well.�
�He says you will treat me well,� I said to Zeb in Eng-

lish.
Zeb grinned, as if he were most pleased to hear it. �I�ll

treat you aswell as I can,� he said, �and thatwill bemighty
well indeed. You�ll be like a daughter to me�or, maybe I
should better say, like a niece. You see, I don�t have a wife,
so I�m hoping to do as President James Buchanan did less
than twenty years ago: he had his niece play the role of
First Lady, as hostess on social occasions. I�d be most
pleased and honored to have you, a beautiful Quoheemish
princess, to serve as my First Lady. It will be a great sign of
everlasting friendship between your people and ours. Will
you do this for me�and for your father?�

I looked deep into Zeb�s eyes. He did not look old
enough to be my father or my uncle; he looked no older
than myself. I saw that he was a strong man, at least as
strong in will as my father Semakoboomish, a man who
could dream great dreams and bring them to fulfillment. I
would go with him, I knew�and mate with him too, if he
wanted me. After all, he had no wife, and my destiny was
to let men without women hop on top of me.

�Yes, I will,� I said to him, and smiled. I saw no need to
mention that I was a male woman. Semakoboomish had
surely told him, for it was always a matter of pride to my
father that his youngest daughter was a male girl. If Zeb
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would accept me as I was, I thought, maybe all the other
White people would too.

*******
I learned the ways of White women and wore White

women�s clothing. The style I selected was called the Prin-
cess style, with a tight-fitting bodice and a full, elaborate
skirt. Underneathmy dress was a hardwhite thing such as
Moon Owl had worn, called a corset, which made my
breasts look bigger even though I selected one with the
smallest breast size I could find. I thought that, if theWhite
people were going to call me a princess, I should wear the
clothing of aWhite princess, but I did not think it dignified
to pretend to have huge breasts.

Zeb gave me a new name, a White lady�s name, Jacque-
line. Soon I, now known as Princess Jacqueline
Semakoboomish,was the hostess at a reception for some of
the leadingWhite people in the Territory of Pacificum, and
I was introduced as the new First Lady of the territory. I
gave the leading citizens my brightest smiles, and said all
the right polite things in a soft, low voice, and they seemed
to like me well.

Zeb gave a little talk about how his selection of an In-
dian princess for his First Lady symbolized the peace and
friendship between White men and Indians that would
reign in Pacificum Territory forever, or at least as long as
hewas the governor. I did notmind being called an Indian,
although I knew we were only so called because a man
named Columbus falsely thought he had sailed to India, a
land far beyond the eastern ocean. I supposed it was no
worse to lumpQuoheemish andHaigasha together as �In-
dians� than to lump many different nations together as
�white men��or �Europeans,� as some would call them
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even if they did not live beyond the eastern ocean in the
land called Europe. I only hoped the warlike Haigasha
would not arise and teach the White men how different
theywere from the peace-lovingQuoheemish. Fortunately
noHaigashawere attendingZeb�s talk, and the leading cit-
izens applauded heartily for both him and me.

It was soon after this that Zeb revealed his secret to me.
One night I was surprised to find him entering my bed-
room from the closet, shortly before I was going to go to
bed. He explained that the housewherewe lived, the Exec-
utive Mansion, had a secret passageway from the Gover-
nor�s bedroom to the First Lady�s bedroom, so their mari-
tal intimacies would be undetected even though their
bedrooms were separate.

�Singing Sparrow,� he still called me that in private, �I
need to tell you a secret. You know I�m what we call a
bachelor, a man who doesn�t have a wife.�

�Yes, I know.�
�I need you to know why I�m a bachelor. Long ago, I

tried to mate with a woman, but it didn�t work, because
my�my virile member was too big. You know what I
mean by my virile member?�

�Yes. It is what Quoheemish people call a
mungushumu.�

�All right, then, mymungushumuwouldn�t fit inside the
woman�s you-know-what. What do Quoheemish people
call it?�

�Her umuvu.�
�All right. The only thing I could do with a woman,

even close to her umuvu, was to rub my mungushumu be-
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tween her thighs, never putting it inside her umuvu�and I
knew no woman would be satisfied with that. But
you�well, your father Semakoboomish told me you�re a
male girl, a male woman, and you�ve mated with men.�

�Yes, it is true.�
�And I, well, I happen to have found out that with your

way of mating, it doesn�t matter how big the man�s
mungushumu is.�

�That is true too.� My mungushi and my nipples were
hard beneathmynightgown, knowingwhatwas to come.

�Singing Sparrow, it would be a great kindness to me if
you would mate with me. Will you do this for me?�

�Yes, Zeb, gladly.� I approached him and kissed him on
the mouth as Moon Owl had taught me to do long ago. I
felt hismungushumu pressing against me through his trou-
sers. It felt big indeed.

He stripped off my nightgown and viewed my nudity.
�Loveliest of ladies, my one and only First Lady,� he mur-
mured. Then he quickly stripped off his clothes. I could see
that his mungushumuwas gigantic indeed, longer than the
span of my hand�at least three times as long as my little
mungushi, which I had measured at three inches when it
was fully hard, after I first learned to use a ruler. His
mungushumu was far bigger around than my mungushi,
too, and the bulb on the end looked almost as big as a ripe
apple.

He was caressing my buttocks and my breasts. �Mate
with me, Zeb,� I begged him. �Now!�

I turned and faced away from him; then I bent over,
grasped hismungushumuwith my hand, and pulled it into
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my umuvu betweenmy hiddenmungushi andmy thigh.He
pressed me down onto my hands and knees on the floor,
gripped my hips, and knelt behind me to mate with me.

Jeb�s mating with me was like the mating of a stallion
with amare. His thrusts mademywhole umuvu tremble in
heat, frommy hiddenmungushi andmy thigh, clasping the
great trunk of his mungushumu, to my hand, rubbing his
big apple that could never penetrate a female woman�s
umuvu. Only one thing was missing.

�My breasts!� I softly moaned. �Zeb, rub my breasts!�
Zeb reached beneath me and rubbed my breasts, mak-

ing them grow more than berry juice could ever do. I re-
warded him by mating with him even more fervently,
clenching him more tightly and moving my hips more
wildly.

�Singing Sparrow, are you ready? Are you coming to
the climax?� I could tell that Zeb himself was going to
come to the climax as soon as I was ready, but he was try-
ing to hold himself back for me.

�Yes, Zeb!� I assured him. �Yes! Now!� My womanly
seed was already beginning to shoot out of my mungushi
beneath my frantically rocking buttocks. Almost at once I
felt Zeb�s seed flooding out of him into my hand, in many
great shots. I had to grasp him as hard as I could, and to
rub his seed all over his mungushumu, to keep him within
my umuvu.

For a long time after that we did not speak. At last, still
grasping my breasts, Zeb said to me, �Singing Sparrow,
you�re the most wonderful of women! Will you stay with
me and be faithful to me always?�
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�Yes, Zeb,� I assured him, still holding hismungushumu
and his seed within my umuvu. �For as long as you need
me, even for the rest of our lives!�

*******
I saw Semakoboomish only once more before he died

and went back to the Great Spirit. He was very weak, but
he smiled onmewhen he sawme inmy princess dress and
my fancy hat. Zeb was with me to pay his respects, and so
was the man in blue who had taken Moon Owl away so
long ago. I now knew that his name was John Rollo
Rollinson, and he was now the Chief of the Pacificum Ter-
ritorial Police. Alsowith uswas amanwho identified him-
self simply as a reporter for the Pacific Heights Informer, a
newspaper. I had seen the newspaper, but as yet I knew lit-
tle about it.

�You have done well, my daughter,� said
Semakboomish. I had to listen closely to hear him.

�I am glad, Father,� I said. �It is for you, and for Zeb.
People are calling me��I tried to think how to say �First
Lady� inQuoheemish�"the greatest woman in this land. I
will try hard not to get a big head, as Mighty Bear did long
ago." I then had to translate it all into English for the re-
porter, and also to explain whoMighty Bear was andwhat
happened to him�although I already knew enough about
newspapers to omit some details that would not be seen as
fit to print.

�It is good,� said Semakoboomish. �The time has come
for our people to leave this hill. Some, like you, will live
among theWhite people. Others will go to a place that has
been prepared for us.�
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�What? But whymust our people leave? And what will
happen to our longhouse?�

�Zeb will explain.� Semakoboomish seemed unable to
say more.

I turned to Zeb. �You see, Princess,� Zeb said�for he
did not call me Singing Sparrow in public�"the city of Pa-
cific Heights is growing greater all the time. In years to
come, it will surround this hill and on the hill itself, right
where this longhouse now stands, will be a magnificent
building. Before many years have gone by, Pacificum Ter-
ritorywill become a state, and someday itwill be one of the
greatest states in the Union. The magnificent building on
this hill will be called the Pacificum State Capitol." Zeb�s
eyes were almost unbearably bright.

�But must our longhouse be destroyed?� I could hardly
believe that this house of somanymemories�where I had
been born, where I had first dimly seen men planting seed
inwomen, whereMighty Bear had been brought to justice,
whereMoonOwl had hidden from the police�was to pass
away into nothingness.

�I�m afraid so, Princess,� said Zeb. �This is what we call
progress and manifest destiny.� I had heard these words be-
fore but I still did not well understand what they meant.
�But your people will be well provided for. We have cre-
ated a great reservation for them, beyond the town of
Quoheemish that bears their name, stretching from the fer-
tile valley all the way to the foothills of the snowy moun-
tains. There they will live in peace until the stars and the
moon be no more.�

I turned again to Semakoboomish. �Father, is this really
yourwill?� I asked him, hoping hewould not die before he
could answer.
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�It is, my daughter,� he whispered. �And I believe it is
the will of the Great Spirit, to whom I will now go home.�
These were his last words on Earth.

*******
Next morning, sitting in the parlor of the Executive

Mansion with Zeb, I read the Informer�s article about our
visit. �Governor, First Lady Pay Last Respects to Friendly
Chief� was the headline. It reported the words that
Semakoboomish said before he died, as well as the words
of the �modest and charming First Lady, Princess Jacque-
line, youngest daughter of Chief Semakoboomish.� It
seemed harmless enough.

What did not seem quite so harmless was an arti-
cle headlined �Women on Warpath Against Inde-
cency,� which appeared right next to it on the front
page. �The ladies, God bless them,� the writer said,
�are on the warpath again, seeking to eradicate all
faults they ascribe to men, while remaining heedless
of their own. This time the chief enemy is indecency,
or what passes for indecency in the eyes of the most
censorious females in the Territory of Pacificum.
Leading the charge of the Ladies� Christian League
for Decency is none other than Miss Ruth L. Hardart,
the female formerly known as Ma Hellfire�and not
formerly known as an advocate for decency, to say the
very least.�

The name of Ma Hellfire brought back all mymemories
of MoonOwl, andmuch of my yearning for her. �Where is
Moon Owl?� I crazily imagined myself asking Miss
Hardart. �I am the First Lady of Pacificum Territory! You
must tell me where she is!�
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It was a foolish thought, I knew. Miss Hardart most
likely did not know where Moon Owl was now�if Moon
Owl was even still alive and in Pacific Heights. Even if
Miss Hardart did know, she would not tell me, for surely
she now thought Moon Owl�s behavior with men was
highly indecent. If I asked her about Moon Owl, nothing
would happen except that she would suspect me, too, of
indecency.

�I�m honest enough to call a sin a sin,� the article quoted
her as saying, �and I�m willing to stand up and fight the
men who want sin to go on! We need tough laws against
indecency in every form, andwe�re going to get them! Our
laws against adultery, prostitution, and especially sodomy
are far tooweak.We need all sins ofmenwith othermen to
be punishable as sodomy, not only the very nastiest sin
known as �the unspeakable crime against nature.�We need
allmenwho commit adultery to be sent to prison.We need
allmenwho promote prostitution to be treated as the filthy
criminals they are, even if they are of the highest class in
society, like the smooth-talking Sir Arnold Bathwright
with his thinly disguised house of harlotry, the Victoria
and Albert Club!

�I know whereof I speak! I, too, was once involved
in that same heartless business�but we know there is
more joy in heaven over one sinner who repents, than over
ninety-nine self-righteous hypocrites who think they need
no repentance! And if you think we mere ladies have no
power to get new laws made because we can�t vote, think
again! I tell you, men will soon bow down to do our will
when the ladies have called a general strike�and I domean
general, in the fullest sense of the word!"
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�Zeb, this sounds terrible,� I said, drawing close to Zeb.
�She would actually want to put us in prison because of
our mating! Could that really happen?�

�It could,� Zeb said, putting his arm around me, �but it
won�t, if we�re strong and brave, andwe stand tall for free-
dom. Don�t worry, Singing Sparrow,� he said, claspingme
tight in both arms. �I�m still the Governor of Pacificum
Territory, and I�ll protect you.� He kissed me tenderly on
the mouth. I could feel his mungushumu pressing against
me. I knewwewouldmate again that very night, if not be-
fore.

�And there are many more of us for freedom, too,� Zeb
assured me. �Read the rest of the article.�

I read. �There you have it,� the author said. �The ruth-
less immorality of Miss Hardart�s call for a �general strike�
of the ladies must be evident to all. Why, even a Catholic
priest, the Reverend Harry O�Toolihan of St. Genesius
Church, has this to say: �It would be a grave and inexcus-
able sin for women to deny their husbands the rights of
marriage in order to attain a political end.� And as for the
goals of the proposed general strike, listen to Chief John
Rollo Rollinson of the Pacificum Territorial Police: �It
would amount to irresponsibility, bordering on insanity,
to divert the scarce resources of our police away from seri-
ous crime and toward an effort to crush sin in every
form.��

The author finished up with a rousing call to action.
�We know,� he said, �thatmostmen in this territory do not
wantMiss Hardart and her ilk to rule over them.We know
thatmost women in this territory do not have the hardness
of heart, and the implacable hatred of men, that would be
needed to carry outMiss Hardart�s general strike. Nowwe
need those men and those women to rise up against this
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new tyranny and cry out, �No, Miss Hardart! No, Ma Hell-
fire! You will not dictate terms to us! You will not make
this great territory, with a far greater future to come as a
fully equal State in the Union, a prison and a laughing-
stock! We will be free!�

�We will be free,� Zeb echoed, when I looked up at him
after finishing the article. He kissed me again on the
mouth,more deeply this time.Hismungushumuwas press-
ing hard against me.

�Singing Sparrow, let�s mate,� Zeb begged.
�What? Right here? With our clothes on?�
�Yes. The door is locked. No one will know.� That was

the most important thing, I knew. Here among the White
people, no one must ever know that we mated; no one
must even know that I was a male woman. I sighed at the
memory of the bygone dayswhen almost everyone among
Quoheemish people honoredme as amale girl, precious in
the eyes of the Great Spirit, while knowing that I mated
with men.

�Yes,� I said to Zeb. Rapidly I tried to think how to keep
our seed from defiling our clothes. I was wearing white
linen drawers beneathmy skirt andpetticoat. Iwould have
to keep them on, to let them receive my seed, and take
them off afterward. As for Zeb�s seed�"Give me some
handkerchiefs," I said. �I will need them for your seed.�

Zeb gave me handkerchiefs; then he unbuttoned his
trousers, revealing his gigantic mungushumu. �Sit on my
lap,� he said, seating himself in his great armchair. I lifted
my skirt and petticoat, and sat on his lap, facing away from
him, with his mungushumu between my linen-clad thighs.
Before I let downmy clothes, I wrapped his big apple with
handkerchiefs, hoping theywould contain his seed. Then I
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spread my skirt and petticoat over my legs and his, just as
if I were a little girl on her father�s lap.

Zeb�s hips were thrusting hard already. Through my
skirt and petticoat, I tried to hold the handkerchiefs steady
on his apple, while squeezing the trunk of hismungushumu
tightly between my thighs. Zeb gripped the hard corset
where it covered my breasts, pressed his chest close
against my back, and quickened his thrusts. I pressed his
mungushumu down to clasp more of it with my thighs, and
pumped him with my hips. I could feel myself losing hold
of the handkerchiefs as he plunged me ever harder and
faster. My climax was coming upon me, drenching my
drawers with seed beneath my buttocks. Then Zeb�s
mighty climax came, and it was all I could do to keep
pressing his spurting apple with my hands, never mind
the handkerchiefs. I felt his seed floodingmy petticoat, my
drawers, and evenmy skirt, and I was toowildwith desire
to care.

Before Zeb�s climax ended, I heard a knock at the door,
andmy heart raced with fear. �Governor Kingsley!� said a
voice I recognized as that of Chief John Rollo Rollinson.
�I�m here with Sir Arnold Bathwright to discuss what is to
be done about Ma Hellfire, in her new incarnation!�

�Just a moment,� said Zeb, in a voice that sounded al-
most normal. �We�ll be ready to receive you soon.�

�Zeb, what am I going to do?� I whispered frantically.
�I�ve got seed all over me, and my clothes!�

�Just sit in the chair and look dignified,� Zeb said. �That
will work wonders. And here, read the newspaper some
more.�

I tried to comply, while Zeb quickly applied the hand-
kerchiefs towipe off seed fromhismungushumu.He forced
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it back into his trousers, buttoned them, and strode toward
the door.

�Good morning, gentlemen,� he said, as if nothing un-
usual had happened. �Well, how is the Hellfire female to
be contained?�

�You�re the governor; we thought we�d ask you!� Chief
Rollinson laughed. �But there are laws against alienation
of affections. If she actually gets any women to go along
with her general strike, she can be charged with that of-
fense.�

�Fair enough. What about the larger issues�adultery,
prostitution, sodomy, and all that?�

�Well, of course you could veto any bills that came your
way, if it came to that. By the next election, all that could
peter out. The main thing is to get the real men firmly be-
hind you, and not let the lady-worshippers gain control.
You�ve got a long time before the next election; I�m sure
you can do it.�

�I certainly hope so,� Zeb said. �What about you, Sir Ar-
nold? Have you got any suggestions for boiling the Hell-
fire female in oil?�

I looked to Sir Arnold,whom I had nevermet before. He
was a short, red-faced manwith a big bald head, muscular
shoulders, and a mustache even finer than Chief
Rollinson�s. His eyes were shining like Zeb�s eyes at their
brightest.

�I have,� said Sir Arnold, �but first things first. I have
not, I believe, had the honor of meeting your lovely First
Lady.�
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I stared at him, but quickly tried to stop. I was going to
have to get up and curtsy before him, soaked to the skin
with seed. I hoped hewould not be able to smell it, or to see
it on my skirt.

�Well, that can�t go on,� Zeb said. �Princess, this is Sir
Arnold Bathwright, proprietor of the Victoria and Albert
Club, themost distinguished gentlemen�s club in the Terri-
tory of Pacificum. Sir Arnold, as you know, this is my First
Lady, Princess Jacqueline Semakoboomish.�

I arose and curtsied; then I extended my hand and he
kissed it. �Princess, I am most honored,� said Sir Arnold,
looking at me intently. His nostrils were wide. I feared he
could smell the seed.

�I am most pleased to make your acquaintance,� I said
to him in the standard manner. �I have been reading, er,
Ma Hellfire�s terrible complaints about you and your club,
and I would be glad to know the truth.�

He looked at me even more piercingly. I began to fear
that he, alone of White men except for Zeb andWhite Bea-
ver, could somehow tell I was amalewoman. If so, though,
he did not say so. �Nothing could give me greater plea-
sure,� he said. It was true, as I soon found out.

�I must begin at the beginning,� he said. �I was born
and educated in England, where I attained some distinc-
tion in my chosen field of endeavor�enough so that
knighthood was conferred upon me at a fairly early age.
Still, I grew restless at the, er, restrictive nature of English
social life, and I found myself fascinated by tales of your
�Wild West� here in America. At last I decided I must see
the place formyself, and I set sail. I wanted a rough frontier
town, but with the prospect of growing into a great city in
future, where I could increase my fortune and�er�pur-
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sue my interests in the manner I thought best. Pacific
Heights, it seemed to me, perfectly fit the bill.�

�Zeb�I mean, Governor Kingsley is always saying it
will be a great city one day,� I politely murmured.

�I firmly believe it,� said Sir Arnold. �And that is where
my club, the Victoria and Albert Club, comes in. London,
you know, the capital of England, is full of gentlemen�s
clubs, which the English regard as one of the essentials of
civilized life. I�m still enough of an Englishman, steeped in
tradition and all that, to regard a fine gentlemen�s club as a
cornerstone of civilization, and I�m proud to have brought
the thing off here at the ends of the earth.�

I did notwish to offend Sir Arnold, and yet I must know
why Miss Hardart had said her harsh words about his
club. �But why,� I asked, �did Miss Hardart call the Victo-
ria andAlbert Club a thinly disguised house of harlotry?�

Sir Arnold frowned, but his eyes did not stop shining.
�Because to her obscenity-laden mind,� he said, �there is
no difference between the crudest, filthiest harlotry and
the most sublime, most elevated, most praiseworthy com-
panionship of the sexes, even if no money is ever ex-
changed in connection with any, er, carnal aspect of such
companionship.�

Hewas very close tome now, gazing deep intomy eyes.
�Men, you know, Princess,� he said, �have needs�deep
needs. You know this, do you not?�

I was afraid. I thought he was trying to find out if I had
ever mated with a man to meet his deep needs�or if I
would ever do so �in future.� I did not want him to know,
and yet I found myself unable to pretend, much less to tell
a lie in the presence of the all-seeing Great Spirit. �Yes,� I
said softly. �Yes, I do know.�
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�Yes, of course you do know,� he said. �And here in the
Far West, where men greatly outnumber women, men�s
needs do not diminish; if anything, they become more in-
tense. There is a great need, therefore, for men to have
companionshipwithwomenwho are, er, available tomore
than one man. You understand this, do you not?�

I swallowed hard, but had to answer. �Yes, I do.� I knew
all too well of some lonely men�s needs for this, and I had
known from my youth, but I dared not let him know that.
So far had I come from the lost days of my youth, when ev-
ery Quoheemish man was welcome to know I was a male
woman who mated with lonely men, for this was right in
the eyes of the Great Spirit.

�Certainly so. And so the only question remaining is
how this companionship is to be arranged. The female
known asMaHellfire, in her prime, arranged it in the crass
and vulgar manner known as prostitution or harlotry, in
which a man pays money for each carnal connection. At
the Victoria and Albert Club, men�s needs are met in a far
more sublime and dignified manner, the very polar oppo-
site of prostitution. Aman simply pays the club�s member-
ship fee, after which he may associate at will with the
club�s highly select lady companions, with no exchange of
money whatever.�

�I see,� I said. It was the stock all-purpose non-commit-
tal response to anything said by anyone. As First Lady, I
had already used it many times.

�And the club has many, many functions other than
simply the provision of female companionship,� Sir Ar-
nold assuredme. �Men of the highest levels of societymeet
there to try to ensure that societywill be governed in accor-
dance with the highest principles of liberty and justice for
all. And this bringsme to thematter of �boiling the Hellfire
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female in oil,� as Governor Kingsley so picturesquely puts
it. In that regard, I envision the role of the Victoria and Al-
bert Club as highly significant.

�First, of course, the men who favor freedom will
meet at the club to discuss the proper long-term
strategy for ensuring that Hellfire sympathizers shall
never gain control. Second, the club will provide gen-
erous funding, at the proper time, for the re-election
campaign of our good friend and club member Gover-
nor Kingsley. And third, the club will open a new divi-
sion�entirely separate and distinct, of course, from the
high-level gentlemen�s club�for men of the humbler or-
ders of society. In this new division, loggers, sailors, me-
chanics, and other such men may obtain some of the bene-
fits of membership in the club, so far as is suitable to their
station in life, and may be educated in their duties as citi-
zens and voters. Among their prime duties, of course, will
be to vote for those candidates who favor freedom and op-
pose the tyranny of the Hellfire female and her ilk."

�Well, that sounds like a pretty fair oil-boiling appara-
tus,� Zeb said with a laugh. �It�s a long time until the next
election, but it�s never too early to start planning for vic-
tory. And after that�who knows?� Zeb�s eyes were shin-
ing like the sun. �Abe Lincoln seemed like a rude western
frontiersman when he got his start, but he ended up in the
White House. Things are changing fast in this country, re-
ally fast. Pacificum is sure to become a state within the next
few years. After that, the sky�s the limit!�

I was silent. I knew that the White House, where the
President of the United States lived, was far away toward
the eastern ocean. I did not want to go there. I had already
been torn up from my roots among the Quoheemish and
transplanted to White society. To be torn away entirely
from the land of my birth, I feared, would be more than I
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could bear. I wanted Zeb to stay here for life, but I could
not tell him so. There were now somany things I could not
tell people: that I was a male woman, that I mated with
Zeb, that I did not want Zeb to become President of the
United States. I was sad at being unable to speak, but I suf-
fered in silence.

Chapter 5

The months went by and turned into years; Zeb and I
kept up our secret life as a mating couple, as well as our
public life asGovernor and First Lady.We had somany so-
cial invitations and would-be visitors that we could never
have accepted them all. Many of what seemed the less im-
portant ones Zeb delegated to other public officials, espe-
cially Lieutenant Governor Mark Gaithercrombie, a pleas-
ant, unassuming little man with a plump, ever-smiling
wife who had borne him eight children. One visiting cou-
ple we always made time for, though, was White Beaver
and Smiling Willow.

Zebwelcomed them as eagerly as I did, though for a dif-
ferent reason. I welcomed them because I loved them; Zeb
welcomed them becauseWhite Beaver was now awealthy
man and a generous contributor to his campaign fund. He
was the owner of the White Beaver Construction Com-
pany, now the largest home-building company in the Ter-
ritory of Pacificum�but he had never tried to put on the
airs of awealthyman, nor had he ever yet decided to speak
perfectly correct English.

�Well, Zeb,� White Beaver said one evening over din-
ner, �seein� as how it�s 1880 at last, you must be thinkin� a
whole lot about the election.� Pacificum Territory then
held elections only once every six years, and everyone
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seemed to think this one would determine our destiny for
many years to come.

�It crossesmymind every nowand then,� Zeb saidwith
a grin. In fact, he had turned almost his whole attention to
campaigning.

�I�ll be behind you all the way,� White Beaver assured
him, �especially if the opposition is who I think it�ll be.
What do you think: will it be Fortmouth?� He meant
Runnion W. Fortmouth, a leading member of the
Pacificum Territorial Senate. Senator Fortmouth was try-
ing to appeal to Ma Hellfire�s sympathizers, who were
growing louder and more numerous as the election ap-
proached. He called himself the �pro-decency� candidate,
and he dared to call Zeb the �pro-sodomy� candidate.

�None other,� said Zeb. �I hardly see that anyone else
has any sign of hope for the nomination. I�m grateful for all
the support I can get, because I loathe the man, and I�ll
fight him to the death.�

�Zeb, you know that ain�t right,� SmilingWillow spoke
up. When she spoke English, naturally she spoke it as
White Beaver did.

�Sweetheart, that�s just how people talk in politics,�
White Beaver assured her with a big smile. �It don�t mean
death, really; it just means political death, meanin� Zeb�ll
fight him in politics until he can�t ever win any more elec-
tions.�

�I don�t like it, anyway,� Smiling Willow said. �It
sounds too much like real death, Zeb. It even sounds al-
most like you�d rather die than lose an election.�

White Beaver gave a hearty laugh. �Well, let�s hope it
won�t come to that,� Zeb lightly brushed off her worries

Page - 62

MALE GIRL BY DULCI DAILY



with a smile. �I�m only planning to fight Fortmouth to his
death, not mine!�

�He deserves it,� White Beaver said. �Anyone who�s as
much in cahoots with that Hellfire female as he is can�t be
all good. You know, she went from one extreme to the
other, and yet it seems like she didn�t really change at all.
You know what I mean?�

�I know exactlywhat youmean,� Zeb said. �Shewas ty-
rannical when she ran her infamous whorehouse, and
she�s just as tyrannical now.�

They said more, but my mind did not follow. The men-
tion of Ma Hellfire�s infamous whorehouse sent my mind
leaping yet again toMoonOwl.Where is she now?my heart
begged to know. Has she died? Has she left Pacificum? If not,
why hasn�t she ever visited me? Surely she knows where I am,
and she can�t still be Ma Hellfire�s slave�can she?

I did not know, and I was helpless to find her. I pre-
tended to listen to the men�s talk about politics, but my
heart was far away. I tried hard to force myself not to
weep, but I felt sure I would not succeed.

*******
Onemorning, when Senator Fortmouth had been nomi-

nated and the campaignwas growing hot, Zeb showedme
an article in the Informerwith a big headline, �Sodomy Bill
ComingUp for Vote.� The existing sodomy law, the article
explained, said this: �Sodomy, the infamous and detest-
able crime against nature, man lying with man per anum,
shall be punishable by twenty years� imprisonment at hard
labor, or by death if aggravated by force.� Senator
Fortmouth and others were sponsoring a bill to take out
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the words �per anum.� The paper didn�t explain what �per
anum�meant, but Zeb did: it meant in the dung-hole, like
what Mighty Bear had tried to do to me.

�It won�t become lawwhile I�m governor,� Zeb assured
me. �Fortmouth just wants to force me to veto it, and he
knows he doesn�t have the votes to override the veto. He
wants to paint me as pro-sodomy merely because I don�t
favor removing almost all limits from the definition of sod-
omy. It�s a detestable trick to try to trapme�but I�m going
to do the right thing, and hope the voters will see it�s the
right thing.�

Zeb�s opportunity to do the right thing came all too
soon. �Kingsley Vetoes Sodomy Bill,� the headline in the
Informer screamed not many days later. The author of the
article, obviously on Zeb�s side, gave him full room to ex-
plain: �The proponents of this ill-considered bill wish to
portray me as favoring sodomy. Nothing could be further
from the truth. I favor prohibiting sodomy, as traditionally
defined, and as defined in our existing law. What I do not
favor is expanding the definition of sodomy almost with-
out limit, to encompass almost any type of contact between
man andman that may be disapproved by themost censo-
rious of female tyrants and the men who abase themselves
before them. Mark my words, this is only the first shot in
the attack of these tyrants upon all the liberties of man!�

Zeb�s words sounded fine and true to me. I hoped the
voters would listen. Little did I know that, on that very
day, other newspaper articles were being prepared for
printing�ones that would lead to Zeb�s downfall as well
as my own.
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*******
�This newspaper is the most contemptible scum-bucket

I could ever have imagined,� Zeb told me next morning.
�Fortmouth planned all this, and the editor of the Times
swallowed it whole. That man will stop at nothing, not
even at purveying the foulest filth imaginable, in order to
become governor.�

I did not yet know what Zeb meant. He showed me.
Two articles appeared side-by-side on the front page ofThe
Times of Pacific Heights, an upstart newspaper that sup-
ported Fortmouth and Ma Hellfire�s other sympathizers.
One was headlined, �First Lady Is No Lady, Says Tribes-
man.� The other article�s headline stabbed at Zeb: �Is This
Why Kingsley Vetoed the Sodomy Bill?�

I had to read the one about the First Lady first. When I
did, I was terrified. Mighty Bear, after all these years, had
returned to hauntme�and to hurt me in the eyes ofWhite
people.

�Tongues have wagged,� the article began, �ever since
our bachelor Governor Kingsley selected a so-called In-
dian princess, the so-called daughter of Chief
Semakoboomish, to be his First Lady. They will wag far
harder now�for John Mighty Bear, a Quoheemish brave
who grew upwith the so-called princess, has revealed that
the First Lady is no lady, and the so-called princess is, in re-
ality, a prince.�

Mighty Bear, the article related, had seen the world as a
sailor; nothing was said about why he had left the land of
the Quoheemish. �At last I decided to see the old home-
land again,� he said, �and I was shocked when I saw a pic-
ture of the so-called First Lady. She was wearing fancy
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White women�s clothes, but I recognized her sure enough.
Everyone knew she was a male girl when we were grow-
ing up�and everyone knew she committed sodomy with
men, too. Old Semakoboomish was actually proud of her;
he thought it was so wonderful that the Great Spirit gave
him a male girl. I couldn�t believe theWhite people would
accept her as a real lady.�

The article then quoted Roger X. Washburn, professor
of ethnology at the College of Pacific Heights. �It may
seem unbelievable that effeminate sodomites would be
held in honor among the Quoheemish and certain other
native peoples of North America,� he said, �but, I assure
you, it is all too true. The kabavoomish, said to be a woman
with male body parts, actually has a special place of
pre-eminence in the traditional Quoheemish culture. Sod-
omy with a kabavoomish is thought to be a sacred act, even
more desirable than themarriage act with a real woman. It
is not at all inconceivable that our First Ladymight, in real-
ity, be a kabavoomish.�

Finally, and quite predictably, the article quoted Sena-
tor Runnion W. Fortmouth. �Decent people all over the
Territory of Pacificum,� he said, �are demanding an in-
quiry. This is no time for prudery. Our so-called First Lady
must submit to a medical examination to determine
whether these outrageous claims are true. The people
must have the truth!�

The other article was even worse. �The recent shocking
revelations about the First Lady,� it said, �have led to spec-
ulations more shocking still. Nothing is known as yet, and
it would be quite wrong to indulge in ill-supported sur-
mises�and yet no decent person can keep from wonder-
ing: is thiswhyGovernor Kingsley vetoed the sodomy bill?
Does he harbormost secret, intimate, and personal reasons
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for wishing the great bulk of sodomitic sins to go unpun-
ished by any tribunal short of the Divine?�

I could not bringmyself to read the rest. I turned to Zeb.
�Zeb,� I said, �I want to do the right thing, but I�m afraid I
might harm you if I tell the truth. What shall I do?�

�We�ve got to ride it out,� Zeb said. �Fortmouth and his
ilk can�t force you to have a medical examination. We�ve
got to express disgust and horror that theywould even say
such things. I�ll get in touch with the editor-in-chief of the
Informer right away.�

*******
�Well, Governor, I�m thinking you�ll wish to take the

high road,� said the editor-in-chief, Angus MacCraigie, a
tall, thin, balding man with sharp eyes behind small spec-
tacles.

�I will indeed,� said Zeb. �It would be fatal to descend
to their level. We�ve got to turn this hard against them, to
make it clear how desperate and vicious this shows they
are.�

�Desperate and vicious indeed,� said Mr. MacCraigie.
�Had you ever dreamed they would descend to such
depths in trying to befoul your name and that of the Prin-
cess?�

�No, never.�
�These, youwould say, aremenwhowould stoop to the

vilest calumnies ever devised by the mind of man, if they
thought this would help them gain their ends?�

�Exactly.�
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�Verywell, we�ll get some fine verbiage out of that. And
you, Princess: what can you tell me about this manMighty
Bear?�

�Mighty Bear,� I said, �was banished from the land of
the Quoheemish for trying to do something unspeakable
to me.�

�Now, that�s the thing! That�s quite the thing! To violate
your virginity, shall we say?�

I thought about it. �Yes, that will do,� I said.
�By force?�
�Yes, certainly.�
�Was he aman of theworst character,would you say?�
�Yes, I�m afraid he was.�
�And untruthful character?�
�Yes. He lied to try to avoid banishment, but our wise

men saw through his lies.�
�Very good. We�ll get what we need out of that. When

we get done with them, any decent person will see what
kind of men these are.�

Next morning we read his article, containing some em-
bellishments upon what we had actually said. �All decent
people have been shocked and grieved,� he wrote, �at the
scurrilous attacks recently directed at our Governor and
First Lady. Not all, perhaps, are yet aware of the depth of
desperate malice and politically motivated wrong-doing
that lies behind the attacks�originating with a renegade
Indian called Mighty Bear, but seized upon by some of the
most prominent men in this territory for their own pur-
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poses. When interviewed yesterday, the Governor and the
First Lady revealed the true story.

�The First Lady, as feminine as any woman in the
world, wiped away a tear before speaking softly. �Mighty
Bear, when I knew him many years ago, was a man of the
worst character,� she declared. �Not only was he a habitual
liar, but he was expelled from the land of the Quoheemish
for trying to do something I still cannot think of without
sorrow and shame�to violate my virginity by force. I am
sad to see that he has not changed for the better. I hope the
peoplewill see that he has told such evil lies aboutme only
out of hatred.�

�The Governor, quite obviously trying to restrain his
outrage, spokemore strongly. �I now see,� he said, �that we
are dealingwithmenwhowould stoop to the vilest calum-
nies ever devised by the mind of man, if they thought it
would help themgain their ends. I had never dreamed that
even theywould descend to such depths in trying to befoul
my name�and, far worse, to befoul the innocent name of
Princess Jacqueline. These men are true sons of Belial, like
those in the Bible, who would even testify falsely against
Jesus Christ himself if they thought it would help them
win an election. I can only hope and pray that the people
will be enlightened about these men�s true character, and
will see that such men must never be entrusted with the
government of our fair territory, soon to become our fair
state.�

�All decent people,� the article concluded, �must see
what these attacks mean for the future of our society. If
successful, these attacks will mean that you, too, can be
falsely accused of sin, and there is nothing you can do about
it, for your false accusers will be believed and youwill not.
Let all decent people take note: there is only one way to
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dealwith these false accusers, and that is to treat themwith
the contempt, disdain, and utter rejection they deserve.�

Zeb pounded the table when he finished reading the ar-
ticle. �Yes!� he cried. �That�s exactly right! That should set-
tle them for good!�

I was silent. I had not really wiped away a tear when I
spoke of Mighty Bear to Mr. MacCraigie, but now I did. I
tried to force mymind away from the bitterness of my sor-
row, but I could not. Soon I was weeping, and Zeb saw.

�Singing Sparrow!� he cried, putting his arm around
me. �What�s wrong?�

�It�s so terrible!� I sobbed. �It�s so terrible to have to
conceal the truth!�

Zeb was taken aback. For a moment he said nothing.
�Well, it may be terrible,� he then said, �but sometimes it�s
absolutely necessary. You know what would happen if
you told the truth: �Oh, yes, I�m a male woman all right,
and Zeb and I commit what you call sodomy!��

�You�d lose the election,� I said. �Is that really theworst
thing in the world?�

�No, it isn�t,� Zeb had to admit, �but the worst thing in
the world would be to lose my honor! In this society,
there�s nothing but dishonor formalewomen, and formen
who mate with them. I didn�t decide that it should be that
way, and I can�t change it. That being so, concealment is
the only option�for to lose my honor would be a fate
worse than death.�

My heart was chilled. I did not understand. I tried to
look at Zeb, but he was looking away fromme. I could not
imagine that Zeb would wish to die rather than have peo-
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ple think ill of him, but I could not think what else his
words might mean. I tried to wipe away more tears, but
soon there were too many.

Chapter 6

Not many days later, the fatal papers arrived. I did not
understand what they meant at first. When Zeb saw them,
hewas outraged but I could tell that hewas frightened too.

�They can�t get away with this,� Zeb said. �I�ll get
Rakestraw to quash this right away. If they thinkwewon�t
fight this, they�re dead wrong. We�ll fight it to the death!�

�Zeb, what�s wrong? What is it?� I begged to know.
�It�s a lawsuit,� he said. �Mighty Bear, no doubt at the

instigation of Fortmouth�s team of slick lawyers, is suing
you and the Informer for libel. He�s saying you falsely
called him a liar and harmed his reputation.�

�His reputation? What about his reputation among the
Quoheemish? We know him! We know why he was ban-
ished! These White men do not know him!�

�True, but they don�t really care about his reputation.
Here�s what they care about.� He showedme a paper enti-
tled �Motion to Compel Disclosure of Evidence.� His eyes
looked as if he were staring death in the face.

�They want to force you to submit to a medical exami-
nation,� Zeb explained, �to prove Mighty Bear wasn�t ly-
ing when he said you were a male woman.�

�What? But you said they could not force me to submit
to that!�
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�Well, I sure hope they can�t. Rakestraw�s got the legal
know-how to fight them off, if anyone has.�

A terrible thought was forcing itself uponme. �But they
never could even have tried to force me to submit,� I cried,
�if I hadn�t let it be said that Mighty Bear was lying about
me being a male woman, when��I lowered my voice
abruptly, to make sure no one could hear�"when he was-
n�t!"

Zeb clenched his jaw and did not look at me. �Well,
there�s no need to discuss that,� he said. �It�s too late to do
anything about that now, and anyhow it was the only
thing that could be done.�

I did not believe him. I feared I had gone far from the
way of the Great Spirit by concealing the truth. I could not
believe that lying was ever the only thing to be done. I
could see only one way out without making Zeb hate me.

�What if they do force me to submit?� I asked.
Zeb groaned. �There�s no need to discuss that either,�

he said. �We�ve just got to fight it to the death, that�s
all�and I do mean to the death.�

*******
�The judge wouldn�t let me delay this hearing any lon-

ger,� said RandolphRakestraw, a thin baldmanwith spec-
tacles, Zeb�s chief legal counsel. We were in the main
courtroom of the Pacificum Territorial Court, awaiting the
judge�s arrival. �I tried every trick in the book, but he was
firm.�

Page - 73

RELUCTANT PRESS



�All rise!� a man in a blue police uniform called out.
�The Territorial Court of Pacificum is now in session, the
Honorable James O. Ilquham presiding!�

A fat man with white hair and thick lips, wearing a
long black robe, entered the room. �You may be
seated,� he said. �We are here to consider motions in
the case of John Mighty Bear, plaintiff, versus Jac-
queline Semakoboomish and the Pacific Heights In-
former, Incorporated, defendants. I�ll note attorney
Crillpiston here for the plaintiff, attorney Rakestraw for
defendant Jacqueline Semakoboomish, attorney Frick here
for defendantPacific Heights Informer.Mr. Rakestraw,we�ll
start with your motion to dismiss.� He looked at a paper
and frowned. �You are maintaining that this lawsuit must
be dismissed because it involves a non-justiciable political
question? How so?�

�Your Honor, the political nature of the question at is-
sue must be evident to anyone who reads the newspa-
pers,� Mr. Rakestraw said. The judge frowned again.
�Sides are being taken in politics, and it is thought that the
outcome of the gubernatorial election may well be af-
fected, on the basis of whether the First Lady is or is not a
lady. This court must avoid even the semblance of parti-
sanship in politics. It is eminently appropriate, therefore,
for this court to abstain from deciding that question, at
least until the election is over.�

�Mr. Rakestraw,� the judge shot back, �this courtwould
never have imagined that it needed to decide that ques-
tion, had not the First Lady herself called Mr. Mighty Bear
a liar, as it is alleged, for denying her ladyhood. Had she
sued him for defamation, he would be entitled to raise
truth as an absolute defense, if possible, and to obtain dis-
closure of evidence that might support that defense. Sim-
ple fairness would seem to dictate that evidence of truth
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should be available to refute a charge of lying, no matter
how raised. There is no partisanship in this, whatever may
happen to be its incidental effect upon an election. No, Mr.
Rakestraw, that is nonsense.�

Mr. Rakestraw was sweating and blinking his eyes of-
ten when drops of sweat got into them, rather than be seen
wiping the sweat from his brow. �Your Honor,� he said,
�defendant Semakoboomish also maintains, as an issue of
first impression, that the gubernatorial immunity from
suit extends to the First Lady.�

The judge�s frown grew into a grimace. �The guberna-
torial immunity from suit, during the governor�s term of
office,� he said, �is needed for the purpose of protecting
the governor, in the exercise of his executive functions,
from politically motivated meddling in the form of law-
suits. The functions of the First Lady are purely social and
ceremonial, not executive, and not ordinarily likely to
draw down opposition in the form of lawsuits. No immu-
nity from suit is needed to protect the First Lady in the ex-
ercise of these functions. Yourmotion to dismiss is denied.
We will now consider the plaintiff�s motion to compel dis-
closure of evidence.�

�Your Honor,� saidMr. Crillpiston, �Given that this ac-
tion is to go forward, the plaintiff would maintain that the
granting of thismotion is a foregone conclusion. The entire
matter in dispute is the truth or falsity ofMr.Mighty Bear�s
allegation, which can most suitably, delicately, and dis-
creetly be discovered byway of amedical examination. As
the First Lady has refused to undergo such an examination
voluntarily, it must be compelled. Surely that must be
self-evident to all who are willing to let the truth be
known.�
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Mr. Rakestraw was obviously desperate, knowing he
was fighting a losing battle. �Your Honor,� he begged, �as
we are to speak of delicacy and discretion in this proceeding,
even if the motion is to be granted and the examination
performed, surely delicacy and discretion demand that the
results of the examination should be kept strictly confiden-
tial.�

�At least until after the election?� Judge Ilquham
snorted out loud. �Mr. Rakestraw, in this country we are
proud to have a free press, and I would be loath to impose
needless restrictions on the press in the name of delicacy
and discretion. I will not presume that the publishers of
our fine newspapers are so lacking in delicacy and discre-
tion as to make any improper use of matters of public re-
cord from this court. Plaintiff�s motion to compel disclo-
sure of evidence is granted. The commissioner of medicine
of the Territory of Pacificum shall perform the requested
examination, to determine whether defendant Jacqueline
Semakoboomish is a female or amale, and shall present his
findings within 30 days in a report that shall become part
of the public record of this proceeding.�

During the hearing, I had never given Mighty Bear
more than a glance. I arose when the judge left the bench,
and now I did not look at him at all. I could not endure the
sight of him gloating at me, as if he had finished smearing
my dung-hole with bear grease and forced his
mungushumu into it at last.

I looked toward Zeb, but he was not looking at me. His
eyes were open, but I did not know if he was looking at
anyone or anything on earth. I did not know what he was
thinking, I did not know what he would do, and I was
afraid.
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�Princess!� a voice interrupted my fearful thoughts. I
looked. It was Sir Arnold Bathwright.

�Princess,may I have awordwith you?� hewas asking.
�Yes,� I said, not knowing what the word would be.
�It would be preferable,� he said, �to speak in the pri-

vacy of the club. It is directly across the street from the
courthouse.�

In silence I followed him out of the courthouse, across
the street, and into a three-story brick building. No sign
outside gave any hint of what lay within. A uniformed
guard nodded, permitting us to pass. Only when I passed
beyond the guard could I see a dark, shinywooden plaque
with golden letters, proclaiming this to be the Victoria and
Albert Club.

Sir Arnold led me up a wide flight of stairs to a large
roomwith a plaque looking like the other one, but bearing
his own name. Once within the room, he bolted the door
and askedme to sit down on a large sofa. He sat down next
to me, but not touching me.

�Princess,� he said, �one hardly knows how to begin
discussing a matter of such extreme delicacy�and yet one
sees quite well, as one must, that the time has come. The
medical examination is to be performed, and soon every-
one in the Territory of Pacificumwill know the result. You,
of course, already know what the result will be�but I do
not.�

I laughed, despite my sadness. �You want to know
what the result will be, but you do not want to give me of-
fense by asking,� I said.
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He opened his eyes wide and fixed them upon me.
�Quite right,� he said. �I am most pleased that you grasp
my meaning so well, and so promptly.�

I gave a great sigh of relief. �There is nothing to hide
now. I only ask, for the Governor�s sake, that you should
not reveal my secret before the medical commissioner
does.�

�Your secret!� he whispered in my ear, knowing well
that it would be no secret if I were female, but only if I were
male.

�Princess, you have my word of honor!�
�Very well,� I said. �I amwhat Quoheemish people call

a kabavoomish, a male woman. The examination will reveal
that I am a male.�

�Most remarkable!� He drew closer to me. His knee
touched mine. I did not draw back. The relief, and the ex-
citement, of letting a man know my secret were too great.
My nipples and my mungushiwere starting to share in the
excitement.

�This being so,� he said, �I trust I may speak frankly,
without indulging in any excesses of delicacy, such as
would be necessary and proper if you were a female. You
will understand, of course, that only a select few�myself
included�would now be prepared to accept a male
woman as their First Lady. Your days as First Lady, there-
fore, are numbered.�

�Yes, I understand.�
�You will therefore find it necessary to consider what is

to become of youwhen you are no longer the First Lady.�
�Yes, of course.�
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�Have you any�please forgiveme if I speak too frankly,
Princess�have you any principled opposition to indulg-
ing in,er, sexual connections with men?�

My nipples andmymungushiwere hard. I knew he was
going to ask if I wished to be a companion for men at the
Victoria andAlbert Club. I could feel my excitement carry-
ing me away as I spoke. �I have none at all,� I said. �I have
mated with many men in my life.�

�And�dare I ask if you have also mated with the Gov-
ernor?�

�Yes, many times.�
He put his hand on my thigh. I still did not draw back.

Indeed, I put my hand on his, not knowing yet whether I
would try to push his hand away or to draw it closer.

�There is a great need here at the club,� he said, stroking
my thigh, �for such an extremely unusual and remarkable
lady as yourself. Many men�even including myself, I
dare say�would be most pleased to have such a compan-
ion. You would be richly rewarded, if such a thing were to
come about. It is only a suggestion, of course�but one I
make most earnestly, the more so in that you have not re-
jected the thought out of hand. I hope youwill give it most
serious consideration.�

�I will indeed.� I was losing all self-control. I pulled my
skirt and petticoat up; I drew his hand between my
linen-clad thighs and up to my hidden mungushi. �Here is
my answer, Sir Arnold,� Imurmured. �I know it ismy des-
tiny.�

�Oh, Princess!� Sir Arnold gasped. �Can this be? So
ready? So eager? So soon? Dare I ask�may I view you in
the nude?�
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�Youmay,� I said. I stood up and stripped off my dress,
my petticoat, my corset, my stockings, and my drawers.
Standing before him in the nude, withmy boundmungushi
hidden as always, I smiled at him and crossed my arms
over my breasts.

He wasted no more time. �May we mate?� he asked.
Without waiting for an answer in words, he started to
strip. Soon he, too, was in the nude. His mungushumuwas
not as long as Zeb�s, but it was almost as thick, with a bulb
almost as big.

�Princess, show me the mating habits of the
kabavoomish,� he begged me. I eagerly complied. I turned
to face away from him; I reached betweenmy legs to grasp
hismungushumu; I pressed my buttocks tightly against his
loins. His hands were clasping my hips; I pulled them up
and around to my breasts. While still standing up, I
clasped his mungushumu hard between my thighs and my
hidden mungushi and pumped my hips, more and more
wildly as his thrusts came harder and faster. My hands
were still on his, rubbing my breasts; I could not even
reach down to his mungushumu before my climax came.
All I could do was to squeeze him as tightly with my hot,
strong thighs, and to pump him as hard with my
quick-bucking hips, as I could have done with my hand.

It was enough; it was more than enough. �Princess! Oh,
my beautiful Princess! Yes! Yes! You are the finest!� Sir Ar-
noldmoaned. �Oh, I can hardly endure it!�His thrusts had
reachedmaximum speed. I knew hewas shooting seed. At
last I reached down to catch his seed in my hand.

�Oh, Princess!� he murmured when he could speak
again. �This is beyond belief! I can no longer merely sug-
gest; I beg you, I implore you, come to the club and be our
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most treasured lady companion, notwithstanding your
discreetly hidden maleness!�

�I will, Sir Arnold,� I promised him, still in the heat of
the moment. �You have shown me even more clearly that
it is my destiny.�

*******
By the time I was dressed and walking back up toward

the ExecutiveMansion, my feelings had greatly changed. I
was ashamed of myself. I had promised Zeb I would be
faithful to him, and yet I had mated with Sir Arnold at the
first opportunity. This must not happen again! I tried hard
to think what Zeb and I might do, how we might live to-
gether, after my secret was known.

I wondered if we might flee to the reservation. Surely
Quoheemish peoplewouldwelcome us both, and it would
be far easier to listen to the Great Spirit among my own
people. It would matter little that my family�s old
longhouse had been destroyed, if only we could be at
home among the people.

I walked faster. Surely that was the solution. Zeb and I
loved each other; that was the most important thing.
Wherever we were together would be home for us�and
the farther from any temptation to mate again with Sir Ar-
nold, the better!

I had just entered the door of the Executive Mansion
when I heard the dreadful sound. I feared it was a gunshot.
One of the police officers standing guard at the door en-
tered after me. �That doesn�t sound good at all,� he said.
�I�ll make sure the Governor�s all right.� He sped past me,
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but soon returned. �He�s not in his office or his bedroom,�
he said. �Do you know where he might be?�

The most terrible thought was gripping me, the almost
unbelievable thought of what Zeb might have done�and
of where he might have done it. �I wonder,� I felt myself
forced to say, �if he might be in my room.�

Wewalked towardmy room. I did not quickenmy steps
to match those of the policeman. Zeb�s words were arising
inmymemory and attackingmewith full force: �To lose my
honor would be a fate worse than death.�

I usedmy key to unlock the door. I was afraid to look in-
side, but I looked. When I saw, I cried out in horror.

Zeb�s body was on the floor. In his hand was a pistol.
His brainwas destroyed by the gunshot.When I saw that, I
could not look any more.

�Princess, this is no sight for your eyes,� the policeman
said. �This is the most terrible thing that could have hap-
pened. I must stay here to guard the body. Please tell the
officers remaining by the front door that the Governor has
been shot, and that one of them must notify the medical
commissioner.�

I fled at once. I told the officers. One of them raced off to
notify the medical commissioner. All the while, my mind
was crying out in horror: How could Zeb do this? He didn�t
even talk to me about what we might have done instead!What
was he thinking?

When I came back to my room, or what had been my
roomwhile I was First Lady, I found out what he had been
thinking. �Princess,� said the officer who had first accom-
panied me, �here is an envelope, marked for your eyes
only. It appears the Governor must have left it for you.�
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I ripped the envelope open, taking care only to go to a
corner of the room in which no one could read over my
shoulder. While the medical commissioner entered the
room and verified the obvious fact that Zeb was dead, I
read what Zeb had written.

�My dearest Singing Sparrow,� the letter read, �I am
terribly sorry to think that you will read this only after I
have died, but it is the only way out. My honor is utterly
destroyed. To live inmisery, knowing that the greatmajor-
ity of men will dishonor and loathe me for what they re-
gard asmy sodomitic sin,would bemore than I could bear.
I must allow Lieutenant Governor Gaithercrombie to pick
up the torch of government, and to strive to defeat
Fortmouth as I could never now have hoped to do, before
things have gone further toward disaster. Please go back to
your people, to the reservation, and live a quiet life, far
from thosewhowill loathe you as theywould loatheme.�

I bit my lip in sorrow, and in anger too. I feared that
Zeb�s spirit was even now being tormented with anguish
for throwing away the Great Spirit�s gift of life. I could
hardly believe he would ignore the Great Spirit and listen
instead to the hateful thoughts of the great majority of
men�of White men�and yet I must believe it, for Zeb�s
life during the election campaign had been devoted to try-
ing to please the majority of men at all costs. Most bitter to
me of all, I cried to think,was Zeb�s failure even to speak to
me and listen to me before he did the deadly deed�not
that he could have done so while he was writing the letter
and preparing to kill himself, for I was mating with Sir Ar-
nold at the time!

I wept. The policemen and the commissioner let me
weep in silence. At long last, one of the policemen said to
me, �Princess, you will not be able to sleep in this room to-
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night. Do you need help in finding other accommoda-
tions?�

�No, thank you,� I said. �I have other accommoda-
tions.�

Chapter 7

I walked out of the ExecutiveMansion, back toward the
Victoria and Albert Club. I tried hard to keep from think-
ing of Zeb. It would do neither of us any good now, I told
myself. I did not succeed.

�Sir Arnold, I believe, is expecting me,� I told the guard
in the club.

�Yes, Princess,� said the guard. �He has said you are
welcome here at any time.�

I ascended to Sir Arnold�s office, where we had mated.
�Good day, Sir Arnold,� I said.

�Princess!� He gave me a big, welcoming smile. �How
lovely to see you again so soon!�

�You will be seeing more of me quite soon, I believe,� I
said. �May I reside at the club, starting today?�

His eyes bulged. �You may! Yes, of course! But�what
about your residence with the Governor?�

I loweredmy eyes. �TheGovernor is dead.He shot him-
self today.�

�Oh, no! That is most dreadful! Princess, for your sake, I
am terribly sorry�and for the sake of all the freedom-lov-
ing people in Pacificum Territory.�
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�I am sorry most of all for his sake,� I said. �I could not
have imagined he would do this, and I cannot imagine
what sorrow his spirit will now endure forever.� I sighed
in deepest sadness for Zeb. �But I have wept for him, and
now Imust livewithout him, so Imust turnmy thoughts to
the future.�

�Yes, indeed,� Sir Arnold agreed. �I shall have the ser-
vants prepare your room at once, and I shall summon the
photographer. Your photograph will be taken for our pic-
torial directory of lady companions. I expect you will wish
to settle into your new lodgings and wash up before being
photographed. Our ladies, of course, appear in their
Sunday best in our directory, never in anything even re-
motely suggestive of cheapness, much less of harlotry.�

My belongings, even after years of life as the First Lady,
were fairly few and light. With the help of a servant, I
quickly retrieved them from the Executive Mansion and
brought them to my new room at the club. I then washed
up, taking care to efface any lingering hints of weeping,
and changed into my first princess dress, the one I had
worn to see my father Semakoboomish before he died.

�I am ready to be photographed,� I then told SirArnold.
�You are indeed!� he said, with an admiring look.

�Your appearance is most pleasing, Princess! Youwill be a
highly valuable and desirable addition to the club! Only let
me show you one of our private conversation rooms, and
then we shall go to the photographer.�

He escorted me down the hallway and into an empty
room. It contained a bed, chairs, and other furniture; I
could see that everything in it was pretty and femi-
nine-looking, but I had no time to lookmuch at the details.
�The conversation rooms,� Sir Arnold informed me, �are
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the locations of themost private and intimate conversations,
in the broadest sense of the word, between our gentlemen
members and our lady companions. Conversations, in this
sense, may include almost every feature of one�s way of
life, including the most discreet and most respectable of
sexual connections, falling only barely short of holy matri-
mony itself in these respects.

�You will note that the furnishings include an an-
tique oriental gong, known as the complaint gong. If ever
a gentlemanwere to become seriously dissatisfiedwith his
lady companion in any way, he could summon assistance
from the club management by sounding the gong. You,
however, I am sure, need not worry that any gentleman
will be dissatisfied with you. Our directory will discreetly
notify them, in a manner intelligible only to members, that
you are a male lady companion, so that no one who insists
upon a female lady will be misled."

I then walked back up the hallway and down the stairs
with Sir Arnold, holding his elbow as I had held Zeb�s el-
bow so often on formal occasions. �We have our own pho-
tographic studio in the basement of the club,� he said,
�and the photographer will be awaiting us.�

In the basement of the club, the photographer had me
strike a dignified, ladylike pose, while displaying an invit-
ingly feminine smile. Hiding under the camera�s big black
cloak, he took several photographs; then he said, �I�ll de-
velop these right away and send them over for inclusion in
the directory.�

�Very well,� Sir Arnold said. �The directory will be
greatly improved when they have been added.� Turning
to me, he said,
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�Princess, youmay expect our members to begin select-
ing you for companionship at once when they have seen
your photograph�and your name!�

*******
As it turned out, a club member selected me even with-

out seeing my photograph�but he had often seen me in
reality. He was Chief Rollinson, and with him I got off to
what Sir Arnoldwould later call �a bit of a rocky start� as a
lady companion at the club.

�Far be it from me to intrude upon your grief,� Chief
Rollinson said after Sir Arnold had introduced him as hav-
ing selected me, �but Sir Arnold has assured me that you
are ready to move forward in your new life. If he is mis-
taken, please forgive me, and I will await a suitable oppor-
tunity.� He seemed to be trying to sound like Sir Arnold,
except for the British accent.

�He is notmistaken,� I said. �I havewept for the Gover-
nor, and now I am facing toward the future.�

�I am delighted to hear it.� He moved toward me, not
wearing a police uniform now, but a fine gentleman�s at-
tire such as Sir Arnoldwore, and Zeb hadworn. �Princess,
I have been eagerly awaiting this moment ever since I
learned from Sir Arnold that you were joining our lady
companions at the club. I would be both honored and de-
lighted to be fellated by a true princess and a former First
Lady. I am fully ready. Please kneel for the exquisite act.�

He opened his trousers to reveal his straight, hard
mungushumu, as long as Sir Arnold�s but thinner. Sir Ar-
nold had instructed me in the meanings of various sexual
terms, including �fellatio��an act greatly desired by
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manyWhitemen, though few of themwished to perform it
on another man. I had agreed that I would fellate men so
long as I did not have to swallow their seed. I almost knelt
and fellated Chief Rollinson�but I saw a ring on his left
ring finger, and I knew it was a wedding ring.

�You are married,� I said, still standing erect.
He stared at me in disbelief. �Well, of course,� he said.

�What in the world has that got to do with anything?�
�Your seed should be for your wife, not for me.�
�What? In this day and age? Are you serious?�
�Yes.�
He snorted and groped for words. �But my wife, you

see,� he said, �does not perform fellatio!�
�Neither do I, upon amanwho has awoman of his own.

From an early age, my destiny has been to mate with men
who do not have women, not with those who do.�

�Well, this is an outrage,� Chief Rollinson declared.
�Princess, I deeply regret to say I will have to register a
complaint.� After buttoning his trousers, he strode to the
complaint gong and banged it loudly. Within seconds, Sir
Arnold himself appeared.

�Oh, dear, what is this?� he said. �Princess, your very
first conversation with a gentleman at the club, and I have
heard the gong! What can be the problem?�

�The problem,� said Chief Rollinson, �in one word, is
superstition. The Princess refused to fellate me because of
some primitive Indian superstition about a man�s seed be-
ing the property of his wife. I could hardly have imagined
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that, after years of modern life as our First Lady, the Prin-
cess would still cling to such nonsense.�

�Princess, what have you to say?� Sir Arnold asked.
�It is not superstition,� I insisted. �It is my life and my

destiny. I have always mated with men who had no
women, not with those who had. I was taught, and I still
believe, it iswrong to take aman�s seed fromhiswoman.�

�Oh, dear! And this came about because�well, surely
Chief Rollinson did not tell you, �Princess, I have a wife,
but she will not fellate me, so you must do so.� I must infer
that it came about because he simply neglected to remove
his wedding ring before requesting the act of fellatio.�

�Of course I saw no need!� said Chief Rollinson. �I have
been fellated by almost every lady companion here at the
club, and not one of them�until now�saw anything
amiss with my wedding ring.�

�Oh, no, indeed!� said Sir Arnold. �But there must be a
means of resolving this matter amicably. Princess, I do not
understand you to mean youwill go so far as to ask gentle-
menwhether they aremarried or not. If you see amanwith
no wedding ring, you will presume that he is a man of
honor with no wife, and not a betrayer of the marriage
bond. Is not that true?�

Sir Arnold�s eyes begged me to agree that it was true. I
could not disagree. Life here at the club was so extremely
different from life in my old home among the
Quoheemish, where everyone knew which men had
women and which ones did not!

�Yes, it is true,� I said.
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�Oh, all right, then,� said Chief Rollinson. �If I choose to
seek fellatio from the Princess again, I�ll simply removemy
wedding ring first. Fair enough?�

Sir Arnold looked doubtful. �Princess, would that meet
your requirements?� he asked.

�No. I am afraid it would not,� I had to say. �I already
know he is married.�

�What?� Chief Rollinson exploded. �Am I to be pun-
ished forever, by being barred from receiving fellatio from
the Princess, for a momentary oversight in failing to re-
move my wedding ring?�

�Oh, dear, no!� said Sir Arnold. �There can be no ques-
tion of punishment.Butwemust acknowledge that our lady
companions may have various personal preferences that
make them more or less amenable to various gentlemen,
just as our gentlemen members may prefer some of our
lady companions over others. After all, our lady compan-
ions choose to associate with us entirely of their own free
will, unlike the slaves of a master of harlotry�or amistress
of harlotry, such as the infamous Ma Hellfire once was.
The Princess has simply expressed a personal preference
for unmarried gentlemen�and you have already ob-
served that the club offers an ample array of other options
for a married gentleman such as yourself.�

�Of all the idiotic�� Chief Rollinson began to say, but
stopped. He gave me a look of fierce indignation, but si-
lently acknowledged himself beaten.

�Oh, very well,� he said at last. �No doubt I cannot
change the Princess�s personal preference on that
point�but I cannot help thinking that her preference
arises from nothing more than ignorance and superstition!�
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*******
That night I lay awake late, feeling pain from Chief

Rollinson�s harshwords, andmore than that. Iwondered if
I had been wrong to think it was my destiny to become a
lady companion at the club; I feared I had. The next day,
though, I began again to recognize it as my destiny.

A man came to summon me to the medical commis-
sioner�s office for my examination. He asked when would
be a convenient time, and I said now would be as good a
time as any. I followed himout of the club andup the street
to the medical commissioner�s office.

�You will step into the examining room, please,� the
man said when we arrived. He showed me a room in
which an elevated couch-like thing was the most promi-
nent feature. �Dr. Ringgold will see you momentarily.�

It was true. The doctor arrived almost immediately. He
was a short, white-haired gentleman with bright blue eyes
that reminded me of Zeb�s eyes. They were fixed on me
with an expression of what might almost have seemed to
be fascination, if not for the strictly medical purpose of the
examination.

�All right, now, Princess,� said Dr. Ringgold, �you�ll
need to remove all your clothing for the examination.We�ll
get it overwith as quickly as possible, and then you can get
dressed and resume your daily life. I�ll just turn around
while you undress.�

He turned around; I removed my dress, my petticoat,
my corset, my stockings, and my drawers. �I�m ready,� I
said.
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He looked at me while I stood before him in the nude.
�Very well,� he said. �A very fine-looking female, at first
glance. You�ll understand, however, that I�ll also need to
see whatever may be hidden between your legs. Please lie
down on the examining table.�

I did. He looked, and sawmymungushi. �Well, well,� he
said. �This is most remarkable. My report, of course, will
have to state that you aremale�but is it true that youwere
held in honor, among your native people, for this distinc-
tive combination of maleness and femininity?�

�Yes, it is.�
�I can well believe it.� He sighed, looking as if he

wished he could say more, but he knew it would be im-
proper.

�Well, I won�t detain you,� he briskly concluded, �but I
do happen to note that, since the terrible tragedy at the Ex-
ecutive Mansion, you have resided at the Victoria and Al-
bert Club. I happen to be amember of the clubmyself. Per-
haps I will see you there sometime.�

�Perhaps you will.� I looked at him and smiled, won-
dering if he might mean he would see me in the nude and
mate with me. He did still seem to be gazing at me with an
interest more than merely medical.

�Shall I look for you?� I asked him. Our eyes were fixed
upon each other. My smile grew brighter, and his gaze
grew more intense. I dared to clasp my bare breasts for a
moment with my hands, and his mouth dropped open.

�Yes,� he told me, drawing close to me. �Yes, Princess,
you shall look for me this very evening.�
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*******
He sought me out and asked me to dine with him at the

club. �Well, Princess,� he said when we were dining, �I
would like to learn much more about you, and about your
life. Were you regarded as a girl from an early age?�

�Yes. I wore girls� clothes all the time starting when I
was 10, and my father declared me a male girl when I was
12. When I was 14, a male woman named Gray Fox taught
me some of what I would need to know to become a male
woman.� I hesitated, but then went on, knowing that the
doctor would wish to hear what I had to say. �The rest she
taughtmewhen I was 18. Then she taughtme how tomate
with men. I was a maiden until then. After that, I mated
with men, but only with those who had no women. The
first man I matedwith was a wise oldman named Leaping
Cougar, whose wife had died.�

�I see,� said the doctor. �It was very kind of you tomate
withmenwho had nowomen. I may say thatmy ownwife
also died a few years ago.�

�I am very sorry for you,� I said politely. �Leaping Cou-
gar was very lonely�and very glad to have me mate with
him.� I looked into Dr. Ringgold�s eyes, knowing what he
wanted, and knowing that I would give it to him.

�I am very lonely too,� he said, �and I dare admit I
would be glad if you were to mate with me.�

�Iwill,� I said. �It ismydestiny, and I love to fulfill it.�
Our dinner did not last much longer. We went to a con-

versation room without delay. �Princess, I am deeply
grateful to you,� said the doctor. He kissed me on the
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mouth. I pressedmyself close against him.He caressedmy
buttocks. Soon he was lifting my skirt and my petticoat.

�Would you like to kiss my breasts?� I asked him.
�Oh, dear, I would indeed!� he said. �It was a thing I of-

ten did with my dear wife, and I have missed her so
deeply!�

I stripped myself nude and offered him my breasts. He
kissed them ardently, makingmy nipples flare upwith de-
sire. �Yes, yes!� I encouraged him, pressing his head firmly
against my breasts.

He could hardly wait to remove his clothes. �How do
you mate?� he asked me.

�Like this,� I said. I kissed him on the mouth again.
Standing up, I openedmy thighs just wide enough for him
to press his mungushumu between them, rubbing my hid-
den mungushi. His mungushumu was short but stout, and
he gasped with pleasure as I squeezed it in my umuvu be-
tween my thighs and my mungushi.

�Oh, Princess!� he moaned. �Oh, dear, you are so won-
derfully good to me! Oh, yes, yes!� He could speak no
more. He gripped my buttocks and plunged me until my
climax came; he shot seed deep into my umuvu, dripping
down beneath my buttocks and mingling with my own
womanly seed.

�Princess, shall I see you again soon?� he begged me
when his climax had ended but he was still gripping my
buttocks.

�Yes, very soon, if you wish,� I said.
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*******
Before I could mate again with the doctor or any other

men, though, Sir Arnold announced to me the next day
that the new photographic directory had been produced,
and gavememy copy. I looked atmy ownpicture and then
at those of the other lady companions. All but one of them
were ladies I had not yet met�but the remaining one set
my heart on fire.

�Julia� was her name�Moon Owl�s name�and I was
sure she must be Moon Owl as soon as I saw her photo-
graph. She was older and stouter, of course, but her eyes
were still the same. I had to see her again, as soon as possi-
ble�if she would still see me.

�Sir Arnold!� I cried out. �I know this lady! I have not
seen her formany years, and Iwould like to see her again!�
I pointed out Moon Owl in the directory.

�Certainly, Princess,� Sir Arnold said. �Er�may I in-
quirewhether youwould like to see her fully dressed, or in
her nightgown?�

In her nightgown! my heart cried out at once. I knew I
would still desire tomate againwithMoonOwl, even after
all these years, if she would haveme�but would she have
me? Why did she never come to see me? I wondered again,
and I had no answer. Still, I answered Sir Arnoldwith little
delay: �In her nightgown, I think, if she will permit me.�

�Very well. If she is not otherwise occupied this eve-
ning, I shall introduce you to her then.�

MoonOwlwas inmymind everyminute of the day un-
til Sir Arnold came. I had put my own nightgown on early,
and I was fully ready.
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Sir Arnold knocked on her bedroom door. �Julia?� he
said. �It is Sir Arnold, and I have a visitor for you�a lady
who has not seen you for many years.�

Moon Owl shyly opened the door, but not very much.
�Who is it?� she asked.

�Moon Owl!� I said. �I am Singing Sparrow!�
Moon Owl gasped, or stifled a shriek, or did something

a little like both. �Singing Sparrow!� she cried, opening the
door wide. �Is it really you?�

�Yes, yes, yes! Oh,MoonOwl, Iwas afraid you�d forgot-
ten me!� I rushed into her arms and embraced her, press-
ing my breasts tight against her. Her breasts were bigger
than they had been in our youth, and she pressed them just
as close to me.

�I will leave you ladies to each other,� Sir Arnold said,
discreetly withdrawing and closing the door behind me.

�Singing Sparrow, I could never forget you,�MoonOwl
assured me.

�Oh, no! But then why did you never come to visit me?
Surely you knew where I was, when I was First Lady!�

�Of course I did.� Moon Owl released me and sat down
on her bed. �But I was afraid it would embarrass you to be
seen with me, a former harlot, a male woman, and a lady
companion at the club. A greatmanymen in this city know
who I am and what I am, you know. I didn�t want to do
anything that might harm you, or harm the Governor.�

I breathed a deep sigh. �It doesn�t matter,� I said, �now
that I know.� I sat down next to her on the bed and put my
arm around her. She seemed to hesitate, and then put hers
around me.
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�I�ve wondered so often,� she told me, �what I would
do if I saw you again. I decided it would be best if we lived
a pure and sublime life together, with deep affection, but
with nomating. You see, I�ve mated with so manymen for
so many years that it would seem to degrade our friend-
ship and our, our love, if we were to indulge in mere mat-
ing, as if youwere not a far higher and finer being than any
mere run-of-the-mill rutting man.�

�I see. Yes, I think I understand.� I was disappointed,
but I decided at once that I would do it for love of Moon
Owl.

She sighed and was silent. �But now,� she said at last,
�now that you�re really here�well, I wonder if we might
not mate just once more, for old times� sake.�

My nipples were already hard from touching her
breasts with mine. �I would be very glad to mate with you
again, Moon Owl,� I said. �Will you kiss me?�

She did kiss me, deeply and ardently. Soon we were
stripping. I kissed her nipples and made her moan with
pleasure, and she did the same to me. I lay on top of her
and entwined my legs with hers. Her big mungushi was
still bound, and her hips made the old familiar pumping
motions when she rubbed it against my thigh. I raised my-
self up and pressed her breasts; my hipswere bucking. She
reached beneath my buttocks to touch my mungushi; I lay
flat on top of her and struggled to press my hand beneath
her to touch hers.

�Yes, yes!� she cried when I had done it. �Singing Spar-
row, I love you! I will always love you!� We lay together
and came to climax together, spurting womanly seed into
each other�s hands with all our might.
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�Oh, yes!� she groaned when we had stopped bucking.
�Yes, that will make it far easier to begin our pure and sub-
lime life together�tomorrow!�

Epilogue

It is now 1925, as theWhite men count years, when I am
writing this story ofmy life. I have lived almost 45 years af-
ter my reunion with Moon Owl, but there is little more to
say of my life that could not be said equally well of many
other people�s lives. Moon Owl and I did live a pure and
sublime life together, so long as she lived�except that, on
rare occasions, we did mate with each other again. Lieu-
tenant Governor Gaithercrombie emerged from obscurity,
proclaimed that Zeb Kingsley�s sins had died with Zeb
Kingsley, and proceeded to win the election for governor,
to the great displeasure of Senator Fortmouth and Ma
Hellfire�I mean, Miss Ruth Hardart too. Mating of men
with men (except for the �per anum� kind), and of male
women with male women, was still permitted by law in
Pacificum Territory, as it is to this day in the State of
Pacificum.

Moon Owl and I mated with many more men at the
club, a great many more times, for it was her destiny as
well as mine. At last, when I was almost 70 years old and
shewas little younger, she became sick anddied. Iwept for
her as I had wept for my father Semakoboomish, but my
tears were not bitter, for I hoped and believed that Moon
Owl�s spirit had gone home to the Great Spirit as the spirit
of Semakoboomish had done.

I then retired from the club and moved to the reserva-
tion. I knew hardly anyone there when I arrived, but the
more traditional-minded among Quoheemish people wel-
comedme because I was amale woman and I waswearing
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Quoheemish women�s dress again, and many of the more
modern-minded welcomed me because I was a former
First Lady. White Beaver and Smiling Willow often came
to visit me with some of their many children and grand-
children. Then, after a few years, White Beaver died and
Smiling Willow moved to the reservation, where we were
the dearest of friends�as we still are, for Smiling Willow
has lived to be as old as I.

Now I can see that, before long, my spirit too will go
home to the Great Spirit. I think of my life; I want to make
known the good I have seen, alongwith the evil, and to ex-
press shame for the wrong I have done. I fear I havemated
with men who were married, but who took their wedding
rings off, on Sir Arnold�s advice, before they came to mate
with me. I fear I did wrong in hating the White men so
much for so long, for what they did to Moon Owl. I fear I
did wrong to mate with Sir Arnold, when Zeb was prepar-
ing to shoot himself, after I had promised to be faithful to
Zeb. The greatest wrong I know I have done, though, was
my wrong against the truth, when I was afraid and I tried
to pretend I was not a male woman.

If there is one thing I must say to the generations to
come, to any who will listen�and especially to male girls
and male women of every people�it is this: remember
that it is the Great Spirit who made you as you are, and
stand up for the truth, no matter what you are afraid may
happen! Never be afraid to live for love of the truth! Never
be afraid as the great Governor Zeb Kingsley�my heart
still aches to remember, and I weep at the memory�was
afraid.

###
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