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The French girls know how to have fun and dress up!
But this 1s the story of many boys and their
Jjourney to become perfect young ladies. As told by
one, this is a multi-part diary of over 380 pages
(as typed over many years.) You can open to most
any page and read how dedicated the boys, mothers,
maids and salons go to express and train
femininity.

In this classic novel of feminization, an
adventurous exploration of opulent sensual
exploration through Paris and the boys complete
dedication to every feminine fashion whim.

It is the journey of young men facing critical
choices as they experience the secret gardens in a
young woman’s upbringing. From the inner sanctum
of salons, boutiques, figure training studios and
their private schooling in the art of femininity,
they learn to accept anything for beauty.

About the Series: Through my years of publishing T
fiction, visitors have always been most interested
in my “closet” filled with old manuscripts.

MY DOUBLE LIFE is the first of the new manuscript
edition, based on my special writing that defy
traditional TG publishing. The first edition 1is a
free sample to make sure you can enjoy and read the
format. The next five are the continuation of the
story with nearly 70 plus full sized, single spaced
pages each.

These are the many everlasting feminization
adventures as told in the original text. If you
love it, I have many more!!
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My Strange Double Life. | » Gl 1o
(An Autobiography). L= h

Few men, 1f any, have lived as strange a life as I--a doubge life, so
to speak, but an honest one, so now, at the age of 40, I havedecided to
write my autoblography, feeling sure that it will be of interest, because so
unique. g

b From my boyhood days I was very athletic and fond of all masculine
sports, a nd very good at them. In school I played baseball, football
and basketball, and was quite a good boxer, loving a sharp bout with other
boys, with hard blows given and taken. I was wholly a very masculine he-boy
in every sense of the word. But I excelled at tennis. My older brother was
a fine player and taught me all I knew, so that by the time I got to college,
I had become an unusually good player, won most of my matches, and became
the college champion, and entered outside tournaments, where I met with
considerable success. At the time this story opens, I was numbered among the
dozen ranking men players of the country and thought that I was launched
on a wonderful tennls career. I was devoted to the geme and always in the
strictest training. I never smoked or drank, not even coffee. I was to
bed at nine and up early to indulge in varlous exercises to build up
my body. As a result of this Spartan life, I had developed a magnificent
body, tithe, powerful, very muscular. I was over six feet tall and
weighed 190 pounds. stripped, and had not an ounce of fat or waste on me--sll
hard. pliant muscle and brawn. I suppose I would be celled the ideal
ethlete, with a perfect male body. I could not help knowing that I was
good looking, for I was aware that I attracted feminine notice always.
But I was not interested in girls, though I admired them as all normal
boys do, but from afar. My tennis, my training were my life at the time.
I occasionally went to dances and likedto dance with the girls, but I was
shy when in their company, and didn't understand them. I had no sisters,
-and- girls to me were a mystery, and I had little to do with them. I would
leave the rare dances I attended, and go home early to keep up my training.
In the back of my mind I had, like all boys, the vague idea that some day,
after I had done with my tennis carreer, perhaps I would meet a gilr that
I would fall in love with, and marry, b ut that was in the future, and
girls at the time had no part in my life and little in my thoughts. I was
too busy otherwise. I felt that the dainty, delicate little things were
all right in their place, to be admlired at a distance. But I much preferred
masculine company and athletic competition. No young man could have been
more intensely masculine than myself, and I thoroughly despised some
boys and men I had seen who were inclined to be effeminate and "sissies'.
I lived an austere life. My people were well-to-do, and we had a nice home,
but I despised luxury and my room was sparsely furnished with a hzad cot,
without a pillow--I thought it. kept me straighter to sleep without one ;—
end very plain furniture. There were bZoxing gloves, dumbbells and indian
clubs for ornamentation of the walls, a steright-backed chair or two
end in my clothes press a few sults of plain clothing, as I took no interest
in clothes and dressed very plainly. (The reason I tell all this will be
evident later). ’

And then it happened{.

I was mmddeni¥y stricken with an attack of acute appendicitis, and an
immediate operation was necessary. I had never before been really ill in my
life and had never been in a hospital, so that to be thus striclen was hard on
me. But there was no help for it. I was hurried to the hospital and to the
operating room as soon as I was prepared. The last thing I remmmbered was
breathing in the ether--then a blank.

When I gained consciousness, I found myself in bed, and very uncomfortabl
from the operation. The fumes of the ether had not entirely disappeared,

I had gas pains and my mind was confused, end I felt very weak. I moved my
head a little.

., "hat was this? Hair, long, thick heir sbout my face and neck--soft
silky hair. But it was not my hair, it couldn't be,yfor L wore mine
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closely cropped always. Surely % hadn't been 11l long enough for my hair to
grow long like this. Had they put a woman's wig on my head, for a joke?

Of course not. That would be too silly. But could this be my hair? I
weakly took a strend of it in my hand and gave it a tug. Yes. It weas
growing from my head. It was long, feminine hair. I was filled with disgust
and terribly confused. I @ouldX8 have long, girlish hair. It was impossible.
I must be still under the ether, or dreemlng.

A pretty young woman, a blonde, seeing my movements, came over to the
bed, placed her cool, soft hand on my forehead, and said:

"what is the matuer, Miss Lorr1s9”

%hat did she meean--liiss liorrist She was calling me by a girl's name.

I resented it with all my heart.

"vmo am IJ" I asked. !'y voice shocked, and surprised me. Instead of
my deep bas¢ voice, the sound that came out of my mouth was that of a girl,
a weal, high voice, but very pleasant. Even at the moment I noticed that
nice voice, a voice that I was to know so well from that time forth.

The nurse evidently thought that my mind was wandering from the ether
fumes, and from weakness. But she humored me.

"Why, you are Miss Mary Morris, of course. Don't you remember me? I
prepared you for your operatlon yesterday. But you must not excite yourself
or you will run up a fever."

"I don't remember anything," I said, again in that girl's voice, which
shocked me again. "But I am not lary Morris or any other girl. I am a men."

"There, there," said the nurse, "you will be all right in a little whlle.
Here, drink this, and go to sleep."

She handed me a glass of something, which soon madc me drowsy and I fell
into a deep sleep. But for a few moments, before I dropped off, I was filled
with revolt and dismay at being called a girl, and told that I was "liss
Mary Morris". I was not Mary Morris, I insisted to myself.I was Charlie
Cross, the tennis player, a man if there ever was one. Were both the nurse
and nmyself out of our minds. Was I havéegza hallucination? It must be that. —
It was unthinkable that I should be tekeéen for a girl. I would not stand it
for a minute. There must be some mistake. I would wake up and find it all
a dream. I turned my head a little on the pillow. There was thet hair again
surrounding the sides of my face. Again I felt of it, and pulled it. But
it couldn't be mine. I must be dreaming. When I came to I wouldfind it all
a mistake ard I would be my own self again. Comforted with this thought,

I fell into a dreamless and refreshing sleep, helped along by the sophoric the
nurse had given me.

Yhen I awoke, very gradually, I was alone in the room. I felt much
better, and stronger. And then I began to take note of things. liy body
felt very strange. It seemed to be small and shrunken. I had a feeling of
littleness, of shortness, of lightness. I didn't seem to be myself. Now
fully aweke end very much disturbed, I moved my head on the pillow. That
long hair was still there., I 1lifted my hand an; felt of it. Ther® seemed to be
masses of it ebout my face and coverlng my pillow. My mind was in a whirl.
"hat had happened to me?! And then I ha appened to glance at the hand that was
feeling of the hair. ¥hat was this? A tiny, white dippled hand, vith slender
tapering fingers, and long, pointed nails. This was not my own big hairy
muscular paw. It was unquestionably a girl's hend, and yet it seemed to be
mine, for I ould move it at will. I looked at my other hand. It was the
gsare , a dainty little girlish hand, soft and white. I was filled with
consternation. Something was wrong, something had hanpened to me during
the operation. Had I been Chaﬂ”@d into =2 FLrl I shudderecd with horror at the
thought. I quickly ran my fingers over my face. It was not my face, large,
coarse and with = stubble of beard. Far from it. The face I felt was
as soft and as smooth as velvet, small and oval. In place ofi my bushy
eyebrows I was conscious of delicate little arches--the eyebrows of a girl,

I became aware of a small nose and a tiny mouth, far different from my
own big one. All in a dither, I now hurriedly felt of the rest of my
body, The neck was small and smooth, with my customary Adam's apple entirely
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missing. And then, running my hands dovn my bod;;they encountered, in
the place where my hairy chest should have been, two softly rounded
feminine breasts. Terribly disturbed and resentful, I felt of my arms.
Gone were my bulging, wiry, hard muscles. My arsm were small, smooth round
with no sign of a biceps. The skin was very soft and velvety. Undoubtedly
the arms of a girl! I explored further dowvm, in a fever of excitement
and revulsion of feeling. My hand resched between my legs. To my dismay,
I found that my male sex organs were missing, and those of the female in
their place. And now the truth came to me with,K stunning force. Iiy bogy
was that of a girl--a young girl. How terrible. 1 would not stand it.
I refused to be a girl. I would do something about it. The idea that I,
Charlie Cross, who had always prided himself on being a big he-man
was now occupylng the body of a young girl filled me with anger, and shame,
cnd. with embarrassment. I resented i1t with all my being. Again and again I
ran riy hands over my body and felt of my hair. There was no doubt about
it.In some strange way, I had been turned into a girl. I suffered agonies of
shame at the thought. I could not bear to think of myself in the guise of
a girlfflong hair, a delicate feminine body, small, delicate,weak. I looked
down at my feet, and wiggled my toes, under the covers. How %iny they felt.
I hed vorn size 1ll. I guessed at my length as I lay there. Not over 5 feet
six, I decided, and maybe less. I felt very small and light. Probably I
didn't weigh over 120 pounds; some shrinkage from my 190. How strange I
fe@lt, how ridiculous and how ashamed. I shpank from the idea of anybody seein;
me like this, as a girl. But what could I do? DNothing. At least for
the present. But when my wound had healed, when I got up, I would do
something to end this foolishness. I simply would refuse to be a girl,
- Some way I would regain my own body. I was a man, and nothing else. But
at present I was weak and helpless. I should have to get along somehow and
make the best of it. I had often thought that I would like to go on the
stage and be an actor. Now would be my chance to be an actor,with a
vengeance. I, a man, should have to act the part of a girl, and, as I
realized with a shudder, perhaps for a long time. And I knew so little
about girls and how they acted. To me their clothes were a mystery as
well as everything about them.
At the thought of clothes, I noticed for the first time what I had on.
o my sheme I found that I was wearing a very delicate feminine nightdress,
of sheer silk, lace trimmed and beribboned. It was the first time in my 1life
that I had ever worn any article even approaching the feminine. I knew
some boys who had gone to fancy dress parties in feminine dress, and played
the part of girls, but such a thing had never occurred to me. I was too
masculine for that, and looked on boys who would dress up in girls®
clothing as "siscsies". And here was I wearing one of the most delicate
“and feminine garments that I had ever seen. I ooudd feel my face
blush with shame and embarrassment. I felt hot all over. I would demand
a sult of men's pajamas. I would refuse to wear a frilly, feminine
night gown. Again I became conscious of the quantities of soft, girlish
hair about my face. I would not have it. I would cut it off at the first
opportunity. This thought somewhat comforted me. For the present I was
o flat and couldn't move. But soon the incision would heal, and I would be up
~ , and assert my manhood. I would have no more of this foolishness. But, what
' could I do? How could I rid myself of my girl's body, and get back into gy
ovm? I didn't know, but decided that I must find a way, for it seemed to nme
absolutely; for me to live as a girl.
And then I began to wonder what had become of my own body, and of the
young girl whose body I was now occupying. Had there been a transference
and was she in my body, as I was in hers? I hoped so, and that I had not diec
--or my body had not died--while on the operating table. If lary Ilorris
was alive and in my body, perhaps something could be done about 1t. T

would find out about her--or, rather, myself, my body, as soon as
possible. And now I thought of Mary. I must not betray her. I must try
to act as she would do, so as not to disgrace her--or myself. I would do

WAy
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my best to play her part, and try to act lilke a real and natural girl.

How I regretted that I lmew so little about girls, and things feminine.
Alas that this should have happened to me. I was the last one in the world
fitted to play the part of a girl. I ould think of some boys I had knovm

in school and college, effeminate young men, who o uld play a girl's role
very successfully. Perhaps some of them would even like being turned

into a girl, and even to remain one the rest of their lives. Yhy could this
not have happened to them, instead of to me, who resented it so bitterly?
And so I planned my course of action. I would be a girl to the best of my
ability until there could be a change bacl to myself, much as I loathed and
despised the very idea.

' I realized that I was in for a very difficult time. Who was Mary lorris?
I didn't know her. She must be the daughter of John llorris, the millionsaire
banlter of our city. I had often passed their darge house, a mansion on the
most fashionable avenue. They were soclety people, living in the height of
luxury. How old was liary, I wondered. As near as I could guess she--or
shovld I say I?--was about 18. I, myself, was 21. I must lesrn llary's age
and all about her as soon as possible. Buf what would they think of'my
ignorance: I didn't even know my own parents--I mean, Mary's, It was 211
very confusing. Was I myself, or was I Mary? I seemed to be both, my own
€go, my personality in Mary's lovely young body. In order to be natural,

I decided to think of mysekf as Mary. But could I? I was not a girl, even
though possessing now a girl's body. But could I be both a man and a girl

at the same time? Which was I? Which should I be? Try as I would,

I found it absolutely impossible to think of myself as Mary,~as a girl,
though I really was one in body. I could not lose my masculine personality,
my ego. this would make it much harder for me in the days that were to come,
but there was no help for it. It was terribly confusing, and my brain was in
a whirl. I would do my utmost to be Mary, especially when others were '
with me. I must treat Mary fairly. And I hoped she would treat me the same
and try to play the man, as I would do.while she occupied my body, if I-.+ —
were still alive.

It would be silly for me to deny that I was liary while occupying :
her body. Who would believe me if I said I was not Mary, but Charlie Cross.
The idea of little Illary being that big brute of a man, was too ridiculous.

It would seem to them impossible. I would have to keep still and play the
game. If I persisted in claiming thatl was a man, they might think me crazy,
and even lock me up, or keep me under restraint. That would be worse than
ever. But I didn't know anybody connected with Mery in eny way. Who were

her friends. Did she have any brothers and sisters! I seemed to remember that
she had one of each. I would have to pretend complete loss of memory,
following the operation. My mind would have to be a blank--as indeed it was
in regards to Kary and her affairs. I would have to keep my eyes and ears
open and learn as quickly as I could. lMeanwhile my loss of memory would
excuse any mistakes I might make--and I was sure I would make hundreds of
them--vhat boy would not if he suddenly found himself turned into a young,
girl. It was a most disturbing situation, but I would heve to summon all my
manly courage, and go through with it the best I could. fy distaste for the
feminine role made no difference. However much I loathed being a girl, I

was undoubtedly one, at least in body, and nothing could be done to change 1t.
I must play the game.

=
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It was by this time broad daylight, and I must have slept the night
through. Iy pretty nurse came in, felt of my forehead, brushed back my hair
and asked me how I felt, startled

"lMuch better", I said, and was again shrbizdd at the sound of my
feminine voice. Would I ever get used to 1t? But it was s weet voice, and
instinctively I 1liked it. Mary must be a nice girl, I thought, and for the
first time I thought about my--or her--looks-<: hich was it?) I wondered if
I--she--was pretty. At least I was sure that she had a pretty body and
lovely skin and hair. A strange feeling of shame came over me. What right
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had I, Charlie Cross, to be so familiar with this young girl's body.

What right had I to feel of her hair, her soft little breasts, her

gently swelling, smooth, firm rounded girlish hips and buttocks, and the
other even more intimate parts of her body? But how could I help it, I
reasoned? It was her body, and yet mine, the only one, I had. I had to

live in it, so how could I help being familiar with it. I knew that

Mary would not like it, but it was not my fault. Fate had played me this
scurvy trick. Many such thoughts passed through my mind in a torrent, as the
nurse proceeded with my tolilet, much to my shame and embarrassment. Not
since I was a small boy had anybody, and least of all, a woman, waited on
me in this intimate way. But I was helpless, and must needs submit. I

tried hard to remember that I was a girl, Miss Mary Morris, in the presence
of this pretty nurse, and that it was perfectly proper that she should
handle my body in an intimate manner.

I was rapidly gaining strength and was able to take more notice of
things than I had the day before. First, the nu rse threw back the bed
clothes, having propped up my head a little on the pillow, and my
rondarfully white little feminine body was naked and I was saw it for
the first time, and realized immediately that it was very lovely.

I gazed at my cute little breasts, my gilrlish hips, so ideally rounded
out, my lovely white arms, so round and perfect, and then my legs,

which, to my masculine mind, were absolutely perfect. I gazed at my

small ankles and my unbelieveably small feet. How could I ever walk on those
tiny thingsj I asked myself. In spite of my bandage, I could see that I
had a delightfully tapering small waist. In fact, my body was perfection,
and I was entranced with it., and yet ashamed to have a feminine body--
it was no body for a man to have. But, still, I had it, there it was,

and I should have to live in it for goodness knew how long. I was glad it
was so lovely. I should have it with me all the while, to admire it and
to caress it.

The nurse now bathed my body with a cloth dried me, and covered me up.
Hext, supporting me behind the shoulders with one hand, she combed and
brushed my long hair, which I now saw was thick and reached down to my
waist in a soft reddish-brown cloud. The male in me came to the surface
as I underwent for the first time this supremely feminine act of having
my feminine hair dressed by a woman. How I hated it, and the hair with
which I was afflicted. How ridiculous for a man to have long hair and To
have 1t fussed with. But I concealed my disgust from the nurse and tried at
act as a girl would act at £his perfectly normal attention--for a girl, =
I ,ould not help wondering if ever before, in the world, a man had
been treated as I had been, and transformed into a girl. How long w-uld I
have to go on with it? How long could I stand it. Suppose I could never
regain my own body, and would have to live my whole life as a girl. The
thought was too terrible, and I tried to dismiss it from my mind. I would
live for the present and take things as they come and try to make the best o
them. But it was going to be hard. Would I ever get used to it--to having
my hair fussed over two or three times a day, to wearing feminine clothing.
I thought of that with dread. I knew nothing about what a girl wore,
especially underneath, but I knew that they wore corsets, and that small xz=i:
walsts were in vogue--I had always noticed them and admired them on girls an
women. Would I be expected to wear a corset, and have a smgll waist?
Horrors! That I would absolutely refuse to do. And I also decided that
I would not wear pretty, fluffy clothes, or the silly stilt-like shoes
that were the fashion. No, indeed. I would not wear a corset, and I
would wear flat heels and the plainest clothes and divided skirts. And
I would cut my hair short. But this thought gave me_pause. Would it be
fair to Mary i1f I cut short her beautiful long hair. And, furthermore,

1 realized with somevwhat of a shock that I would not want to have the hair
cut. It made me feel sheepish, but I did not mind havin§ this love1¥

long hair. Mind it? I actuelly liked it, sdmired it, already like' the
feel of it about my face, neck and shoulders, like the srread of it
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of—%t on the pillow. It exuded a pleasant perfume. 1 had only had this
hair two days, and yet I was fond of it already, though I knew that it
was going to be an infernal nuisance. VWhy did I like it? It must be beacuse
it wés Mary's, and not because I was wearing it, (temporarily, I hoped.)
Yes, that was it. It was, I thought, the most lovely hair I had ever seen,
Mary's heir., I felt that I was falling in love with Mary, and with every-
thing that pertained to her, her hair, her body.. Certainly I would not
allow 1t to be cut, and I thrilled at the thought that I would have this
beautliful hair of Mary's with me constantly, to fondle and caress it. The
seme thing applied to her lovely body. It was mine. I could not get away
from it. Perhaps I did not want to. Perhaps there would be compensations in
my role of a girl. No man could ever be so familiar with and constantly
with a beautiful girl's body as I would be. And I was falling in love with
lary's body, my ovn. But I had never seen my face--I mean, Mary's. Was I,—
was she;~as beautiful as her glorious body? I would soon find oute I hag

only to look in a mirrox, Yhile all these thoughts were rushing through my k=
head, I was acutely conscious of the movements of Miss Robson, my nurse.
I could not be otherwise, for it was a brand new experience for me to have
long hair and to have it dressed. She combed it carefully, being careful not
to pull it so as to hurt me, as naturally there were some snarls, after my
illness and operation. The combing finished, she took a large silver hair-
brush, and began to brusk my hair, with long, soothing strokes. Now I knew
how a cat feels when it is being stroked, for my hair was being stroked
with the brush and 1t was such a delightful sensation, that I felt like J
purring, like a cat. It was delicious to have my long mane of thick hair thus
stroked, perhaps a hundred times. I was sorry when Miss Robson stopped. It was
so soothing, so luxurious, even voluptuous. I was entranced, and no real
girl could have been more proud of her hair than I was. I loved it. I
adored it. And then, suddenly, I was filled with shame, for I realized
thet I, a man, was enjoying myself as a girl, and glorying in my hair.
Was I already becoming feminized? That would never do. I ought to hate
everything that pertained to being a girl, and here I was intrigued with
the most feminine attribute of a girl--her hair. But I ould not help ut.
In spite of myself, I was simplyentranced with my lovely hair--or, rather,
with Mary's hair. That was the answer. It was liary's, end no credit to me.
And yet I regarded it as my very own, for it surely was growing on my own
head--Mary's head--and yet mine. My emotions were terribly mixed and
confused. I was a man, and yet a girl--Mary. And yet I could not be Mary,
for she was elsewhere, and I was sure she occupied my own body. ‘therefore
I was myself, end not Mary, and yet Mary's beautiful body and exquisite hair
were my own. I had them, could feel them, and nobody could question my
right to them. Was I a man or a girl? Was I myself, Charlie Cross, or Mary?
I must be a girl, for I had a girl's body, and such a lovely one! But my
male ego would not down and I felt myself to be & man. Was there ever such
a mix-upedmess. I was a man and a girl at the same time., But I couldn't be
both--and yet I was. The idea of being a girl was obnoxious to me, and I
still resented it with all my masculine nature--asnd yet--why did I like
my long feminine hair, if I was so masculine? I was baffled, and asheamed of
myself lest my nature become softened and feminized/

While I watched her with mixed feelingsm partly of disgust and partly

of pleasure at having my hair brushed in such a soothing manner, Miss
Robson divided my hair in two sections at the back, evenly, then parted it
and braided it in two long silken plaits. How soft and smooth and silky my
hair was--and so thick and luxuriops. Magnificent hairl The braiding
finlshed, Miss Robson arranged the two plaits over cither shoulder, and then,
to my gistaste, brought two light blue ribbons, snd tied them in bows at the
ends of my long brailds: I revolted at thus being decorsted and mede more
pretty--how could a man stand wearing hair ribbons to make his hair more
attractive? I was tempted to pull the ribbons off, but restrained myself,
I must act like a girl, ard not like a petulant man. I must not give myself
away--must not give Mary away. Mary would hsve liked those ribbons in her
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hair and so I must endure them. For was I not liary, in body? I was acting

as her. I must try to think of nyself as a girl, as Mary, and try to like
everything feminine that I should have to undergo. But I found it impossible

to put myself in Mary's place. My male ego would not permit 1t, and I revolted
at everything feminine, in spite of myself. I would have to endure it, whatever
befell me, and hide my feelings. I must pretend to be a girl in spitit as well as
in body. I found myself almost wishing that I was = girl, to make my role easier
to bear, and then I was angry with myself at the very thought. L wanted to

stay a man 1in spirit, even if my body was that of a girl. I would not give up my
male personality. Lo

And now came another ordeal to my male sensibilities. Miss Robson gave my
face a beauty treatment, applying cold cream, wiping it off and then rubbing my
face with soem perfumed lotion. It felt soothing, but never in my 1life had
1 used a drop of perfume. I considered it "sissy',

"Now you look better, Miss Mary," said my nurse. "But you are a little pale,
which, of course, is to be expected after what you have gone through. But you
will have callers, and need to bit of color in your cheeks." She stepped to the
dresser and returned with a box of rouge. I was filled with loathing and
disgust as I watched her apply a tocuh of the rouge to each cheek. Here was I,

e men who had always avoided anything the least bit artificail, having my face
painted. Never had I allowed the barber to put talcum on my face after a

shave, or even bay rum, because I considered it effeminate. And now my face

was being made up. But I dared not protest. No girl would have objected to it,
end I must act as a girl, much as I hated it. Then Miss Robson got a powder puff
and covered my face with strong-smelling French face powder. I was thoroughly
ashamed to be thus scented. It was so contrary to my masculine nature. But I

was not yet through, for Miss Robson applied drops of heady, strong perfume
behind each of my ears. It was the same odor as the face powder. I was steeped in
shame. I was painted, powdered and perfumed, effemineted, humiliated. I realized
with a feelibg off dispair that this was only the beginning. How could I endure
being a girl and having myf manhood emasculated? Thére would be a thousand
efféminations that I should have to endure. Could I keep my manhood, my

- masculine feelings, living in a girl's beautiful body, as a girl, under

feminine influence? I would never give in. I would not give up my masculine

€go, in spite of my female body. Never, I svore. It was unthinkable. But I fully
realized that I would have to fight against it with all my courage. Already I had
succumbed to the charm of Mary's--my own --lovely hair. Would I succumb to other
feminine things, through hebit and environment? Never I’ust remain a man

in mind. 1 must not relinguish my masculine ego. If that was gone, all was lost.

And now came a moment--a supreme moment--whééh I shall vividly remember so
long as I live! My face was made up, my hair prettily arranged, as I have described
with along silken rope over each shoulder, tied with ribbons. I was acutely
conscious of it. With each little white, dimpled hand I reached up and ran
- myxka them down my braids, and found myself automatically adjusting the ribbons,

. Was I becoming vain? Was I already thinking about my looks? I wondered,

As was only natural, I had been wondering about my face, which, of course, I had
never seen. Was 1t pretty, like my body, or was I an ugly girl? I shuddered at

the thought. If I had to be g girl, I wanted to be an attractive one. And so

I was filled with eagerness, as well as anxiety, to see my own face for the first
time. Again and again I had passed my hands over my face end felt my features

and I had gained the impression that I was nice looking. 1 knew that my face was
small and oval and I had a smooth complexion. But was I pretty? I was eager to
find out. So that it was with a feeling of excitement that I tooi the large hand-
mirror from Niss Robson and beheld my face for the first time. I cannot describe
the lovely thrill thet ran through my entire being. Never had I seen such s lovely,
such a beautiful face. It was the face of my dream girl, of my idegl, but far
lovlier than any face I had ever seen before in my life. The make in me was
enthralled. I was speechless es § gezed at that exoulsite face, and looked into
those beautiful large brown eyes. It was a case of love at first sight, and

I was deeply in love with liary from that moment. I had before become enamoured witl
her--with my--surpassingly lovely feminine body, end now I found that she--that I,
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hed a face to match that body. I eagerly examined every feature of liary!s--of my
own--fasce. It was flawless, perfection, Iy complexion was pale, but pure.
iy skin was lovely--soft and velvetye. iy eyes seemed enormous and they
were very beautiful., by eyelashes were unbelieveably long, and when I closed
my eyes, L could feel them sweeping my cheeks. They were very thick. I had
a straight, white little nose, which I comsideped perfection, and below it was
e tiny rosebud of a mouth, crimson end shaped like a cunid bow, I had never seer
a more kissable mouth, and, as the nurse!s back weas turned, I secretely
kissed it in the mirror. I had a round, firm little chin, which to me was
adorable. I now heid the mirror at arms' length to get a more comprehensive
view. My lovely auburn hair framed my little oval face most charmingly
and added greatly to its lovliness. I gazed at my long braids with anproval.
Never again would I object to hair ribbons, nor, indeed, to my feminine hair,
I loved 1it. )
I am sure that mine was a unicue experiehce, and one that noone ever had
before. I was a man deeply in love with myself as a girl. And yet, was 1
in love with myself? Was I not in love with lary, with her body? Thet must
be it, for a man could not be in love with himself. The idea was disgusting.
A man loves a girl, and so I loved Mary. But was I not liary? No, I wsas
Cherlie Cross, a big he-man. And yet I was here and to all intents and
purnoses I was llary. Who could deny it? Nobody but myself, and nobody
would believe me--except llary, in my body, i8 she really was living in my
body as myself. I must find out. I held the mirror before me until my arm
ached. I was abBhamed of my puny girlish strength. How small and weak I was.
How I missed my great masculine strength. I would have to get used to it,
but it would make me feel frail and helpless. How awful to be a girl!
And yet, was it going to be so awful, after I got used to 1t? Perhaps
not. Would I not alvays have the girl I &oved with me, every minute of the
day and night? Would I not always be able to feel and caress her adorable
hair, to fondle her lovely breasts, to smooth with my hands her hips and
thighs and legs, to bouch all parts of her glorious young feminine body, even
the most sacred parts: That would be my undisputed privilege and pleasure
at any and all times, and, best of all, I would be able to stand before
mirrors and gaze to my heart's content my--and Merys'--lovely face and
ideally voluptuous form, in all its naked glory. I could put my slender
arms abéut my slender waist and hug llary whenever I had the notion. I could
kiss Mary's tiny, soft, dimpled hand whenever I wished. I could kiss Mary's
adorable red 1lips, in the mirror. But I realized that that last would be
disapvointing. Alas, would I never be able to kigs lary's rosebud mouth
myself, as myself? Scant pleasure in kissihg a reflection in a mirrodp, and
cold comfort. I was in love with Mary and the idea of marrying her filled me
with strong desire, as well as bliss. And then I was filled with dismay. '
How could I marry Mary, when I was she? It was impossible. Was I to go
through life fustrated, in love with mf own body, which represented “ary?
No, I could ndt endure it. Better to be dead. But suppose lMary fell in love
with me while she was in my body, as I had fallen in love with her while
in her lovely body. Could we marry and could I hecome a wife--and perhaps
a mother. What an experience that would be for a man--to marry another
man, in the person of Mary--to be a bride, a wife,and to give birth to children
I shuddered at the thought. But it seemed absolutely necessary that Mary and
I should get together as soon as possible, for mutual help and portection,
and %0 live together. The only way for that would be marriage. I decided that
if necessary, I would become_ Mary's bride and wife. If we were united as one--
as man and wife,—perhaps on on wedding night, in bed, a miracle would happen
as we lay in each other's arms in the bonds of wedlock, and our egos might
change back again into our proper bodies. mUch as I abhorred the idea of
being a bride and a wife, I would endure it end take the chance of the transfor
mation, the chance of my becoming a man again. Perhaps it would be the only
vay.
I was still very weak. Ity mind was filled with strange ideas. Or was I out
of my mind? Was I crazy. I must be, for no man but a crazy one could possibly
think of himself as a wife and mother, married to a man. I was filled with shame
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A hundred thoughts rushed through my mind while Miss Robson hovered over me
and completed my toilet. Then my thoughts returned to Mary.

"Ig Charlie Cross still in this hospital” I asked, in that feminine voice
that took me by surprise every time I spoke. I could Not get used to it,

"ves," sald lMiss Robson."Do you know him?"

"I have met him.™ How 1s he getting along?"

"I don't know, but I'1ll find out for you," shs replied. "Did you know that
you and he were operated on at the same time, in adjoining operating rooms?"

At the same time, I thought. This seemed to confirm my smspicions. "hile
we both were under ether our spirits had left our respective bodies, and then
they returned, had made a mistake and gone into the wrong bodies, Mary's
into mine and mine ito lMary's. That seemed to be theonly possibly solution
of our exchange of bodies. While I was pondering this, my nurse left the room
saying that she would go to the men's section, and inquire about lr. Cross.

The men's sectionl! That meant that I was in the women's section of the
hospital. What a place for me to bel

In a little while, Miss Robson returned with news about Charlie, which I was
so eager to hear. I had been relieved to hear that he was alive and in the same
hospital.

"I talked with his nurse) said Miss Robson. "She says he is not recovering
as fast as could be wished for. He is fretful and restless, and seems to have
something on his mind. When he came out of the ether, he acted very strangely,
insisting that he was a girl. Then he burst into tears and has had crying
spells ever since, just as though he really is a girl. The docotr and nurse
cannot understand him--cannot understand how such a big, strong man can act
so childishly, can cry and say he is a girl. It really is funny to hear such
a man talking that W ay, they say. But now he is growing calmer and getting
more sensible, and they hope that soon he will become his normal self again
and stop fretting, which makes him feverish. His nurse said he has been
asking about you and wants to know how you are. I told her to tell him that
you are getting along nicely."

Poor Mary! I ® uld easlly imagine her consternation at finding herself
a2 man. She probably resented it as much as I did finding myself to be a girl.
But I thought that my situation was the worse of ths two, and was bdund to be
much more complicated when we left the hospital. I had often heard that most
women wished they had been born men, because of the greater freedom of life
and independence. A man could go anywhere, do anything he® chose, work, carve
out his career, live his own life, choose a wife and be happy. Surely, I
thought, when Mary got used to 1t, s he would not mind it. But think of my
situationl I would be a beautiful society bud, the daughter of a millionaire.
I would be pampered, but lead a very restarined and restricted life. I would
be much sought aiter. Men would admire me, and court me. How hateful that
would be. And I thought with dismay of the clothes I would have to wear. I
would have to pass my time in dresses. How foolish and awkward I would feel!

No doubt Mary was popular and had hundreds of friends of both sexes. I knew none
of them. How would I ever get along? And so I laid there and worried about the
future.

Soon a man came briskly into the room and I knew he must be the doctor,
though I had never seen him before.

"How is our young lady feeling?" he asked, feeling my pulse and looking
intently into my face. How I hated being referred to as a 'young lady'. But
I must play my part. ,

"Who are you," Iasked. "I don't know you." .

A look of surprise was on his face, as he said: Vhy, my dear, I am
Dr. Spence, and I have known you all my life. Don't you remember me?"

"I am sorry, doctor," I said," but my mind is a blank, and I can't
remember anybody or anything of my past life."

"Don't worry, little girl," her replied. "You are still weak. Your
memory will son return."

"I hope so," said I, "for I don't even remember my own father and mother."

The doctor then examined me, end said I was maling good progress. Just
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as he left the room, he met some peopls out in the hall, and I could hear
him talking to them, and heard him say something about "memory.,"

"Here are you mother and sister to see you," said the nurse, and I saw
them come into the room. Mary(s mother, who had now become mine through force
of circumstances, was a lovely looking lady in her early forties, with a
sweet face, a slender figure and a small waist. My sister was an exceedingly
pretty girl, whose age I judged to be a couple of years younger than myself--
probably about 16. She lookeda lot like me--there was a strong family
resemblance. Her halr was darker than mine and she wore it shoulder length.

She had a tiny waist--already I had become observing of things feminine,
thinking of my future--and I realized that both she angt my mother were tightly
corestted, with fashionably small waists. I realized with a sinking feeling
that I, too, would not be able to escape wearing a tight corset, when I once
got around, and pretty, fluffy clothes, such as my sister had on. And a big
hat and high heeled shoes, and all the rest of it. What s distressing

outlook for a man. How could I bear it to be so feminized? My manhood revolted
at the idea.

These thoughts raced through my brain as my mother--as I must now call her--
came over to my bed, and kissed me warmly. I instinctively returned her kiss.
I immediately fely a strong affection for her.

"How do you feel, my darlingj" she asked, smoothing the hair back from
- my forehead with her gentle hand.

"I don't feel very well," I replied. "I don't know who T am. I have lost
my memory. I can't even remember you. Are you my mother?"

With a look of pain, and pity,she said: "Of course T am, my darling.

You are my sweet little daughter, Mary. It will all come back to you when you
get stronger, the doctor says. Here is your sister, Agnes."

The pretty Agnes gave me a sweet kiss, a nd her eyes were filled with
affection and sympathy, as she said: "Surely you remember me, don't you, Mary?"

I told her I was so sorry, but I did not know her.

Perhaps I should not tell it, but the male in me had enjoyed those kisses
from those two attractive women, and I could kiss them whenever I wished--and
other girls, too. That would be some compensation to a man who was a girl,
Perhaps I should get some pleasure out of it to help me to endure the
unwelcome role.

My new mother and sister now sat down and chatted with me, giving me all the
‘news about my many friends and about happenings since I had come to the hospital.
But it all meant nothing to me. However, I listened carefullvand tried to remembe
the names they mentioned for future use. (

liy room was filled with flowers, sent to me by friends of Mary, an also
there were a number of notes. %y mother now read me the notes and told me who
had sent the various lots of flowers, which were very beautiful. Some of them
came from boys, undoubtedly admirers of Mary--snd now, alack, they would become
admirers of myself, when I once got out. How I dreaded that. I shrank from the xa
idea of boys and men admiriing me, but it came to me that I, as Mary, would
have great sex appeal for men, and I would suffer greatly from their attentions.
Not only would I be an heiress, but a lovely, charming girl that any boy would
fall in love with and wish to marry. L dreaded the future. I worried about it

most of my waking moments. What man would not have done so, finding himself
suddenly transformed into a_beautiful and wealthy young maiden, and having
no idea whatever how to act? I should have to feel my way, I decided, and do
my best so as not to make liary appear to be a fool and a simnleton. The

best way would be for me to take a passive part, to let others do the talking
and take care of me. I simply would have to put myself in their hands snd
trust to good luck not to make a fool of myself--of lary--as a girl., I knew
that T would have to remain there in the hosnital until fully recovered--

ten days to two weeks--and that part of it would not be so bad, as I would be
in bed, and helpless, I knew I would have callers, many of them, for already
I knew that Mary was a very popular girl, and a sweet one, I was sure, to

say nothing of her beauty--now mine--I squirmed at the thought--I, Charlie
Cross, was a beautirful girl, instead of a big athlete, a star tennis nlayer.
I loathed beinr a beautirful rirl. T —e2nt-? to be a msn--Charlie Cross, find
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yet, somehow, a perverse fate had transformed me into a girl -a lovely girl,
and, strangest of all, I, Charlie Cross, the man, was in love with llary
Morris, the girl whose body I occupied. And tgen I wondered about Kary.
Would she like my body, that of Charlie Cross. I hoped so. I well knew that
I had a svlendid male body, which I felt sure any normal girl would admire.
Surely Mary would like me, would like my fine manly, muscular body, after
she got used to it. She would know as much about me and my body, 211 the
intimate things, as I did about her, and I felt that I had no reason to fear
that she would not admire me. But would she fall in love with me--with my
body-~-as I had already fallen in love with her--her body? That was of supreme
importance, for i@ we both could be madly in love, we could marry, and p=rhans
solve our most baffling problem, or at least be together to lend aid and
comfort to each other in our unheard-of transformation of sexes.
liy new mother and sister stayed with me for some time, until my father
and brother (whose name I learn~d was Bill, and who was very fond of me) came
to see me late in the afternoon. Thye both kissed me. I hated being kissed by
men, naturally, but it was not as bad as I had imagined. My new father was
a big, handsome man, my ideal of a big millionaire banker, and my new brother
Bill was a peach. I instantly liked them very much, as I had my new mother and
sister Agnes--how pretty she was. Already I loved her, for the o0ld male was
~~, still strong in me--in my feminine body. BEut I still was weak,and so they
et Hdid'nt stay too long--in fact they were shoo-ed out by my nurse. Before leaving
——=2%5 she kissed me good bye (and the lovely Agnes kissed me, too) she said that
she would send my maid, larie, around the next morning with scme of my things
and she would take care of me. lMiss Robson was good, but Marie far more
skillful as a maid, and I was used to her! TUsed to her! Me, Charlie Cross,
with a personal French lady's maid. Horrors! How could I possibly stand having
a personal maid--I, Charlie Cross, a man, in every sense of the word--and
yet, alas! now in the guise of a girl? The idea to me was sickening, revolting.
And how embarrassed I would be. I knew nothing about lad¥s maids. What did
they do? How should I act? And it would be so intimate. Well, I should have
to let things take their course. I could not refuse to have a maid, as I would
have wished. She was Mary's maid- -and now I seemed to be MNary--I was Mary
at least physically. I would have to endure it. But, on second thoughts, a
maid would be very useful and helzful in my girlish role. She would take care
of my confoundedly long hair, she would handle my new feminine clothes and
dress me properly. I wouldn't even know where tc begin. What did a girl
wear underneath and put on first, I wondered! There would be all sorts of
dainty lirgerie, stockings, corsets, dresses to be donned, of wvhich I knew
absolutely nothing. But I would have to learn, until such a time as I could
do what I lomged for with all my heart and soul, and that was to get back
into my own male body. And how was that to be brought about? But I comforted
myself with the thought that there must be some way. But it might take time,
and meanwhile I must remain a girl and play the paet of one to the best of my
ability. But no man could be worse fitted for the part--no man could resent
being a girl as much as I did. What a terrible situation for me!

That night I had a bad dream. I dreamed that again I was myself, Charlie
Cross, but somehow I had long hair, and was disguised in girl's clothes, and I
was walking along a crowded city street, meeting many of my friends. They all
stared at me, and Zdughed at me. I was filled with shame and humiliation.

I tried to run and escape, but my skirts hamnered me, and I couldn't get away.
Iy friends followed me, laughing and ridiculing me, asking me why I was vearing
female clothes and making a fool of myself. I at last ducked into a dark
doorway, and then fely myself falling--falling. And then I awoke with a

start, as one does from a nightmare. For a moment I thought that I was

myself again, Charlie Cross, in my own bed, and then I became m® aware of

that long hair about my face, and my small body, and then I remembered--I

was a girl, Mary Morris. It was a shock. I found myself shedding tears of

shame and humiliation. And that filled me with dispust. I, Charlie Cross,



12 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

was crying like a girl. Was I already becoming soft and feminine and girlish?
I was terribly ashamed of myself as I reached for the dainty little lace
handkerchief on the stand at the head of my bed, and dried my tears. This
would never do. I must not cry. I must remain a man. I had not cried in
vears, I could not understand it. But I would not do it again. len do not
cry, and I would not. I must fight this feminization. I had been a girl only
two days and already I was acting like one. If this went on, I would soon
becorie soft and feminine, and lose my masculine ego. 1his must be stovved.
I didn't want to be a girl. I must save my individuality. I must remain
Charlie Cross, even though a girl in body. And then, to try to comfort myself
and give me peace of mind, I planned for the future. As soovas I got out,
I would bob my hair, and wear the most masculine clothes possible for a girl.
T would refuse to wear a corset and would wear a short, divided skirt and a
plain shirtwaist and mennish jacket, and shoes with flat heels. Ko fluffy
ruffles for me and no silly feminine flapdoodlery. I would be as much a
man as it was possible for a girl to be, mnd I would find an excuse to get pid
of liarie. No maid for me, I thought. (How amusing all this seems to me now
after what I have gone through, and how little I knew how helpless a pretty
young girl is, a member of society, a slave to fashion and in a rut from
which it was absolutely imnossible to escape.) But it comforted me at the time.
And I fell asleep.

Next day I felt better, physically, and the doctor told me I was making a
fine recovery from the operation. I was now allowed to see some visitors.
The previous day my mother-had mentioned "Alice" and said she was anxious to
see me. I learned that Alice was my closess girl friend--an intimate "pall,
It seems that she and Mary had been inseparable. Here was another problem for
me. I had a close girl friend, but one I had never seen. How was I to act
and behave with an intimate girl friend. “hat was she like? Did we share all
our secrets? How could I, Charlie Cross, be intimate with a girl. It would
be terribly embarrassing, and it worried me a lot. But there was nothing I could
do sbout it. I would have to do the best I could and try to act like a natural
girl--like Mary..Again I decided tha: the only thing I could do would be to
be passive, not talk much and let Aliwego ahead, and I would follow as best I
could. But it would be difficult. Alice was d@ing in that afternoon.

During the morning my mother came, accompanied by my maid, Marie. Bhe was
a pretty little brunette, trim and efficéent, and I watched while she unpacked
a bag, taking out and hanging up a lot of delicate feminine things, the names
of which I did not know--then--but I realized that I should have to wear them,
eventually. There was no way to avoid it. Among the things she unpacked was

a pair of tiny pel~ blue satin slippers (later I learned that they were
mules). The heels looked ridiculously high to me (but they were only 2 inches)
ond I felt sure those little things would never go onto my feet, and even soO,
that I never would be able to walk in them. I was thinking of my size 11

shoes, and not about lary's dainty little feet, now my own. I was having a very
difficult time trying to adjust myself to being a girl.

llarie arranged some silver things on the dresser, which I supposed were
lary's toilet articles, a lovely silver set, and there were pots and jars which
I felt must contain cosmetics for me.

llarie was obviously very glad to see me,but she treated me with the
respect that I was to find that servants have toward a rich girl like myself.
T had liked Miss Robson's care of me, but now I was to find that lMarie's
was far better, and more skillful and to my liking. The two of them bathed
me--and again I had a sense of shame at having my naked body exposed to these
two attractive women, but made an effort not to show it. And thne they
gently lifted me and changed my night-dress--the new one was even more sheer
and nretty and feminine, Af nossible. And then larie did myv hair, after
undoing my braids and coming out the long tresses. For some reason I didn't
lile the braids, so I told Marie I wanted my hair loose--why I should care
and take an interest in it, I do not know. Surely, Charlie Cross would never
have taken an interest in the way his hair was done, but in spite of myself,
I yas, in girlish manner, thinking of my annearance. larie parted my hair
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at the side, and waved it on top, then curled the endsk and I blush to .
+ say that I found myself draping my hair over both shoulders and then
asking for the hand mirror to get the effect.It was entirely satisfactory--
it was lovely and I glowed with pride at the beauty of my hair. But first
Marie had performed various rites with my facej-creams, lotions, a massage
and then the make-up, a touch of rouge, oowder and perfume. I was filled with
rapture, with a voluptious feeling, as I gaxed at the beautiful Mary Morris
in the glass--and to think that I was that lovely girl. It did not seem
possible. With an instinctively feminine motion (I had inherited all of Mary!'s
graces, automatically) my hands went to my halr and arranged it over my
shoulders, patting it, caressing it. I was ashamed of my already acquired
girlish vanity, yet I could not help it. Agter all, Mary's feminine brain was
in my body, and I found that I was completely feminine in all my movements.
I was glad of this, for it would have been terrible if I had still the
masculine mannerisms of Charlie Cross. But no. I was Mary Morris and I
loved to watch her (and my) wonderfully graceful girlish movements,
This was good, for now I knew that when, at last, I had to wear her clothes
and play the girl after leaving the hospital, I would be exactly as Mary
had been. I would wear girl's clothes as she wore thems And I felt sure now
that Mary, impersonating me, would also act in my own masculine manner,
and show nothing of her femininity. That was a decided relief to my mind.
Of course, I still hoped to eventually regain my own body, and I would
shudder at. the idea of Mary acting the least bit feminine, and thus disgracing
me, the athlete and well-known tennis star., ’
esked my mother many questions about Alic&; so I should be prevared.
Qﬁffiigzmper as much as possible when she 'called Bhat-aftsrnoon. IE seemed
that we Hadyvery intimate friends for years, and went to ths same boarding
- school together, and roomed together. My Mother refreshed my memory as much
as she could, and I tried to remember all that she told me about Alice.
Fortunately my memory was very keen and retentive. ?
My Mpther came back to stay with me &xxxfxkx in the afternoon, and a
little later Alice arrived, and came breezing into the room, rushes ° -
over to my bed, put her soft arms around my neck, and kissed me. A thrill
ran through me as I felt her soft lips pressing mine. The male in me was
aglow, and I returned her kiss with interest. I could smell the perfume
of her. Then she stepped back, snd I had an opportunity to examine
the girl who was to be my most intimate friend so long as I remained a
‘girl. She was' lovely, Dbeautiful, =a vivid blonde with a2 piquant little
face and the brilliant complexion that goes with a true blonde. I fell
in love with her at once. She was faultlessly dressed in the latest
fashion and had a decidedly small waist, as was the style in those days
of tight lacing. Her hat was very becoming and heyrsmall feet were clad
in shoes that, to my masculine eyes, had ridiculously high heels.
Already, you see, I was beginning to notice feminine things, because I was
fully aware that as soon as I was 2ble to leave the hospital, I -should
have to wear feminine things. I wondered how it felt to wear a tight
corset and trip about in high heels. It looked very uncomfortable to me
and I thought with distaste of the time, soon to come, when I should
have to don feminine apparel and go out and face the world so dressed.
I recoiled at the idea. Such things were not fer a man to wear . But
perhaps a miracle would happen again, and I be reincernated in my own body
and Mary back in hers. How I longed for that to happen, though I realized
that there was little chance. _
The adorable Alice was a regular chatter box and told me the things
that had been happening in "our" social set while I was laid up, and
about various boys and girls who were Mary's friends. I made a note of the
names, for future reference. The sooner I recovered my "memory" the
better it would be for me in the feminine life that was before me. Alice
talked about plans for both of us, as soon as I got out. I must come and
stay over night with her, and we would have a nice intimate talk, as of old

Tbis plan thrilled me. If I stayedovernight with Alice at her home,
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no doudt we would sleev together. She was a lovely, desirable girl, and any
man --oudd have been delighted at the idea of sleeping with her. But, alas,
I --as not a man, except in spirit. It would be perfectly oroper for me to
slesp with Alice in my female body form. I ® uld do her no harm, and it
would seem the most natural thing in the world. But I looked forward to the
experience with pleasure, as any man would. As she chatted merrily along,
I studied her, and decided that, next to Mary lMorris, she was the pret-iest
girl I had ever seen. She would indesd mzke a lovely intimate friend.
After a while, Alice kissed me good bye (how I loved it) and took her
departure. I hated tc see her go. Several other girl friends of Marys
dronned in to see me, and each one greeted me with an affectionate kiss.
Not so bad. I was at least enjoying this part of being a girl. I could kiss
other vretty girls with impunity.

The days now passed more ranidly, and I made a quick racovery from my
overation and gained strength ranidly. Every day my nurse took messages
from me to kary, and she sent messages back. kary, now, was getting along
all right. She sent word that she wanted to see me as soon as we were out
and able to get about. I was, of course, very anxious to see her, to compare
notes, to ask her advice as to how I should act as a girl, in her 5stead.
There were hundreds of things she could tell me--about her friends, about
her clothes and the many intimate little things that I, as a girl, would
have to learn. I had many callers every day and remembered them all Dby
looks and name, knowing that I should be associated with them later, as
they were Mary's best friends. The doctor came every day and examined me
(it was strange how reluctant I was to have him see my feminine body, Por
I was ashamed of it--I hated being a girl and having anyone see me as on3).
At last came the day when I was well enough to go home. I had dreaded th:t
day. Here in the hospital I was sheltered and orotected. Lying in bed, I had
nothing to do and did not have to play the girl very much, simply be
waited on and take a vassive vart. But now I should have to leave that
shelter and go out and play a girl's part in the world--and I didn't know
how. No man ®© uld know less sbout it than I, so it would be an ordeal, a great
trial. I knew I should make hundreds of mlﬁtukes, and be very much asham=d anc
embarrassed. I hated loathedl despised (€bing a girl, and, worse still,
the daughter of a mllllonalre, whose family moved in the hlghest Cchles
of society. I knew from the talk of my mother, sister and Alice, that soon
I would be drawn into the social whirl, and live the 1life of a society
butterfly, and I hated such society. How much vould I give if I could
only find myself back in my own male body, and Ilary back in hers. But how
to grlv it about, I did not know.

Yarie had brought a suitcase containing clothes for me to wear "home"
and at last I was helped out of bed to prepare for my homegoing. I stood
before the long mirror as larie whisked off my nlphtrown, and for the first
time I had a good glimpse of Mary's body, full length, in the nude. It vas
lovely, and during the brief time I was naked, I gazed with eager eyes at
her beeuty. How small, how short she was. I felt tiny after my great size
as a man. I judged my height now as 5 feet, 5 inches, instead of my former
6 feft, 2 inches, and I was sure that I didn't weigh more than 110 pounds.
But I was a little thin, from my long confinement in bed. Ilary seemed to
have a strong body, for a girl, and I had 1ar@agy learned from Agnes and my
mother, that Mary was quite athletic, and played an excellent game of tennis.
This cheered me, for I was passionately fond of tennis, =nd, as I have 4=id
before, I had been one of the best players, a2s Charlie Cross. With my
knowledge of the game, verhaps I could develovo into a fine lady player, and
win some tournaments. This thought comforted me. I would play a lot of
tennis, as soon as I was able. But I knew I would miss my former great
strength. It was going to be hard on me to have only a girl's nuny
strength. But I wovld havc to make the best of it Until such time as I
could be transformed back into my own body. I never would give up hove of
that happening, in some way, or other.
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I had now to be dressed in feminine clothes, and though I hated it, yet
I had to submit. There was no otrer way. To everybody but myself (and lMary)
I was a real girl, amd was occupylng Mary's lovely body. Of comrse that
lovely body could wear nothing but feminine clothing--it would look
ridiculous in the male clothing that I would have wished to wear --anda yet
I, Charlie Cross, rasented the fact that I had to be dressed as a girl.
I kxnew nothing about feminine clothes——except the nightgowns I had been wear-
ing, and co I watched with interest, but with rixed feelncs, while larie, helpec
by Miss Robson, proceeded to dress me. I must learn all th= mysteries oF
feminin= clothing, mysteries denied to most men, until they are married.
And so I watched while llarie slipned a delicate chemise on lary's body.
Next came 2 pair of dainty lace-trimmed panties, which caused my masculine
ego to sguirm--how I hated to wear such feminine garments. I was a man, and
such things, on my body, filled me with shame and embarrassment. Next a girdle
was hooked around ry waist. It was not tight, but snug, and, to my surnrise,
I rather liked the supvort it gave me. In L_Ct it felt good on liary's body.
But I recalled that her body had worn girdles, and corcets, Tfor some years,
and of course they shouod feel natural to her body. ext they put a couple of
vetticoats on me, then a slip, and finally a skirt. I felp silly, wearing a
skirt 66r the first time in my life. Next a brassiere was donned, and then
I sat down in front of the three-way mirror to have my hair done uv for the
first time. I watched with interest whide Marie coile” my long hair and pninned
it up on my head in a large coil. She seemed to use bushels of hair-pins.
She handled me the glass to survey her handiwork. My coiffure was wonderful.
She had made the great masses of my hair look very attractive, no easy
matter, with such a head of unusually long hair. ¥ith my hair done up,
my head felt differnt, strange. I hsd become used to my hair flowing down
my back . This was different. Next liarie put a dainty shirt waist onx me,
then a waist of the same material as my skirt. How well T remember this, my
first experience of being dressed in girl's clothes. How I disliked it.
Next a trimmed hat was nut on my head, and held in 6lace with half a
dozen lona hatpins through my top hair. Then a veil was draped across my face,
to protect my complexion, I learned. I didn!t like it. It interfered with my
vision. "hat did I care about my complexion. I didn't want to wear a veill,
I vanted to see clearly what was before me. MNarie now removed my mules, and
clad my feet in a pair of tiny shoes which had, to me, enormously high heels.
Thye looked like stilts. How could I ever walk in them? But when I stood up, I
was surorised to find that they fely gquite natursl, and I recalled that Mary 's
little feet w&Aae accustomed to such shoes. I found that I could walk in them
quite naturally and gracefully, but yet it seemed stranfe to me to be walking
practically on my toes. But Mary's feet had high arches, and high heels were
natural for her feet. I immediately took to them and never had to give them a
thought through the future years that I remained a girl--and woman.

How fully dressed, I had to leave the sanctuary of my room, and go out
dressed in the hated garments of the fair sex. I was ashemed and humilated at th
thought that Cherlie Cross should thus appear in rudklic dressed as a girl.

Of course, this was silly, for I really was the pretty Mary lMorris, and

looked very attractive in the clothes I had on, but the masculine ego was
still strong mn me, and so I resented bitterly the necessity of having to

be dressed as a girl, and appear in public as one. But there was no way out.
I had to go through with it. The pretty Miss Robson, my nurse, kissed me good
by. I had given her a present of a bracelet which my father have bought for
the purpose. I had a feeling of regret at leaving her, and my room, where I
had felt safe and had had no resvonsibilites. Now I was in for it, the 1life
of a society girl in a strange world--a world abo-t which I knew nothing,
excoe% vhat I had read in the papers, abnut the doings of high society.

So with reluctant feet, I left my room. I was £till weak, so my
Ilother took my arm and supported me as I walked down the long corridor of the
hospital, then down in the elevator to the ground floor. Here I had to run

‘ i prominent
the gauntlet of a numner of nurses and doctors and interns. I was a
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patient, the daughter of a millionaire and a member of the bes t society,

and so qulte a crowd had gathered to see me leave, and wish me luch and
con~ratulate me on my speedy recovery. I was pleased at these uttentions,

thoush I realized that they were for Mary, and not for myself, but I Tried to

act as Mary would, and gave them one of Mary's ravishing smiles. Have I

“vntLoneﬁ vhat lovely nearlv teeth she had, vhich added to the lovliness of

her smile?

The car was waiting in front of the hospital, and I at once noted thst it
was a Rolls-Royce, which I knew cost about ¢15,000. We were indedd a
family of wesltl, but that would only make it harder for me in my role of
a2 mirl. I was an heiress, and would be much sough- after. “verybody would
favn on a girl of so much wealth and becuty. How I hatsd thre thought.

The chauffeur resvectfylly touched his hat to me, =2nd said how glad he wa-s to
see nme well arain, while the footman stood at the door, helpned us in th- car
and put the laprobe over our knees. How helpless I felt. I should have to get
used to be waited on with mmsmauzsressfawning servility. Everybody would
help me, as thouch I was not able to do anything for myself I could not

get into a car without somzbody taking my srm and helping me. Iy mssculine
ego was disturbed by bhis. How different it was, being a girl., My life was
about to be completely changed. I was suvposed to be a helnless femdle,

and every male was suoposed to bes helwful and polite, and make a fuss over me.
I had always been a big, strong indevendent man. and now to be a dsvendent
and reak young girl, went sorely arainst the grain. How would I ever get

used to it. Being a girl was going to be a t-rrible ordeal for Charlie Cross.

I enjoyed being out again, and enjoyed the drive to the Morris home,
which was a magnificent estate outside the toen. The car turned into the
driveway and circled round to the front of the house, which is a vertible
palace--a frtting home for a multi-millioneire. And this was to be my home,
eand I should have to 1live there as the eldest dauchter, and live the life
of a young heiress, with all that it meant. I should have to plunge into the
social life of the best society of our fair city. Ny feelings were at low
ebb at the thought. Charlie Cross had alwats shunned society, which he had
considered frivaélous, and now he was dommed to a life of it. No man ever
felt more down-hearted as the car pulled up in front ci’ ™~ hiuse, and
I got out, helped by the dignified Tnglish butler, who had hurried out as
he saw our car arriving. 1>ie was my first exnerience with with a real
English butlef, but I was nieased to note that he greeted me with great
friendliness, and, in his dignified wazy, told me how glad he was to see
me back home in good health. Two footmmn vere in ths hall, and they toco
greeted me warmly, as did the housekeeper, my motrer(s sedretary and sevrral
maids who had gathered to welcome me home. I now realized that Msry was a
lovely character, beloved by the servants. That is the best test of a young
woman of fortune--if she is vorular and well liked by the servants, it speaks
volumes for her. This knowledrse of Mary mcde me 211 the more fond of her.

I realized that I was more and more falling deevly in love with her. Not only
was she beautiful in body, but also beautiful in cheracter. More and more
was she my idea of the verfsct girl.

I had little time to observe the house, but in the brief time I was
downstairs, on the way scross the great hall, I could see what an elerant,
luxurious house it was. I got an impression of the magnificgence of it
all, with guick glances hercand there, as I was led across the hall, carefully
surportad on the arm of my mother and Agnes, znd slowly climbed the bragcd
stairs, and so to Mary's lovely rooms. No girl coulé desire anyvthing more
BLLT Cth e, more luxurious, than the boudeoir into which I was conducted.

It »as Mary's suite of rooms. Instead of wall pap=r, the walls were lined

with fwwured wal blue satin, which, I soon learned, was Mary's favorite color--
and ab~ut to become mine. The romm was large, and beautlfullyfurn1Qhed the
moblf’oelng light blue. I was tired, being weal, and so Msrie, follow1ng the
doctors orders, nroceeded to undress me and rut me to bed. But first she

a

let down wy hair, and brushed it a hundred times. I hed already become SO
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feminine that I lov-d having my hair brushed. It had been so from the start of
my change into a airl. I felt ashemed of being so effeminate, and yet I

loved it, and in the two weeks that I hdd been a girl, I h=zd become very
proud of Nary's hair. I knew that it was unnatural for a man to have Jong,
sirlish hair end to like having it, but I adored Mary beautiful, luxuricus
bronze tinted hair, and it was my joy and »ride to oossessit , particularly in
bed at nirht, vhen I loved the feel of it about my face ard shoulders.

Marie sterted to braid my hair, but I objected. For some reason, I liked it
flovine loose gbout me. It was so soft, so silky, so fragrant, so caressing.
It was lMary's hair, and I was deeply in love with Mary. That was the way I ex
plained it to myself, foo surely I, 2 men, was not infatuated with my own hair.
But I loved and admired Mary's wonderful mass of luxuriant tresses. And it
was only an accident, - strange quirk of fate, thet I hapvened to be in rossess:
ion of that hair, as well as of Mary's most beautiful and desirable young
body. Was ever before a man in such a plight?

Toegparlor meids came . in my boudoir and made dovn the bed for me.

_They greeted me effusively, and I knew they liked Mary and was glad to have
her back home. Undressed, and in my lovely silken nightgown, to which I

was now quite accustomed, MNarie tucked me into bed, and one of th- maids
brought me food on a tray. It was a dainty meal, end to me, as Cahrlie Cross,
it would not have been enough for my masculine meY¥=zxanpetite, but I found

that now, as a delicate young girl, I had small e-vetite , 2nd was satisfied
with much less food than formerly . I had always enjoyed eating and, 2s an
athlete in constant training, had had a huge aprvetite, and consumed great
guahtities of food with relish. But now it was to be different, and I was to
miss the pleasure of eating, That was to be one of the many penalties of
being a girl. :

After Marie had turned out the lights, and le€t, I lay there in bed,

. thinking, thirking about my strange situation. What a scurvy trick fate had
played me, transforming me into a girl. Why had fate picked on me for this
transformation? A man vhor hated anything feminine in connection with
himslef. "hy could this not have happened to the many men I had heard of
who. were fond of female impersonation, who revelled in it, who even wished
that t hey had been born girls instead of men , who would love to be a
beautiful girl like Mary Morris, (whoywas now myself} who would love to
spend the rest of their lives as girls and women, as now awvveared to be my
destiny, unless in some way I could g~t back into my» own male body, the
hope of which I refused to gi¥e uo. EKHow the% vould adore wearing the lovely
clothes I would have to wear. Before undreszing, I had made a quick
survey of my rooms. I had glimosed Mary's clothes oresses filled to
overflowing with entrancing dresses, hats, shoes, robes and everything that
would delight the heart of &L girl--or of a man who was fond of feminine
attire. Such a man wou.d have besen in the seventh heaven with the prospect
of wearing these lovely femimine articles of feminine wardrobe. And he would
have been entranced at finding himself to be a glorious, glamourous,
beautiful girl, with a perfsct feminine body,Bgdf end ldvely covper
colored hair reaching to his waist. He would have gloried in his feminine
beauty, his entrancing face and complexion, and would have been filled vith
delight to live the life of a girl, c:dmired and zdored by every man who
came in contact with him, and his beauty envied by every other girl,
excepting the few who were as beautiful as he. What joy he would tekein
his feminine lovliness . But, alas, I was not such a man, and, being so
masculine, I bitterly resented being s girl. I wanted to be be a man again,
+ith all my heart and soul. I hated being a girl. I loathed it. And yet,
I vas avare of the fact that,in svite of myself, ®res I was ~radually becoming
feminized. I liked my hair and already had become accustomed to my feminine
dlothes. or, at lsast, my nightdresses whcih I had vorn since I hed suffered
a change of sex. I 1ikeéc their luxuriousness, t e soft feeling of khose
xmfg s;lken germents. I had been in a totally feminine atmosphere, had
succomed somewhat to the enjoyment of Mary's ruperb beauty, and of myself
possesting that beauty, all my own, though really not mine, but Mary's.
N-ver bsfore, I “hought, had a man been turned into a girl the way I had.
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Tt was a unique and wonderful experience, and I suppose I should have been
thrilled by it, as it was something that had never happened to a man before.

I suvppose I should have gloried in being such a lovely young malden, soO
zperféét in face and form. But I was too maeculine for that, and as I grew
stronger, my male sex feeling grew stronger, and my resentment at being a

girl increased. My admiration of Mary, my budding love of her also increased.
T wented to look at her, to examine her face and form closely, and it suddenly
occurred to me that nothing would be simpler . I head her there to do with as I
pleased, to gaze at her as long as I liked with nobody to say me nay. Thrilled
with this thought, I got out of bed, turned on the lights, and locked my
bedroom door. And then I went up to the three-way long cheval glass mirror,
which reflected at every angle, and slipped off my nightdress..The lovely
Mary stood revealed before me in 211 her beauty, reflected in the glass.

As I gazed at her perfect naked girlish form, I was filled with delight,

and 2 feeling of voluptuousness and sex desire filled my belng. Never had
anybody seen such feminine perfection. I gazed at Mary's creamy white shoulders
and rounded arms. Then at her small snowy maidenly breasts. I pressed theilr
softness with Mary's little white hands, end a thrill ran through me at

the touch. Never had I realized how sensitlve and sexual a girl's breasts
were. I observed Mary's slender tapering waist. The only blemish to be seen
was the scar from my operation. The rest of Mary's body was flawless.

I inspected her gently curving hips and rounded buttocks, nicely filled

out; her sloping thighs, her pretty knees and calves, her trim ankle and .
tiny, high-arched feet. I viewed her from every angle, turning slowly before
the mirror. I loved the view in profile, with the 1ittle breasts slightly
protruding in front, and the cute buttocks behind. And then I turned for

a view of Mary's back. It was smooth and white. How wonderful it would

look in a low-cut evening dress?! But Mary's great mane of coppery hair
covered my back, so I leaned forward and swept 1t over my shoulder, to

give me an unobstructed view of her rear. I was enchanted with it, and

noted that my waist looked even smaller from the back, than 1t did from in
front. It was decidedly tapering. Perhaps I would not have to wear a

corset. I tried to cheer myself with this thought, though I knew instinctively.
having seen my mother and sister and the other girl friends tightly corsetted,
that I never could escape wearing one of those hated garments. But I was too
“enthralled at the time to worry about such matters as my future clothes.
Having feasted my eyes on Mary's superb nude body, I approached the mirror
closely, and began a long inspection of her pretty face. Her complexion

wvas milk-white and as smooth as velvet, but pale from my long confinement
“ndoors. Soon, I thought, when I got out, the roses would come back to her
cheeks and she would be more lovely, if that were possible. Her features

were small and regular, and her gge® eyes seemed enormous to me, and

their beauty was enhanced by the unbelievely long eye-lashes which

swept my cheeks when I closed my eyes. I now gazed deeply into those

glorious eyes, and I saw in them a look of love, of passion, of desire.

T was thrilled to the core. Instinctively my lips met hers, and pressed them
closely against the mirror. But it was a cold and unsatisfactory kiss. But

at least I could kiss Mary's amm warm dimpled 1ittle hands. I did so, and
experienced a thrill at the thought that I was in sole possession of this
glorious young girl's body, and could do with it as I liked--excpet to kiss
the real warm lips. For the first time in my girlhood, I was happy and,

at least for the time being, contented with my lot. Again and again I carressed
_Mary's body with my small hands, rubbing it, stroking it, loving it. I put

my arms as far as-they would go around Mary's waist, and hugged her. I was
infatuated and in the seventh heaven of bliss. I don't know how long I

stood in front of the mirrors admiring and loving Mary. But after a while

I gave my attention to Mary's unbelieveably long and thick hair. I played
with i1t. I threw it over until it covered my face, and inhaled the perfume

of it. I divided it into two parts, threw them over either shoulder

untll they hung down 23 front and covered my nakedness. I now noticed that
the halr reached well down my hips , and was long enough for me to play the
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va perfectly. It completely covered my sexual organs, which
piiglogeggig igdztraﬁge to mg, and to which I could not for the time being get
chustomed. Yes, my hair was a complete screen, though, when ;anrontrin that
menner, it of course left my rear bare. But why c=re for that® lhere was
nobody’to see. I next tossed my mane back so that it hung free dogg ove:i't
my shoulders and back. How lovely the soft, glowing silky mass f;l isd -
carpessed my flesh. I now leaned over backwards so that my hair oale e
and ectually touched the floor. (Mary's body, I found, was very supp eé in s
could bend very easily, forwards and back). DNext I experienced wit h doing up
my hair. Seizing a handful of hairpins froq the dresser, I put them in my I
mouth, as I had seen women do, and then coiled up my hair into a knot, as
had watched Marie do, and inserted the pins, one by one. Of course, as a man,
I kmnew absolutely ¥nothing abo 't dressing a woman's hair, and had never dogi
it, but Mary's brain% was in my head, and it guideq her hands, as it did a
of her physical actiohs, making me perfectly feminlge in every gestu?e in ag
automaetic manner, and so I found myself doing my ha%r as well as Marie coul
do it, and I inserted the many hairpins with that 1little twist that makes them
stay, which every woman knows, but no man would think of. I studied the effect
of my coiffure, and was delighted with my handiwork. I now let my hair down,
and brushed it for some time, first over one shoulder, then over the other,
and it gave me much pleasure. I delighted to watch my little hands doing this
feminine task with such grace and ease. Next I did it up ?n several different
styles--first in two buns, at the base of the neck, then in three. I did it
in a long braid, which I pinned ~zround my head in coronet style. And,
unbraiding it, and brushing 1t out, I did it in a mound high on my head.
But finally I grew tired, as I still was somewhat weak, and so I prepared my
hair, looseflowing, for bed, donned my dainty nightdress, and crawled into
bed, having first turned out the lights. I lay there for some time completely
happy in my possession of Mary's body, but at last fell into a dreamless

sleep, my last thought being that perhaps after all it was nice to be a

beautiful young girl, in the privacy of her boudoir, where there were plenty
of mirrors.,

L S 26 22 St
™ W wowW

MY FIRST FULL DAY AT HOME.

I will describe 1n detail my first full day at home %m my 1life as a girl,
as i1t made a deep impression on my memory, everything being so strange and new
to me, and it being filled with experiences that were new to me, and as would
be new to any man who was suddenly turned into a young girl.

I awoke when Marie came into the room and raised the window shades.

As always in those first days, before Iwas fully awake, I felt myself to
be Charlie Cross again, and then I became aware of my long hair and girlish
body and was filled with disgust when I recalled that I was a girl. And

I wag filled with apprehension as to what was before me. But I had gotten
along pretty well yesterday, and perhaps it would not be too bad today.
Marie went into my bathroom and I could hear her drawing a bath. Did a girl
with a maid, bathe herself, of not? I was soon to find out, for Marie
announced that the bath was ready, so I got out of bed and slipped on my
little mules and Marie helped me into one of the lovliest boupdoir dresses
that I had ever seen. It was pale blue, low necked and short sleeved and
trimmed at neck and sleeve ends with rich lace. A belt of the same amterial
encircled my waist, as Marie tied it in a bow. I now went into the huge
bathroom, my very own, Iiled in Mary's favorite light blue. The room was as
large as an ordinary bedroom. There were full length mirrors and a dresser
as completely furnished with feminine toilet accessories as the one in my
bedroom --brushes, combs, halrpins, nets, and make-up. I now hoped Marie
would leave me to take my bath alone, but that was not to be. I was a rich
and pampered young lady, to be walted on hand and foot by a housefull of
servants, chief of whom,to me, was my own personal maid. I would have to act
as Mary would have done and let Marie do her duty in her accustomed manner.
How ridiculous for a man to have his own lady's maid, I thought. But then,
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I was different from every other man in the world, in that I was not a
man except in spiblb, in ego, 1n personallty. Otherwise I was a girl, though
it was almost impossible for me to realize it, except when I looked in the mirror
I was still strong sexually as a male, and so the idea of having a pretty
French girl for my own maid was very pleasing. And it was perfectly proper,
for I could do no girl harm. Marie first pinned up my hair, so that it would not
get wet, and put a rubber cap over it. Then she slipped off my robe and
nightdress, and Is tood naked before this pretty woman. She took me by the
arm and helped me into the tub, the water of which was pleasantly scented with
bath salts. And then she bathed me. As her hands came in contact with my
body, as she rubbed me in all parts, I thrilled at the touch of her hands,
as any normal male would have done. It was voluptuous, but I did my best
to act like a girl, and not show my emotion. I think I succeeded, for Marie
did not notice anything out of the way, though I could hardly contain
myself when her hands came in contact with the most private part of my body,
and also when she touched my breasts, so sensitive to the touch of one of the
opposite sex. That bath was a keen pleasure, and I r-flected with pleasure
. that I would have many more of them, and that I should have the pretty Marie
taking care of me intimately every day. I wondered whether I would get used to he:
so that I would not get a thrill out of her f£g¢¥ touch. I hoped not, though I
was afraid that the life I was living, and would have to live perhaps for some
time, would tend to make me feminine, and I would lose some of my masculinity.
Already, in the short time I had been a girl, I could notice signs of my
becoming softened and effeminate , as the result of my feminine environment
and my feminine life. I believe that no man in the world, no matter how
hard-boiled and masculine, could have helped becoming feminized if placed in
my position, and forced to dress as a girl and "be" a girl, in a totally
feminine atmosphere. No doubt they would resent it, as I did, but they would
be helpless, and have to go through with it. I was affraid that I, as time
went on, and I continued to be a girl, would become more and more feminized
and perhaps even become a real girl, in ego as well as in body. I would reslst it
with all my might, but if I had to remain a girl and woman the rest of my
life, perhaps it would be better if I were to become completely female, and
thus become contented and happy. But I would not admit that that was possible.
I would not give up the idea that somehow I would get back into my own male
body. But I hoped it would be soon, before I got too soft and girlish.
And that made me think of Mary, in my body. She was a girl, and I
worried lest she make a femlnine and effeminate man out of Charlie Cross,
making him look ridiculous to his friends. I must see Mary at the earliest
possible moment, and have a talk with her. I must get her to promise to do her
best to be a manly, masculine, natural Charlie Cross, and so not disgrace
me, and I, in turn, would promise her to be a girlish, feminine Mary Morris,
trying in every way to act as the real Mary would. Besides, there were
hundreds of things for us to talk over and plan. We could glve each other
many pointers as to how we should act, as to our friends and relatives.
Yes, we must get together as soon as possible and try to help each other to
be as natural as possible in our transposed sexes. Mary had the best of it,
I thought. It would not be so hard to play the man. She would find men's
clothes simple and comfortable, and she would not have a lot of hair to bother
with, And her 1life would be simple as Charlie Cross. There would be 1little
social 1life, but I hoped she would carry on my career in tennis. But my
position was far more difficult, for I was a pretty,yewesz, rich and popular
young society girl, and soon would have to get.into the whirl of fashionable
SSociatyWATheng would be many parties I would have to attend and play the role
‘\o“f’g girl, aboutpl kmew so little. Then there was the matter of clothes, I
* hated the idea of having to wear pretty feminine frocks and frilly things,
and corsets and high heels. I would never be comfortable, I thought. Worst of
all would be going to dances as a girl, and dancing with other men. How silly
I would feel, clasped in their arms. And I supposed they would flirt with me
and even make love to me. It would be most embarrassing and unpleasant for me.
I surely must see Mary, and ask her how I should act toward the boys.
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After thoroughly bathing me, Marie helped me out of the tub, and dried my
body, then dusted 1t with a fragrant powder. I was to stay upstairs for that
day to rest and gain strength, and, besides I had been told by my mother that
I could not yet dress, beacuse all of my dresses were made with small
wailsts, and I could not yet wear a tight corset, because of my recent
operation. T had first to get the doctor's permission before I could dress
fully and leave my quarters and go down and take my place in the family circle,
and in socitey. I was glad of this, for I dreaded going out into the world
in feminine dress, and playing the part of a girl. There would be many
difficulties and embarrassments for me, I knew, and I would be sure to make
many mistakes in my ignorance of how to conduct myself in my unwelcome role.
So I was to spend the day in negligee. Marie dressed me in chemise and
the girdle I had worn from the hospital when I came home. It was claspe@
snugly about my waist, but not laced in. I rather liked the feeling of it,
as 1t was a support. It also looked very nice on Kary's body, and gave her
waist a nipped-in effectj;rwhich I admired in the mirror. Marie next drgw on
my sheer silk stockings onto Mary's pretty legs. As she knelt to do this,
her head was almost in my lap, and her pretty black hailr came in contact
with my body, causing me to tingle pleasantly, and it was 511 I could do to
keep myself from stroking her hair. In fact, I longed to take her in my
arms, and hug and kiss her. But that would never do, so I restrainsd
myself. She put my little high-heeled mules on my feet, and then put my
dainty negligee back on me. Then she let down my hair and combed and brushed
it. I decided to wear it flowing, since I was not going out.

, Marie now rang the bell, and one of the mailds came up with my breakfast
tray, a dainty meal of grapefruit, toast, soft boiled eggs and coffee. I was
rather hungry, and enjoyed eating the simple repast, though I felt rather
strange sitting there in my feminine attire, and could not help a feeling
of embarrassment when the maild came in and saw me in that girlish costume,
with my hair down my. back. I was facing a mirror, and knew that I looked
"retty and attractive, but the male in me was having a hard time getting
accustomed to belng a girl.

After I hed finished my repast. I read the morning paper which the maid had
brought with my tray. Instead of turning to the fashion page, as a real girl
would have done, I opened at the sports page to read the tennis news, in
which I had been so keenly interested. There was to be a tournament in
a few weeks. I wondered if Mary would enter it, as Charlie Cross. I wondered
if she could play a good game, and have the fighting spirit to win, which I
had always had. And then I saw an item saying that the well-known tennis
star, Charlie Cross, had returned to his home from the hospital, after an
appendectomy, and hoped to be ab@@;to get back on the courts in a short time.
Next I turned to the soclety columns, realizing that I should read all T
could about the social circles into which I should soon be launched, and
learn as much as possible. I must memorize the names, and thus refresh my
"memory". I knew that I would have to use my loss of memory as an excuse for
many breaks that I would make{ as a girl. But I must ask questions, read the
bPapers and recover my "memory" as quickly as possible, so as to do credit to
Mary in her place, and not appear too queer and different from the girl she
had been. And then I found an item about Mary--which meant myself now--
to the effect that I, too, had returned to my home from the hospital after
an operation, referring to me as "the pretty society sub-deb". Strange to say,
being called "pretty" in the paper gave me a glow of pleasure. Again I glanced
in the mirror. Undoubtedly it was true. I smiled, showing all my pretty
white teeth--and the charming Mary smiled back at me, in the glass. This
was fun, having Mary there to smile at me whenever I wished, and I was sure she
never would give me a cross look, but always be charming and lovely to me.
How nice to have her always with me. It surprised me to find that I was
finding delight in my beauty, though it really was Mary's --and yet my own.
What a mixed-up mess it was,to be a man, and at the gsame time a beautiful
young malden. I was much confused in my mind. Shoulg I consider myself a man
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or a girl. Who would believe that I was a man, except Mary? Nobody possibly
could. But I wilshed to consider myself a man, though, oddly enough, I was
getting a thrill out of possessing a lovely feminine body. It must be, I
decided, because it was Mary's body, and I was in love with her. Yes, that
was it. I must try to remain a man, in spirit. I must not give in and

becomz a girl. And yet, as I have said before, my life as a gir},even in

the short time I had been one, had laready chnaged me and made me feel

softer and a little girlish. What would happen to me if this 1life went on

for months, and I got thoroughly used to being a girl? Would I lose my
masculine ego, and not want to change back to a man, even if it were possible?
Well, I was helpless to do anything about, and there was no use worrying

about my future. There were trying times ahead for me, but I would do the best
I could to be a proper young lady and perhaps after a time I actually would
get to like being one, after I got used to the 1life, which would be all so
new and strange to me. There were sure to he many nice things about it--a life
of luxury, pretty clothes, many friends and admirers, a fond mother, sister,
father and brother--and the joy of being an exceptionally pretty girl. Yes,

it would be nice if I became a real girl, but now I felt myself to be a male
and sailing under false colors, and I resented it bitterly. Perhaps I

would become a girl. At least, I would try to be one so long as I occupied

a girl's body. I would be far hanpiler and contented that way. But my heart
sank when I thought of how little I knew about being a girl, and how much

I had to learn. But I had plenty of brains, and I must use them. In my
secret heart, I didn't want to be a girl, and yet fate had made me one. My
mind wes in confusion. I wanted to be a man, and yet, at the same time,

I wanted to be a girl so long as _I occupied the body of one, to make

it easier for me, because, after all, I really was a girl to all intents

end purposes. Nobody could be aware of that masculine ego and personalilty
hidden within my feminine body--nobody but Mary .

R

After I had finished reading the paper, I sat down near Mary's
sewing table, and, unconsciously pizked up an unfimished silk jacket on
vhich Mary had been working when taken with her attack, and, taking the
needles, I began to knit automatically. I had never knitted before, but
Mapry&s brain in me directed my little hands and I found myself knitting
rapidly. I was fascinated as I watched my white little hands so skillfully
and gracefully piiy the needles. They were such lovely, such adorable little
girlish hands, smooth and dimpled. I stopped my work to klss them. which
gave me a thrill, as did everything concerned with Mary did--for was not she
the girl I loved? And the more I saw of Mary--the more I WAS Mary, the
more deeply I loved her. She was so perfect, my ideal of a pretty girl, in
everyw way desirable. Whenever I saw herin the mirror, she roused in me
feeling of passion and desire. I must avoid looking into mirrors too much
to avoid too much mlae sex feeling in me, which made me restless and stirred
me up too much.

There was a knock at the door, and in came my pretty sister Agnes,
looking very charming in a tweed en semble. She came over and gave me a sweet
kiss, which I of course returned in full measure. She asked how I felt
and whether my memory was returning. I told her not very much as yet, so the
dear §ir1 set out to help me all she could.

Let's go all around your room and look over your things. That ought to he:
help your memory", she said.

I eagerly agreed. To tell the truth, I was anxious to see Mary's things,
particnlarly her dresses,which I was soon to wear. Thus far I had not gone ,
near them, having a strangely modest feeling that I should not handle Mary's
things, as they really were not mine -and yet, of cource, they really ‘

were. I should have to wear them. Mary, in her present situation as a man,
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certiainly could not wear them. The very thought of it made me smlle--
Charlie Cross in girl's clothes!

Agnes now put her arm around my waist, encircling my hair as well,
while I put mine around her slender walst--how stiff her corset felt--
and we walked side by side, in sweet sisterly fashion, into my ad jolning
dressing room, where all of Mary's clothes were kepy. I was astonished to see
the great array of pretty dresses in long rows, on hangars. There seemed to me
to be enough there to stock a shop. And now fgnes and I began to look them
over, and she would ask, as she displayed this gown and that, if I did not
rememberit. I had worn it at the Austin's dance. Or another I had worn
at a dinner party. I pretended that I did remember, as that would please
Agnes. There were dozens of lovely evening gowns, of varied shades and
materials, I found myself interested in them, and even pictured myself in
some of them--another sign of my feminization. I looked at them closely,
and found that I liked some better than others. As a man, they would
have had no interest for me, and all would have looked equally nice.

There were, of course, a great many afternoon gowns, street clothes,
sports clothes,riding habdts, separate skirts, coats, cloaks, evenlng
wraps, furs, and, in short, everything that the daughter of a rich and
ﬁenerous father would naturally have in her wardrobe. Then we looked at
aryks hats, neatly arranged on the shelves » of all sorts and shapes and
materials. I found myself secretly wishing to try some of them on in front
of the glass, and then felt ashamed that I, a man, should wish to do that.
But T suppose it was because I wished to see how Mary, my beloved, would look
in them. That would account for my feminine desire to put them on, as well
as some of the dresses. I was somewhat startled to see among my hats a
man's derby, also a man silk hat. What were they doing here in a girl's
wardrobe? I asked Agnes.

"Why, silly, you wear them with your riding habit", she said, with a
look of surprise. I should have kmown that, and felt ashamed of my lgnorance,
as I could hardly account for it through loss of "memory.

Next we inspected my shoes and slippers, in long rows on shelves.

Sore of them were very dainty evening slippers, in satin of various colors
which I was sure were to match my various gowns. And what high heels they

had! Surely, some of those evening slippers must have 4 inch heels. And how
tiny they looked. How could I ever wear them? I coud not get used to having su
such tiny feet. Surely they would be difficult to walk in, let along to dance
in. Well, before long I should be wearing them, and should have to try. If
other girls could wear them--if Mary could, why then I could, too, though

the idea of walking on such stilts was unpleasant to me. Meanwhile, Agnes

was pulling out the drawers to show me my other things. Apparently Mary

had bought articles by the dozenm for there were great piles of

sheer silk stockings, gloves and lovely sets of lingerie in different
colors, to match my evening gowns, a nd others of delicate shades of

pink, orchid, etec, as well as plain whites for day-time wear. There were many
drawers filled with all kinds of feminine articles, but one drawer particularly
arrested my attention. It was a drawer filled with Mary's corsets. There

were many of them, some white and some in colors, again to go with my evening
dresses. I picked one up, rather gingerly and examined it. It was strong,

well boned and had a noticeably small waist. With a ginking feeling I realized
that soon my waist would be encased in one of these tight, compressing
garments. What a silly fashion, women having small waists, I thought.

But it was the style, in those days, and men were great admirers of a small
feminine waist. I had been, myself, as had been all my friends. We would

always remark add admire a particularly trim small waist on a passing

girl or woamn, and the smaller it was the more we noticed and admired it.

The girls and women, of course, were well aware of this, and so spared no pains
to reduce their waists to the smallest possible size, that they could stand.
There was much rivalry smong the feminine sex, as I learned later, to my discom
fort, to have tiny waists and so they suffered extreme discomfort in their
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tightly laced stays.

"what size do I wear?" I asked Agnes. Again there was that look of surprise
that I didn't remember even that.

"why, you wear size 18 of course, daytimes. In the evening you wear
seventeen as rule, though you have a few gowns with a 16-inch waist."

So that was it. In the evening I should have to wear a tighter corset and
higher heels. How foolish that seemed to me, for it would be in the evening,
so dressed, that I should have to dance, and why wear my most uncomfortable
clothes for that form of exercise? But I was to learn that there was
nothing logical about the way women dressed. We were supposed to look our
loveliest when in evening dress, (and I think we do), and we were sort of
on parade and in the sompany of men, as a rule, and so we wore on those
occasions, our tightest corsets and highest heels and closest fitting
gowns. I noticed that I have used the word "we" above. But I am looking
back now. I am now 40 years old, and have been a girl since the age of
18 though not a complete girl at first, as the reader well knows.

At that time, of course,with my masculine ego still strong, and with little
expertence, L1 knew nothing about such things, but today no woamn knows more
about them than I, a man transformed into a woman,.with nothing of the =z
man left in me except my memory of my 21 years of life as a man, a memory
which I have never lost.

"Let's go into Mother's room," said Agnes. "She was out late last night
b1't must be up by this time."

I felt strangely timid about leaving the sanctuary of my bpudoir, and
guing out into the hall and into another room dressed as I was in flowing
negligee, and with my cloud of hair floating down my back. I felt bashful
and out of place, but I followed Agnes--I had no excuse not to do so, and
bedides, I must get used to t his thing, sooner or later. To make matters
more embarrassing for me, in the hall we passed one of the footmen and
two of the maids. How ridiculous I felt to be seen in tha tifeminine
guise--as any man would have felt in my place. But I felt Dbetter, and
realized that I looked very nice-as Iuary always did, no matter how dressed--
for the servants smiled at me and I was aware of a look of admiration in the
eyes of the footman, which made me blush with shame to think that I, a man,
no doubt had sex appeal to another man And yet % was not a man, but =
girl. But I could not get used to it, for I felt myself to be a men in
feminine disguise. The only time that I could realize how I looked--that I

was a girl, was when I could look into a mirror and see myself.

I followed Agnes to our mother's room, and entered. At the sight I saw,
I instictively felt embarrassed, asg though I were intruding, for our mother
was clad only in her undies, and 1t seemed to me no place for a man to be,
ancé I felt like beating a retreat, as having no business there. But I restrained
the impulse, end reminded myself that I was a gilr, and had a perfect right
in .1y mother's room. I must get used to the fact that I was a girl, but it was
very difficult, for I kept thinking of myself as a man. That would never do,
and the sooner I felt myself to be a girl, the better it would be for me,
and my peace of mind. My mother greéted me with a smile,#and kissed me
warmly, and asked how I was feeling."Much betterp I told her. Agnes and I
now sat down on a sofa, arms around each other's waist{ and wyatched my
mother's toilet in the hands of ke r maid--the first time in .y life I had
ever seen such a thing. My mother was dressed only in chemise, panties,
stockings and slippers. I admired her lovely white bare arms, shoulders
nad back, She had a fine figure, but rather mature and full, for after all
she had borne three thildren. And still she was slender, in a matronly way.
And now she hooked on her corsets, and I watched in fasignated interest,
as her maid laced her in. I had already noticed and admired my mother's
small waist, and now, I was all eyes to see, for the first time in my life,

g womanh being lacedin her corsets. Ang I was all the more interested in

the ope%ation, knOWihg full well, that very soon, I too, should have to
undergo that ordeal., As my mother drew in her waist, and expelled her
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.
breath, the mald quickly drew in the laces, again and again, until the corset
met at the back, and my mother had her wusual hour-glass figure. I glanced

at her face, thinking to see a look of distress at the severe lacing. But my
mother was smiling and unaware of the tightness of her corsets. And then

I remembered that she was thus constantly lacedin every waking moment of

her life, day after day. She was accustomed to it, and never gave it a
thought, though I knew she could maver have a comfortable kinute, or breathe
freely. But one can get used to anything. I, too, would have to srend my days
in corsets. Would I ever get used to 1t? perhaps so. But I loathed the idea
of wearing tight corsets. Thye must be unhealthy, injurious, compressing

the vital organs. I felt my spirits sinking to the lowest ebb.at the thought
that I was now a girl, and would have to conform to all the silly styles and
fashions of women. How unfoetunate, I thought, that I should be fated tg be
%ransformed into a girl at a time when fashion decreed the hour-glass figure.

and how glad I am today that the small waist has gone out of style. But I may

say here now, that I endured tight corsets for a number of years, and in

spite of tight lacing, I never suffered any ill effects--nor did my mother

or sister, or girl friends. Our bodies adjusted themselves to the corsets.)

Agn-s, my mother and I chatted pleasantly, and both of them were interested

in finding out how my memory was returning. They told me about persons and
events in an effort to refresh my memory. I listened attentively, memorizing ti.
names mentioned, as well aspast events. I watched with interest the ‘
completion of my mother's toilet, the doing of her hair, her make-up
and the donning and hooking up of her dress. She looked very lovely.

Agnes now took me around to show me the rest of the rooms. We went
into our brother's room, and I ha d a strange feeling of hogmsickness
as I entered this thoroughly masculine apartment. How I wished I was a man
again as I viewed all of the masculine things, and the male atmosphere.

For over two weeks I had been a girl in completely feminine surroundings

and this was the first masculine touch in all that time. I peeked into his
clothes press, and saw the array of suits, I had a strong desire to put

on some of those male clothes. How I hated being a girl, with all the

feminine luxuriousness of clothes and the necessity of being pretty and
thinking constantly of how I looked. And then I looked in the mirror. :
(I always lookedin every mirror I passed, to remind myself of what sort of a
looking person I was--that I was a girl). Of course, I realized, on

seeingmy reflection that I would look very silly in men's clothes. It

came h'ome to me, as it did again and again, whenever ‘I looked in the mirror,
that I was an exceedingly pretty girl. But when away from the mirrors, I would
forget, and think of myself as a man. It was terribly confusing to feel

myself to be a girl at times, and a man at other times. Far better to be

cne or the other. But which? I did not give up the hope that some day I

would get back into my male body. But in the interim I would have to be a girl
and I would be happier if I could be a real girl. Alrcady I felt that I

was becoming more and more girlish, and this was only the beginning. Would

I become a full-fledged girl, I wondered.

I reluctantly left our brother's room, which had so filled me with
regret at the loss of my manhood, and, after a look into our father's room
and at the handsome guest rooms, Agnes led me to the back part of the
house, where we entered the dressmaking quarters. Here I learned, to my
surprise, that we employed constantly three expert dressmakers to make
the dresses of my mother, Agnes and myself, to alter them when bought ready-
made, snd to do mending and repairing. One of the dressmakers was a designer
end she carried out the ideas of the ladies of the house, or made suggestions
as to our dresses, carefully studylng the styles, as we all did. In those
days dressmakers were a necessity because of the figures, with their tiny
waists, no two being alike. The dresses had to be fitted closely to
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our figures, without a wrinkle, and bringing out to fu 11 advantage, the
smallness of our tightly laced in walsts, the idea being: Why have a small
waist unless i1t showed? So we had to undergo many fittings for our skin-
tight gowns.

The women greeted me cordially and asked after my health. I learned that
three or four dresses were under way when I was taken 111, snd I was requested
to come in for fittings as soon as I was able, so that they could be
finished. I hated the idea of this feminine fitting, so distasteful to a man.
But I realized that I would have to submit to it--add to a thousand and
one things of a feminine nature that would be entirely contrary to my masculine
nature. Again my spirits sank. Would I ever become feminine, so as not to
ming all the things that I would have to experience as a girl? I must
train myself to think of myself as a girl. That would be best. But, in
spite of myself, the o}d male in me would assert itself, at this time,
and I could not help thinking of myself as a man in a girl's bo%y. That,
of course, made me very uncomfortable, and unhappy. I was = gi@é} and yet a
man--an impossible situation--and yet true.

Having inspected the second floor of our house with Agnes, we went back
to my boudoir, and she left me to keep esn engagement. Thers were a number of
lettérs addressed to "Miss Mary Morris" and at first I hesitated to open them,
and had to remind myself that I was Mary Morris now. So I read the notes.

Some were from girl friends of Mary and some from boy friends, and again I
realized how popular she was, for the letters exuded friendship and
admiration. These should be answered, but I did not feel myself able to do

it, not knowing how a girl would write, and not knowing the authors of the
letters. So I rang for Marie, and asked her to have my mother's social
secretary come in. This pleasant woman told me she would gladly revly

to the notes, and sign my name. She could imitate my hand-writing and signa-
ture, and nobody would know the difference. Also she would know how to word the
letters, and give them a feminine touch, which I felt mygelf unable to do.

But one note I wrote myself. And that was to Mary. Nobody but myself

could write that. For nobody else shared our secret, and knew that I was really
Charlie Cross and she was Mary Morris, in transposed bodies. My impulse

had been, at first, to call on Mary at the first opportunity, until it came

to me that a girl could not call on a man. So Mary would have to call on

me. Taking a sheet of Mary's handsome monogrammed stationary at her desk,

I composed a note to her, asking her to call as soon as possible. I tried

to write in feminine fashion. My hand-writing was that of Mary, a pretty
feminine hand. I almost sigped the note "Charlie Cross", but caughgmyself

in time, and singed "Mary Morris", though feeling rather guilty, and like

a forger. How strange if seemed to me to be writing to "Charlie Cross"--

to myself. Having finished the note, which I worded as much as I ®uld in
girlish fashion, in case anyhody besides Mary should happen to see it, I rang
the bell and ordered one of the men sServants to take it to Mary, at my

former home. I had been thinking a great deal about Mary, wondering how she
was getting along as a man, gnd so I was very eager to hear from her and learn
when she would come to see me. There were a thousand and one things for us

" to talk about. We must compare notes and experiences, gilve each other
information about our respective roles,and friends and acquaintances , and
plan for our future. As I have already said, I was deeply in love with Mary
and I was extremely anxious to learn whether she was in love with me. '

I hoped so with all my heart and soul. If we were in love, we could marry, and
thus be constantly together an? help each other in our difficult roles

of transposed sex. I hopzd Mary would love me. She would know much about

me, and my body, as I knew about hers. I knew that I had a perfect male

body, and was handsome and should appeal to any girl, just as Mary would
appeal to any man--2s she appealed to me. Iffour love was mutual, we must
marry. That was the only way out. Then, perhaps we could find some way to get
‘back into our proper bodies. I would not give up that hope.

Lo s 2
L

, I had my luncheon in my room, and then took a nap. I must rest until I
fully regained my strength.
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Refreshed by my nap, I combed and brushed my hair, but left it flowing.
I tobk up my embroidery, but soon the lovely blonde Alice came breezing into
my room, my closest friend, end a girl in whom I took great delight, as any
man would. She rushed over, threw her arms about me and our lips met.
I was not sure how Mary should act, but I instinctively threw my arms about
Alice's neck, and klssed her warmly, pressing her tightly to me. Apparently
that was the oroper way, for Alice did not seem surprised at the warmth of my
hug and kiss. We were close and affectionate friends, end given to kissing.
That ‘was 211 right with me. It thrilled my mele nature. I would kiss her at
every o~vortunity. She was pretty and desirable. I could smeg&l the perfume of her
as our faces were touching in our kisses..No man could ask for a nicer
intimate girl friend. I was content.

SHe chatted in an &nimated manner sbout various things that I was supposed
to know about--but didn't, owing to my loss of "memory’-—but I listened

closely, memorizing names she mentioned, as well as events --I must recover
my "memory" as soon as possible, so as not to appear to be "queer" to my
friends--meaning Mary's friends. Loving Mary as I did, I wanted her to appear
as natural as possible--as much like her old self as possible. I did not
want her friends to thing her strange. But I wpuld let them all know of her
loss of memory during herpperation--that would be my best excuse if I did
anything unusual, which Mary would not have done--it would be due to my loss of
"memory". But I must do my utmost, use my brains to the best of my ability,
to recover Mary!'s ‘memory” as soon as vossible.

In alittle while, half a dozen of Mary's close friends came to see me.
They all were lovely girls, of Mary's set, fashionably dressed. I had a
feeling of shame at having them see me dressed as a girl, in sheer negligéé,
with my mane of auburn hair down my back. I fé&lt much out of place in this
bevy of young girls. It was ho place for a man. But I glamced across the
room and saw my reflection in aff mirror, and was reminded that I was a girl, too.
That made me feel more comfortabdze, and I listened to their feminine chatter
and tried to enter into the spibit of it. But 1t was too feminine for me, and
I was bored, for the &alk sounded frivdékous, and I was surprised to learn
how much these young girls talked about boys. They discussed different
ones they knew, which were the best looking and their experéences with them at
dances and other parties. Never before had I dreamed that girls were so
interested in boys, and so observing of them. The girls that I hdd knewn
had always seemed indifferent to boys, but here, in our intimacy, I learned
differently. They were deeply interested in boys, esnecially the good looking
ones. If the boys they discussed had heard what these girls said, they would
have been very flattered. The girls also chattered about parties, shows, etc.
As I knew little about such feminine chatter, I keot for the most part a discreet
silence, listening and trying to remember al]l that was said, and noting
the girls' mannerisms and talk as a guide for my future conduct. But in the
midst of the chat about boys, I vantured to mention Charlie Cross, the well
known tennis star, and asked if any of the girls knew him. Three of them had
met him, they said, and others had seen him play tennis, and spoke very highly
of hime They all thought him handsome, which, of course, gave me a glow of
pleasure. I mentioned the fact that we both had been operated on in the
hospital at the dame time, and that I had met him, and hoped to play tennis
with him soon. (I, as Mary Morris, was an excellent tennis olayer, for a girl,
I had learned from my sister Agnes. I hoped soon to start vlaying again.
I felt that with my knowledge of the game, as Charlie Cross, I should make
an unusually good lady vplayer, as Mary Morris.)



28 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

o

Although I, felt so strange at first as one of this bevy of pretty
young girls, and out of place, yet my embarrassment soon grew less,
and I found myself studying the girls, watching their movements, listening

“ to their chatter, realizing that I soon would have to take my plece

in their social circle as a girl myself, and must learn all I could, and
as rapidly as possible, to help smooth my difficult pathway of the
future. I also studied the girls' clothes, their hair and the way it was
dressed, their figures and their faces. All of them were prettily and
fashionably dressed and had tiny waists. Opposite where I sat there was
& pier glass in which I could see my reflection, and from time to time
I would look into this mirror to Keep reminding myself how I looked,
end that I was indeed a girl. And I found myself looking carefully at
the faces of the girls, and comparing them with my own in the mirror.
The lovely blonde Alica)I'thought)was as pretty as Mary--as myselfy-but
I decided that Alice and I were by far the most beautiful girls in the
group, I know this sounds as though I was vain of my looks, and perhgps
Iwas getting so. But, anyway, it is a fact--amd in this autobiography
I am only telling the facts, the trubtl--that I thought Mary Morris was
the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. She was lova}y, exquisite,
and I thrilled to look at her in the mirror. And to think that that
lovely feminine vision was myself! It seemed impossible--and yet it was
true. Yes, in truth,I Charlie Cross, wes a glamour girl, anf auburn
haired beauty that would delight the eye of anybody--as it did mine.

After a while, a servant came with a note for me, and the girls took
that as a signal to leave. They all kissed me good-bye and I found it
very sweet and intriguing. That, at least, was one pleasure for me in
beihg a girl. I could often kiss other pretty girls. They were of an
affectionate nature and 1t was thelr custom to kiss each other. -How
different men were. How a man would shudder at being kissed by enother
male--except in rare instances. But girls could, and did, kiss, and
through this I was getting much enjoyment, as any normal male would have
done--and I still felt myself to be a normal male at times, though really
a girl. It was in the presence of other girls that I felt myself to
be mesculine, as they appealed to me sexually,

The note proved to be from Mary, end I opened it with eager fingers.
How strange it seemed to me to read a note in my own handwriting, I mean,
that of Charlie Cross. For Mary had inherited my hand, as I had hers.,
llary wrote me a sweet note, saying she would call on the second following
evening, as by that time she would be sufficiently recovered to go out.
I was eager to see her as soon as possible, and was disappointed that it
could not be sooner. But two days later would be better for me, too, for
by then I would be up and about the house, and stronger--I was rapidly
gaining back my strength--or, rather, Mary's strength. I realized
with a sigh that I would not have my former masculine strength, but
girlish strength, which would seem puny to me until I got accustomed to
it. But Mary had a strong, healthy body, as girls g0, and I soon would be
a normal girl in strength. I thought with joy that soon I should be able
to play tennils, ride horseback, drive my car and take other exercise
and enjoy various diversions. I was getting tired of the confinement,
though I realized that as soon as I was able to dress and leave my
rooms, my troublous feminine life would begin in earnest, with all its
ppoblems and embarrassments. And then would come parties and all sorts
of soclal events which I felt would bore me and at which I was sure I
would feel dreadfully out of place. I should have to dance in thg arms
of men and boys. How distasteful that would be!l At least, until I got
used to it.

And so I looked forward with eagerness to séeing lary and she was
now much in my thoughts. I was anxious to hear hoyshe was getting along
as a man, how she liked 1t, and some of her experiences to date. I could
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give her advice and instruetion as to how sh: shoull »lay her role

and she could do the same for me in even greater measure, for my

rcle as a young lady of wealth;¥ fashion in high society would be far more
Rar trying than her simple role as a men, as the reader will readily
understand. A man was spared all the fuss about clothes, hair and a
pretty complexion and appearance. His clothes are loose and comfortable
and he cares little about how he looks, so long as he is clean and
respectable looking and decently dressed. But how different a mamx
woman. Her clothes consume hours of her thoughts and time and it is her
constantly desire to look beautiful. A man would hate to look beautiful,
or even pretty--but perhaps handsome, in a masculine manner. But here
I'was som a man and must take an interest in all these feminine things
though so contrary to my natural tastes. Yes, my lot was far harder’
than that of liary, and I envied her, and wished with all my heart that
we could change places again. Would that ever happen? Alas! I didn't
know, If I kept on being feminized at the present rapid rate, perhaps
doon 1t would be too late for me to become a man again, for I would be
too girlish and feminine. If this kept on, perhaps soon I would not
ever want to be a man again, and would be content to live the rest of
my life as a female. Thus far 1t had been better than I had expected,
and there were many things about it that I liked. But d&f course my
experience so far was limited, and I did not know how I would fare when
I left my rooms and took my place in the social world.
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A BISIT FROM MY FATHER.

A knock at the door of my boudoir. I quickly thrust Mary's letter
down my bosom--a typically girlish gesture, but which seemed to come
natural to me, then I call’d in my sweet volce, which I loved to hear:

"Come in."

My father and brother entered, and both kissed me, looked me over
and asked how I was feeling, and whether my memory was returning--the
usual quesyion those days. Brother soon left, but Mary's tall and hand-
some father remalned. He was very fond of his eldest daughter;,—I had seen
that from the start, in the hospital, and I felt a strong affection for
him, I was still seated in the chair which I had occupied when the
gilr's were there, the one that faced the long mirror. And now my father
picked“little meup in his strong arms, and sat down in the chair, with
me in his lap, his big arms encircling my slender, girlish form, and hold-
ing me closely. It was my first experelnce in masculine arms and it would
be, expected that Charlie Cross would resent being held thus by a man,
evn though his father. I am unable to explain it, but of a sudden, in
that position, I felt myself to be indeed Mary lorris, his daughter,
and felt completely fSeminine. Yes, for the time, at least, I was a girl.,
I found it to be a delightful sensation, being a girl in the arms of a
man, and I snuggled and cuddled into his arms as any girl would have done.
Instinctively, my rounded white arms reached up and enclrcled my
father's neck, and I drew his head down to mine, and kissed him warmly.
He returned my kiss. I was very happy and contented and felt so girlish,
so protected in his arms. Yes, I was entranced. And then I turned my
head a little--it was resting on his shoulder, and his arm was around
my little waist--and glanced into the mirror that was oppogite. It was
a lovely picture--a beautiful young girl, in pretty negligee, with
flowing hair, sitting on her father's lap. How pretty I looked! It
filled me with bliss, and delight at being a girl. Never had I imagined
that it would be like this. Yes, being a girl;with a man,—was joy and
bliss. I wondered if the feeling would last and I would continue to feel
myself to be a girl permanently. How much better that would be, under the
circumstances.

After a while, my Father left, and I was alone, but still thrilled
by the experience..I had found it lovely to be helfl in a handsome man's
arms, and to be kissed by a man--my Father, and yet, not my real father.
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But he was far from old, and, as I have already sald, very handsome, and
such a man would appeal to any girl or woman. He had aroused in me a
delightful voluptuous feeling, entirely new to me. What was it? After
pondering the matter I decided that it could only be one thing, and that
was a feminine sexual feeling. It was different from my male sexual
feeling, more soft and tender and gentle. I loved the sensation, and
hoped that it would last. My thfoughts raced through my head in a whirl
as I reclined there in my boudoir before my long mirror (for I never faiged
to place myself in front of a mirror when alone in my room, so that I
could gaze at the lovely Mary Morris--myself now--and admire and adore
the girl I loved). I arranged my mass of copper hair over both shoulders
in 2 manner that enchanted me, and contemplated my image. What was
hanpening to me, I wondered. I felt myself to be completely a girl
and I imsgined I could still feel my fahthers arms holding me tight and
caressing my slender girlish body. I had changed while enjoying that
delightful experience. I had become a real girl. And the feeling still
lasted, as I sat there. Had Charlie Cross lost his manhood for good?
It was not present now. I was f-minine for the first time. I felt, with
a feeling of satisfaction that I was the only person in the world who
had had the experience of being a full-sexed man and then a full-sexed
woman, which was my feeling at the moment. It was z®elightful, and much
more pleasant than belng a man, sexually. But would it last? That was
the question. Had the ego of Charlie Cross left my girl's body for good?

I was soon to find out. The answer was "no". And I confess that
I was diczappointed, for during the brief time I had really been a girl,
while in my father's arms, and for a while afterwards, I had found being
a girl nicer than being a man. What caused the change in me was the
ehtrance of my pretty maid, Marie. She had, as always, sexual appeal for me,
and as she undressed me, and bathed me, the touch of her feminine hands’
on my bare body sent shivers of pleasure through me. I was a man again,
in my ego. After this, my rcgular evening bath, a gain mx I donned my
undies and girdle. Marie kneeled in front of me to draw on my mules, and
her cute black hzad was almost in my lap. I could not resist reaching down
and stroking her pretty hair, and felt a great desire to gather the -
lovely girl in my arms, and hug and kiss her. But I restrained myself, as I
was doing continually when in intimate contact with her. But I did’
stroke her soft hair, touching it lightly. She felt my hand on it, and
lookiup with a smile. I was caught, and confused)and afraid that I had made a
bad break, and done something that Mary would not have done. But I forced
a smile, and said: "You have such pretty hair, Marie." Obviously she
was greatly pleased with my praise, and said: "Thank you, mamselle, but I
think you hair is far prettier than mine. I wish I had auburn hair like yours.

"And I wish I had black hair, like yours," I lied . "IsH8t it funny
that we women are never satisfied with ourselves and wish we were something
different?” .

"How true, Miss Mary. You like my hair and I like yours. And that
reminds me. I think I should wash your halr tomorrow morning. You need a
shampoo after your illness."

“"Very well, Marie," I said. "Tomorrow morning."
That would be a new experience for me, and I thought that I should
enjoy it, with the pretty Marie working over me.

The doctor now made his daily call, and examined me. It was strange
how ashamed and embarrassed I felt in exposing my girl's body to a man.

It was ridiculous, for he aould not possibly know that I was a man myself.
But still the feeling was there, and I h ated to have another man see my
feminine body. I would far rather have women see it. It seemed more
proper, for some reason unknown to me. i

“"§ell, young lady," said the docdtr, "you are doing famously. In
fact, I can pronounce you fully recovered, and tomorrow you can dress and

go downst _airs. But remember to take it easy, for you will still be a
little weak for a few days."
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"When cean I play tennis, and ride and swim, doctor?" Iszsked. " I am
dying to get some fresh air and exercise."
"you can go out for fresh air tomorrow, but the exercise had better
wait until next week. By then you should have got your full strength back."
He took his leave, and in a short time my dinner was brought in by one
of the maids. I found that my appetite was improving, but it was still
delicate, that of a girl. I now realized that I never woul d have my hearty
male appetite again. I was so small, and my body needed less qguantities of
nourishment. Well, it was just another drawback in being a girl--and how
many of them there were. ; .
This day to me, in my weakendd condition, had been quite strenuous, and
I had hed unusual emotional expereciences, and exclitement, so that I was
very tired and glad to go to bed early. But before I dropped off to sleep,
I reviewed the day in my mind . To me, the sweetest part of it hzd been when
I was held closely in my father's arms, and had experienced to the full
the sensation of being a girl. Being a girl was a lovely and delightful
sendation, and not a bit like what I had thought it would be. A girl
has such tender, affectionate feelings, which are lacking in a man. And
now I knew how a girl felt when i n the arms of a man. It was exquisite
and had filled me with bliss. I found myself wishing that I could always be
a girl, were it not for the social obligations that a glamour girl like S
Mary Morris--like myself--would have to fulfill. Yes, there were many objectlo
for a man as a girl, chief of which, I decided would be the clothes I
weuld have to wear--the corsets and all the rest of it. And I thought that the
social whirl would be disagreeable to a man like myself--the dances that
I would have to attend. There wpuld be dozens of them, of course. I had
a sinking feeling as I thought of myself dancing in the arms of another
man. How could I, Cgﬁrlie Cross, endure hheir admiration which I kmew
would be mine, their 'silly talk, their amorous looks, and perhaps thelr
caresses. How could a man go through with 1t? It -would be terribly
boring, and distressing. But I realized that I w-uld have to go through with
it to the best of my ability. I must not let Mary down. I must act like
her ‘to the best of my ability. I found myself wishing that I was really
Mary Morris, really a girl. It would be much easier for me, and nicer and
better in every way. For I now knew that it was lovely to be a girl. Why
did the male have to come back into me?
At last I fell asleep, filled with conflicting emotions- male and female.
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Net day was one that alse stands out vividly in my memory--my memory
of my life as a girl.

Marie took care of me and my toilette as I have desmgribed, and I hsd
the usual/pleasant sensation in my bath and when she dressed me again in
my negligée. After breakfesst came the ceremony of washing my great head of
hair. And I learned that it was gquite a task, and took time, to shampoo the
hair of a girl like myself, becausge of the length and thickness of my hair.
(pardon me for calling it"wmy hair. Of course, it was Mary's, and not mdne,
but already I was thinking of myself as the real Mary, and of her hair, of
her body, her clothes--in fact, of everything as my own--as mine. I was inhvg/
possession, so why not?)

I thoroughly enjoyed having my hair shampooed by the pretty Marils.
It was a new experience. It was so luxurious, and--may I say--soO feminine.
T loved the touch of Marie hands. Every touch was, to me, a caress, she was
so nretty, so attretive to the male still in me. Any male man who reads this
will understand my emotions . How long would it last; I wondered. Would I ever
get so used to Marie and her ministrations, so intimate, so soothing and
delightful for a man, that I didn't get a feeling od pleasure from them?
I dién't know, but I was sure of one thing,and that was that I would be

far better off, more happy and contented, if I could regain that feminine
sex&ual feeling thet I had expprienced the nigg; bEfore in my fathefs arms.
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But at the t&me I was very far from that, and I could do nothing
about it. When with Marie, the male in me predominated, and I did not feel
in the least like a girl, though actuallyvone. lline was a strange situation.
%hat was I, male or female? When with a gmgh, as in my father's case,
I was a female, but when with women, I fedt mgself to be a male. I t
was a most bafflling situation and one that I am sure no man hzd ever had to
face before. For I now knew that I was bi-sexual, neither man nor woman,
but torn between the two. At times, I felt I was a man, and then I felt
mysedf to be a girl. I liked b=ing a girl best. But should I fight it,

as Charlie Cross, and tr¥ to maintain my manhood, as I had first
decided to do? I couldn't decide, at the moment, but my feeling was, in
view of what had transpired yesterday, that it was nicer to be a female.
Never had I had such a wonde#ful, such a delightful sensation, as during
the brief time I had felt myself to be a girl. Yes, no doubt, it was
ndcer to be a girl. I would yield, and not fight it,as a man--as Charlie
Cross. I marvelled at the change that had come over me in this short space of
time. A few weeks ago, hefore my dperation, I had been the malest of the
males--a he-maen, an athlete, big and stfong, and only interested in
athle¢tisg events. I was a well-known tennis player and athlete. My life
was tied up in sports. They were my only interest. Girls, society meant
nothing to me. I was a man among meny-emong big he-men, athletes and
stars. I was looked up to as a coming tennfs champion. I was big, virile,
strong. No man, not even Jack Dempsey, was more masculine than I. But
now, what had happened to me? Where was all my boasted masculinity? Was
it gone with the wind? I didn't know. But I knew that I was slipping, and
very rapidly. I was ldsing my masculine ego mnd personality very :
rapidly. Of course, it was the result of my occupancy of a feminine body,
which contained Mary's feminine brain. I t was getting me. Why fight 1t?
I now knew for sure that it was nicer to be a girl than a man. I had been
both, and I knew. No other man will ever know--ever have my experience.
But, if he did, I am sure he would choose to be a female, as I eventually did.
But more of that latsr. I was at the turning point, and the female
predominated. What a crisis for a man, for Charlie Cross}

The pretty Marie soaped and scrubbed my hair, as I leaned over the
wash bowl in my bahtroom. How I loved the touch of her little hands.
There was something voluptuous about it, this having my hair vehshedby my
my attractive maid. My hair was so heavy, that she used several towels to
dry it, and still it was not dry. Outside my boudoir was a balcony, now
floodded with brilliant sunshine. Marie placed a straight-backed chair
put there for me, to dry my hair in the sun. It was good for hair to be
dried in the sun. I took my place in the chair, feeling strangely
diffident. What a place for a man to be in, I thought. Supposing somebody
should see me. I knew that was silly, for of course I was not a man, but a
pretty girl. But I could not get used to it. It didn't seem right for me
to be dressed in girlish negligee, with flowing hair. Any man who reads
this will underdsand my feeling. He would feel the same. He would have the
same difficulty I was having in assuming a feminine role. He wcultd feel
ashamed, as I did, in being a girl, with hair down back, and in delicate
flossy silks. But nobody was in sight, and I gloried in the sunshine. It
made me feel good, as I drank in the delicious air. I had been too long
indoors, I, an outdoors man, an athlete, used to strenous erercise. I wondered
if M ary felt the same way. I was sure she did. How often I thought about her,
and worried. Was she paaying the game? Was she being masculine? Was she
acting like Charlie Cross, and not disgracing me by being effeminate?
What a fool she could make of me 1f she acted like a girll! I squirmed at the
thought. If she acted like a "sissy", my reputatioh would be ruined, and when

I got_back into my own body, how could I ever live it down? But I
conscled myself with the thought that she was a sensible girl. I hpped that
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she would play the game, and not let me down. I was playing the game and doing
my best to BE Mary lMorris. Surely she would do the dame, and do her utmost

to be a natural Charlie Cross. It was far easier for her to play the part of a
man than it was for me to plsy the part of a girl. I f she would only act

in a masculine manner!' It would not be difficult. She could easily conceal

her feminine instincts, if she tried. How would she like shaving? How womnld she
like having short hair? How would she like wearing coarse mmn clothes?

Would she not become masculinized, as I was so quickly becoming feminized?

I hoped so. I was almost siare of it. She would not let me down . I must not
worry about it.

And so I sat out there in the sun in my staright-backed chair, with.my hair
flowing over the back of it,to dry. I noticed with nleasure Bow the sun '
brought out the golden glints of my wonderful hair. How I loved it, and
gloried in it! Surely no girl had more beautiful hair! And then I saw
8 man anoroaehing across the garden. ly balcony was at the back of the
house, where I thought I was assured of privacy. I didn't want anybody to
see me in my negligee, with streaming hair, end especiaddy s man.

‘As I saw the man coming my way, I felt like beating a retreat into my
room., But I must not do that. It would be too silly. Mary woukd not do
that--and I was Mary . And what would Marie think of me? She would not
mind a man seeing her with her hair down, nor would Mary. She woukd not give
it a thought.

But I summoned Marie, who was busy in my room, and whispered: "Who is
that man coming tkis way?" .

"Why, that is James, one of the gardners . He has been here several years
and you know him well." Alas, my last "memory".

"Tell me about him quickly," I said. "Is he married and has he any
children?" ‘

"Yes. He has two children, a boy and a girl."

Good, I theught. I will talk to him as Mary would have done, in a natural
manner.

The man James had a pair of pruning shears in his hands, and he bagan
working on the shrubbery just under my balcony. He didn't look up, and didn't
see me.

I had a chance to observe him. He was a handsome young man, big and
strong. I found myself admiring him. The female in me was immediately in
the ascendancy. The feminine in me at once prevailed. I was a girl again.

I was in’ the presence of a good looking man. It was so strange, and yet, so
rleasant, the female sex instinct. I must attract his attentdon, talk to him.

"Good morning, James," I said, in my musical feminine voice that never fail
to give me pleasure when I heard; it.

He looked up, and I instinctly waved my hand at him, and smiled.

‘"Good morning, lilss Mary," said James. "I am so glad to see you looking so
wedl, Are you feeling all right now?"

"Yes, Jemes, I am all riﬁht now, and will be out tomorrow."

"That's fine," said he. "I'11l show you your flower beds. They are coming
along nicely! ‘

"How are the wife and children?" I asked/

"Fine," said he. "The wife was asking about you only this morning. I'll
tell her you are fine and recovered."

"That's good," I said. "I must stop and see them soom. "

» "They'll 1love to see you. They worried about you, and the opergtion and
all,

I now experienced a glow of pleasure. What a lovely girl Mary was!
She was popular and beloved by everybody. She had a lovely character. Though
rich, everybody loved her, even the servants and the workmen on the estate.
That spoke wolumes for her. My }Jove for her grew, I must do my best to
play her part. I must be kind and considerate ef’everybody, rich or poor.
That was my nztural nature, anyway, so it would be easy for me.

An overpowering desire to flirt with this handsome young male obsessed
me. Where was Charlie Cross, now? Gonel! I was a girl with complete



34 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

feminine instincts. I was a coquette. Thils handsome man appealed to me
sexually. The male in me had fled. I was feminine. And I liked it.
' James started in with is pruning work, but I watched him and was aware
of the fact that he kept looking up at me. I could see admiration in his
eyes--for what man would not admire such a pretty girl as I? I knew 1it, and
it thrilled me. And he was so handsome, a big, stronc viyile man of the
typve that every woman instinctively likes. Any woman wduld admire him.
And, I confess, that I did. -I was now indeed a girl, a female, with a
female's instinct for the male. It’was a delicious feeling, guch as I had
never experienced before. My father had aroused it somehwat, in a mild form,
but this was something different, a girl's sexual feeling for a man.

I knew that James was intriigued with my hair. It was beautiful and
the sun brought out all the glory of its coppery color. I took it in my hands
and fluffed it, pretending to dryoit, to let the sun and alr get at it.
I was aware that he was watching me and my lovely hair. It was my first
flirtation, and how I was enjoying itl This being a pretty girl was not bad
at all, I reveled in it. It was going to be wonderful, being a lovely
girl. There would be many men, and I knew now that I would appeal to them,
sexually. Nobody of the male persua8ion could fall td succumb to my
feminine charms. Itrwas delightful. I was filled witk with bliss. No mangd
could possibly feel so voluptuous as I did, as a girl. The feminine sexual
feeling that I now had was sublime. I would not be anything but a girl for
anything in the world . Yes. Tnhe feminine sexual feeling was wax far ¥
more dellghtful than that ofxa the male. I was happy to be a girl. It was
marvellous, intoxicating. I hoped it would last, and that I would never agin
feel mppself to be a man--a male.

From time to tige, Marie would come out to my balcony, feel of my
hair, and fluff it. At last 1t was thoroughly dry, and I had to go in.

The) maids had meanwhile been busily at work making my bed, and
straightening up my bpudolr, putting fresh flowers in the vases, and
Marie, I found, had lald out the clothesx I was to wear.For now I was
to be fully dressed for the first time since I had maede the trip from the
hospital to my new home. As I glanced at the bed, I saw laid out a pretty
dress--and the dreaded corsets. Now, at last, IA was to experience corsets,
those stiff, confinlng garments to which all women of that day werec<4.
slavedI hated the idea of having my young body compressed in them. Suely
it was unhealthy, injurious, I thought. But I was in for it. There was no
way to avoid it. It was the style to have a small waist, and I, as Mary Morris,
must yield to the dictates of fashion. How would 1t feel, I wondered. True,
I had been wearing a girdle, a 1llttle laced in, but it had not been uncomfortable
and I hsd rather liked the support of it. But a boned corset would be different.
But I would have to submit--and try to like it, or at least get used to it.
End so, with mixed feelings, I watched in the glass as Marie hooked my corset
about-me, stepped behing, and drew in the laces. I recal led how I had
seen my mother being laced, and so I imiktated her, and drew in my waist and
expelled my breath, and watched my waist growing steadily smaller. But it was
not so bad as I had anticipated. Mary--meaning myselfy-had a naturally small
waist, and a three inch reduction of it, with my supple soft, yielding
girlish body, was hot bad at all. I was pleased to find that it was not very
uncomfortable, though I did not like the feel of stiff corsets. No man
would. But I was now a girl, hot a man, and must think of myself as such.
A1l girls wore corsets and I must resign myself to vearing them. For I was
a girl, not a man. Mary, of course, had worn corsets for years, and so heC
lovely little body was accustémed to them. I must take them asz a matter of
course. My lacing finished, I looked in the mirror, and was pleased at the
sight of Mary's tiny waist. As a man, I had always admired a small walst
on a girl, and now I had one, and was a girl. I was content. I would
not object to my corsets, for I found that I liked having a small, hour-glass
waist., It was a bit uncomfortable, but chic and decirable. I wonld learn to
1ike fit. In truth, I already did. What a change from Charlie Cross! How he
would have loathed wearing a tight corset. But I liked it. I was a girll
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And T was not ashamed of it. I was glad. I wanted to be a girl. I felt 1like
one and I gloried in it. Mary's brain and body were triumphing over the
masculine personality of Charlie Cross. But wourd it last, I wohdered.
After lacing me in my corests, Marie finished dressing me, bra, s§¥ip,
petticoats and slip, and then she tackled my hair, She applied to it a
dressing of brillisatine , which brought out the copper tones that I loved
so well, but still it was fluffy from its washing. She combed and brushed
it, while I revelled in the pleasant sensation and felt her hands
working at my head. Then she did it up . How strange ti) felt, after having worn
.1t so long down my back. She coiled it, while I watched in the glass,
and insrted what seemed to me bushels of hairpins. I now recalled the'
saying of women, somewhat humérous: "I have just washed my hair, and can't do
a thing with 1t." For in spite ofithe dressing, mg hair was loose and fluffy
and would not "stay put" and’ for 'the remainder of the dgg, my little hands
were going up to my halr, fussing with it, and pushing back the hairpins
that were continually coming out. I did it automatically. It was Mary's
hair, and her hands, and she had made such motions thousands of times, so
it .came naturally to me. My hair was a nulsance, and yet I liked it.
I wouldn't have parted with it for the world. It was such glorious hair, so
thick, and long and silken. Few girls could grow such hair. It was a great
asset., It was admired by everybody, as I was to find out. Mmm adored it
and women were envious of it. :

QL AL ML N
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It was only natural that I should be nervous and somewhat apprehensive
about now leaving the seclusion of my rooms, and embark upon my career in
the society @f which I was now a member. The reader can readily see
the position I was in, and how hard it would be for a man to play the part
of a girl when he knew nothing about it. There was one comforting thing
about it. I would not have to worry about my looks. I WAS Nary in that.

Nor I need to worry about my movements. Guided by lary's brains, they were
completely feminine, natural ang g@ébeful._There was no danger off any
awkward masculine movements on my part. But how about my actions? When
to sftand, when to sit down, and how to talk to people as a girl would
talk. My mind was masculine, and I had masculine’ thoughts and instincts.

I would feel out of place.

My mother was having seven of her friends in for luncheon, to be
followed by two tablesbf bridge. I had to go to the luncheon, but would not
be called on to play bridge. : _

I told Marie to leave word for Agnes to come to my rooms as8 soon as
sge came in. I wanted her support when I went down stairs and joined the
ladies. It was not yet time to go down.

I now began looking through the dvawirs of Mary's desk, and discovered
two albums full of snap-shots, so I took¥tY"out and looked through them.
Mary appeared i:'n all of the photos, sometimes alone and @Q£&:often in
groups, in which usually there were boys--her friends. I was of course
about Mary's boy friends, now to become mine, and I wanted to know as much
as possible about them, so I studied the pictures and memorized the faces,
Under some of them the names were written, and I took notice of them. One
boy appeared much more frequently than the rest, and I knew he must be

-Bob Wilcox, for Mary had a framed photograph of him on her dresser, and Agnes

had told me who heﬁ was. I must find out more about him, for evidently he
was a close friend.
Soon I heard Agnes coming, and she breezed in and gave me a kiss.
"How do I look?" I =sked her, standing in front of the glass and
examing®fing myself. I had on a pretty afternoon frock.

"You look lovely, darling," said my sweet little sister. "But you are-a

trifle pale. I would suggest a touch of rouge."

I applied a little, and also powdered my nose, and saw that it was bette;

for my long confinement and illness had left me quite pale.

'ho are the ladies that are coming for luncheon?" I asked. "Do T
know them?"

"Of course you do, darling. They are old friends of mother's and you
know them very well. They foften come for bridge . I will tell you their
names, and see if you cannot remember them."

She gave me the names of the seven ladies, but I told her I was sorry,
but my memory still was a blank. Agnes then went on thg give a brief
description of each, while I paid close attention, for I knew it would be
nice if I pretended to remember them, and could call them by name, <€&®"
from the description Agnes gave me , when I met them downstairs. I would
try, and hoped that I would not be too much confused and embarrassed to
do so.

I next asked Agnes about Bob Wilcox, and learned that he had been

Mary's closest "boy friend." She could hardly believe that
I didn't remember him.,

"Bob has been a great admirer of you for a long time," sald #gngs.

"he has taken you to dances and other parties and often calls on you.
He looks upon you as his sweetheart."

"But we are not engaged, or anything, are we?" I asked.

"No," saig Agnes, '"not exactly engaged, but everybody thinks he is
in love with you, a nd that you like him best of all the other boys who
are your admirers,"

: dozggho are these other boys?" I asked. She told Me, naming about half

"Are they in love with me, too, and @m I fond of them all?"
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"How should I know?" asked Agnes, with a smile. "You ought to know more
about that than I..No doubt when you see them all agailn, you'll remember
them and whether or not you are fond of them. But I am certain that

they all are very fond of you, Mary darling. How could they help beiﬁg?
You are so sweet and pretty and friendly with everybody--so populgr.

"You are very sweet yourself, Agnes," I said, "to say such nice
things. " And I kissed her, a sisterly kiss. She was pleased.

I,. her I realized that I had a lovely sister, and one I was sure I
could t?ust. And she could help me so much in the trying times that
were at hand. I decided that I would make her my confidante. I wondered
if Mary had done that. I decided to tell her something about my interest
in Charlie Cross.

’ "pgges," I said, "Charlie Cross is coming to call on me tomorrow
evening. I think he 1s very good looking and nice, and we have a lot in
common, having been operated‘fat exactly the same time. I am-eager to see
him,"

"Whyg, darling, I thought you hardly knew him. Have you got a "crush"
on him already?"

"I guess I have," I replied, blushing a little. "He is so nice, and
a wonderful tennis player. I am going to ask him to play with me when we
both are able to start tennis again.” : ,

"But you will be no match for him," said:Agnes. "You are a very
good player, for a girl, but you couldn't give him any sort of a game.

He would sweep you off your feet with his speed, and you couldn't make a
single point. He's altogether too good for you."

"Well, then, we'll play mixed doubles, and I'll be his partner."

"That would be all right. Why don't you ask him to come and play
neat week? court is in fine shape. You can ask Alice and some man
to come, too. Or I'll play with one of the boys against you and Charliel!

UThat will be fine. I'll ask him. I can hardly walt to get playing
again, I replied. A

"And to see Charlie?" Agnes asked mischievously.

"Yes," I said, blushing again. "To see him and to play with him."

"Well, it's about time we went down to luncheon. The ladies must be
here, and Mother will be wondering where we are."

I took a last look in the mirror, adjusted my hair, and pushed back
some hairpindg that were coming out--what a nuisance my hair was--and
then, summoning up all my nerve, I started down with Agnes. How strange
I felt in my tight clothing and high heels, with hair done up. I had worn
It so long flowing, that it felt funny done up, and the back of my neck
felt exposed. Agnes put her arm around my waist, and I put mine around
hers, and carefully descended the stairs. I was afraid that I might trip
or stumble golng down the steps in my unaccustomed high heels, and I clung
with one hand to the bannisters, for I was still a little weak. But I found
that T had no trouble with the high heels, although they felt funny on my.
little/ feet. But Mary had worn such shoes for years, and so her feet were
used to them and walked in them without awkwardness. I had already
noticed that my feet had high arches to the insteps, which was just the
thing for high heels.

"Will the ladies kiss me?" I asked Agnes, as we descended.

"Why, of course they will, silly. They haven't seen you since your
operation and will be very glad to see you about again. Besides, don't
forget that two of them are your aunts." Yes, she had told me that--
Aunt Margaret and Aunt Carrie, my mother's sisters.

The bevy of ladies was chatting away as we entered the drawing room,
and T noticed a strong smell of perfume and powder, the usual feminine
odor emindting from a group of fashionably dresses society ladies.

And Agnes and I also were perfumed. What a feminine atmosphere 1t was!

And how out of place I felt. With much rusttling of silk and satin

the ladies got up and greeted me as I approached them, trying to act

‘like a girl and appear natural and at ease, though confused and embarrassed.

t
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First I kissed my mother, then the ladies, one by one. They were all
very kind, asked me how I fely, and told me I looked fine. I told them
I was feeing quite well again. Then I decided to lapse 1into silence as
much as possible, to be seen and not heard, to listen to their conversation. -
I was glad to find that, as a young girl, I was not expected to talk much
in the company of my elders, and so I felt that T was doing all right and
that it was not as bad as I had expected, this, my first social experience
since my“girlhood began. The talk, of course, was typically feminine,
some telling about their operations, and there was talk sbout clothes,
styles and people they knew. Soon the butler announced luncheon, and I
trooped in with the rest of the ladies. There were no men present, as

my father and Bill had not come home for the meal. They usually ate
downtown. ,

We had a lovely dining room, so rich and elegantly furnished, with
heavy craved furniture. The table was beautifully set. It was very
luxurious, almost too much to suit my taste. But I must get used to it.
This was now my home.

How strange it seemed to me to be sitting there with all these

women, a woman among women. I had never thought that Charlie Cross
would come to this. I was very uncomfortable both in mind and body, for
I was conscious of my unaccustomed tight corsets. They took away my appetite.
I didn't eat very much. I knew that if I did, my corsets would feel all
the more tight. I had already inspected all the ladies and noted that
all of them were well corsetted, in the prevalent style, but they seemed to
eat heartily of the delicious food that the butler and two footmen so
noiselessly and efficiently served, course after course, and they did not
appear to be aware of their tight lacing. But then, of course, they were
used to 1it, adjusted to it. I would no doubt soon get that way, too.
But mow I was aware of my stiff, tight clothing, and sittng down seemed to
me worse than standing up. But somehow I got through the meal, a nd at last
¥e all went into the drawing room again, where the servants served coffee,
and then the ladies started their bridge. Agnes and I were now free.

"Let's go for a wlk," said Agnes. "I'll show you around the estate."

I jumped at the chance. I was eager to get out-of-doors again, to get
some fresh air and exercise.

We went upstairs to our rooms, to get owr handbags and parasols.

Yes, I had to take a parasol to protect my precious complexion. I found
that I must keep it in its creemy white state, and not let the sun touch
i1t, lest I become tanned or burned. That was the custom in those days.

No sun-tanning for the girls or women. No. We wanted to keep white skins,
which would look well in evening dress. I found I alsd had to wear gloves
to protect my lily-white little hands, and a scarf around my neck., What

a nulgance it was, always to have to carry a bag when I went out. How I
missed my masculine pockets. I hated having things in my hands, and now I
knew that a handbag would always be a part of my equipment--a constant
impediment. And now I had to carry a parasol as well. Another penalty to
pay for being a girl. And how ‘many penalties there were, especially for

a man like myself--corsets, sfirts, high heels, long hair, a complexion to
be constantly guarded and cared for, hand bags, parasols andw what-not.
This was only my fiest day fully dressed and I had already learned a lot
about the drawbacks of being a maiden. And there were plenty more, I was
sure. Soon I would have to wear evening dresses and be all dolled up.

I wondered how that would be. I wondered if it would be very objectionable.
'ﬁt the same time, I was anxzious to see how Mary--how I--would look in a
low-cut evening gown. Then she--I--would be at my prettiest and best.
Well, I should find out tomorrow.I would dress for dinner--and for Charlie
Cross. I must look my lovliest for him. I loved him--or perhaps I should say
--Mary-and I hoped with all my sould that she would fall in love with me,
Then we would marry. But suppose she didn't love me! I shuddered at the
very thought. How could I go on if Mary didn't love me'. I never could

stand it if she didn't.
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It was a relief to get away from that luncheon--how I hated a
"hen party" like thatl But I felt that I had acquitted myself very
well, and that nobody could criticize the way in which I head played the
part of Mary Morris. It had been easler than I had expected, and I was
sure that nobody had noticed anything ‘queer "about me. I had been able to
call the ladies by name and had taken such part in the conversation as
seemed to be expected of me. Yes, I had done very well. It gave me a
pleasant glow of satisfaction. The ice was broken , and I had more confidenc
in myself as a girl. But would I do as well when boys and men were present?
That would be more difficult, I thought, for with them the sex element
would enterfinto the picture. I should have to play the part of a female
with the malle. How disagreeable théit would be. How could I ever endure
the admiring, sexual looks and insinutations of other men? And yet--
and yet--would 1t? I recalled how I had felt in my father's arms, complete-
ly like a girl. And then there was my flirtation with James, the gardener t
that morning. In that I had been completely feminine. And then it
flashed upon my mind that probably I should see James again when I went
out with Agnes around the grounds. Instinctively I went to the mirror
and inspocted myself critically. I rearranged and smoothed my hair,
avplied a touch of rouge to my cheeks and powdered my nose and chin.
How feminine it was, how girlish I had already becomel I thought that
I, Charlie Cross, should feel ashamed at thuQJbgihg so interested in my
looks, and wanting to appear pretty. And mﬂhiﬁﬁ$§ was I doing 1t? Was
it because I wanted to attract the men I knew we should see outside-- ,
especially James? Blushing at the thought and yet, strangely enough, not
feeling ashamed of myself for my female sexual feeling, which, in fact
was extremely pleasant, I gathered up my bag and parasol, and took one
farewell look at myself in the glass. How pretty I looked, how sweetly
girlish! And that adoreble figure, with its tiny waist! I tingled with
pleasure as I gazed at myself. Could that possibly be myself} I asked for
the thousandth time. But it was. I smiled and the vision smiled back at me.
I waved my little gloved hand at her, and she waved back in a most graceful
and charming manner. I was filléd with delight, and voluptuousness.
Tt was a wonderful,s marvellous feeling to be a beautiful young maiden.
I was supremely happ@g/ for the moment, and I ©suld hardly tear myself
away from the lovely Bicture I presented. But Hgnes came in and inter-
rupted in my self-admiration, and we went downstairs and out onto the
grounds.
The minute my pretty sister Agnes joined me, the male in me came
back. My feelings, my sex instincts, were instantly changed from female to
male as soon I came in close contact with this desirable young girl.
With her I was a man, a male, though a few moments before, in my room, in Zx
front of my mirror, I had been a girl, a female. It was terr%bly confusing,
2 men one minute, a girl the next.iHEd become a phenomenon, &person of
two sexes, experiencing the sexual feelings of both, first one, then the
other. I comwld contrast the two. And I found that I preferred to be a
girl. I was one in body, but only partiaelly in soul. Because I found being
a girl, a female, infinitely more pleasant, I found myself sishing to
rid myself of my male ego, end to become completely a girl, Under the
circumstances, it would be far nicer for me that way, as the spader can
peadily understand . I was a girl--a lovely girl--in body, and im that
body the soul@ of a man was entirely out of place. How could I function
properly as a girl if I had a masculine soul? I must try to cast it out
and gain a complete feminime soul. But could I do it? I wondered, for Agnes,
Alice, Marie and the other attractive girls I had come in contact with,
sroused the masculine ego in me, and I felt towards them like a man.
A gnes also had a parasol, and she looked so pretty! How I loved
~walking at her side, fully aware that I, too, was a very pretty girl,

. two lovely young maidens strolling along. I took my cue from her. She
‘was my m odel, as well as my guide. The garden was shaded in places by huge
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elms and meples. But in other places there was brilliant sunshine, and

as we passed into it, Agnes raided her parasol, and I did likewise. We

must protect our dainty white complexions, at all hazards. We walked across
the lwwn t#o the fine, large tiled swimming pool, with its spring-boards
and slides, and I looked it over,and found myself longing for the time

when I could take a swim. I pictured myself diving off the board, a

slender girlish figure cleaving the clear water.,

"Am I a good swimmerf" I asked Agnes.

"Of course you are, darling, and the best diver in our set."

That was cheering news to me, for I loved swimming and diving. I had
been excellent at it, as Charlie Cross. Apparently, I was a good girl
athlete--tennis, mwmi¥ swimming, riding. Perhaps life would be rather
pPleasant, except for the social part of it.

Next we went to inspect the kennels There were a number of dogs of
various breeds, which Agnes told me belonged to various members of the
family. As I came close, one little pomeranian spotted me and set up
a racket of barks and yelps, jumping up and down in great excitement.

"That is your dog, Clarice. Don't you remember her? She is crazy
about you," said Agnes. ’

"Of course I remember her now," I lied, and I stopped over the low
fence to stroke the pretty little thing, who was in ecstacies and 1l‘cked
my hand. As I bent over, I was aware of the pressure of my tight stays,
which cut into my body. Darn the things, I thought. What a nulsance, how
uncomfortable. Will I ever get used to them? But I felt that I would,
in time. In fact, I had forgotten entirely about them for some time, and -
this was my first day in them. Well, I liked having a small waist,
and must not resent my corsets, even if they pinched me when I bent over.

I would have to get used to them, as women did.

After looking over the dogs, we went to the stables to inspect the
horses. I learned that each member of the family had a saddle horse, and
we all were fond of riding. There were two grooms in charge, and they
vent along with us. Immediately the feminine in me arose, at the presence
of thesq}males. I immediately thought of my looks, and my hand went to my
hair afitmatically. I instinctively wanted to look my best, to look
attraztive to them. For they were men--and I was a girl--a female,/,s again.
I had made another quick change of sex. And I was aware of their looks
of admiration. Such looks of masculine admiration ' were, of course, entirely
new to me, and I enjoyed the sensation. (How commonplace that came to
be in a short while. Every unusually pretty girﬂgets used to 1t. ' But

T,

to me then it was a novelty, and I discovered that I was enjéye&n%t/it.)

We stopped 1in front of éone of the box stslls, and the head of a
beautiful horse stuck its head out to me, and whinneyed. It seemed
to regognize me. . 5

"This is your saddle mare, Firefly," said Agnes.

I stroked the soft, velvety nose, which seemed to give the 1little
mare much pleasure. How I would dove to ride her! I pictured myself on
her back, wearing the riding habit I had seen in my wardrobe. How that
form-fitting dress would bring out my figure, and the smallness of my
wi@stl I thought. And a bowler hat would look cute on my head, securely
pinned on, with my reddish hair peeping out at the sides and back. And
those cunning patent leather boots! Yes, I longed to ride Firefly. But
I would have to ride side-saddle. I would have to learn that., I was sure I
could. I could do what other girls could do. It now came to me that I was
thinking of myself as a girl, and 1t seemed entirely natural, at the
moment. If it would only last--be permanent, for it was so nices-much
nicer than being a man. Of that I was now sure. Charlie Cross could
never have pictured himself as a girl, in feminine riding costume
riding a horse gdie-saddle--and enjoying the picture. But Mary Morris
could. Surely now I was really Mary Morris. If I could only stay that
way, and Charlie Cross's soul never come back into my girl's body!
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Arm in arm, Agnes and I next went to look over the greet green-
houses of the estate. I was more and more impressed with the size of our
place, and wlth the evidences of great wealth. I was indeed a rich girl!
As we entered the door of the greenhouse, we were met by the gardener,
James. This handsome young man brought out all the feminine in me, and I
again felt a strong desire to flirt with him. But Agnes was there, and,
besides, he was a married man, and it would not be proper for me to flirt
with one of the servants. I must be somewhat dignified. So I cmntentedﬂN§“%
with giving him one of Mary's dazzling smiles. He made me feel very
feminine--and I liked it, strange to say. We walked along, admiring the
great array of flowers and plants, raised solel¥y to decorate the house.

Next Agnes took me to the garage. There were half a dozen cars there,
and two vacant stalls, which, Agnes sadd, were the places of my father's and
brother's cars, vhich they had out. Certainly a family of wealth, with eight
fine cars.

"This is your car," said Agnes, showing me a powerfnl and rakish
looking sports roadster, of bright canary color. I longed to take the
wheel and give it a spin in the country.

She next showed me her car, like mine, but a rich maroon color.

Besides them, there were two limousines and a sééan and and a

landaulet, all fine, expensive shiny new cars, of foreign make.

P "How about a ride in my car?" asked Agnes, and she told one of the
three chauffeurs who were in attendance, to drive her car to the front

door, while we went in the prepare ourselves. I rang for Marie, and told her

I wasr going motoring . She would know kwka what I should wear. I didn't.

She handed me a small toque from my large collection of hats, which I

pinned securely to my hair, and then put on a thick veill to protect my

precious complexion. I didn't like a veil. It obstructed my vision.

She then helped me into a light silken coat. I gathered up my bag--I came

near forgetting it--and I joined Agnes at the front door, and we got into

her car and drove off. HoYﬁgice it seemed to be out again i the rushing

fresh alr. And at first I d4 a little feeling of embarrassing at

going out to meet the public gaze as a girl. I was now alone with Agnes, and
so felt like a man--1like Charlie Cross--and I didn't like the idea of

people seeing me as a girl. Suopposing we should pass some of my friends!

And then 1t came to me how foolish I was. I was not Chaerlie Cross, but

Mary Morris. I had no need for embarrassment. Rather I should feel proud

of myself because I was s0 pretty. To reassure myself, I took my little

mirror out of my vanity case, and looked at myself. I was as pretty as a

picture. Agnes and I must have ldoked charming, two lovely young girls

side by side rolling along in our car. I soon realized this, for I became

aware of the looks of admiration of every man we passed--and I became a girl

again. I was conscious of my beauty and thrilled at this masculine

ettention I was creating . I felt very animated, and tried to keep a

pretty look on my face (which was easy), chatting with Agnes and smiling

constantly, to show my pearly teeth. Yes, again I was completely

feminine, and I loved it. I had feminine sex appeal for men, and it gave

me a glow of pleasure. I felt like flirting with every good-looking man I
saw. But I restrained myself. I must act like a lady--like Mary would have

acted if she had been there in my place. We passed several men in the street

who knew us and bowed. Warned in time by Agnes, I returned the bowg and
smiled. TheiyI asked Agnes who they were, and she gave me the names, which

I memorized--also their looks. I would know them next time. We also passed

some girl friends, who waved to us, and we returned the salute, I taking

my cue from Agnes, as usual. I asked Agnes.to drive through the street

vhere the Cross family lived--my old, familiar home. I was anxious to see

it again--and perhaps I would get a glimpse of some of my family--my mother--

or possibly Charlie Cross-{or Mary, perhaps I should call her) This

thought of seeing my sweetheart thrilled me, but, alas, nobody was in gight
as we slowly motored by. But never mind, I would see her tomorrow evening.

1
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As we passed my former home, where JI had lived so many years, a
feeling of homesickness camepver me. I longed to see my mother again, and
my father and brother. I wished I was back there in my former state, a man
with my family, living as I had for 21 years. For the moment I bitterly
resented being & girl. I longed to stop, go in the house and see my dear
mother. I was tempted to do so but I had to remind myself how silly that
would be, Though her own son, my mother would not recognize me in the
form of Mary Morris. How could she, when her own son, Charlie Cross, was
there in the house? At least, 1t seemed so. Little did she know the
truth. Nobody knew it except Mary and mgself. And nobody could ever
possibly know it except us. Nobody could ever know, or be convinced, that
I, Ma Morris, was in reality Charlie Cross, and that Mary was really
a gilr) in masculine guise.

And how I thought of Mary, as I had so often done, for, naturally the
girl T doved was constantly in my thoughts. How hard it must be on the poor
girl to be separated from her own mother, father and brother. A girl is so
affectionate, so sentimental. She must miss them terribly. I was sure she
wvould like my family. They were wonderful people. But to Mary it would not
be the same as her own family, of course. How hard it was, I thought, for
us both, suffering a change of sex, and being separated from our own
families, But Mary must see her family when she called the next evening to
see me. I would see to that. And then, later, I would get her to take me to
call on my own family They would not know me, of course, but at least I coulc
see them, get acquainted and maybe later on become intimate with them.

Agnes and I finithed our drive and returned home. As usual, there were
several pedple in for tea--my mother was d¢ reat enterained, and every after-
noon held a "salon" which was frequented by a numbeqof people who were her
friends and acquaintnaces. If any prominent people came to our city, my
mother was sure to entertain them--artists, authors,statesmen, social
lights, and many of our local members of society had forred the habdt
of drooping into our house for afternoon tea. It was a daily ceremony.
Agnes told me that mother wished Awv and myself to come for tea, and meet
the visitors and help entertain the home town people who were guests.

I longed to go to my room and stay there, to undress and relax. But I

must g%hﬂgthe game, and do as mother wished, so Marie rapidly chsg nged

me into ghother afternoon frock--zo veyy pretty little light blue number
which was most becoming--a2s I coulg see in the mirror--and I went down
rather reluctantly, to join the tea party. As a recent invalid who had
undergone an operation and who had been ingigposed for some weeks, I was
greeted cordlally by those who had not as yet seen me since I left the
hospital, and was, for the moment, more or less the center of attraction.
Again several of the women, who I was supposed to know, kissed me. Some of
them were old enpugh to be my mother, but most of them were attractive

and so I enjoyed their kisses, as a man. I made my escape as soon as 1
"politely could, went up to my room, rang for Marie, and had her undress me.
I was tired. It had been a strenuous day for me in my weakened condition.
It had been my first day in corsets . I had found them to be stiff and
uncomfortable. Thye had bothered me when I stooped over or sat down

or got up from a chair. Any man would have resefited égﬁacing in a tight
corset. How Charlie Cross wpuld have hated it. He never would have
gabmitted to it., What man would? And not only being laced tightly in a
corést, but being dressed as a gikk, completely feminized, like myself,
and forced to live as a girl, and to play the part of one. Every normal
he-man would hate itsyperhaps. And then I sudd~nly thought of men I

had know who had taken feminine roles in the college plays. They had not
hated it, otherwise they would have refused to allow themselves to

be transformed into girls, and play the part of girls before a large
audiences, Yes, they must like it. Some 6F them I had seen in the plays
malfe remarkably pretty, feminine girls. Those men who could do sO were
very popular, and a few of them became quite famous as feminine impersBna-
tors. "hat 2 wonderful female impersonator I would make, I thought.

)
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But the trouble would be that nobody would know that I was an impersonator--
except Mary, and myself. And, &f course, I would be altogether too perfect
in the role. It wpuld not even be an impersonation, because, after all,

I was a girl. I now recalled the most wonderful female impersonator the
college hadhad in a decade, a young man who was the toast of the town, and
who was sti1l in college and would appearin the forthcomlng college play.

I had seen hdm last year in the play, as leading lady, and he was perfection--
pretty,graceful, the last word in feminine allure. He was Stanley Stelter.
The girls were crazy about him, because of his feminine beauty--though

he looked masculine enough when in male attire--but dressed as a gtil

he was all that a pretty girl should be--in looks, at least. I decided

that I must meet him. I, too, was a female impersonator, I felt, and so we
woudd have much in common--though of course he woudd never know that I was

2 man.Yes, I must see Bim some day in feminine attire. I was sure that he
loved to wear it, and nobody could blame him, because " his disguise as a
pretty girl was so perfect, and he was so much admired, particularly by the
girls. Thye could appreciate how difficult it was for a man to disgulse
himself as a girl and do i1t so well that he really looked like a girl, and
nobody would suspect that he was a man. How few men could do that! T
wondered about Stanley. Was he really a girl in a man's body, frustrated,
wishing to be a girl, with a girl's instincts and desires, and yet forced,
through the accident of birth, to be a man? That wopuld be too trggle.But was
not my situation equally tragdc--a man forced to live as a girl? We had mcuh
in common. I must meet Stanely Stelter. I could not betray my secret to him,

but I could sympathize with him and we cou%d become close friends. I would 3
undérstand him. And then I recalled anotherman who had made a decided hit h
in feminine parts when I was in college a few years ago--Gordon Kling.
Gérdon--or,"Gardenia" as they used to call him, was the 'leading lady when
I was in college, a few years ago. He had been as famous for his '
impersonations of a lady,as Stanley was now. Gordon did not make as pretty
a ladyla as Stanley did--not quite--but he made an exceedingly good looking
Birl, 'and he was famous for the way her wore his gowns--and for his
figure. His waist was so small--on the stage--that he made peopke gasp.
Women wondered how he could stahd it # and men didn't believe it possible.
His nciture, in feminine costume, was' published in the papems bef-re each
show in which he took part, and every picture emphasized the slimness of
Gordon's waist--his slender feminine figure. His feet and hands were
small, too. I hoped to meet him. And Stanley too. Yes, it would be lovely
to meet Stanley and Gordon and compare notes, beacuse, after/ all, we were
three men who were unexcelled as impersonators of the feminine sex. I, of
course, was the best, because I WAS a girl in body, but the other men
could not fail to be wonderful as girls--few cduld equal them, and some
girls would have to look to their laurels--for they made exceptlonally
pretty and attractive girls--Gordon a tall, slender brunette, and Stanley
a delicious blonde. Every man wolld turn his head for a second look, when he
saw the ® autiful Stanley as a girl. And Gordon would not lack for admirers
of the male sex, wither. Gentlemen do not always prefer blondes. Uordon
was now out of college, but I hoped that he would not refuse to do an impersona-
tion for me, if I asked him I was quite sure that he would welcome any
excuse to don feminine attite. I was sure that Stanley and Gordon loved to
dress as girls, because they excelled at it,We all like to do the thing
in which we excell, It is human nature. We are all vain, and love to be admired.
And Stanley had beem admired so often.' His photograph has been in great
demand after each time he had appeared on the stage in @ feminine role.

And he photogrpahed so beautifullyl He looked,like a Hollywood star.

Gordon Kling waw a different type of girl. and, as I have sald, he had
a most remarkable feminine figure, w hich made him famous. Stanley was the
pretty 1little blonde tyve, which 1s so much admired, but Gordon was the more
stately type of girl, tall, willowy, and with regular features which
made up wonderfully well as a girl--an oval face, small nose and mouth, and,
big eyes~--distinctly girlish looking, and yet a man among men,
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A1l of these- thoughts about female impersonation ran through my mind
as Marie undressed me. What a relief to get that corset off! I lmew that
I had not been tightly laced, like most of the women I had come in comtact wityl
but 1t) was my first day in corsets. I had only been dr@an in asbout three inche:
and yet it had been uncomfortabje--the stiffness of it, the steady opressure.
LI had been conscious of my stays part of the time, and yet, I remembered that
for a long period I had forgotten that I was laced in a corset. That was
éncouraging. I would soon get used to it. I did not like the compression,

Of my waist, and probably never would, but I was glad to wear corsets
because it gave Mary--me--a small waist, which was the vogue. It was a
drawback to being a girl, a female, but there was no help for it, no way
out for me., I simply had to go through with it. I must make the best of it,
even though it went strongly against my masculine instincts. Perhaps I
would lose those masculine instincts eventually, and become completely
feminine. It would be better, for my peace of mind, though I was reluctant
to give up my masculine ego--soul.

As Hrie took off my corset, I scratched my sides, where the steels had
pressed my body, and, naked, I ldoked at the redness of my soft body where the
stays had exerted pressure. Surely, I thought, this must be injurious tom y
girlish body. But in a fittle while, I looked in the glass again, and the
marks and redness had entirely disappeard. After all,corsets must be harmless.
All women wore them, apparently without 111 effects. I coluld do likewise.
It gave me comfort to think that at least they would not be harmful. But it
was a rellef to get them off, and have Marie dress me in my negligee and v
let down my hair in the way I loved it--flowing down my back in a glorious 1
copper cascade. I ordered dinner served in my room, and, after eating the *
delicious meal that was served, I went to bed, and to sleep.

I have given in detail the events of my first day "in the open" as a
girl, so the speak, but I will skip over the details of the next day, as they
probably would not interest the reader, as nothing exciting happened. In
the morning Maire dressed me in a tweed suit, and I went out alone and
again walked around the grounds, greetinémy dog and my horsedisand it came
to me that botﬁ,were females. There was ho end to the feminine atmosphere in
which I was engulfed. Even my dog and horse were females, and almost every
person I came in contact with, was a woman. Would I never again get back
into a masculine atmosphere, and the company of men, which I longed for?

I wandered about, went back to the house for luncheon, with the family,

and in the afternoon took a drive in the car with my mother, I was doing
very nhcely, and playing the girl without difficulty . I tried to act
naturally, as Mary would have done, but had little to say. My mother, and
others, seemed to understand that, because of my loss of'memory". That was a
very convenient excuse, and expalined any little slips that I made,

Again I had to appear at tea, in the drawing room, another "hen"
party which I did not enjoy, but to which I was becoming accustémed. But
naturally my mind was on Charlie Cross, or, Mary, the girl--or man--that I
loved. Which was it? I was terribly confused, as the reader will readily
understand, because of my confusion of sex. As a man, I loved Mary Morris,
but as a girl, I loved Charlie Cross--but in efither case I loved myself.

For was I not Mary Morris? And was I not Charlie Cross? But I must not love
myself! I must become one or the other, a girl or a man. I would try to

be a girl--Mary Morris. Then, if Mary became Charlie Cross, I could love
her--or him--in a natural manner. Yes. That was the solution. I must beCovre

a girl, and Mary must be a man. I was rapidly changing into a girl. Surely
Mary must also change into a man, in the same manner. I hoped so with all

my heart. Then we could marry. It seemed the only way out. But I was soon to
see Mary--Charlie,-%¥hat evening, after dinner, I was all agog, excited |,
impatient. Would she--he -love me? Return my love? There were a thoudand

things to talk over~(besides our love). We must compare notes, make plans

for the future, give each otherfinformation about intimate things. Mary

must have secrets. And she had "boy Friends". I must find out all about
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them, and how to comport myself with them. I must learn the degree of
intimacy with each of Mary's former boy friends, so that I could carry
on in a natural manner, as Mary would do.

That evening stands out vividly in my memory. It was the first time
I wore evening dress, and the first time a man called on me--Charlie Cross.
Also the first time I attended a dinner party in my home, as a girl.
Yes. For me it was a momentous occasion.

After tea, I went ®6 my room, was undressed by Marie, .and relaxed.
Mary--Charlie--filled my thoughts. I wan ted her--him--to fall in love
with me, if she--he--did not love me already, as I already loved Mary.
That was possible--probably. Mary had now occupied my body for some weeks
and knew all about it--and about me. I had, on my part, occupied her
body, and knew all about her, and was madly in love with her. Surely she
must love me, as I loved her,

Of course, I wished to look my lovliest when I met Mary. I would spare
no pains to be as beautiful as possible, so as to impress her, and make
her love me. What to wear? That was the question. I had never worn an evening
gown before, and knew nothing sbout them, though I had several times
looked over the many gowns hanging in my dressing room, and imagined how
I would look in the different ones. But I must not trust myself--my taste
might be too masculine and at fault. So I summoned Agnes,

"What dress shall I wear, darling?" I asked. "Whioh is my favorite
evening gown?"

"Well, you have many pretty frocks, but I think you wpuld love to wear
that green dress you wore at the Schuyler's dance just before your
operation. You liked it and you looked stunning in it. It is form-fitting
and brings out your lines.,"

"Thank you, darling," I said. " The green 1t is." And I told Marie
-to lay it out together with the accessories that went with it.

___ After Marie had given me my bath, I started to dress. Marie had

1iad out the complete outfit and I lookedit over. Besides my gown, there
was a complete outfit of lingerie in greeh, to go with my green e¥ening
foock, a pair of very high-heeled green matching satin slippers, and a
green corset of heavy embroidered satin, well boned. It was a complete
green ensemble, and very pretty, one that would delight the heazt of any
girl. But did it delight my heart? Was I a girl? I didn't know. I was
somehwat apprehensive. How would it feel to wear a low-cut evening gown,
with shoulders and back exposed? It would be strange, for a man, and
something new and different for me.
_ But I put myself in Marie's hands, as usual. What a jewel she was, and
how helpful. How could I get along without her? She slipped my chemise
on me, and my little green satin panties--lace trimmed, and so cute--then
drew on my stockings, and slippers. How high the heels seemed--the highest I hac
ever owvrn, by far. And then came the corset. She clasped it abaut me, with
laces let out. All day I had had an 18-inch waist, and I had been told by
Agnes that my evening gowns were 17-inch waisted, as a rule. But now I was
in for a surprise, for the dress that Agnes had selected for me to wear was
one of the few of Mary's that had a 16-inch waist. Now indeed T was to
know what tight-lacing meant. My 18-inch waist had not been so bad, though
I had not liked it. It had seemed tight to me, not being accustomed to
wearing a corset. But now I wes to have a 18-inch waist! Had I known it
sooner, I might have nicked another dress, but now it was too late--and I did
not want to back down--what wahld Marie and Agnes think of me if I did?
Mary had worn the dress--and corset--at a dance. Surely I could stand it, if
she could. A man could stand as much as a girl. And so I s tood in front of
the pier glass while Marie laced me in, and could see my waist grow smaller
and smaller--19 inches, 18 inches, 17 inches and finally, 1€ inches., It
looked terribly small, a wasp waist, as thZugh I was being cut in two at the
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middle, I had the hour-glass figure that was so much admired and sought

after by every girl and woman in those days. It of course felt very tight, and
I was in a vise, and yet it was not so bad as I had expected. Mary's young
body was so pliant and yielding, that she lsced in very easily, and her

soft flesh was easily compressed, and speead out above and below. Yes. I
decided that I could stand it--easily. After all, I was not laced tighter than
my mother, or other women of her age who had grown a bit stout, but still
fomght to retain their slender waist lines. If they c-uld stand it, day after
day, surely I could for an evening. And yet, I was different--a men, and
naturally resented wearing a tight corset.. If the reader of this is a man

he will reacdily understand my feelings, although today, of course, tight
lacing is unknown. He will aslo understand my resentment at having to be

thus dressed and beautified as a girl--for at the moment the male was strong in
me, end my sould revolted at being a girl--add so severelytight laced and

high heeled and that mass of hair and girlish face. How éilly I felt,
standing there before the mirror, a girl, a maiden, a woman, a female,

My spirits were at the lowest ebb. I was disgusted with it all. Why did I,
Charlie Cross, @QWe to be a girl. It was preposterous, and I resented it
bltterly. Meanwnile Marie was doing my hair. I Jooked in theiglass. A

sudden change came over me. I cannot explain it, but as I looed in the glads
and saw Marie doing my lovely hair, with my plquant little face below,

with its verfect girlish complexion, I suddéenly became a girl, with that
feminine feeling I had learned to like so much. Now T was deeply interested in my
toilette and wanted to look as beautiful as possible--was it for my own
satisfaction, or to charm Mary--Charlie? BotE, I decided,. but I must

look my lovliest to Mary. She must find me desirable, adorable, charming
irresistable, She must fall in love with me on sight, and desire to marry me.

I was very particular about my hair, end made Marie do it over twice before

I was satisfied. Next came my make up, my first for evening wear. I decided
to let Marie make me up. I had learned already how to make myself up for day
time, but this was different, and I didn't trust myself. For I must be
beautiful, and my make-up must be perfect, to enhance my beauty. With a pair
of tweezers she plucked my eyebrows, and shaped them, then touched them deftly
with a pencil. Next she anplied mascara to my Jong eyelashes, and arplied
a bit of blue to my eye lids. Then came rouge on ny cheeks, a little more than I
had owrn in the daytime, because of the fact that now there would be artif€i-
cial light--I was learnédgfast the feminine artifices-- and for the first time,
lipstick, to bring out thelcupid bow shape of my little mouth, snd make
it look more red--and kissable. Of course I was well vowdered, not only
my face, but my neck, shoulders, back and arms, and then came the donning
of my dress. It was a princess, and, in spite of my close o&@éeﬁa it was such
a close fit at the bodice, that Marie had to struggle with the hooks at the
back. I never could have hooked it up myself, I thought--and I should need help
to unhook it. My jewelry was kept in a small combination safe flush with the
wall of my bedroom, and hidden behind a picture. I had only had a glimpse of it
before, but knew that I owned a fine collection of valuable jewels, the gift of
my father at various times--birthdays and Christmas. I brought out the jewel

casket, and looked over the gems. What to wear? There were so many nice
pieces and sets. Byt I soon was entranced with my set of emeralds, which I knew
would harmonize well with my green dress. And so I took out the set, and’
rut the nleces on. They were glorious emeralds, and very valuable, I knew.,

irst the necklace. How it gleamed on my white throat. Then the earrings.

ever before had I worn earrings, and it gave me a strange, but pleasant sensatic
as I fastened them to my little shell-like ears. I moved my head, and liked. the
feeling of them dnapling aginst the dides of my face. Next the bracelet and
emerald ring, I alsd decided to wear another brécélet, a pearl one, on the
‘'other arm, and a ruby and diamond ring, which was extremely vretty.

I was now dressed, made up and be-jewelled, my toilette completed, and
time for inspection before the glass, I was competely feminine in my
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feelings as I-contemplated the vision I beheld in the long mirror, and yet,
perhaps a bit masculine, for I was suffused with a glow of pleasure, a
feeling of voluptuousness, a sexual thrill, most delightful. It seemed to

me incredfftable that that lovely, exquisite, beautiful, charming,

desirable young maiden in the glass could possibly be me. Never had I lookéd
SO pretty. And my figure! My tiny waist was devastating, maddening,
intoxicating. How could a girl have such a figure, and be so lovely--and be
myself? How glad I was now that I had chosen that dress, with its wasp
waist. I adored my hour-glass figure. It was devine. And my dress was so
pretty, so becoming. The green went so well with my reddish hair, which

was so prettily dressed, with all of Marie&s skill. I went close to the
mirror, so that the reflected light could strike my hair. It gave off lovely
coppery tints, which filled me with bliss. I examined myself very critically
from head to foot--hair, complexion, dress, figure and slippers, but could
find nothing amiss. In fact, it all was perfection, and I thrilled through and
through at the thought that I, even I, was that lovely, adorable young

girl. I ® uld not tear myslef away from the glass. I smiled and the

vision smiiled Dback at me so sweetly that I felt like kissing her.

I gave her a little friendly wave of th~ hand, and she waeved back. I went

up close and looked deeply into her eyes, a nd she looked back into mine,
and I recognized in her looky a look of love, of feminine love. I was

indeed in love with Mary adn the feeling filled me with unspeakable blisgs.
And soon I would be with her. Would she love me as I loved her? "aduld she
take me in her arms, hold me tight and give me a long soul-kiss? But

it would not be Mary who kissed me, but Charlie Cross, a man. 2nd in his arms
I knew that I would be a girl, completely feminine, soft and yielding, and
desirous of the male. In a flash my thoughts went into the future -and I
plctured myself as Charlie's bride, a church wedding with many pretty
bridesmaids. Then our honeymoon, and our first night together, our

nuptial bed. I was in his arms, his lovely bride, and I was a woman, a
femaley-yeilding, receiving, accepting, passive, utterly in love—with a
woman's love for a man. And then my imaginetion jumped ahead. I was a wife.
I was about to become a mother. I was filled with matefnal feeling, a desire
to have a baby. The male was totally gone out of me. And then I pictured
myself having a baby, nursing it, loving it, mothering it. And then, later,
more babies. I would adore them, and so wonld Charles. We would have a

most happy wedded life. Charles would not look at another woman, nor I at
another man.,

Thus I dreamed--and what a lovely dream.
But now it was time to go down to dinner. There were guests. Another

social ordeal for me.
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I DINE. IN--EVENING-DRESS.

How strange I felt in that clinging evening gown, which fitted me so
tightly, and how helpless, for my corset and my high heels made x& every
move an effort. I walked back and forth, feeling very compressed 2znd
cramped, snd yet somehow elated, for there wassomething about being tightly
laced that gave me a feeling of well-being, of trimness, which I ha d not
expected. But at the same time I hated to be so weak and helpless. Supposing
while in this costume I were attacked and had to defend myself; or supposing
I had to run from danger! It would be impossiblel I was “&" prisoner of my
zlothing. But I could walk all right. I drew up a chair in front of the
mirror and practised sitting down and getting up. Yes, I could do that all
right, and quite gracefully. Could I dance? I would try. Humming a waltz
tune, I circled about on the toes of my high heeled slivpers, lifting the
heels so that they didn't touch the floor and drag, and woltzed without
trouble, around and around before the mirror. I presented a pretty picture
as I did this, and was glad that I © wuld do it so nicely. I was not so helpless
as I had imagined . I was glad I could dance. I soon would have to,at parties.

I now again, with adoring eyes, studied in the mirror liary Morris, the
girl I loved. I could not see enough of her. I could not tear myself”
away. And again I primped, Jjust like a girl, fussing with my coiffure,
adding a touch of powder to my nose. I had read that a woman, on the average,
spends three-quarters of a hour a day primping before her mirror, and now I
found myself do{}pg it. And I loved it because the girl in the mirror was
Mary. I wished her to look very beautiful as well as prefectly groomed.

I knew that Marie had turned me out so that I was faultless, and yet I

could not forego the pleasure of primpihg, and admiring the lovely girl
reflected in my mirror.. I was filled with ecstacy at the thought that I

was indeed that lovely, divine looking young maiden. I was sure that no other
man ever before had experienced trat exquisite feeling of being one of the
prettiest girls in the world. Why, O wondered, had this gift of feminine
beauty been bestowed on me, a man--Charlie Cross! I was in the seventh
heaven of bliss. How lovely to be a beautiful girl!

I was till before my mirror when Agnes entered,,and at first I had a
little feeling of shame at being thus caught, but I quickly dismissed it,
for I realized that it was the most natural thing i n the world--for a girl.
Agnes was looking very beautiful in 2 white lace dress, which was very
becoming and appropriate for a young girl of sixteen. I noted that she had
on her evening corests, and, like myself, was more tightly laced than dueing
the day. How quickly I was learning to notice such things--things of a
feminine nature which a man would overlook,

I now suffered a revulsion of feeling, brought abdut by the
presence of a pretty girl. I suddenly became masculine in my feelings and a =m=x

wave of disgust swept through me, and I found myself loathing being
dressed as a gildr). I wanted to be a man again. I became acutely conscious
of my gripping corset, my tight dress, my high heels,my hair, and, in '
short, with everything I had on. I, a man, resented bitterly being a girl.
How could I ever go on with it? But I must. I had no choice. So I
summoned all my courage, and made an effort to dismiss the umpleasant masculine
complex from my mind.

"You look lovely, darling," said the sweet Agnes. "That dress is so
becoming. I was afraid you would not want to wear it,, because of its
tightness. You have been so long without corsets that perhaps your waist
has expanded a little. Do they feel dreadfully tight?"

"Yes, they do feel tight," T admitted, "but I don't mind."

"I know why you don't mind," said she with a smile "It's because
of Charlie Cross, and you want to make an impression on him with your
tiny welst,and that adorable green gown."

I felt myself blushing. Agnes had guessed the truth.

"Yes, I want to look nice to Charlie, but I also want to look well at

dinner," I said. "By the way, who are the guests tonight. Do I know them}"
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~e .- "ygg,-derling,-you- know- them all,"-she said.-And- she-gave-me their

names.and-a-brief-description of-each guest,-to-r efresh my "memory" so
that I woudd recognize them when I met them. Ther& -ere to be six
married couples, friends of my mother and father, and no young veople
excepting Agnes, Bill and myself.
"They will play bridge after dinner, so you will be able to slip

away to your Charlie when he calls," said Agnes.
There was & knock at the door. My mother had sent a servant to tell

us to come down to th e drawing room, as the guests would soon be arriving.
How terribly constricted I felt as I went down the broad stalrway with

%ﬁges. I was afraid that the stilts I w as walking on would trip me. I am

sure that if I had been a man, I would have fallen, or slipped. But Mary's

body had been used to such heels, and to such binding garments, and so

I was pleased to find that I was walking down the stairs gracefully and

in a thoroughly ladylike manner, handling the heels without the slightest

difficulty. This gave me confidence. And even pleasure. Again I became a

gily in feelings, much to my relief. How unpleasant it would have been if I

had stayed masculine - Then it would have been a real ordeal, and I would

have suffered as any man would have suffered at being forced to play the part

.of a girl among strangers, dressed as I was in my uncomfortable clothes.

But the lovely feeling of being a girl came over me. I glanced in a

mirror as we passed it, and felt a wave of delight suffuse my person as

I glimpsed myself as a lovely young maiden. And then, as I entered the

drawing room, I joined my father and Bill, and their masculine company

added to my feminity. Thye both complimented me on my avpearance ,Soon

my pretty mother entered, superb in = fitted black velvet gown and pearls.

StEe locked 1ovely,q51anced cuickly 2t her —rist. My mind seemsd to be much

on corsets, owing to my laced state, so unaccnetomad, Her waist waa tiny,

considerably smallar than T had seen it in the daytime, and I realized that

she must be laced evcn tighter than I. I wondered how she could stand it.

But it consoled me to know that I was not the e xception. Later when the other

wvomen arrived, I noticed that they all were severely corsetted.

As the guests ~ere arriving, my mother, father, Agnes and I formed a
recention line, and as the butler announced the guests, they passed by us

and we shook hands. It was all very formal, and gave me a further insight into

hfe manner of living of the very rich.

‘ Any man who reads this can easily imagine how strange I felt as I stood
there with my mother and sister vlaying the pszt of a girl, in my unaccustomed
low-cut evening frock. It was strange to have my,y shoulders, breast, back
and arms uncovered, and I almost felt naked and only half dressed in thus
exnosing my white flesh to public gaze. And it felt so strange to be so
tightly corsetted, and high heeled, and to have a mass of long hair piled
on my head. And my earrings and necklace and bracelsts felt strange. And I
was aware of the heady perfume I had-on, , and of the clinging skirts of
my dress. It was also strange to look down and see the rounded tops of
my little snowy breasts peeking up above my bodice, with the hollow
valley between. How cute they looked, and how feminine! But I felt a little
ashamed of having my breasts show at first, until I noticed that those
of my mother and the other ladies, also showed. I realized that it must be to
attract, to beguile the men, and increase our sex appeal to them. That was
the reason we took so much trouble to make ourselves beautiful--why we wore
elaborately coiffed hair, squeezing corsets, stilted heels, pretty dresses,
jewelry, vowder and rouge--all the arts to make ourselves attractive to
the males. And here I w as doing it myself, a man turned into a beautiful
girl, and playing the role of one to the best of my ability. I was gladly
making use of all the f eminine arts and willes to give me sex appeal.

‘Why did I want to have sex appeal for men} I wondered. It was entirely
unnatural for a man, especially a he-man like Charlie Cross.

While these thoughts were flitting through my mind, the guests
arrived and were received. It was my first exnerience meeting men socially
since I had become a girl. I had gotten along all right so far with the
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women and girls, but how would it be with men? I knew instinctively that
it would be different. Mary Morris was so eXtremely pretty that she was
bound to have great sex appeal for every normal man she came in contact
with. Now I, myself, had that feminine sex appeal, and it was to be

tested for the first time socially with men. How should I act? How would
they react to me? I felt somewhat embarrassed, and yet 1t would be a very
interesting experience, As the men shook hands with me, I smiled
Sweetly and look=d them in the eye, as I noticed my mother and Agnes were
doing. I was at once aware of a strange glint, or look, in their eyes
as’they gazed into mine and I knew of course that it was the male looking
at, admiring and being charmed by a female. Tvery pretty girl knows what it
is and takes it for granted, but it was new to me, though it was not long
before I, too, got used to i1t, and expected it as my natural right. But
thier gazes I found very pleasant, though 1 the men were old enough to be
my father. But they were by no means 0ld, end well-dressed, attractive men.
This contact with them at once turned my feelings into those of a girl,
Men already affected me that way, 2s I have already related, and I Mmew that
rapidly I was becoming more and more feminized, more of a real girl in
¥®ery way. In short, I was becoming the real Mary Morris, and less and

less was I €harlie Cross. Soon all of the guests had arrived, the men
looking nice in their dress clothes, and the girls and women lovely in
their fashionable and rich dresses and jewels. What a rustling of skirts
there was as we moved about, and what an aroma of heady perfume exuded
from us. I had applied perfume to myself liberally, at the suggestion of
Marie. I had already become used to being heavily scented. Charlie Cross
had hated strong perfume, but now he liked it. How strange, and what a
complete change in those few weeks of my maidenhood. At the beginning I
had never dreamed that I could possibly be transformed into a girl and
endure it, and get accustomed to it all, but here I was actually liking

1t. And feeling 1like g girl and enjoying attracting men with my feminine
sex appeal. Surely, I thought, no men before in the whole world, had

ever gone through such g transformation, and had such stri@e exveriences--
man into girl, male into female, not only in looks, but i feelings and
instincts--at least part of the time.

The butler announced dinner and we walked to the dining room, I on
the arm of Mr. Ferguson, one of our guests. It seemed strange to be
walking on his right side, and holding his right arm with my left hand.
Heretofore Charlie Cross had always been on the right slde, but now every-
thing was changed, and nothing was naturasl. Mr. Ferguson treated me in the
manner men have with young girls, as though I were almost a child, making -
playful, inane remarks and childish jokes. I didn't like it, and wished he
would treat me like a man, and talk sense. But I had a lesson to learn.
Being a pretty girl with a man was different. I must not expect them to
talk sense. With my sex appeal, a man would not do that. He must try
to impress himself on me as an attractive male, and try to make me like him.
I carried on as best I could, smiling at his sallies, and flattering him
as 25 mew he would like to be flattered. I could feel him tighten his
arm so as to press my hand against his side. It was not umpleasant. On
the contrary, I liked 1t. It gave me a nice glowing feeling, and I gave
his arm a little squeeze in return. Now indeed I was a glrl, and it made
me feel very happy, for the moment.

At table I sat next to Mr. Ferguson and he was very attentive to me, as
his dinner partner. I am afraid I flirted with him a little, but not ovenly,
so that his wife would notice. What fun it was, a2t first, but I soon tired of
th=2 game, as the table conversation became general. The talk was about
things I knew nothing &f, and so I was not interested and my t houghts
wandered. How tight my corset was, and worse sitting than standing.

I could not eat much, in my compressed state, and so I helped myself very
lightly as course after course was passed by the butler and two footmen,
and I only nibbled at the delicious food, which I could not enjoy. How
silly it was to wear such a tight corset. Why did women do it? T thought.
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And yet--1t was nice to have a tiny waist. Of the nine women

at the table, counting Agnes and myself, of course, I had the smallest

waist, and, of a sudden, I felt proud of it. I was wearing the corset of

the girl I loved. She had worn it, and undoubtedly had been proud of her
walst line. I now was she, so I, too, should be oroud of it. And I was.

The feeling did not make me any more comfortable, but it made me content.

When the game course came round, champagne was passed. Was I supposed to

drink it7 As the footman reached my place, with the cold bottle swathed in =a
snowy napkin, I glanced at my mother, who was watching, and I caught a nod
of aprroval. So I allowed the man to fill my glass with the cold, sparkling
beverage, the drink of the rich, and from time to time I took a sip.

The wine exhilirated me and made me feel fine, and more content with my lot
and present situation. And now my thoughts turned to Mary, whom I was to see
so soon. The thought of meeting her excited me, and further reduced my
appetite. I could hardly wait. Why did the meal drag so--why were there so
many courses? There were so many things I w anted to say to Mary, so many
questions I wanted to ask her, that the one evening would be 2ll too short.
But, aside from all the questions was the one important thing, which filled’
me with anxiety--would Mary love me, as I loved her?

~ During dessert the conversation turned to athletics, and the men had a good

deal to say about them. And they brought up the subject of tennis. I was

now all agog with interest, knowing more about it than any man ppesent, and I
longed to express my views, but knew that it was not expected of a young
girl like myself. The men would pay no attention to my opinions . While in
the midst of the discussion, my mother rose and remarked that it was time for
the ladies to withdraw and leave the gentlemen to their cigars and port--the
old established English custom which we followed. A11 of the ladies arose
but I, forgetting momentarily that I was a lady, and wishing with all my
heart to stay and listen to the conversation of the men. It was the first mas
culine company I had been in since becoming a girl, and it seemed so good to
me after my weeks of strictly feminine environment. I longed to stay with the
men, join in their conversation and enjoy the aroma of their cigars and the
masculine atmosphere. But I c zught myself in time, and recalled that I was
one of the ladies, and must withdraw with them. We rustled into the

drawing room, where we gossiped while the servants served us with coffee

and liquers It was of course feminine gossip, in which I was not the least
interested, and I was bored, and wondered why Mary did not come. I was so
keen to see her that I could hardly contain myself. After a bilt, the butler
came in and informed me that Mr. Cross was in the library. Excusing myself,

I left the ladies, to go and meet the girl--or should I say man?--that I
loved. I was now totally feminine in every fiber of my being, and I felt
myelef to be actually Mary Morris, a real girl. Gone from me completely was
Charlie Cross. In spite of my eagerness to see Mary--Charlie--my feminine
nature caused me to think of my appearance--how I looked--and so I went

to a nearby dressing room to primp, to fuss with my hair, though it really
was perfect--to powder my nose, to aoply a dab of rouge and lipstick,

How anxious I was to look my lovliest to the man I loved--and who, I hoped
“would love me. Satisfied with my looks, I approached the library door,

where I found the butler waiting to open it for me. Bracing myself,

I entered, and had one of the queerest sensations that is given to a p~rson
in a lifetime. For there I saw myself, Charlie Cross, coming toward me.

It almost made me reel. Afterwards Mary told me that she ha d exactly the
same sensation to see herself aprroaching. It was weird, each of us seeing
ourselves coming forward. I was now seeing myself as others saw me.

How handsome I--Mary--Charlie--looked. The sight of her--him--thrilled me.
Mary came forward to meet me with outstretched arms and I hurried forward

to her and found myself in her big, strong arms, held closely, and our lips
met in a vpassionate kiss. Now I knew that Mary loved me, as I loved her, and

I was filled with ecstasy and bliss. Now I knew in full measure what it was to
be a girl in love and beloved by a man. It was divine. Mary held me
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closely for a long time, and I was in the seventh heaven. A1l T knew was

that I'was in the arms of the man I loved and I lost all track of time,

while he continued to kiss me and murmur words of endearment. Somehow

my arms were around his neck, holding his head tight to me, and looking up
into his eyes, while he looked deeply into mine. I experienced the rapture

of a woman's love in myself, the glory of feminine sex feeling, and of desire.

"My darling, I love you so0," murmured Charlie (as I must from now on
call him). "You are sdé beautiful, the most beautiful girl in 21l the
world., I am mad gbout you. Say that you love me."

"I love you with all my h-art and soulgd", I whispered,still in his arms
and hexd & sojfitightly that I could scarcely breathe . But I did not mind.,
Forrotten were my tight corsets, and everything else except the man who
loved me and who was kissing and carpessing me with so much joy. "Since we
are in love with each other, we must get married," I said. "I know thet it is
not the thing for a girl to propose to a man, but I am sure it is all right
in this case. Will you marry me, Charlie, at once?" I asked.

"Of course I will marry you, sweetheart," seid Charlie, giving me
another kiss, "but I'm afraid we can't do it at once."

"Why not3" I asked. "We are in love, and widl only be happ? when we are
together, as man and wife. Let's slip out now, and get wedded."

"I wish we could, my darling," said Charlie, "but a girl in your position
must observe the conventions. First we must become formally engaged, and ‘
announce 1t to society, and then, after a suitable period, we can get married.
Probably a year from now. Think how bad mother would feel if we eloped. '
Begides, I have always set my heart on a big church wedding, with plenty
of oretty bridesmaids, a nd handsome ushers, flower girls, matron of
honor and all the rest of a fashionable wedding."

"But, my dear, that's all very well," said I, "but remember that I, end n
not you, will be the bride and I have no wish for a fashionable wedding with
pretty bridesmaids. I could never endure it. And to think of walting a
year, and I having to play the part of a girl, without you, for a whole
year! It is going to be terrible for me. I hate being a girl, unless I
am your wife."

"I understand, darling," said Charlie,"and I have worried a lot about
you since our transformation in the hospital. I realized how terribly hard
it was for a big brute of a man like you to be suddenly turned into a
young girl. I was afraid that you would rebel and make a scene, and refuse
to play the part, insisting that you were a man. I was aféﬁﬁéd that you
would refuse to wear dresses and make a terrible fuss. That would have been
a disgrace to Msry Morris, and to her family. I was afraid that you would
refuse to wear corsets, and insist on having all your clothes loose and
shapeless. I was afraid you would cut off your hair, and do all sorts of
foolish things that would make the family and friends think that you were
out of your head. And so I was delighted when I saw you come in here tonight
looking so lovely, perfectly groomed and wearing my 16-inch corset and pet
green dress that goes with it. I confess that I expected to see you wearing
one of my loosest house dresses, and was surprised, but pleased, to see
‘how well you have submitted and consented to wearing my smallest corset.

I didn't think that Charlie Cross would submit to such tight lacing on the firs
evening in evening dress. You certainly have become very feminine very
quickly. How do you like being a girl? Do you find it very dreadful?"

"I thought it was dreadful, at first," I replied, "and I resented it
bitterly. But in the hospital at first I was too weak to protest, and as I
lay there thinking it over, I decided that, for your sake, Mary, I must play xk
the game. For I must tell you that as soon as I saw your lovely face, in the
mirroy and became fully aware of your beautiful body, I fell in love with
you. So of course, I could not do anything that the girl I loved would not
approve of., 8o, for your sake, I decided to be Mary Morris to the best of my

ability. I'1ll admit that at first I did think of cutting.off my hair, but
by the time I got strong enough to do it, I had got to like it, y=s, even to
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love it, because it is yours, the most beautiful hair in the world. I glory
in thé possession of it, and would not cut off a single inch of it for the
vorld." ' -
"I am so glad} said Mary, "for it really is wonderful hair, and you will
find, as time goes on, that it is a great asset to you, adding much to your
attractiveness, and admired by men and envied by women. I an glad to see
that you have taken the best of care of it."
"But of course, I have Marie," I said. "I couldn't do without her."
"I have been wondering about you and your maid," said Mary, with a
mischievous smile. "How funny it must have seemed to you at first, having
a8 oretty maid to walt on you, and dress and undress you. And bathe you, too.
It is a strange experience for a man. Weren't vyou embarrassed at the
intimacy of itZ"
"Yes, I was, at first, and still am not entirely used to her, but
every dey it gets better. I may as well confess to you now, since we each know
the other's secret, and since we are to be married, in time, that I am
ranidly becoming a girl in feeldngs and am sure that in time I shall become
one completely. But at present the male crops out in me at times, especially
when in the company of pretty girls. But when with men, I am a girlf" And
I look upon you as a man and am in love with you. Tell me about vourself.
How do you like being a man? And do yovu feel yourself to be one?"
"At first I hated 1t," said Mary, " but when I got up and about and
found how big and strong I was and how nice it was to wear loose men's clothes
and have short hair and no fuss and bother about clothes, or looks, or
society, I got to like very much being a man, and now I wouldn't change back
to a girl for anything."
"But how about roor little me?" I asked. "Am I condemned to be a girl and
woman for the rest of my lifes" _
"I'm afraid you are. There seems to be no way to change back, even if I
were willing. But you'll find being a girl is not so bad, after you get
used to 1t. In time I think you'll love it, for there are many fite
things about it. And remember, about half of the people in the world are
women, and they get along all right. And think how fortunate you are in
being so oretty, and the daughter of a millionaire. You will b~ much
sought after, and have everything t!at your heart may desire. You can have
2l]l the pretty clothes you desire. You will soon get fond of prettvy
things and like to wear lovely clothes. I believe you already do. You
certainly have picked out one of my--I mean--your--orettiest dresses to wear
to-night. And I can't get over your willingness to be laced into that 16-inch
corset." With these words, Mary playfully encircled my waist with her big
paws, and gave 1t a squeeze, to tease me. Her hands went completely around.
I drew aways; pretending to be angry, and actually somewhat distressed at
the added pressure of his hands on my tight waist. Mary laushed, and I
couldn't help joining in. What a wonderful secret we two had, one which
no one else could share. It would be utterly impossible for an body but oursel
ves to know that we were transposed, and that I was Charlie and that she
was Mary, both in the guise of the oonosite sex. And probably permanently so.
" "I am wearing this dress for your sake, Mary," I said. "Agnes told me
it was my favorite, end IAwanted to look my very best when I met you and
try to make you love me at first sight. That's the reason I consented to
being so tightly laced in, just to please you . And now you are laughing at
me and my corset. I'm sorry I did it. It certainly is not comfortable, and
you do not aporeciate my suffering."
"0f course I do, darling," said Chsrlie, "I think it is wonderful of
you. I love you for it." And he again took me in his strong arms and
kissed me. How strong his arms felt about my slender, laced body. And how
veak, and feminine, I felt. Now I was a girl, and knew to the utmost how a
girl felt being loved by a man. It was delightful. I would not have it
otherwise for anything. In his arms I was experiencing that delicious
female sex sensation which is the acme of bliss. I felt weak, yielding,
desirous, and, had he wished, Charlie could have had his way with me then.
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Mary's-{I mean Charlie's) caresses made me very haopy. After he had
released ' me from his arms I a2sked him to tell me "ore about his experiences
as a man, thus far. She said she had found it very strange at first to
have to shave, and disliked having a beard. She was timid about shaving, but
found that the razor was not a dangerous tool, a nd that, guided by Charlie's
hands and brains, she had no tbouble about shaving. She had inherited
his skill,

"I then told her that I, too, had inherited her skill, and could do @y
hair, sew, kni¥, crochet, do fancy work, and, in fact, had found myself to be
vperfactly feminine in all my movements and actions. To my surprise, high
heels had not bothered me.

"I noticed that when you came in the room," said Mary, "and I was surprise
ed to see that you were completely girlish in your walk. Somehow, I had
exoected that Charlie Cross would be clumsy and awkward in his feminine
finery, and act like a man. I am astonished that s man such as you were
makes such a perfect girl, and in such a short time. I tho ught that
you would look like a man trying to imitate a girl. I thought that you
would stumble in your high heels =mnd look funny in your dresses."

"Well," I said, "I was f€risd that you would act girlish and effeminate,
but you are playing the part of a man to perfection. Isn't it wonderful
that in our transposition of sexes, we have also inherited th brains, so
that we have the subconscious actions of the adopted sex? Thejmake you
act like a man, and me like a girl. You can shave, I can do my hair. I think
we are very lucky in that." ‘

"That is true," said Mary. "It is an immeasureable help. But I wish
y-u could have seen me the first time I shaved., I got lather all over my
ficae, and in my mouth, and just when I was in the midst of it, your brother
came Into the bathroom, without a stitch of clothing on. I was terribly
embarrassed, as any young girl would have been, and I, myself, had little on.

It was the first time I had seen a man completely nude (except, of
course myself--yourself--in the mirror. I must admit that I studied you--myself
in t he glass)." »

"~ "Bf course, darling," I said, "and don't think I didn't study you--

I mman, my present body--in the mirror. I felt a little guilty about 1it,

at first, thibhking that perhaps you woudn't like it. But, after all, it was
my body, the only one that I possessed, and it was the body of the girl thet
I loved, the most beautiful body in the world--at least, to me./ And, to me,
the most beautiful girl in the world. I was madly in love with you--of
course,by. that I mean, with Mary Morris--at first sight. It was thrilling,
intoxicating and delightful to be the possessor of your lovely young

body. You don't resent it, do you, sweetheart?" I asked.

"€ertainly not, darling," she answered. "It is only natural. And now
I must confess that, as a girl, I fell in love with you and your magnifi cent
male body, as soon as I gained strength from my operation. The stronger I
got, the more I loved you. Believe me, I,too, stood in front of my glass
and exulted In my physical beauty, just as you did in your feminine
lovliness. I consider you the handsomest man I haveeyer seen, and it is
nd, to know that you consider me--the former me--as the most beautiful
gq r)you have ®ver seen. No wonder we are in love with each other . It is
a perfect match, It is strange, but true, that I never really avpreciated my
own beauty until I saw you coming into the room a little while ago. I was
seeing myself as others saw me. It is so different from seeing onesself in
the glass, because you g=t a different viewpoint. And now, Charlie Cross,"
she said, "how do you like being the most beautiful girl in the world?"

With these words, she again took me into her great arms, and hugged
me and kissed me, holding me very tight. My arms were aroun@ her neck. I
did it instinctively, as a girl would do. I WAS a girl, in every fiber of
my beilpg. And to hear Charlie call me the most b eautiful girl ih the world
was the most deliclous music to my ears. No man can wnderstand, but any
girl who reads this will get the full sense of my sensationg. For now
Charlie Cross vas a girl--and never in his life had he experienced such
a voluptuous sexual feeling. Better a man, than a girl. More lovely.
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Vary lorris--continued,

But our lovemaking could not go on forever, and time was passing. So we
called a halt, and I slipped out of Charlie's arms. We had so much to

talk about.

"Where are my father and mother?" asked Mary. "I am dying to see them.
Where can I see them?"

""They are in the drawing-rpom. They have some guests," I sz2id., "But it
will of course be all right for vou to go 'n and ses tham., T will irtroduce
vou to them, Eow odd that will be--for me to introduce their own daughter
to her father and mother, and they not know it. Now don't forget yourself,
and go and kiss your mother. Hemember that you are a stranger to them,
even they are nobto you. You are now a man, and must restrain your feelings,
sp they wont think there is anything unusual about you. For I want you to
make the best possible impression. After all, we are now practically engaged,
and you must do your best to make my parents like you, and think you a fit
one to marry thelr eldest daughter, and be a worthy son-in-law. I hope it will
not be long before we can announce our engagement. Then things will be easier
for both of us, and we can be a lot together."

"All right, Mary; let's go in and see them. I will keep my wits about
me and act the part of Charlie Cross Just as well as you would have done.
I will try to look my handsomegt and act my prettiest, to make a good
impression," said Charlie.

"That's fine," said I. "You come of an excellent family, your father is
a well-known lawyer and well-to-do, and you are quite eligible as a suiltor
for my hand, even if I now belong to the city's highest social circles,
and am the daughter of a banker worth several millions. Your father knows
ny father, and, in fact, has his account at his bank. You really know my
parents better than I do, and so are aware of the fact that they both love me
very much and want me to be happy and make a happy marrlage, so I am sure
they will make no difficulties. You are so handsome, and such a famous tennis
player, that I am sure you will make a good impression."

"We can't become engaged too soon to suit me," said Charlie. "I will be
with you almost every day, and we can be of great help to each other. You
can help me with my masculine problems, and I you with your feminine ones."

"Yes," I said, "and I am the one that shall need the most help, for
in ny pogition as a girl, I shall have far more problems than you. Soon I |
shall be started on my social career, playing the part of a soclety butterfly
and it is going to be terribly hard for me, I am sure.,"

You wont mind it, as soon as you get accustomed to it," said Charlie.
"In fact, it will be a very gay life, and I am sure you will like it--or,
at least, most of it."

"Well, I hope so, but I am afraid it is going to take me a long time to
get to like being a girl. There are so many drawbacks. T, e matter of clothes
alone 1s enough to discourage me, the way I shall have to fuss about them,
with constant fittings. Woemn waste so much time on their clothes, and on
.their toilettes. I must have been at least an hour getting ready for
dinner tonight." ;

"Well, why not?" said Charlie. "You have all the time in the world
and it is your job, to dress well and look beautiful, to be an @rnament.
I am sure you will get to be fond of pretty clothes, and not mind all the
fuss and feathers. And how lucky you are to be a rich girl. There 1s no
1imit to the things you can buy,"
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"Yes, that will be fine. Already I like pretty dresses and other pretty
things that I inherited from you. I have looked over the dresses several
times, and I have become so feminine that I want to try them all on, and
see how I look in them," I said.

"I am so glad that are becoming feminine, for it will make 1t so mcuh
easier for you. It would be terribly hard on you if you had rzms remained
wholly masculine, and had fought against everything feminine that you had
to wear, and experience," said Mary. '"Now, .tell me honestly, QOn't you
really enjoy being a pretty girl, and get a big kick out of it/ Don'tyou
enjoy wearing pretty dresses and being all dolled up and looking so nicely?"

‘YT may as well confess," I replied, "that every day I become more and
more of a girl, and like it more and more. But you yourself have seen tonight
how much I am a girl, for I, as a girl, am in love with you, a man. That would
seem to make me a pretty complete girl, wouldn't it? But 1t is not yet
entirely premanent, for when I come into contact with an unusually pretty
girl, she awakens the masculine feelings in me, and then I feel like a
man disguised as a girl. But I think that will not last, fot €awmale in me is
steadily growing weaker, and the female stronger, and if this keeps up, which
I am sure it will, it wont be long before I am a full-fledged girl all the
while, and will have nothing of Charlie Cross left in me except the memory
of my first 21 years as he. But how about you, MaryZ Are you all man yet,
or 1s some of the female still in yousy

"No, I am happy to say that I am all mals. Only girls appeal to me now
sexually, but for me there is really only one girl, and that is you, Mary.
I can't tell you how much I love you."

Again heg took me in his arms, and hugged and kissed me. Again I was fille
ed with bliss. ’

We then went into the drawing room, after I had smoothed my halir and
gone over my make-up, which his kisses had somewhat disarranged. I
presented Charlie to his former father and mother, and to the other guests,
who were all playing bridge. We only stayed a few minutes, but I was sure
Charlie had made a good impression. I then suggested that we go up to my
rooms.

"Perhaps it is not entirely proper for a girl to take a man to her bedroon
I said, with a smile, "but this is different. Marie is down in the servants!
quarters, and wont come up until I ring for her, so the coast is clear,
and nobody will see us. I want to ask you about some of your things."

Vie entered my rooms, and I locked the door. First I asked Mary to go
over her clothes and other things with me, and tell me about them. Agnes
had helped me to inspect them, but she didn't know much about them. Mary
told me about the different dresses, where she had worn them. We also
inspected her furs, wraps, lingerie, hats, qhoes, coats, and iy fact, all of
her wardrobe, and she told me about gverything, and gave me advice about
what to wear when, etc. Tien we went to her desk, which up to now, I had
not molested. Mary took out her check book, and showed it to me. It showed
a balence of nearly $5000 in my checking account.

"Father is extermely liberal. He gives you a thousand dollars a month,
just for "pin money" and you can do with it as you like. You can buy
clothes or anything you wish, but you also can have things charged to
him at all the stores, not only here, but most of the good ones in New York,

You will find it very nice to be a rich young ladyy said Mary."

"But I shall feel guilty about taking all this money. After all, it is
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yours, and not mine, and I shall feel like a thief . I think I should
give it to you," I said.

"Don't wwrry about that," said Mary. "Everything I once owned is now
yours,for, remember, you are now really Mary Morris, mand I am not. I shall
have all the money I shall need, especially .as soon as I get a job somzwhere.
And if T should happen to get hard up, I will call on you and you can give
me a check. I could take it from the girl I love, under the peculiar
circumstancesy of our relationship."

"I never thought about your getting a position," said I. "How would you
like to work in father's bank? You could soon learn the business.'™

"That's an excellent idea. Father is so fond of his eldest daughter,
that he can refuse her nothing, so, after we announce our engagement and
your father and mother approve of 1it, you can ask him to give me a place
in the bank, and I am sure he will do it. He will want to have his future

- son-in-law there with him," said Mary--I mean, Charlie.

Mary produced a key from a drawer of the desk, and opened the lower
drawer with it.

"Here are &ll my diaries," she sald, "covering several years. They
contain many of my secrets, and nobody has ever read them except myself, and
I never thought that anybody woudd. But now that you are Mary Morris, they,
like all my other possessions, belong to you, and you can read them, and
keep them--and perhaps you will want to continue them, and tell all about
your life as Mary Morris, from now on. Reading them will be a great help
to you, for it will tell you about my comings and goings, my fieéedds my
partles and dances, and everything. Of course, like all girls, I have had my
share of love affairs, a nd you will find them in these diaries. You will
find the names of a number of boy friends mentioned, and girl friends as well.
If you remember all these names, 1t will help you a lot as you go along.

One name you will find mentioned pretty often is that of Alice. She is my
closest pal. But I suppose you know her. Don't you think she is nice?2"

"Yes, I think she 1s lovely, such a beautiful blonde. She has dropped in
to see me several times. I am going to enjoy her friendship very much,"
I said. "The trouble is that she is so pretty that she brings out the
masculine in me. And she says soon she is going to ask me to go to her
house and spend the night with her. What an experience that will be for me."

"I suppose I ought to be jealous of Alice, and perhaps I shall be, a
little,"said Mary., "But you will have to carry on with Alice just as I did,
and be close friends, and visit back and forth often, and sleep together,
as was our old habit. Anyway, even if you do feel like a man when with her,
you are harmless, and can sleep with her as often as you wish. But what a
thrill it will give you," and she laughed, while I felt myself blushing, but
at the same time thrilled with the thought of sleeping with Alice.

Laying aside the diaries, for the present, we next inspected Mary's jewelr
ry, and she told me ebout it, who had given her the different sets and pieces.
It was a lovely and valuable collection, and now all mine. It must have been
worth thousands, for there were diamonds, pearls and rubies, as well as
emeralds, such as I had on, and other pleces--rings, earrings, neckleces,
bracelets and clips, and breast-pins, too.

"Every Christmas and on my birthdays Father has given me jewelry,

and mother usually gives me some, too, so I already have a fine lot. It is
all genuine, as you can see," said lary.

I feel guilty about taking all this valuable Jjewelry," I said. "I shall
have all your money, too, and other things. Y, u wont get much from me. liy
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One-
worldly goods and pretty meager, as you no doubt have slready found out,
and I have little money in the bank. I am getting all the best of the
exchange, "

"It doesn't matter, and I don't care," said the sweet Mary. "I shall
have as much money as I need, and what would I do with jewelry and dresses and
all the rest of my former, things, now that I am a man? I want you to have
them and enjoy them. A girl 1ike you needs pretty things, but a man does
not. You will find it nice to be a rich girl, and have everything with which
to add to feriinine attractiveness. a i
in being wgiﬁrgroomed. Your hair was nevgra%rggt§%%daggaghg%g E%%Sta%a%éﬁﬁrest

as much as I gave it, if not more."

"Of course I take good care of it, because I am very fond of my hair,
and very proud of it, too," said I.

"It is one of your greatest assets, and you will find that it always
attracts lots of attention, and admiration," saiq Charlie-liary. "Another
thing I am pleased about is your interest in your figure. I was afraid that
you would act mulish, as most men in your position would do, and refuse to
wear a corset, because it 1s so feminine, and also so uncomfortable. And so
I was pleased when you came into the drawing room and I saw you were
gearing your smallest sized corset. That is wonderful, for a man, and I
adriire you greatly for having the common sense to play the part and wear the
things that I did, just as I did, even though you don't like it. It shows
that you have courage, and will power."

'Well," said I,"I have made up my mind to play the game to the limit, and
since I have been turned into a girl, I am going to be one to the best of mny
ability, and be a credit to you--or should I say--to your memory? If I
rebelled, and acted like a man playing a girl's part, it would make me
ridiculous and it would be far hardez for me, and it also would disgrace
my new parents. I have your lovely feminine body, and I shall do my best
alyays to be worthy of it. Of course I don't like tight corsets or high
heels or the wearing of dresses and all of the rest of it--no normal man
would like it--no normal man would like to be a girl--but 1t seems I am
fated to be one and there is no help for it, so I must get used to it and try
to learn to like it."

"I am sure you will learn to like it before long," sald Charlie-Mary,
"You will find it glorious to be a beautiful young girl, rich, with all
the lovely clothes the heart could desire, and admired by everybody--yes,
and loved, too, by a great many. You will find that many of the boys and
men you meet will fall in love with you, you are so desirable in every way.
No doubt that will embarrass you at first, but, like all beautiful women,
you will get accustémed to it, and regard it as your due."

"Yes," sald I, "I know I am going to be very much fussed at masculine
attentions. And I sort of dread going to dances and having to dance with
males instead of females. How strange it will seem for me, a man, to
dance clasped in the arms of other men. And I suppose they will flirt
with me. How will I know how to act? Should I flirt with them, and
encourage them, or shall I act demure and discourage their advances?"

"I realize it will be a little hard for you at first, but you will
have to use your common sense and judgment with the men. Act natural with
them, be pleasant and polite and a little harmless flirtation with those you
like will be all right, and give you some fum. If you continue to get more and
more feminine, as you expect, it will all be natural for you, and you will
enjoy masculine company--and admiration," said Charlie-Mary. "But don't g0
too far, or I shall be jealous."

"Well, I shall be jealous of you, if you pay too much attention to other
girls," I said. "We are engaged, practically, and I shall demand much of
youETL' aﬁtention when we are together, so you wont have much time for other
girls,

’ "I couldn't look at another girl besides you," said Charlie-Mary,
"To me you are the most beautiful girl in the world, and, remember, I
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love you madly." . . ”
\%ith theZe words, he swept me into his arms, and, holding me in his tight

sed passionate kisses on my lips. This filled me with passion, too
Zﬁgrﬁciétﬁ;nggeiis kgsses in full measure and vas filled With raptgre, and
my senses were in w whirl. I recognized my ?eellngs as belng.feminlne, th?se )
of a girl in her lover's arms--and I found 1t devine, ecstatic, sould-satisfying.
If I could always feel like ths when in Charlle's.armg, it was go?ng to be
glorious to live the 1life of a girl--and become his wife. gowal‘w1shed we '
coukd be married at once, and I could immeidately become his bride. B,t, alag.
that would ne impossible and it might be a long year before I could know the joy
of being Cahrlie's wife.

"hen at last he released me, I was dizzy, and breathless, not only from the
ardor of our kisses, but also from the tightness with which he had held me,
and from the tightness of my corsets. Ever since Charlie had come and been with
me, I had been unconscious of my severely compressing stays, and my 16-inch
wilast, but now I became aware of it, and for a moment or two felt quite faint,
and regretted having laced so tightly, even for Charlie, whom it pleased so
much. But I soon recovered and forgot my discomfort as we continued our conversa-
tion, for I couldn't think of myself when with the man I loved and everything
but him was forgotten. If I could only be with him always. Then I would be
completely reconciled to being a girl.

"Tell me about your boy friends,--I mean, you former friends. I suppose
now they will be my friends, and I should know about them, so as to be prepared
when I am with them. How many of them were in love with you? Did you love any
of them? %hom did you like best? Vou weren't engaged to any of them, were you?"
I asked. -

"You poor little girl," said Charlie-Mary, laughing, and causing me to
laugh, too. "You needn't worry about that, for you wont have to follow up my
old friendships, if you don't wish. You must be nice to them at first, but as
Soon as we announce our engagement, of course that should free you from
male admirers and f rom love making." '

He went on to tell me the names of his former boy friends, and his former
relations with them and how intimate they had been . There were quite a few of
them,

"T am afraid you will find that several of them are in love with you,"
he said with a smile, "owing to your 'fatal beauty', to say nothing of your
fortune."

“But I don't want any boy except yourself to be in love with me. Except
with you, remember I am a man, and how can I stand it to have boys making love
to me? It will be terrible. No man would like it, end I shall simply loathe
1E.M

"ell," he said, 2it wont be very bad, and if you look on the funny side of
i1t, you will enjoy it. Besides, it wont be very serious, and you can gradually
discourage them--except Bob Wilcox. He loves me--I mean, you--deeply, and I
must confess that I was a little bit in lcove with him when I was Mary Morris.

We were not exactly engaged, but were fond of each other to an unususl

degree. Gradually you will have to discourage him, but it will be a little
distressing for you--and especially for him. You must be nice to him, but

you must gradually break it up. I cannot endure the idea of your having another
man in love with you. He is going to be terribly jealous of me, when he finds

I am very attentive to you, as of course I shall be from now on, and it is going
to be embarrassing for you, but it can't be helped."

"How friendly with him--how intimate were you?" I asked."Did he kiss you?"

Charlie-}Mary blushed a little as he answered: "Yes, he used to kiss
me on meeting and parting--and perhaps he would sometimes steal a kiss in
between. I suppose he will expect to carry on the same with you, at first, until
you are able to discourage him, and he sees that my affair with you 1is making
progress.”

h .
"Horrorsl" I exclaimed. "Ten I shall have to be kissed by another n
"Well, it wont be so bad," ghid Charlie-liary, with a smilg. QBob ismgnéery

~fhandsome boy, and very nice, and I am sure you will like him. Perhaps when you
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are with Bob, you will feel yourself to be a girl--feel feminine--as you
sometimes do now, and then you really will enjoy his kisses and caresses--
and dancing with him and other boys and men. But remember, sweetheart, that
I am now your only true love, and I shall be very jealous of Bob and any
other man who 1s too attentive to you."

"Don't worry, darling," I replied. "For me you are the only man in the
world, and I couldn't love anyone else. I love you so because from the very
first moment I became Mary Morris, I fell in love with her, and so I love you
because you have the soul of lMary in your masculine body, just as I have the
sould of Charlie Cross in my feminine body. So I really shall always look
upon you as Mary, and love you gevotedly. What a wonderful secret we have
together. Nobody can share it. I think it will always keep us closer together)
I will be nice to Bob Wilcox at first and try to treat him just as you would
have done. But you need not be jealous of him, as I never could love him.)
Now, Charlie, tell me more about myself. I understand I am a good tennis
player. We must start playing next week. What else can I do--what are my
other accomplishments?"

"You will find that you are a very talented young lady," said Charlie-
lMary. "You play a good game of golfy-for a girl--¥ou swim and dive well,
and you play the piano and sing, having a nice soprano voice. Tou speak
French fluently, as you had a French governess when you--or rather, I--
were a young girl. You are a splendid dancer. You are good in amateur
theatricals, and in many other things."

"I wonder if I shall now be able to do all of these things. I have never
studied music, nor sang, and I only know a little Fpench. But I suppose
all this will come to me automatically, just as sewing and doing my hair and
other feminine things that were unknown to me, did. They are controlled
subgconsciously by your brain in my head. I must try playing the piano,
and see if I can read and talk French. I'm so glad I'm a good golfer and
tennis player, as I shall enjoy those games very much. How about your
tennis? I hope you'll keep it up, and try for the championship," I said.

"Yes, I shall keep 1t up," said Charlie-Mary. "Have they told you
about the femily's Surmer home at Newport? Y u all will go there for the
Surmer months, and of course you know that imPortant’ tennis tournaments are
played there. I want you to invite me down, and then I will play. You also
should enter the ladies! tournament. With your knowledge of the game, and
your experience and finesseg, you should be sble to win a good many
matches,"

"Yes, I have heard a little about Newport. That will be lovely, and I
will see to 1t that my Mother invites you down. Then we can be together
practically all the while, and bi1ll and coo to our hearts content, and

lay plenty of tennis when the matches are on. The bathing also is fine, and
%here are plenty of courses for golf. We will have a wonderful Summer
together," I said. "And maybe by the end of the Surmer, we shall be able to
announce our engagement to the world." "Now tell me more about my girl friend

"You have a large number of them, and are very popular.," SHe named
a number of them, and told me about them, especially about Alice, my
closest pal.

"You will find Alice to be a lovely girl, as nice as she is pretty.

She is extremely fond of you, and has been intimate with Mary Morris for
several years. I suppose I may as well tell you that she has a "crush!

on you, as often happens in the case of young girls who are thrown closely
togetﬁer. There is a bit of the lesbian about it, if you know what I

mean. :

"You mean that she loves me in a sexual way?" I asked.

"Yes, but of course it is perfectly harmless, and she will outgrow it
when she falls in love with some boy. But at present you will be her
sweetheart, you lucky man. And soon you will be sleeping with her. Wont
that thrill you to death? What a wonderful experience that will be for a
man--and probably no man has ever had it before--to sleep with a young
virgln, and be a virgin yourself--a man who is a girl. It will give you
creat pleasure, and yet no harm can be done. Iou cannot harm a girl,yor
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can g girl harm you. Now it's men only that you have to be afraid of. So
go ahead and enjoy Alice all you can, and sleep with her 8ften. How I
envy you the experiencel" said Charlie-Mary,

"Tell me honestly," I said to Charlie-Mary, "are you really all male
sexually,~is there none of the female left in you, so that you are not
attracted by other men?" It would be terrible "if you were, and you could
easily disgrace yourself if other men had sexual attraction for you. Of
course, I could understand it, as it would be natural for you, a former
€irl, but others wouldn't know how it was." i

"No, " said Charlie-liary. "I am happy to say that I am completely male,
as I told you before, so you need not worry about that. I have thought about
it, and realized what you have just told me. But men &o not attract me at
‘all sexually, and I am like a normal man in that I am strongly attracted
by pretty girls--and in love with you. I confess that I was very much
embarrassed at home yesterday when I was stark naked, taking a bath, when your
-~-I1 mean, my--brother dashed into the room, also without a stitch on. Tt
was a shock to me, and I felt like grabbing some garment to cover nyself,
but I restmmined myself, and soon my confusion left me, and I felt at ease."

"Yes, men are like that) I said. "They go around naked among themselves,
in locker rooms, in swimming and in bed rooms, and think nothing of it. You
will soon get used to it. I Suppose girls are more modest in exposing themselwm
ves to other girls,"

"Yes, they are, as a rule, "but it is foolish to have false modesty",
Charlie"said. "You don't mind having women see you completely undressed,
do you.

"Well, I'm used to Marie, and I don't mind my mother or sister, but I
don't know how it will be with Alice. I think I should be ashamed to have
her see me in the nude," I said.

"Why, you silly girl," said Charlie. "Why should you mind having
Alice or any other girl see you naked?"

"I don't know, but I suppose it's because I haven't been a girl long
enough to get thoroughly used to it, and so am ashamed of my feminine body,
and of having others see it, especially a girl like Alice, who, you tell
me, 1s in love with me. If she and I should be nude together I am afraid
she would arouse the male in me, and I would betray my passion," I said.

"And perhaps she would betray her passion for you," said Charlie, "But
what of it. You will only be two girls together, so it will do not harm,"



62 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

"You will never know how much I worried about you, Mary garling,"
said Charlie."Knowing what a he-man you were before your transformation
into a girl, I was afraid you would make a terrible scene when you found
you were a girl. I realized how a man of your type would resent being
a young maiden, hatigg everything effeminate and girlish in a man, ang so
feeling ashamed of having to wear feminine clothes and play the part. of
a girl continuously. I was afraid you would loathe having long hair,
a girl's body and a girl's voice and her puny strength, compared with your
former strength as a man.,"

"I did resent 1t bitterly at first, and probably I wduld have raised
cain if I had been up and about, but what could I do in my hospital bed,
as weak as a baby After my operation? I was helpless, and by the time I
galned some strength, I had had time to think the matter over very carefully
and my common sense told me how futile it would be for me to make a scene
and have everybody think that I had gone crazy. They woulgn't know that I
was a man in a girl's body, and if I had acted like a foolish man, they
wouldn't have understood. Besides, I thought of you and of your family, and
how humiliated you all would be if I made a fuss. So, as I told you before,
I decided to play the part to the best of my ability and try to be guch
a glrl as you were and try not to be "strange". ¥y "loss of memory"
made me strange enough, without doing anything else to make matters worse."

"You are wonderful, Mary," said Chaplie to me, "and I am sure no other
man who had been like you would have acted so sensibily, and fitted into a
girl's role as well as you have done. Already you are practically perfect in
the part, and it wont be long before you will be pleying it as well as
I could have done myself. You gon't know how relieved I was when I first saw
you coming into the room tonight. Somehow I sort of expected to see you
wearing one of my loose negligees and flat heels and looking a bit untidy
and masculine in your walk and appearance. I thought you would resent
wearing corsets and high heels and a pretty dress, end that you wouldn't bother
to have your hair done in an attractive coiffure. Ang I thought you
would scorn make-up, and jewelry, end perfume. So I was gelighted when
I beheld you gliding gracefullﬂ%nto the room on your high heels, your hair
beautifully done and your whold self perfectly groomed, and, best if all,
your tiny waist. At the first glance I recognized that you were wearing
a l6-inch corset and one of your prettiest evening gowns that shows your
figure and waist to the best advantage. I must confess that I was surprised
to see that a former he-man like Charlie Cross was willing to be so
tightly laced in, when it was not necessry. Of course I know what 1t means
to your comfort. I seldom reduced my waist to 16 inches when I was a girl--
only on special occasions, when I was going to some party where I wanted to
have the smallest waist of all the girls. You will find there is a good deal
of rivalry among the girls of your crowd as to size of waist, and I am so
glad that you take to corsets so readily. Most he-men would not."

- As Charlie said this, I could feel my face growing scarlet with shame.
Yes, I had been a he-man, and Charlie knew that I was still on%%n soul, if not
in body and so she had detected my effeminancy and girlish vanity in
thus submitting to wearing my smallest corset and prettiest gown and highest
heels, and Jjewelry and all the rest of it to make myself as girlishly
pretty as possibly. I had done exactly as a girl would have done, in preparing
for this meeting. Perhaps a he-man would have acted differently, and refused
to wear corsets and a tight gown. I didn't know. But I did know that being
a girl was "getting me" and that there was little trace of my strong
masculinity left in me and I welcomed all the wiles and lures a pretty girl
takes advantage of to make herself glamorous to the man she loves. But I
felt ashamed and blushed furiously. Charlie noticed this, and took me in his
arms, stroked my hair and soothed and comforted me, again making me feel
feminine and happy.

"Forgive me, sweetheart," said Charlie. "T didn't mean to embarrass
you and make you blush. You must learn to forget that you ever were a
he-man, and think of yourself only as the beautiful girl that you now are,
I never realized how pretty I was--and you now are--until I saw you coming
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toward me tonight. You looked divine. Perhaps I used to look like that,
but I never knew it,"

"And I never knew that Charlie Cross was so handsome and nice looking
in every way as you now are," I replied. )

"We are now seeing ourselves as others see us," said Charlie, "and isn't
it delightful that we each find the other more attractive than expected? We
certainly shall make a most attractive couple, for I think you are besutiful
and you think I am handsome, and I guess we both are right, though it may
sound rather vain for us to say it."

Charlie now thought it was time for him to leave, as we had been together
quite a long time, and it was growing late. Before he started, I asked him
to teke a drive in my car with me the following afternoon, and he eagerly
agreed. I went dovm with him to the front door, and we had a final breath-
teking kiss on parting.

I was in the seventh heaven and walking on air as I went to the
drawing room to say good night. How wonderful it was to be a girl in love
wlth a handsome man, and to be loved by him in turn. Never in my life
before had I been so happy and filled with bliss.

"I think Mr. Cross is very nice," said my mother, as I kissed her good-
night."

& "I am so glad you like him," I replied, "for I like him very much myself!

"Nothing serious, is there, Kary?" interposed my father, v ith a sly look.

"One never knows™, I said, with a smile. And I took my leave.

As I started up the long stairway teippingly in my extreme high heels,

I suddenly realized that I was tired, and had not yet fully regained my
strength. Ang I suddenly became acutely conscious of my severely compressing
corset, which now seemed to be cutting me in two at the waist. I had some
difficulty in getting up the stairs. I rang for Marie, and as I waited for
her to come, I wondered whether I could endure my corsets another minute.
What a relief as she unhooked my dress and then let out the corset laces, and
I took the restricting garment off. How foolish I hag been, I thought, to lace
SO0 tightly and make myself so uncomfortable. Why had I done it? Why had

I submitted to such compression? The only answer could be my girlish

vanity and desire to impress Charlis. And he had been surprised that a he-man
such as I had been should doll hims&1f up and lace so tightly, the way I had
done. Again I felt myself blushing at my effeminacy. I was akhamed that
Charlie had found me to be so girlish in such a short time. But I couldn't
help it. I was bound to get more and more feminine as my life as a girl

went on. I must take Charlie's advice, and really become a girl, and try to
forget I ever was a he-man. BRut T could not always do it. At times my
masculine soul in its feminine prison was bound to assert itself, and I

could not stop it. But, since apparently, I was destined to pass the rest of
my gqays as a female, the sooner I came to be one in mind, thoughts and
feelings, as well as body, the better it would be for me.

These thoughts raced through my mind as the pretty Marie let down my
hair and combed andg brushed it and prepared me for bed. What could be more
feminine than this--g lady's maid preparing me for bed? Ng wonder I had
become so feminine and soft. T was sure that this enviromment would soften
and feminize the most masculine man in the world, if he had to go through
it as Iwas doing. Ang so I should not blush and feel asgmed. After all,

I had no choice, and I was now a girl and had become thoroughly used to it
all,

As Marie tucked me into bed and I relaxed, rid of those tight corsets,

a feeling of contentment stole over me, as my soft, luxurious night-gown
caressed my/ warm, soft, velvet-smooth young girlish body lying in the
silken sheets, and my lovely perfumed hair formed a halo around my face and
on the lacy pillow and stretched down to caress my shoulders on either side.
Ag I reviewed in my mind my evening with Charlie and our love-meking, I felt
to the full the delight of being a lovely young girl with an ardent lover,
Yes,‘it was much nicer to be a girl than a man. If T only could retain that
feeling for 2ll time] And $0, I fell asleep, to dream of Charlie, my love.
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When I awoke the next morning, I still felt tired, so after Marie
had bathed and massaged me and performed all the different offices of my
morning toilet, I slipped back into bed, wearing a pretty pale green
lace trimmed negligee, and proppred myself up on the pillows, with hair
dreped over my shoulcers in the manner I loved, and I proceeded to read
liary's diaries. I absorbed their contents and learned = great deel about
the former Mary, her friends and occupations and social doings. A nunmber
of boys' named were written down in connection with dances, parties and
dinners she had attended, and toward the end I often came across the name
of Bob Wilcox, who had been very attentive. I also read about shopping
trips to New York, and a trip abroad and much shopping in Paris, and
& description of the many gowns, hats, and other things Mary had bought.

I wondered whether my mother would take me on similar shopping trips. I also
read about other travels with my mother and about summers at our house
in Newport. Then I read such entries as: "Had a permanent and manicure and

- eyebrows shaped.""Beauty treatment and facial", "visited corsetiere for
fittings--ordered a new 16-inch corset--it's going to be very tight."
Thus the entries went on and a gained a lot of useful knowledge that would

- be valuable to me in my career as Mary liorris. The morning passed
quickly and pleasantly and towards noon I decided to get dressed and go
down to luncheon. Amd then would come my motoring trip with Charlie. How
eagerly I looked forward to seeing him! I could hardly wait,

Marie groomed me with much care, as usual, and I took quite a lot of
time in deciding what dress.and hat to wear, as naturally I wanted to look
my prettiest to Charlie. How comfortable my 18-inch day corsets felt
after those tight ones of 18st night. They actually felt loose, by contrast,
and yet at first I had thought them tight. I asked Marie to make me up for
the street, and she did it very cleverly and made me look prettier than
ever. I must ask Charlie about make up, and whether he liked me to use
cosmetics. I had been made up last night, and he had saig nothing abolt
it, and, from what Marie said, and from the things I found on Mary's
dressing table when I became she, I knew that the former Mary had used
make up. So I was sure that she--I mean Charlie--would approve. Also I
knew she would approve my use of strong French perfumes. They made me
more feminine.

After luncheon, which was a family affair, I had one of the chauffeurs
bring my roadster around, and soon I was off to Charlie's house and picked him
up. We motored into the country and then to the country club to which
Charlie belonged--the place where I, as a man, had played tennis, but
which Mary lMorris of the bPast had never visited. A number of my old friends
were there and of course the present Charlie didn't know them, but I tipped
him off as to who they were, and he greeted them as though he knew them--

and did it with such a natural air as to avert suspiclon. He talked tennis
with some of them, and they wanted to know when he would again appear on
the courts, and were anxious to have him back i+ the game. Next we went
to the club to which llary liorris belonged, and here I was at a loss, for

I was greeted hy many people, both ladies, girls, men and boys, whom I
had never seen before, and this time Charlie was my guide and helped me
out by giving me their names, and telling me something about them, if there
was an opportunity before I came in contact with them. It was our plan to
thus meet as many poeple as possible, when together so that we could
help each other to identify them, snd thus make it smoother for us when we
should come across them later. For the reader can understand how embarrassing
it would be to be greeted by a person who knows you intimately, and yet who
to me was a total stranger, and unknown to me by name. The same applied to
Charlie, but mine was the more difficult case, as MNary lforris, being a
soclety butterfly, knew hundreds of people, and particularly girls and
women. liost of my former friends--now Charlie's--were men, as I had seen
little of society, but had gone in for athletics, and so moved in & rather
narrow circle., But I was going to see to it that the new Charlie gshould
go into Socisty with me, and meet everybody--as Charlie. Of course, that
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would be easy for him, as he already knew so many. He would enjoy society

and feel right at home in it, having had experience of it for a number of

years, and being fond of it. Of course, it would be entirely different

for him as a man, but he would enjoy the independence of a man, who

could pick and choose the people he wished to associate with, dance with

the girls he liked and play the gctive male part. How much harder it

would be for me, a girl, to play the receptive, passive feminine part, which

would be so contrary to my nature. How humiliated I would feel if I was

neglected at parties and not asked to dance by the boys. But no doubt

that would not happen to me--I was too pretty, too rich, to be neglected.
When we motored to Charlie house to drop him, I decided to go i and

meet my parents, as natuarlly I was anxious to see them again. I knew 1t

would be awkward for me, to pretend that I was meeting them for the first

time, but I must break the ice, and come as often as I could to see them and

thus get better acquainted. My mother greeted me sweetly, and I had to resist

the impulse to kiss her, as I was very fond of her. But we merely shook

hands and I consoled myself with the thought that as soon as we became

better friends, I could kiss her. That was one advantage of being a girl--

I could kiss other girls and women without being conspicuous, and it would

seem to be a natural thing to do. Charlie and I had had a most pleasant

afternoon together. He kissed me good-bye in the hall, and I left him
reluctantly.
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_ There was a groun at the house for tea, and I h:d to do the honors, as
the eldest daughter. I met more people who were friends of Mary, and made it
a point to get acquainted with them and remember them. Teaf over, I went to ny
room and dressed for &inner, putting on one of Mary's pretty evening gowns,
after having had my bath,and donned my 17-inch evening corset, and 4-inch
heeled slippers which matched my gown. How silly and uncomfortable I felt,
a man so tightly corseted and high-heeled. Marie did my hair in an attractive
evening coiffure, and when I gave mys&if a final inspection in the mirror,
the lovely Mary Morris I saw reflected was most pleasing to me, and I was
content. There w-re guests for dinner and I joined them in the drawing room,
at first feeling rather foolish as I thought how much Charlie Cross was out
of place there in the guise of a girl, all dolled up, laced, perfumed,
gowned, rouged and utterly feminine. It was = most humiliating vosition
for a man to find himself in, looking like a beautiful girl and forced to
p'ay the part of one. How I wished I was bad& at home in my plain, comfortable
masculine clothes, flat heels, short hair--a plain young man, instead of a
fashionably dressed young lady. But there was no help for it. I must see it’
through. I greeted the guséts, pretending that I knew them, as they knew me.
The ladies kissed me and the men shook hands with me very cordially, and I
could not help being aware of their masculine looks of admiration, which
made me feel still more foolish. Eviédently I had great feminine sex appeal,
as all pretty young ledies do, particularly with men older then they, who
are married and whose wives perhaps have faded a bit. But soon my mood changed
and I began to be amused, ahd then flattered. It was fun to be so admired
and to be so pretty. Now I knew how girls felt with men and I became a girl
in my feelings and enjoyed the masculine flirtations, whish, I must confess,
I encouraged, by making eyes, when the wives were not looking. Yes, 1t was
fun, and the more so, I thought, because I was really a man, in soul, if not
in body. But who knew that? Nobody but Charlie and myslef. And nobody but
us ever would know. _

At dinner I sat next to a middle aged man ahd had fun flirting with him.
What fools men are, I thought, "falling for" a pretty girl young enough to be -
their daughter. I was greatly amused, and chuckled to myself, especially when
I noticed his stout wife watching him withllooks of disapproval. I flirted
all the more outrageously, somehow wishing to tease her. This was the way
I could have fun as a girl. I must get some amusement out of it, and I decided
that flirting with men would be a lot of fun, turning on them my feminine charm
and trying to make them fall in love with me.

After dinner there was bridge. Mary had been a good player, and so had
Cherlie Cross, even better, so withour combined skill, I found that I was an
exceptionally good player, and won 'that night--and on most of the occasions that
I played thereafter. At last came bedtime, and I will confess that I sighed
with relief when Marie undressed me, removing my tight corset and high heels.

I was somewhat used to them, but, mmn-like, at times resented them. They were
a necessary evil, as I knew, and I loved their effect, particularly my tiny
waist, but I was still man enough to hate the discomfort of a pinched-in
wiast and stilt-like heels, which prevented free walking like a man. I

could only trip along daintily with short steps, hampered also by my tight
skirts. How helpless, as compared with the clothes of a man. There was no
freedom of motion. And yet I was able to walk gracefully, in a pretty,
girlish menner. I marvelled at the way "we women" got along in our corsetsy
high heels and tight skirts, apparently at ease. A man so dressed would

have been "sunk", but I, as Mary Morris, was completely graceful, even

laced in to a 17-inch waist, I could sit down in a chair, and get up gracefully,
in spite of my corsets and high heels. A man would have had to be pulled up,
if so dressed, and probably would have toppled over. So I was surprised and
pleased at the dasy grace of my movements in my unaccustomed feminine garp--
but garb €7 which I was becoming used to very fast.

Next morning the pretty blonde Alice, Mary's closqﬁg friend, called for me
and we wvent on a shonping expedition. It was the first time that I had
ventured forth In public since I had become a girl, and I felt very strange
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as I tripred along the street beside the lovely Alice. Any man will rsalize

how I felt at thus going out in public in the guise of a girl and coming

in close contact with strangers, and being aware of their glances, valking along
streeti that I had traversed as a man, famlliar streets. How strange I felt as
a girl. Marie had taken pains with my toilet, as usual, my hair was beautlfully
coiffured, I was wearing a very fetching llttle day—tlme dress, and a cute

hat, and my mirror had told me that I looked very nice as I surveyed myself
before I left home. But somehow, I would forget how I looked, and have the
feeling that I was still Charlie Cross dolled up as a girl, and I would feel
ashamed, and afraid that I would meet scmebody I knew, until I glanced into

a w1ndow with a mirror, and saw that I was an unusually pretty young girl,

and that gave me confidence. Would I ever get used to the idea that I was a girl?
The blonde Ali ce and the red-headed Mary must have presented ay nicture of
unusual feminine anpeal, for everywhere men turned to look at us as we walked
along the streets and I found myself feeling feminine and enjoying the

attention my beauty created. Aft=r all, I was a girl, and a rretty one. I

must remember that, and forget that I had once been a big he-man, who had

hated anything that was the slightest bit effeminate. But it was hard, for

the masculine would momentarily well up in me and I would blush with shame at the
thought of how utterly effeminate I was, with everything that a big he-man wculd
hate and despise--long hair, pretty girlish face, slender feminine body’

in tight corsets and dressed completely--and prettily--in female attire.

And I was perfumed and made up--all of which a normal make would hate.

But I loved the company of the lovely Alice and her chatter and good humor
helped to make me forget what manner of girl I was. She was a born flirt

and when we saw some good-looking boys or men arproaching, she would give

them the''eye", and whisper to me about them. I soon found myself doing the

samé, and "making eyes." It was fun, but we were careful not to carry it too
fary-just teasing. We went into some of the stores, end Alice did some
shopping, but I did not buy anything, as I thought Mary had everything that I
dould possibly need. (Later I learned how rich I w as, and got so that I

bought many things, even though nds needed--just the latest fads and foibles,

in wvhich I co uld indulge to my heart's content.)

Our shonping finished, we called a taxi end went to my home, and Allce
stayed for luncheon.

"You are coming home with me to spend the night," said the lovely Alice,
"just as you used to do before your operation. You remember, don't you?"

I said "yes", though of course I didn't know anything about it. But
Charlie-liary had given me some hints and prepared me for what was to come.

It goes without saying that I, a man, was very eager to spend the night with
Alice. "hat a wonderful experience it would be for a man--vho was a girl!

After dinner at Alice's house ' e played bridge with her papfigts for a time,
and then, both pretending to be tired, we excused ourselves, and went up to
Alice's vpretty bedroom, with its double bed. Marie had packed a bag for me and
sent it over. It contained all that was needed for a young girl spending the
night at the home of a girl friend. Alice's family were wealthy, but not
so rich as oursleves, and she did not have a versongl maid, end I did not ask
Marie to come to ‘do” for me. Thté was the arrangement when e two girls spent
the night together. We should do for oursleves and heln each other . I will
admit that I was a llttle bit embarrassed as we two "girls" found ourselves
alone together in Alice's boudoir. %What man would not be? Embarrassed,
but interested and eager for the experience--and so easy for me, because I had
a girl's body--if not a girl's soul. I watched Alice and did as she did--
taking off my dress, unlacing my corsets and strirping down to my lingerle.

1111 do your hair first," said Alice. "Then you can do mine". Apparently
it was their custom. I sat down before the three-way mirror, while Alice
took out the many pins from my hair until it fe&l down my shoulders in
a heavy, glowing red mass. Then she proceeded to comb and brush it while
I looked on, in the glass. I had, from the very first moments as a girl,
enjoyed the ministrations of Narle with my grea et head of silken hair, but
to have the beautiful Alice handling my hair, combing and brushing it,
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was most delightful, and gave me a real thrill, esrecially when Alice
praised my hair, and told me it was the most beautiful she had ever seen.
As Alice worked over me, I was avare of many truches of a caressing nature.
She would reach down and kiss my ear or cheek and rub her soft hand over my
back, shoulders and face, ‘affectionately. It came to me, with a start, that
she was in love with me--a lesbian love, such as young girls often have for
other young girls--a‘crush, which of course, degsn't last, once they grow
ur and get interested in boys. But Alice was evidently more fond of me than
a girl ordinarily is in another girl--yes, she was in love with me, in the
vay that a boy is in love with a girl. This knowledge thrilled me, and I
looked forward e ag-rly to the night we were to spend in bed together--what boy .
or man would not, especially since Alice was a lovely blo~de that would
entrance any man?

After Alice had finished with my hair, I did hers, as was the.custom
How I enjoyed combing and brushing her lovely nerfumed golden hair. It vas not
so long as my hair, but reached to her waist, and was thick, silky and wavy.

I revelled in it and loved handling it, it was so beautiful. Then came the
fime to go to bed. I hung back while Alice removed her lingerie and for

a few moments she stood unclad before me, and I was entranced by her lovely
shanely white body. 'She stood naked in front of the mirror, examining
herself, and asking me if I thought she was getting fat. Bhe was very lovely
and slender, and I assured her that she was far from being fat. Any man who
reads this will understand how terribly thrilled I was, the first time I ahd
ever seen a young girl in the nude--and she was beautiful, perfect, the dream
of any man. I was filled with passion--desire--but I was only a girl, in body.

"Slip off your things and let me see how you look after your operation,"
sald Alice. Strangely, I felt ashamed to strip and expose my feminine body
in the nude to this girl. But I had no reason to refuse, so I drorped off
my chemise and panties and stood bare before her, but with a sort of shrinking

. feeling--why, I do not know, except that a man D rhars should be ashamed to
have a feminine body and show it to a girl.

"You look lovely, " said Alice. "Let's see your scar." She came close and
touched the scar from my operation, which was the only blemish on my otherwise
perfect feminine body. I thrilled at the touch of her delicate little fingers.

"Let's go to bed," said Alice, and I agreed. I put on my night gown,
one of my prettiest of the many I had in my wardrobe, a delécate robin's-egg
blue trimmed with lace, a lovely creation. Alice also donned a lovely
night dress which filled me with excitement and admiration, for she looked
most desirable, with her golden hair down her back in delicious waves. "hat
a place for a man--and yet a girll Which' was me.

We got into bed together, after extinguishing the lights--and immediately
I was in Alice's arms. Her arms were sbout me, and I put mine about her
and our lips met in a long, breath-taking kiss. Her soft, warm body was
‘held tight against mine, and our breasts pressed each other, soft,yielding.
Her legs, her thighs were against mine, and we clung together, breathlessly.
Such kisses I h+d never known, and I realized to the full that Alice vas
deeply in love with me--with Mary, a girl--a lesbian love. But my love was
more than that, for, after 2ll, my soul was that of = man, and I was loving,
and being loved by, one of the most beautiful blonde girls I had ever seen.

I was in ecstacy--and yet, fustrated. I could love her, and she could love me,
and show it in every way possible, but I could not love her as a man--for my’
body was that of a girl. Any man will understand. But I made the best of it.
After a long season of love-making--and I let Alice take the lead--we became
tired, so I turned my baclto Alice, and she put her arms around me, with her
little hands on my breasts, and her warm body nressing against mine, and at
last I fell asleep, but still conscious of her breasts close ggainst my beck
agd her warm body clinging to mine, her thighs arainst my buttocks. How T
ever pot to sleep I never knew. It must have been the sleep of exhaustion.
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Some time during the night Alice woke me up by her movements, withdrawing
her arms from about me. "Turn over", she whispered. I did so, and she kissed
me somewhat sleepily, and then turned, so that her back was to me. I at
once put my arms about her warm, soft, fragrant young body, holding her tight
to me,* as she had held me at first, my hands on her dainty maidenly breasts,
my body pressed against hers. She sighed with contentment as she cuddled in
my embrace and I could not help thinking that I was now in the position of
a husband sleeping with his wife, and it filled me with bliss. But how
different I was from a husband, from a man. After all, I was only a girl,
though I had the feelings of a man. I could do this lovely girl no harm,

I could only love her and caress her and fondle her, and to my heart's
content. Her hailr and mine, with its profusion, mingled on the pillows,

the blonde and the red. I buried my face in Alice's silky golden tresses
and inhaled the perfume of Xk them. At last I again fell asleep and so
slept until morning, when Alice turned in my arms and awoke me with a sweet
kiss, and we indulged in some more love-making. We decided to have
breakfast in bed, so we propped ourselves up on our pillows, side by side,
and the maid came with our trays. Across the room, opposite us, was a long
wide mirror, which reflected the images of the two lovely young maidens
there in bed in their pretty night-gowns, low cut and sleeveless, with
their hair flowing down over their shoulders in a most intriguing manner.

I ajmost had to pinch myself to realize that one of those girls, she with the
lovely auburn hair, was indeed myself, and that I was there in bed with
another girl, the beautiful golden-haired Alice. I was sure that no man
ever before in this world had been in the same situation as I. It weas
delightful and I was filled with bliss, with happiness.

That was the first of many nights that I slept with my closest girl
friend, Alice, and all were equally delightful. We alternated, she coming
to my house, and then I to hers, time and again. It had been their old-
established custom, before llary's operation, and there was no reason to
discontinue it, as 1t gave us both joy, Alice being in love with me, and I,
naturally, was infatuated with her.

After our first night together, I talked with Charlie-liary about it.

In fact, he brought it up, and, with a mischievous twinkle in his eye,
asked me how I had liked sleeping with a lovely blonde, and I blushed as

I told him that I liked it very much. Of course, he knew all about it,

and just how we had slept, for he had often done it when a "she" and was
well aware of Alice's love for her--now me. She (I mean, he) knew all about
the hair-brushing ceremony and the love-making as we two girls cuddled in
each others arms, in that soft bed. It was all an old story to him.

"I suppose you have fallen in love with Alice,'" said Charlie. "But
that's all right, and it is perfectly harmless for you to sleep with her
as ofﬁen as you like. I wont be jealous, for, after all, you are only a
girl. :
"Yes, I love her", I confessed, still blushing," or perhaps I should say

that I am infatuated with her, for I don't love her the way I love you,
Charlie darling. You are the only one I really love, and you make me feel so
completely feminine, and so happy. Alice makes me feel masculine, when I am
with the little beauty. Isn't it an awful mix-up, for me to feel sometimes
like a girl and at other like a man."

‘"Which do you like best?" asked Charlie, taking me into his arms and
hugging and kissing me, while I rested my red head against his manly
shoulder. I

"I like best being a girl, now that/have the body of one. I like having
feminine feelings and instincts, they are so much nicer than those of a male.
I wish I could always feel like a girl, and forget that I ever was a man.

I think I shall get that way eventually. I am 100 times more feminine than
when I founq myself a girl, in the hospital. It's only now and then I get

in a masculine mood and then my feelings rebel at being a girl. I often feel
resentful at having to wear a tightly laced corset, and such high heels,
which make me uncomfortable. Ang at times I hate so much fussing with my
toilette and make up and hair and clothes. How lucky you are, Charlie. Do
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you fully’appreciate the privilege--and comfort of being a man? Think of

your toilet 1in the morning compared witn mine--a quick shower, a few

Séconds to comb and brush your hair. Then you fling on your loose, comfortable
clotMes, tie your tie, ang you are ready for the day. But I forgot the-

shave. How do you like shaving?"

"I hated it at first, but now 1 do not mind it, and it is so much
quicker and easiee than having to fuss with s head of long hair, especilally
that hair of yours, which, as I so well remember, takes at least half an
hour twice g day, while in that time I can shave and dress and be on my
Wway. And I have no corsets to lace and all those frilly underthings to put
on and adjust so carefully, and the dress to be hooked up, and complexion care
and make-up. I really feel sorry for you, Mary darling, for it is pretty
tough for a man to be turned into a girl, and all that it means. But you'll
get used to it, in time. And you'll always have me to love you and protect
you. I am sure that when we are married, if not before, you will become
completely feminine, and have a happy life as a wife and mother."

"Me a mother," I exclaimed. T never thought of that. "But when I
become your wife T suppose that naturally will follow?"

-"How do you like the idea of having babies, sweetheart?" asked Charlie.
"It surely will be some experience for a man."

"I think I shell love being a mother, a nd the father of your children,"
I said, blushing and hiding my face agalnst his coat, as Iwas still cl%@ed
in his arms. He noticed my confusion and modesty and laughed.

"You are acting exactly like = the innocnet young maiden that you are.
Don't tell me you are not feminine. No girl was ever more so. And I am so
glad for you--and for myself. We will have a normal, happy marriage," said
he, turning my face toward his, and kissing me on the mouth.

"T am a girl when with you, Charlie," I said, as soon as I could catch
my breath."I wish we could marry today, and I coulg always be with you.

Then I would be g girl all the time, and not off ang on, as now. And I would
get out of all the social functions that sre bearing down on me, and which

I am sure I shall detest. I suppose you know that there is to be a large
dance next week. I will see to it that you get an invitation., Will you take
me, darling?" I asked.

"0f course, sweetness," he smiled. "Tt will be wonderful to dance
with you in my arms," '

Vle chatted for a long time, and at last Charlie took his departure,

In my next chapter, I will tell about my first dance--as g girl,

A W\ W "

(Signed) Mary Norris Cross.
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Continued, Autobiography of Mary liorris.

ly first dance, in my career as a girl, was in the offing, and my
mother told me I must have a new dress for it. With all the lovely evening
&0Wns hanging in my wardrobe, a new one seemed unncessary to me, but it
seems that the former ¥ary had worn all of them at least once, and so, in
my rosition as a rich girl ang social leader, I must have a2 new outfit,
I Seécretely consutled Charlie about it, as he knew more than I did about
women's clothes (though I was learning rapidly) and then I consulted with
my mother, pretending that what Charlie had suggested was my own idea.
Anyway, we decided upon a dress of black velvet, as I had found tkhat black
was very becoming to me, wit ny red hair, and also it emphasized my
Sslenderness, & nd small waist, of which I wes quite proud. Ly mother proposed
that I have a 16-inch waist Wwith this new dress, and I did not object,
though I might have done so if I had realized what a long evening was shead
of me and how I should have to dance for hours so tightly laced in. T
100ked forward to the dance with mixed feelings. I hated the idea of going
8s a girl and playing a girl's part, andg having to dance with masn. But it
would be a joy to €0 with Charlie and dance in his arms. I would love that.
If I coula only have every dance with him! But of course, that would be
impossible, and I should heve to dance with many other men, and I hated the
idea.

Alice had made a date to play tennis with me on our court--my first
game since my operation. We were to play in the morning, so when I got up
I dressed for tennis. I had noticed haryt's things in the closet. Vhen
Karie dressed me, she laced me in my corsets as usual. Somehow, I had had
the idea that I could play uncorseted, but, alas, that was not to be. I hag
to learn that there was a fiction among girls and women that our small,
corseted waists were natural, and we must never appear in public without
them. If I were seen with a walst larger than my accustomed 16 inches, it
would be a disgrace, and a give-away--for none of us ever admitted that we
had laced-in waists, though of mamm course, we al]l did. And so I was
glad in my tight corset for the game, and was disgusted, for how could I
run about and cover the court and play a good game thus constricted? But
at least, I could leave off my usual high heels, and wear flat tennis shoes.
And the rest of my costume was a handicap, for I wore a long-sleeved blouse

numerous long hatpins. For my precious complexion must be gaurded at all
costs. I must not get freckled, or tanned, and so no part of me was exposed
to the rays of the sun. My head felt heavy with it heavy mass of hair
tightly wound around it, topped with that awkward, floppy hat. How could

& girl do anything athletic dressed in that ridiculous manner? I thought
of my loose, comfortable costume when I hagd played as Charlie Cross--not

& single tight garment and no hampering skirts or a hat or gloves. But now
I was a girl, and must do as girls did..There vas help for it, ‘

Soon the lovely Alice breezed in. She was dressed much the same as I,
with a well-cfdseted waist, hat and gloves. We were equal in that at leastn
I thought and she would have no advantage over me in the gane.

We Beached the court, and started. At first I relt terribly handicapped
by my costume, ang especially by my corfsts, which prevented any quick,
free action. I could not get about like T useg to, but as the gare went on,
I found that I could do fairly well ida girlish way. I soon found that
Alice was no match for me, for of courde I retained my old masculine
knowledge of the gane, and while I had not the speed nor strength of my
former man's game, yet I had much of the old skill and finesse, and so
could out-guess Alice by placements angd trick shots, cuts, and change of
paccs But I didn't want to appear too good, nor to beat her too badly,
so I let all the games get close and even let her win some of them. It
was fun, and I enjoyed the exercise. Before we had finished, my sister,
another girl and a couple of boys came to play and they watched the finish-
of our match, ang complimented me on my game. If they only knew, I thourht,
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The time now passed rapidly, and I was fast getting accustomed to ny
life as a girl, and minding it less and less as time went on. Charlie and
I saw each other dally, and Alice was dropping in every day, and one night
she came and slept with me, and we repeated the first experience, and I
got the same thrill out of sleeping with this lovely blonde Venus, who
loved me. I had several fittings of my new ball gown, in our house, as it
was made by our own house dressmakers. At last the evening of the dance
rolled round, and I was in my boudoir being dressed by Marie. As she drew my
walst in to 16 inches, I suddenly had a revulsion of feeling against being
a girl--as occasionally heppened those day. It was bad enough, I thought,
being forced to be a girl, but why should I have to be laced in to a
wasp-walsted figure, and be all dolled up and beautified, and go to a dance
that way. I looked down at my feet, clad in a close-fitting pair of
slippers with the highest heels I ownﬂed. How silly worien were, to wear
their tightest corsets and highest heels to a dance, where they would
have to be on their feet for hours and dance many times in theilr most
uncomfortable costumes. That was the time to dress comfortably and
loosely, so as to enjoy the exercise. But it was not to be. At dances
we were supposed to look our lovliest, and in the silly fashion of the .Jav,
that meant our smallest waists, highest heels and tight dresses.

Marie did not need to do my hair. That day I hed gone through the

agony--for me--of a‘“permanent. Ny mother had made the appointment for me.
To me my hair seemed to be all right. liarie took great care of it. But
my mother insisted that I go to the beauty parlor and have it waved and
dressed, and also a facial and other beauty treatment. Any man who
reads tnis will understand how I, a man, loathed golng to a beauty parlor,

- and spending hours in an effort to make me more pretty. How foolish
I felt as I sat for what seemed to me to be ages, with my hair in that
electric contraption, unable to move. And then came the dressing of it.
Then facial tresitment, and a manicure. I had thought my eyebrows were all
right, but it seems they had to be "shaped" and so the operator pulled out
some of the hairs, to make my brows a delicate, narrow arch. I squirmed
under the whole process and felt very rebellious--and ashamed to think that
I, a man, Charlie Cross, should have to undergo the humiliation of treat-
ment in a beauty parlor, a place so utterly feminine. But at last an end
came, and the operator daintily made up my face, and then handed me a hand
mirror so that I could observe her handiwork Ffron every angle. I must confess
that I was:gratified witn what I saw. My hair did look even morec lovely than
ever, and after my facial, with the clever make up, I knew that I looked
remarkably pretty, and I was suffused with a glow of pleasure as I stared at
myself in the glass. For it must be remembered that I was deeply in love
with lMary ilorris, and when I heheld her lovliness, it entranced me--even
though I myself was the possessor of that samne lovliness, that beauty. But
I looked at myself with the eyes of a man looking at a girl, and I couldn't
help it if I had the body of that girl. It was lary's, and yet mine. And
so my hair was wonderfully well groomed as I dressed for the ball, and liarie
had only to pat and smooth it a little, and replace a few pins. Ny pretty
new black velvet was now donned and hooked up the back, and I put on my
jewelry--pearls--and then surveyed myself in the long mirror. I really did
look lovely and my waist looked very tiny in my close-fitting dress, which
was cut daringly low and revealed the exquisite whiteness and velvety
smoothness of the skin of my bust, neck, back, shoulders and asrms. I
realized that I looked beautiful, and knew that Sharlie would be pleased with
me. He had been invited to dinner, and the butler came and announced that he
had arrived and was in the drawing room. With a final dusting of powder
and the free application of fragrant French perfume, I tripped and
rustled down the stairs and Joined Charlie. As I had expected, he was
"delighted with my appearance, and amused at the smallness of my waist.

| "What a brave little man you are," he whispered to me, teasingly. "I see
Jyou are wearing your 18-inch corset again--to your first dance. You'll be
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sorry before the night's over. But you look very nice, and I like you to
have a tiny waist. But I know, from past experience, just what it means."

I could feel myself blushing, and felt ashamed, as I always did when
he called me a"little man! and thought how feminine I was acting. No man
would willingly lace so tightly.

"Mother wanted me to wear this corset," I said. "I don't like it, and
I think it's mean of you to tease me about it, and to remind me that I am
a "man". I want to forget it."

"Excuse me, sweetheart", said Charlie. "It's just our own secret little
joke, and you must not mind it if I occasionally twit you about belng a
man, "

"All right, darling," I replied. "You are the only one I ever allow to
call me a man, and I will not be angry with you."

"But, my dear girl, how could anybody else ever dream of calling you
a man? You are the most feminine girl in the world."

We ceased our whisperings and joined the other guests and mmmbers of
the family and soon the butler announced dinner. I was taken in by Charlie
and of course sat next him. I couldn't eat much, due to my tight lacing.
Charlie was sympathetic and occasionally reached my hand under the table and
squeezed it to show that he understood. But I don't think he really felt
very sorry for me. Ie had been through it. It was part of a girlts
necessary life. Every woman at that table was corseted as tightly as I,
and apparently gave it no thought. So why should I? I was now a girl and
must do as other girls do.And so, though uncomfortable, I became reconciled
and decided to make the best of it and have the best time possible.

Charlie took me to the dance in one of our cars, chauffeur driven.

I wore a lovely white satin evening wrap, with ermine collar. The affair

was held in the ballroom of the city's leading hotel. I felt rather

sheepish as I went into the ladies!' room to shed my wraps, and join the other
gilrs in primpins before the mirror. What a strong smell of rich perfume and
heavily scented face powder. How very fleminine.

Charlie was waiting for me and we entered the ballroom together, I on
his arm. I confess I was nervous at the ordeal before. me. I was quickly
surrounded by men asking for dances, and my card was quickly filled. But
first I had put down Charlie for sever.1 dances, including the supper dance.
I was flattered at finding myself so popular and so much in demand among
the men, and began to feel better. I must act &as liary would have done and
play her part, pleasant and smiling. I asked Charlie to watch and see that
I did it correctly, and to give me a hint if I made any slips, and he
promised to do so. But so far I was doing fine. gnd

I seemed to float around the room in Charlie's strong arms, was was
filled with bliss as I danced with nim. Xy feet hardly seemed to touch the
floor. But I had the second dance with a young man who was a stranger to me,
though he knew lfary Morris well. Now I wished that T was & man again, and
could play the part of a man, dancing with the girls I chose, instead of
being a helpless girl, having to wait to be asked and then to dance with
the men who asked, even if I didn't care for them. But that was one of the
many penalties of being a girl. At least, I did not suffer *he humiliation
of being a wallflower. Suppose I was a hoenly girl and the men didn't ask me
to dance, and I had to sit around and smile ang pretend to be having a good
time, as so many girls had to do, from time to time. But the rich and
beautiful Mary lorris would never have that experience. I decided that I
never could have stood it, and would have sunﬂk through the floor with shame
if I hed had to sit alone on the sidelines.

This starnge man was a good dancer, and he held me tightly and wafted
me smoothly zround the floor. I felt funny, thus clasped in another man's
.arms, playing the part of a girl, but soon got into the rythym and found myslf
enjoying it. The man assumed that protective, masculine air which all men
assume with pretty girls. I decided that it would be fun to follow his
advances, and flirt with him a little, so I met his eye from tine to time,
andjacted as I felt a girl would act, under the circumstances. And then,

. suddenly, my mood changed, as it so often did in those early days of my
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girlhood, and I felt myself to be a girl and became wholly feminine. That
was a relief to me, for as long as I was playing the part of a girl, it was
SO much nicer to feel that I was really one. The mood lasted throughout the
entire evening, and so I had a lovely time, dancing continually with

many different men, and enjoying being treated by them as a girl. Once or
twice I found my partner to be a poor dancer, who stepped on ny toes,
hurting my tightly clad feet, and damaging my dainty slippers, so in those
cases I would suggest that we "sit out" the dance.

Charlie and.I had supper togther, surrounded by a jolly crowd at
the tables. Agiﬁ@'I coulgn't eat much. Ly stays took away my appetite, and
I suddenly became acutely conscious of them. Strange to say, I had been having
such a good time that I hagdg Tforgotten all about my tightly-laced waist, and
my high heels, but now that I was relaxed, I became aware that they were
painful. So after supper, and one dance, Charlie took me horie. What an
exquisite relief when llarie took off my corset and and shoes.

"It is almost worth while being laced so tightly," I said to Larie,
jokingly, "because it feels so good to take the corsets off."

That was the first of many dances and other affairs that I attended, but
I will not weary the reader by telling about them. I hadng gotten into the
swing of the life of lMary Morris and it got to seem quite natural for me to
be a girl. There were many soclal functions, and I played tennis and
golf, and daily saw Charlie and Alice. Other boys called on me, and I was
a very popular young lady. But Charlie was my only love, and I did not
encourage the others, and they soon learned how matters stood between
Cherlie and myself.

And then came my first trip to New York with my liother, on a combined
pleasure and shopping trip. We had to get our swmer outfit of clothes
and accessories for the season at Newport, where we had a large villa, and
where the Morris family always put in the sunmer months, moving in the best
and most exclusive Newport society.

My mother and I had a drawing room together on the sleeper to New Vork
and by this time it seemed quite natural for me to be rooming with a woman.
Iy experience rooming with the lovely Alice had helped, and by now I was
almost completely feminine in my habits and actions. In New York we went
to the Ritz-Carleton Hotel, where I roomed with my mother, there being
twin beds. We had a suite of rooms, with a nice parlor. I would have
preferred to have my own bedroom, but had no excuse for it, and my mother
would no doubt have been offended if I hag suggested it, as she and Mary
always roomed together when travelling. But I rather liked rooming with
her, as she was a lovely woman, and loved me--and I loved her, like a

" daughter.,

I now learned that the multi-millionaire Morris family was known
everywhere, even in New York City, for our arrival was mentioned in the
society columns of all the papers, and the Herald-Tribune sent s photographer
to our suite to take our pictures, which were published in the paper next day.
The likeness of me was excellent, and I looked very pretty in it--fortunately
I photogrpah very well--and so I felt a glow of pleasure in seeing my
face in a New York newspaper, and myself described as a"lovely debutzante
daughter of the well-Xnown Me-—-—-—-- millionaire banker, John lorris," Ly
mother's picture, was good too. As a result of this publicity, we were
deluged with advertising matter, and 20t so many telephone calls from
people who wanted to sell us something, or meet us for some reason, or have
us give to charities, that we had our roon telephone disconnected, and
had my mother's maid answer the phone in our parlor, and not bother us unless
the call was important. I found that Mary had a number of friends in New
.York, both boys and girls, and mother had many friends, too, so that we soon
were embarked in a gay social whirl. Boys were constantly making dates with
me, and taking me out--to dances, the theatre, luncheons, and dinners.
lMornings mgther and I were busy with out shopping, of which I got very
weayy at times, when my male ego would assert itself, as it still dig
occasionally, :
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Among the boys and men that I met in New York, Frank,showed me the
most attention. He seemed to know everybody in New York, Qni was a srwlendid
como=nion. One day he asked me to g0 to the theater with him, thst evening.,
I was to choose the play.

The great impersonator of feminine characters, Julian Eltinge, was the
star in a play, taking the part of leading lady. I had read the advertise-
ments in the papers, and noticed the billboards, containing his picture,
in feminine guise, and advertising that "The vrettiest girl on the stage is
a2 man." Being, in a way, a female impersonator myself, I was greatly
intsrested in Eltinge, and eager to see him in his vlay. I wanted to see a
real man play the part of a girl throughout a three-act play. It was
said by everybody who had seen him that he made a lovely lady. He certzinly
looked like one in his pictures. I, a man in the beginning, knew so well
what it meant to play a femals part, but of course, I had a female body,
and so it would no_be fair to compare my impersonation with that of
Julian. I k mew how very difficult it was for a real man to play the part
of a girl successfully, and to disgulse his masculine body so as to make
it resemble that of a woman. He would have to develop feminine curves
and a feminine waist line. So I told Frank that I would like to have him
take me to see Julian. .

"That's fine," said Frank. "I want to see him myself. T saw him a
number of times in vaudeville, before he became a star in his own show, and
he'is marvellous. I know him cuite well. I have met him a number of times.
I will get seats for tonight."

"Try to get them down in front," I said. "I want to get as close as
»o0ssible.”
' I donned a pretty evening frock, and Frank came to the hotel and took me
out to dinner. Then we went to the theater. Frank had secured seats in the
front row, in the eenter. From there I would be able to study Eltinge
closely and see any possible defects in his impersonation. As a girl, I
would be able to detect any of his ﬁﬁgﬂts, elther in looks or actions.,

The play was a three-act musical comedy, with a large chorus of
pretty girls, chorus men, leading man, comedian--the usual thing.

After the opening chorus Julian made his entrance. At least, three very pretty
girls came on the stage from the senter, and I looksd eagerly to see which
was the star--the man. It didn't seem possible that one of ,these beauties
could be a man. All were beautifully dregsed, and all had lvely figures,
with the fashionable hour-glass waists. *here was 1little td choose between ther
Which could be the man? And then I recognized Eltinge, from his pictures.
He was the"girl'in the middle. A burst of applause broke forth as the
audisnce recognized him. He was marvellous as he came to the center of the
stage with his beautirful smile, and sang a song in a sweet, soft but rather
husky fem&nine voice. The play went on, but I have forgotten what the plot
was, except that there was a love theme through it, with Julian, of course
as the girl loved by the hero, the lading man. He played it to perfection,
even the love secnes. He sang a numBer of songs and did several graceful
dances. He changed dresses frequently and it was truly remarkable how this
man, in the midst of all the pretty girls of the cast, held hhsown and

was as pretty as any of them. He wore beautiful gowns, both daytime

and evening, in the course of the play, and was the best dressed "woman" on
the stege, as was of course proper for the "Leading lady", but I thought

he looked best in the evening gown he wore in the last act. It was of black
velvet, in princess style and set off marvellously the lines of his

figure and emphasized the slenderness of his tapering waist. How did he
manage 1t? I wondered. Undoubtedly he was severely corsetted, but it did not
interfere with his grace in walking, or dancing. He was quite at home in
‘his tight feminine outfit. But that was natural . He had been doing
imprrsonatiions for years. Every day excepting Sundays, he was dressed in
female apparel for sevs2ral hours. Of course he was used to it.

"Did you ever see such a figure, such a small waist on a man before?"
I sald to Frank after the first act.
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"No", sald Frank, " but Julian has trained for it. It is suoposed to
be a secret, but he wears corsets all the time, to keep his waist in
control. He told me that one time when we were alone together. Hs said he
hated being slvays tightly laced, but he had found it to be absolutely
necessary. He 1s famed for his feminine figure, it i1s part of his bread
and butter, and he is such an artist that he will not spare himself to
make himself as feminine looking as possible. He takes as much care
of his complexion as a girl. And he has a lovely one. Did you notice how
smooth and white his skin 1s? His body is hairless, thanks to the use
of the electric needle, so he never has to shave, and it is easy for him
to make up. But you seem to be very much interested in him. Would you like
to meet him?" '

"I would love to," I said.

"All right," said Frank, "we will go t¢ his dressing room to see him
after this act. He will be changing, but that wont make any difference.”

"Wont he mind a girl seeing him?" I 3 sked.

"Not at all. Remember, he'gq an actor, and used to that sort of thing",
said Frank.

"Do you think it would be all right for me to ask him to come to the
Waldorf and have luncheon with me tomorrow?" I s sked.

"Certainly, by all means. I will put in a good word for you, and I am
sure he will accept, if he has no other engagements. He likes the company
of vretty girls , especially society girls. He has social ambitions angd
likes to meet nice people who are not connected with the stage."

The second act passed off smoothly, and I thought Julian looked prettier
that ever in an afternoon costume, with a big picture hat, Howv could that
be a man? Everything about him was so perfectly feminine! At the fall
of the curtain we went back-stage, and to the s ar's dressing room. At
Frank's knock on the door, a vleasant voice bid us to enter. Julian's maid
(yes, he employed a maid, as well as a valet) was removing his dress. He
shook hands with Frank in a very friendly manner, and then I was introduced.

"I am delighted to meet you, Miss Morris, especially since you are a
friend of Frank's. You don't mind if I go on with my change, do you? I " .
haven't much time. In the next act, you know, I wear a tight evening gown,
ard I have to make a complete change, even to corsets, shoes, wig and
an alteration of my make-up." :

I was offered a seat and had a fine onrportunity to examine this
remarkable man,He stripped to his lingerie, and I noticed his fine
smooth skin, his flawless back, shoulders and chest. His arms were white
and rounded like a girl's and as smooth as velvet, and he had small wrists.
and hands. The maid removed his corset, and,even without it, he had a
feminine figure. His legs were shanely, his feet and ankles small.

I was fascinated to see him hook on his long, heavily boned evening corset
and be laced in by his maid an)valet. He didn't seem to mind it, but went
ahead with his make-up, then adjusted his new wig, a golden Wlonde

piece,  which made him look very pretty. The wig was a masterpiece. He said
all his wigs were dressed every day by experts, a nd never a hair was out of
place. His lacing finished--his waist looked tiny--his black velvet

gown, with train, was slipped on carefully over his head, by the maid, he .
donned his jewelry, and was ready for the stage. But there was still a
little time b-fore the curtain call, and he chatted with us. I now %took
occasion to ask him to have luncheon with me tomorrow, and he said he would
be delighted. I told him I was very interested in his act, and thought he
was marvellous, and I should like to have him tell me about his career. He
was obviously pleased at my praise.

"T don't sunpose you could come to lunch dressed as a girl, could
you?" I asked. "You make such a pretty one that nobody would suspect you."

"That's true," he said. "I ‘ahve dressed and lived as a girl for

weeks at a time, as training for my part, and have never beem taken for ?
Man. But it is such a nulsance to make up and get ready, that I hope you'll
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excuse me if I come in my owm male clothing. I prefer’ to be a man when in
the company of a pretty girl. And you are very pretty, you know."

I thanked him with one of my swewetest smiles. Now it was time for us

to go back to our seats for the last act. He bade us good bye ard turned
to his mirror, and the last glirpse we had of him was as he stood there
primring, like =zny girl, with his back toward us, displaying his
marvellous figure with its perfect feminine curves. The rear view of his
waist made it look even more tiny then from the front. But that's always
the case. I had learned that when I first became a girl, and donned my
first pair of corsets, e .
The last act was the best of all, end Julian did his part @ perfection
as always. During one of his songs he looked down at us and gave a smile of
recognition, whlcb somehow, made me feel very oroud, to think that I knew
this famous actor. How lovely he looked in his evening gown, with his
nerfect back, shoulders and arms--and those feminine curvesi It was indeed
difficult to believe that that vision of feminine loveliness could vossibly
be a man. But what sort of a man; I wondered. Well, I would try to find out
tomorrow. Could a man who could transform himself into such a perfect ledy,
and act the part of one, be an ordinary, normal man? Did he really like
girls? Or was he too much like one himself to 1like them? Perhaps he
liked men best. Well, we would seel Anyway, it would be very interesting
to know him better. And I wanted to see how he would look as a man.
Would he look pretty? Would he wear make-up? I hoped not, for that would
make me feel conspicuous in the Waldorf restaurant. People would surely
stare at a man who looked like a pretty girl in face. I almost wished@ that
he was coming dressed as a girl, as I thought that perhaps he would look more
natural that way. But, never mind, 1t would be guite exciting, znd I
looked forward to the morrow with eagerness.

Next morning mother and I put in »~t the dressmakers, and I vas terribly
bored with all the fittings end fuss and feathers. And I was getting very
much fed up with the constant feminine atmosphere. I was so much with
women and so little with men. It was having its effect on me, and I was
gradually succumbihg to the feminine influence, and becoming less and less
a man, and more and more a girl. It was a matter of environment, and I am
confldent that any man situated as I was would have had the same experience.
It was Impossible to dress and live as a girl, almost always in contact
with women, without becoming feminine. '
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Julian came fop luncheon promptly at 1 o'clock, and we went into
the restaurant, and I had the head wailter, who knew me well, give
a_tgble in a retired corner, where we could have privacy. To my relief,
Julian wore no make-up, end dién't look very feminine, but more like
an unusually handsome man, with very regular features. Ag he took his
Place at the table, and sipped his cocktail, I noticed how smsll and
wvhite his hands were--smooth and feminine.

I told him I couldn't get over how marvellously he made up as a
women on the stage, and that the whole audience thought the same thing.

"Tell me," I sald. "How do you attain such a marvellous figure, and
such a small waist. It mede everybody gasp."

"That's the result of long training," he said. "Long and severe.

I have worn corsets for years, ever since I took up this work. T, is
~has trained my figure into feminine curves, and enlarged my hipshand
chest, and made my waist permanently small. It was always small, for

a4 man, anyway, as were my hands and feet, which made it easy for me
ggeaﬁsume feminine roles. I am wearing a corset now. I am never without

"Don't you hate them?" I asked, recalling
first disliked being corsetted." ’ B o mysed how L hiad e

"Yes, I have always hated them, as any man would, but I long ago
got used to being corsetted, the same as any wwman, and now I suppose
I don't mind it much more than a woman does. But it is always stifr
and uncomfortable, as you yourself know."

"How did you start this business of female impersonation?" I asked
as we.proceeded with our meal. I was determined to.-ask him lots of ’
qgiiglgns ?ﬁgito iing i?t as much about him as possible, as much as he
W e w n o te me. He ma 1
so ek i B %oman. made me very curious, this man that was

gle told me that he had belonged to a men's club in Boston tha
annualy gave amateur plays, really quite elaborate shows, which made
a hit every year, and weké largely attended.

"I was always cast for girls' parts, and as I happened to make up well
and had a good build for it, I soon was assigned to the parts of leading
lady. I made quite a reputation for myself, and learned to act feminine
roles quite well. In fact, I scored a decided hit, a2nd my picture, in

costume, was printed in the papers, and I received very favorable press
write-ups. I was in three different shows, and as we were carefully '
coached and trained by professionals, I got to be quite a good "actress."

"You must have made a pretty girl," I said, "judging from the way you
look now, when in feminine coasume. Yesterday you told me that I am pretty.
Now I car say the same thing to you. I think you are guite beautiful when
on the stage. You don't mind my calling you pretty, do you, I mean, as a
girl? I know that some men would not like it, but you are different.”

"Of course I don't mind. You are not the first one that has told me
that. It is my business to be pretty--on the ste%e-—and I make every effort
to make myself as pretty as possible, as a girl.

"Well," he continued, "I really became quite famous in Boston as a
delineator of feminine roles--I would rather be called that than a !'female
impersonator'. The press notices were very flattering, and so were my
friends and acqualntances who saw me on the stage. Naturally I got guite
a kick out of it, though I was often chaffed and kidded about being such
a 'oretty girl'!, especially by the men in the bank where I then worked as
a clerk. But I didn't mind. I soon got used to 1t, even when they called
me 'Julia' instead of Julian.

My success as a girl on the stage made me many new friends, among them
a lady who was a well-known actress. She was a great admirer of my
impersonations, and we became close friends. She insisted that I was so
good at feminine roles that I should go on the professional stage, into
veudeville. She was sure that I could make a success of it, and draw a
large salary, much largeﬂthan as a humble bahk clerk., The idea appealed
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to.-me.very much. I got a great kick out of transforming myself into

an attractive girl, a nd the flattery and praise I received turned my

head a little. Every man loves to do the things at which he excells,

and so I got to love doing feminine impersonations, and wished to continue

it as my regular work. I wished to appear on the stage as a pretty girl, and
receive the applause amd admiration of the audiences. It had been great

as an amateur, bmit the shows only came once a year, and I didn't get enough
of it. I decided that it would be wonderful if I could arpear every day on the
vaudeville stage as a girl, snd do impersonations.

My acrtess friend offered to take me in hand, a2nd train me, and then to
help me get a booking. I decided to accent her offer. Now began a very
strenuous training period for me, to make me good enough to become a
professional. Every evening after dinner she dressed me in feminine attire,
not forgetting corests and high heels, and she put me through a strict course
of training. Of course, in my amateur work, I had learned = lot gbout how
to comport myself as a girl, but I found I had a lot to learn, and my friend
did not spare me. I was taught all the little niceties of feminine deportment
such as how to walk, stand, sit, handle a fan, use my hands gracefully, and
girlishly. And then she taught me how to dance and sing. In the shows I had
been in I had done dances--skirt dances--and I hed sung, of course, in my
roles as’ﬁeading lady, but now I was taught to perfect my technique. My
friend was very particular, and would correct me whenever I mgde the slightest
slip, and made an@,breaks that were the least bit masculine. I learned
rapidly, being of lcourse very eager to perfect myself. Fortunately , I had
2 natural tenor voice, and this I cultivated in a high range, so that it
was a good imitation of a woman's voice. I mede rapid popgress. From the ‘
start, my friend had insisted that I go in for figure training, and wear a cor-
set regularly. T objected to this at first, but soon saw that she was right,
and so I donned corsets regularly, but taking care that they didn't show when
I worg my regmbdr men's clothes. Every evening, during my training, I spent
two or three hours in feminine attire, and so got thoroughly used to it.

I gradually reduced the size of my waist. I was young then- I'm not very
0old now--but starting in so early with my figure training; when my body

was suvople, I easily got a small waist and the corset enlarged my hips and
‘my bust, developing in me feminine curves, which I have retained to the
rresent time, as nerhaps you have noticed. I may as well tell you that from
that time to this, I have always lived in corsets, like a woman."

"Now I undrrstand your wonderful figure," I sald. "You have explained
how you come by it and your small waist. Tell, me, do you wear your corset
nights to sleep int"

"Yes, I wear a night corset, which is not so tight as my day-time stays,"”
said Julien. "I never allow my waist to expand. If I did, it would be hard
to get it back again."

"Well, to go on with my story," said Julian. "I soon got so oroficient
that I satified my exacting actress friend, with my singing and dancing,
and acting. She insisted that I should wera feminine garb as much of the
time as possible, and I never missed a night, Then, one evening, instead
of rehearsing, she sai< I should g0 out with her for a walk. I had never
arpeared in public, in the streets, dressed as a girl, but I knew I looked .
the pvart, and could do it all right. So I donned make-up, a street dress and
a wig, and we went for a walk, I, of course, being fully dressed as a girl,
including high heels, to which I was now accustomed. At first we went
out in the evening, walking the streets. It was funny to me to be out thus
as a girl and at times to encounter men who wanted to make eyes and
flirt with my actress friend and mg--for she was very good looking. One
evening we "picked up" a couple of young men, and let them take us to a
restaurant for a drink. Ny 'boy fiiend' never suspected that his 'pretty!
girl friend was only a man. It was great fun, and good vractise for me, as °
I learned more and more how to play a girl's role. How funny it was to me
to have my 'boy friend' reach under the table to take my hand and squeeze it,

and to press his knee against mine, My hand was small and soft. I returned

the pressure. I made eyes, and flirted with him. I saw that my friend
also was flirting with her 'boy friend'. We danced 66 the music of the
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Orchestre,-and-I-really.felt like-a-girl. as I-danced held closely.in-his
arms. The reason that I had enacted the part of a girl on the amateur
stage, in the club plays, so successfully, was that I was always able to
ink my personality into the part, and feel that I was a girl. And now
could do the same when dancing with this young man. With him I was g
ﬁﬂlr) But after a few dances my friend and I went home, refusing the escort of
our~boy friends, though they were eager to go with us and continue the
liason, We refused to give them our addresses. I was pleased to know that I
was so successful as a girl, and had sex appeal to a man. I was glad to
Itnow that not only could I pass as a girl, but that I was attractive to the
male sex. And apparently no women had suspected my disguise. I had
€ ncountered several of them in the 1adies’dressing room, at close
quarters. and I could see thatb they took me for a lady, paying me
scant attention, for which I was glad. I shuddered to t hink of how they
would treat me if they had discovered that I was a man dressed as a
girl and inveding their sanctuary. For it was a very intimate place, and no
place for a man. But I bPlayed the lady, poddpring my nose and fussing with
my hair like the rest of them. It was a real teﬁt of my disguise, for
vomen are very discerning and far more difficultto fool than men, who do
not notice little things. But I knew that women Hould notice any little
discrepancy, any little thing that was not entirely deminine in looks
or a2ctions in my impersonation. But apparently I mede a perfect girl,
and--if I may say so without being accused of being vain--a pretty one.
Why pretend to be modest about tt? I had received wonderful press notices
when in thz shows. My picture had been printed many times, under it
the caption;'This pretty girl is a man', or 'Isn't she beautiful--only it's
a he'; "Guess again, it's a man'}'Julian Eltinge's feminine beauty
makes the girls jealous! ;"Eltinge scores another hit in his feminine role
in Club Play.' Etc. Etc. So I am not vain when I say that I made apretty
girl. Everybody told me S0, as did my mirror then, and of course, now
that I am on the stage and have become well known as a female impersonator,
there i1s n, question that I make a--shall I say--beautiful girl?"

"Yesy I said, "I think you really are beautiful, as a girl."

"Thank you, Miss Morris," he said. "Of course you know that we actors
are not modest. If we were, we would not succeed in the businesg. We have
to boost oursekves and advertise ourselves and get all the publicity
we can. It i1s my stock in trade to be a rretty girl, and I know I am one,
when in costume. Mell, to go on with my story, after my actress friend and
I had gone out together for a few evenirgs, end I had made. good as a girl,
she suggested that I should g0 out in bréad daylight. This would be quite
trying and a real test, for I could not wear heavy evening make_up, or have
the benefit of artificial light, which is so kind to women. But I had
confidence, so on a Saturday afternoon, when the bank vas closed, I decided
to make the experiment. Evenings I had been a rather ravishing blonde, and
gottsn away with it, but now, in daylight, I wanted to avoid attragting
attention, so I made up very soberly and donned a light bPowdg¢ wig and
a qulet dark blue ensemble. Knowing that I was breaking the law in
aopearing in public in the clothes of the opposite sex, and so wishing to
100k completely feminine, so as not to be suspected, I had my friend
lace me in s, that I had a waist so small that it could not possibly belong
to a man . Nobody who saw my figure, and that wasst, would dream that
I was a man, for I had an 18%-inch waist measurement, the ideal of the
women of that time. Of Course, it was terribly tight, and I was not used
to such extreme lacing, but it gave me confidence, and gave me a wonderfulyy
fashionable figure, and so I didn't mind passing a few hours so compressed.
I know that few men would, have consented to it, but I was used to wearing a
tight corset, and it was my life work to dress as a girl, and to earn my
living that way, so that I endured the extra tight corset cheerfully.

I was glad of an extra small waist on the street--it could not be a man!
But after I was made up, and had donned my blg picture hat, with its broad
brim which helped to conceal my face, and gave me comfort in that my
face would not be too freely exposed to public gaze, I looked in the glass
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and the girl-I saw-there was~feminine'leekingy-and~entire1y-satisfactory.
I-really-didn't-need that small-walst to-pass as-a gird, -but-it-was--t20
late to change, even if I wished to do so. And I didn't, because my

tiny waist intrigued me. Dressed as = girl, I sunk my versonality into the
part. as I had done on the stage. and always when dressed in feminine
attire, and felt zyself to be a &irl. I was e real actor, or actress, living
the part of the character I was portraying. And so I was a girl and '
liked being one. A% =n T didn't mind Wy tight corset, or the tight

high heels I was wearing, nor the tight, hot wig,nor any of the rest of my
costume, uncomfortable as it might be. For I was a girl, at least for the
time being, and that was the way that girls dressed!

"I am sure that you looked very pretty," I said. "I wish that I could
have gone out with you, and seenthe impression you made on the men in the
street. What fun you must have had. Did you flirt with them? I'11l bet
every man look=d at you and tried to 'make you,! "

""e2l, it was lots of fun, and my friend and I did attract masculine
attention-tas I have said, she was very oretty). "e walked downtown,
through the busy streets, and didsome feminine shooping, my friend buying
a corset and some lingerie, while' I looked on and gave her advice. The
shop girls, of course, did not suspect me of being a man, Nobody did.

I looked in every glass we passed, to reassure myself. This daylight

stuff was new to me. I knew that I lokkd all right in artificiel light,

but this was different, and every defect, if any, would stand out. But

the mirrors showed me nothing wrong. But I was in close contact with
women, as a woman. P-rhaps there was something of the masculine about me

that would crop out, and they would discover., I was nervous, and asked my
lady friend:'How do I look? Am I all right?' 'You look very pretty,! she

was kind enough to say 'Don't worty. You are every inch a girl.' Now A
full of confidence, I joined in the shopping, and when my friend went to a
millinery shop to get some hats, I tried on some myself, a-d b-ught one.

If the girl found that I was wearing a wig, she didn't show it. It was an
excellent fit, and »nrobsb ly she didn't know it was artificial hair, I
enjoyed trying on hats in front of the mirror, and studying the effect. You,
as a girl, will understani that, though a man would not--but T was not

a man, for the time being. I sunpose I should be ashamed to tell you

that T felt like a girl, as it makes me a "sissy", but I am sure that .
almost any man who went through the training that I did, takihg the part O 2
of a girl again and again, and wearing girl's clothes every day for A
hours at a time, acting as a girl, talking like a girl, and associatihg “
with a girl who treated me as a girl, and trained me to be one in voice

and action, would become as I did--a sissy. But I was not ashamed of being

a "sissy". In fact, I v anted to be one, and as effeminate and girlish as
possible, because I planned to make my living as a female impersonator.

I wanted to look as much like a pretty girl as possible. Little cared I if B
people jooked at me askance and nerhaps took me for a boy dressed as a-g%r%r//\
I had developed a girl's pink and white complexion, and wore my hair rather
long, with a "permanent " wave. Ny eyebrows were plucked, of necéssity,

and I wore my fingernalls long and pointed. My corsets gave me a

femining walk, as I could not take long, manly strides. Of course

I didn't wear high heels, in public, except when in feminine guise, but

I was so used to them, that they, too, accustomed me to taking short steps
when walking., I knew that I was "different" and a tracting attention,

but my fitends excused it because they knew or my Peminine imnersonations

on the stage, for several years, and thought that I was keeping in training
--and f@ as for strangers--I-didn't care what they thought of me--I was

hard boiled, as all impersonators have to be. Let them laugh at me, and

make remarks., Let them say that I looked like a girl., Of course I did.

I wanted to. That was my bread and butter. It was my fondest wish to

look like a pretty girl, even in public--the prettier the better. For to be

a pretty girl on the stage, I surely had to be, even without make-up,

somewhat pretty as a maa in the street .
"But I am getting ahead of my story,".
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We finished our shopping and it was tea-time, so Grace (the name of my
actress friend) suggested that we go to the tea room of one of the hotels
for tea., I do not know whether she had arrangedEt or not, by phone, but
the two "boy" friends" we had met before were there, and they joined us
and danced with us, and bought us tea--and cocktails. But I was not much of
a drinker then, and am not now, but have (laways been very careful .about my drink
I realized thta 1f I should drink too guch, when dressed as a gilr, T might
give myself away--and that would be fatal. When playing the part of a
ﬁirl, I must keep my ~its about me. Anyway, we had a good time with our

gentlemen friends," and it gave me added confidence to find that I was doing
so well in afternoon costume and light maeke-up. I still hed "sex appeal" for the
very good looking man who paid me such marked attention.

After this test, Grace decided that I was perfect in my feminine imperso-
nation, and my training was complete. It was time to do something about my
professional career.

We were in her apartment. She called long distance, and asked for
& man whose name I recognized as a vaudeville agent, and a friend of Grace's.,

"This is Grace L--§ she said, after the connectioh was made. After some
conv'rsation, which showed me that she knew ths agent very well--for she was
well known, and had many theatrical connections--I heard her sav:

"I want an appointment with you to meet a girl who is very clever and who
‘T am sure will make a decided hit in vaudeville." )

I stared at Grace in amazement. I knew she was referring to me,and she was
calling me a girl.

After she had hung up she told me her plan. She woudd take me to New York
as a girl. I would meet the producer friend, as a girl. I would food him,
for he would be sure to take me for a real girl, and then, when he discovered
I was a man, he would be impressed, and see how good I would be on the stage
as a delineator of feminine roles.

Well, that would be some undertaking, but I had confidence that I could
pu'l it off, and Grace encouraged me, so I ~ent ahead with our plans.

It meant that I would have to spend about a week as a girl, continuously,
something that I had never done before. I had enourh dresses and hats,

and lingerie, but I w as short of feminine toilet articles and night
dresses and negligees, those intimate things I should heed if I went to

a hotel as a girl. For there wou}d be the prying eyes of chambermaids,

and others. So, dressed as a gilr, I went shorping with Grace and got the
needed things, including a ladies! fitted suitcase, and pretty night
dresses and everything that a woman would need when staying at a good

New York hotel.

I went to Brace's apartment to dress and pack, as I ha d sent all
my feminine things there. All of my masculine things were packed in a
suitcase and locked. Now my belongings were completely feminine. Not a
single male article did I waer, or pack. I was to be completely dressed as
a girl until T came back--a girl for a week, at least. ,

Grace helped me to dress, as usual, and, as always, I took great vains
with my tdilette. I must be a flawless woman, above suspicfion. At the
sugge_stion of Grace, I had had all my dresses taken ir to an 18-inch
waist. It was very tight, and required severe lacing, but I submitted to the
discomfort because my tiny waist made me so feminine looking, and gave me
a decidedly attractive figure,with the desired fashionable wasp waist.

Of course, I do not claim that I liked it, but I knew it was best to take
Grace's advice. She was acting as my manager and trying to launch me on ny
stage career. I would do whatever she told me, for withoput her influence, I
knew I could get nowhere. But I was used to tight corsets, as few men are,
end decided that I would not mind too much a week with an 18-inch waist.,

Why should men mind being laced in ? I thought. Grace was laced as tightly as
I, and so were most women who made any pretence to style. Thzre was just one

thing for me to do, and I talked it over with Grace. I must sink my personal-
ity into the part, and BE a girl for the week--act and live the part.
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I felt as if I was starting on a great adventure as I dressed in a
most attractive travelling dress and becoming little hat and surveyed
myself in the glass, ready to leave for the frain. I was wearing a dark
blue ensemble, and a brown wig, making me inconspicuous. Usually I had
been a striking bl nde, very trying, but a make-up I had gotten away with
in Boston, day—and%hight. But now I didn't want to attract attention,
I wanted to appear as a quiet refined young lady travelling with her lady
friend. Grace, as I have said, was very pretty--a well-known actressg--
and I can truthfully say that I was pretty énough to hold my own with her.
So it was amusing to me to see how we both attracted male attention.
Grace was, of course, used to it, but to me it was something new, and so
rather intriguing. I was inclined to flirt with the men who "made eyes"
at me, but Brace restrained me, and so on the train we kept to ourselves.
We had, of course, talked over our plans, and so when we arrived at the
Waldorf Grace registered under herpovn name, while I registered as "Miss
Julia Eltinge", leaving off the final "n". Grace ahd I were assigned a
room together, with twin beds. We had decided that that was the best w ay.
I would need her help with my impersonation. She could help me with
my dressing and make-up, as she had always done in Boston. I needed her
feminine touch. I needed her to lace me and hook me up, and to advise me
as to my costumes. She could help me with my hair, as I had not yet
acquired the skill I now have at hair dressing. She could, in short ‘
help me in a thousand ways. It was an ideal arrangement. Grace did not
hesitate to room with me, because from the moment I had donned my complete
feminine outfit in Boston, I had assumed the character of a girl, and
had only feminine feelings and instincts, absorbed in the role. I felt
myself to be a girl, and so it seemed entirely natural for me to room with
"another girl." And so we roomed together for the week we were in New Vork
Just as two girls would have done, and I was completely feminine and
Bas able to forget that I ever had been g man. That's what clothes, and
feminine environment can do to a man. And shall I confess that I enjoyed the
exnerience? There was something about being a girl that appealed to me,
and--I say it truthfully--I was such a pretty girl, that it was quite
thrilling. I hope you don't think I am bragging, MissyMorris. You have seen me
on the stage,*and in those early days I think that mxx better looking than I am
now--I mean, as a girl." >
"Then you must have been beautiful, for you are very pretty today--I mean
sald I, with a smile, "as a girl",
"Thank you," said Julian, also smildng, and showing his perfect teeth.
I noticed his lips, red without make-up, and shaped 1like a cupid(s bow--
lins that any girl would envy. And his narrow arched brows, and big eyes,
with long lashes, and his girlish complexion, and perfect oval face.
"Vou can imagine," Julian continued,"what extreme pains Garce and I
took to dress me and prepare me for the interview with MNp. Schine, the
agent, We spent an hourpver my make-up and hair. My nails, which I had
allowed to grow long and vointed, were highly polished and tinted. I wore a
new street dress which was form-fitting and brought out to the best
advantage my hour-glass figure. When Grace laced me, she gave the strings an
extra tug. It was a 17-inch corset which I had been wearing with an inch
to svare, in case it should stretch, and now I was aware that Grace was
drawing me fn until my stays me} at the back, closely. I felt as though
I was being cut in two, but so much was at stake that I didn't object.
"The smaller your waist, the better," said Grace. "Everybody thinks that
a man cannot have g small waist, and feminine curves. Mr. Schine has an
eye for a trim feminine figure. He will never suspect you with that waist--
but of course he couldn't suspect you anyway, for really, darling, you are
a decidedly pretty girl. So forget your corset. You can let it out as
soon as we return, which will be in two or three hours.
‘ It took courgge and endurance to emdure such a tight corset, but

I made un my mind to g0 through with it, ang only hoped that I would not
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faibt. How embarrassing, I thought, it would be if I should swoon in

Mr. Schine's presence (women in those days often swooned from too tight lacing)
nad they should have to unhook my dress and let out my laces. But I

decided that that should not havpen. It might ruin my career. .

Grace helped me into my dress. The waist was too large now, so Grace got
thread and needle and very cleverly took 1t in, so thet it fitted like a
glove. In order to look my best, and impress Mt. Schine, we had decided
that I shouftd wear a blonde wig, and make up as a golden haired blonde, which
I had always been heretofore. 4

"Wﬁté\will the hotel clerk think if he sees me now a blonde, when I
vas a brown-haired maiden when I registered?" I asked Grace.

"He probably wont notice you as we pass through the lobby. And if
he does, what difference does it make? TLadies are always changing the color
of th=ir hair, overnight, and we are known here as actresses, At least, they
know me, and you are:about to become an actress--or actor."

We took a taxi to Mr. Schine's office. It was on the 10th floor of a big
building. The waiting room was filled with men and girls, who evidently
were —aiting to see Mr. Schine--show people, without a doubt. As we
entered I felt all esyes upon me, and they were critical eyes. Actors know
2ll the secrets of make-up and impersonation. I was nervoud. Would they
venetrate my disguise? But, no. Just a glance at me, and they lost interest.
‘I was just another "actress" looking for a booking.

But Grace had influence, and the pretty, supercilious blonde young
wvoman at the desk announced us to kr. Schine, and soon we were admitted to
his office.

Grace introduced me as a young lady who could sing and dance, and
wished to go into vaudeville. I tried to look my prettiest, with a smile
that showed all my nice teeth, as I felt Mr. Schine's eyes looking me over very
critically. I was naturally a bit nervous, but didn't wshow it. I w as aware
that his eyes lingered upon my figure, and my narrow waist., Now 1 was happy
that I had allowed Grace to lace me so tightly, for the feminine instinct that
I had developed told me that ¥r. Schine was admiring my slender figure and
wasp waist. Grace had been right.

"Your young friend is very pretty, and has a marvellous figure," said Nr.
Schine to Grase,"but what can she do on the stage?"

"Sing and dance," said Grace.

"But there are thousands of pretty girls who can sing and dance and who
ard trying to get on the stage. The woods are full of them," said he. "She
is pretty enough, but must hfqve more than that--she must have real talent, and
be above the avecrage."

"You admit that she is an unusually pretty girl?" asked Grace.

"Yes," said he, "so far as looks are concerned, she will pass.?

"Than suopose I tell you that "she" is a man," said Grace. "Take off
your wig, Julian."

I did so, and, dropping my voice to a low masculine pitech, said:

"Yes, Nr. Schine, I really am nothing but a man, in disguise."

He was astonished, as so many men have been with me since that dag, and
it was hard to convince him that I really was a man, for with my make-up
and my wavy brown hair, I still looked like a bobbed-hair girl, even without
my wig. But both Grace and I assured him thst I was an impersonator.

"wWonderful," he exclaimed."In vaudeville you will be a wow. Never before
has a female impersonator fooled me, a qmg have seen many of them, and the
best. But you fooled me completely, and,sure can fool any audience. And that's
vhat they want, to be fooled. Put on your wig and I will call in my vartner
and pilano player. We will hear one of yocur songs. Don't tell them you are
a men. They will never suspect it. Sing your song, and then see what they
say, and after that take off your wig and reveal yourself.,"

The two men were summoned and they came in and were introduced to me

as "Niss Eltinge". The partner knew Grace. The men ereeted me in a
friendly menner and I could not help being aware of their admiring looks.
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We went into one of the auditiong rooms, where there was a piano,
and I sang one of my old songs in my cultivated soprano voice.

"Not bad," said the partner, "but nothing remarkable. Lots of girls
can do as well. You have beauty and personality, but I am not sure you can get
by on the stage."

At a sign from Mr. Schine, I took off ny wig.

"Meet Mr. Julian Eltinge, impersonstor," szid l'r. Schine.

Both men were dumfounded to find that I was a man. They sdmitted that I
had fooled them completely and said I was the best they had ever seen.

"A sure fire hit," said the plano,player. "But say, buddy, where do you
get that waist? It's smaller than most girls!,"

"It's killing me," said I, in a mannish menner and low voice. "I've
got to beat it pretty quick and get out of these things."

"No wonder," they said, laughing at my apparent discomfort, and probably,
too, at my being so effeminate--and pretty. "I never saw a man before cinched
in like that."But it will look wonderful on the stage. We have to give it to
you. You make a stunning girl, but how you can make your waist so small--
that gets us."

I now rut my wig on and sssumed a feminine manner, end ,in my high
ledylike voice said, jokingly: "I don't think you men should talk to a girl
about such matters. Of coursef I have a small walst. But it is entirely
natural, and I don't wear corsets." ,

This caused a laugh, and the piano player, a hard boiled bird, said:
"All right, Pansy Sweetheart, you win. You may be a man, but to me you
are a girl,"

I hated being called "Pansy," naturally--any man would--but I knew that
if I was to become a vrofessional female impersonator, I would have to become
very hamd¥i boiled and ignore the things that would be said about me--the slurs
and indecent hints and all that sort of thing. I was a man, with a man's
pride and feelings, but I should have to bury all that. After all, I was
effeminate, and very fond of dressing as a girl, and rmuch havpier when
a girl than a boy--in clothes, st least. I sunppose I liked it best becsuse
I made such a pretty girl, while, as a man, I was altogether too "pretty"
and girlish looking. It could not be otherwise, else how could I make up
as a girl who has more than once been called "beautiful.®? Obviously, I
cduld not impersonate a pretty girl unless I had a pretty face, and a girlish
figure. I HAD to be effemin=te. If was my stock in trade, and the prettier
énd more girlish I looked, the better I would be on the stage in my choseh
career 2s a delineator of girls and women. And so T would not resent being
called "Pansy" or any other girl's nzme, or s "sissy! I russ make up my
mind to treat such things as a compliment, as showing how successful I was in
my feminine impersonations, and how much I looked like a girl, even in male
attire,

Mr. Schine promised us thet he would book me for a vaudeville tour
of 40 weeks, across the country and ending at the Palace in New York,
which is tops with every vaudeville verformer. An appearance at the Palace, and
gour success was assured. I would end the season there. I was thrilled
with the idea, and so was Grace. Once in New York, and my victures in the
papers, I would be acclaimed, and undoubtedly it would lead to engagements
in Europe. And I knew that clever feminine impersonation abroad was
extremely vopular, and wculd command a high salary--and there would be
much adventure for me, particularly with the Latin races. Grace hed told
me how a pretty feminine impersonator was almost adoredin those countries,
and, if a "gold digger", could make big money in additiong to his stage
salary. Then and there I decided to be a(gold ?igger3>and Grace agreed with
me.

"You must get all you can out of it," said she. ""herever you go, you will
f£ind a certain type, both men and women, who will seek you out, because you

are a man who mekes an-unusually attractive woman. You will have to be
careful, and circumspect. But make them pay if thevA want your company, even
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if they only take you out to supper after the show. You should be paid for
givine them your company--otherwise, turn them down.™

But that was looking a long way ahead, as we chatted in the taxi going back
to our hotel. I was not yet even started on my feminine career on the stage.
But I was delighted that I was to have an engagement, and at a good
salary. I would make a tour across the continent, playing only at the
large> cities of the circuit. I wondered how 1t would feel to be billed as
a femsle impersonator, with my pictures in the lobbys of the theaters, and
no doubt my picture also in the newspapers. I must have some very good
ones taken. What would people think of me, a man in feminine guise on the
stage, transformed into a pretty girl? Woudd they admire me and arplaud?
Yes, I was sure they would applaud my cleverness, as an impersonator, but
vhat would they think of me off the stage, 2s a man? That was the problem.
As Grace had told me again and agin, I should have to be hard-boiled, and
beyond noticing any insult that might be offered because I was effeminate,"
; As ve chatted and rolled along in what seemed to me a snail's pace,
I tried to keep my mind off my marderous corsets, which seemed to be cutting
my waist in two. Gracgknew how I was suffering and did her best to distract
my ettention from those terribly compressing stays. I hzad forgotten them
completely at first, and especially when in Mr, Schine's office, but the
longer I wore them, the tighter they sremed, and now it seemed as though
I could not stand them another minute. But I had to. There was no escape.,

I told Grace about it.

"I know just how you feel, dear," she said, " and it is tzrribly hard
on a man. But it is the usual thing for women .I have(5§ent many hours
laced as tightly as you are, and so have millions of women. Think of yourself
as a woman, and make up your mind that you will sacrifice every comfort and
even suffer pain for the sake of being in style and having a fashionable
figure. You are to play a feminine part for many weeks and must make the
best of 1t. You must ignore being uncomfortable and not mind it, no ‘
matter how tightly you are laced. I was so proud of you at Mr. Schine's.
You looked so pretty and your waist was so tiny. How astonished those men
were at your figure. Think of a man having a 17-inch waist! You are one in
a million and should be very happy that you can attain such a wasp waist,.,"

Thus the sweet Grace consoled me and cheered me up in the taxi, and,
to distract my attention, she put her arm around my little waist, drew me to he;
kissed me, and then I rested my blonde head on her shoulder, while she
stroked my hair and face. This was the first sign of affection she had shown
me, openly, since we had been together, with me as s girl. But I reacted to
it as a girl, and felt like one girl with another. Had I been dressed as
a mna--how different my feelings would have been. But, dressed as a girl,
I w as a girl and could room with another girl as though I really was one,
At long last, held up by traffic at cross streets, we finally reached our hotel
and hurried to the elevator and up to our suite, where the kind Grace quickly
unhooked nmy dress, and let out my corset. What a reliefl It was heavenly.
Never agin, I said. But how little I forsaw the future, and my long career as
a man in feminine attire. How many hundreds of times have I been as tightly
laced in as on that day, and how it makes me smile to think what a fuss I made
then. But then I had not learned feminine patience and fortitude, which now
I know so well,

CONTINUED IN PART TWO
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