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THE QUEEN OF THE

VALLEY

By Philippa Peters

�I told you he�d go ballistic,� I said to Jane as wescurried into the editorial conference at The Queen ofthe Valley offices.
The publisher was indeed red-faced as he heldJane�s columns in his hand. �What the hell is this?�he demanded of his niece and favorite reporter.
�It�s a factual news story,� said Jane Edwards asDave Richardson, long and lean, and Tania Scott,small, busty and dressed in her usual �bohemian�clothes, bustled in, each with copy they�d written forthis month�s local issue of The Queen.
�Our readers don�t want scandal and certainly notscandal like this,� huffed the editor and publisher,Brian J Carpenter, of the Valley�s only newspaper. Itwas published weekly but was all re-prints of na-tional stories. Only in the third issue eachmonth waslocal news compiled in a summary for residents ofthe Valley.
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�The Courthouse was packed last Wednesday,�said Jane Edwards forcefully.
�I can read,� said Brian Carpenter. �It�s the open-ing line of your column. We can�t put this on pageone. What do you have?� The question was directedat Dave Richardson who sighed.
�Council went into an all-night session last night,�Dave said with a yawn. �It was all they talked about,�civic rights�, repealing the Morality Code, and themotion by Councillor Jara.�
�Everyone�s talking about it,� giggled Tania Scott,the �entertainment� reporter, and known for herflightiness. �It�s the number one news item of themonth! It isn�t every day that the only doctor in theValley is arrested for violating the Morality Code!�
�We have to have it on the front page,� said DaveRichardson, his whole demeanor urging Brian to dothat.
�That means both stories and the editorial,�groaned Brian Carpenter. �All devoted to a deviatewho thinks he can waltz around Raybold in woman�sclothing.�
Tania Scott tittered and the others looked at her invarying degrees of surprise. �He isn�t the only one,�she said. �Jane and I do it all the time!�
I was always the quiet one in the editorial confer-ences. It kept me out of trouble with the boss. Buteven I had to smile as Brian got redder and redder.�Mike!� Brian Carpenter snapped suddenly. I wishedI hadn�t smiled so broadly. �Write me an editorial on�Morality�. Keep it brief. A snap at the Council, a sneerat the doctor, you know the drill.
�Jane, the doctor�s arrest will be the backup storywe�ll let run onto the back page. Sorry, Tania, lessroom for you because Dave has to write up the Coun-cil doings. Oh, you got it. Good man! Goshdarnit!�Brian had sworn a lot in his younger days but, withhis niece to report back to his wife about him, he wascareful now about what he said in front of his �youngand corruptible� staff. �This is going to take up mostof the news section of the paper!
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�Here, Mr Little,� that was me, �edit this stuff forme,� said Brian, getting up, signalling that the con-ference was over. We reporters had work to do.
�I�d better read what you wrote,� I said to Jane witha sigh, taking the copy from her. I smiled at the pic-ture at the top of the page. Jane would have takenthat herself. It showed a good-looking woman in apearl necklace, dressed in a pink, two-piece suit, ablonde wig, surely, and pink, leather high heels. Oneof the Sheriff�s deputies was actually holding the doorof a car open for �her�. She was smiling her thanksfrom a beautifully madeup, female-appearing face.
I whistled to alleviate the strange tension about meas I looked at the picture. Jane smiled at me andhanded me the caption to go with the picture. �DoctorJoseph Linton leaves the Court House after theGuilty verdict,� it read.
I scanned the article, glancing back at the womanin the picture several times. Under the heading, �Doc-tor Arrested�, I read Jane�s words back to her, �TheCourt House was packed on Wednesday last as Doc-tor Joseph Allan Linton appeared in Valley Court oncharges laid under the five year old Morality Code.Perhaps the most sensational aspect of the case wasthe appearance of the twenty-eight year old doctor inthe dock, dressed entirely in women�s clothing.
�So effective was Dr Linton�s disguise that SheriffHubert Cord felt that he had to assure Judge EmilyCortwright: �This is a male person�. Linton, dressed�� I paused and omitted the detailed description andthe stores which sold such lovely, feminine clothing.�� was expertly and femininely made up. Later, itwas learned that a female employee of the Sheriff�sDepartment had assisted Linton in preparing for hiscourt appearance as a woman.
�True?� I asked Jane, grimacing as she listened tome. When I was acting as the editor, which we all did,unattributed, for Brian, the �Editor and Publisher�, Ialways read copy back to writers. It was how wecaught errors in expressions and altered or tightenedup the prose we�d written. We were all used to work-ing that way now.
�Oh yes,� Jane said. �And Sharon Thomas, therancher�s daughter, it�s her car in the picture, was
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there to meet Julia and escort her away from peopleshouting to her.�
�Hate stuff?� I asked.
�No,� said Jane. �That was what was so weird.They were telling her to hang in there and not quit.Most people, despite what my uncle says, seem towant a doctor in the Valley, a competent one, anddon�t care if he dresses like a chipmunk, male or fe-male, so long as he gets the job done.�
�Linton,� I read on, �who did not defend himself,was known at the Garth Tavern as �Julia Holmes� andmight have continued in his role as a woman in thatplace had it not been for a persistent drunk who �triedto pick her up,� in the words of waitress, ClaudinePhillips.
�Questioned on her attitude to Linton, on discover-ing that �she� was a man, Phillips testified, �It doesn�tmake any difference to me.�
�Noting the lack of a defence, Judge Cortwrightfound Linton guilty of impersonating a female in apublic place and reserved sentencing for a month.
�They let him go?� I asked in astonishment. �As awoman, in women�s clothing, which he�d been ar-rested for and was on trial for, he was just allowed towaltz out of the courthouse?�
�Ironic, isn�t it?� said Jane, grinning like a school-girl.
Dave Richardson joined us as we looked at the pic-ture of the blonde woman, entering her car. �Yourpicture, Jane,� he said pleasantly, �goes over yourcolumn and beside mine which has the headline un-der the masthead.�
Jane showed no emotion as she looked at the ban-ner, �Valley Council in Bizarre Decision�. Dave�s by-line was right there, first on the local newspaper.
�In a nutshell,� said Dave pleasantly as I began tocalculate the column inches that would be taken upwith Dave�s writing, �it was ten to two to repeal thewhole Morality Code.�
�Who was the most for doing that?� asked Jane.
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�The usual suspects,� said Dave. �Tom Beman,he�s got the gay quarter in his ward after all, he saidthat the attire, that�s the word he used, of any personwas entirely the choice of that person. Lois Slayton,you know how she influences other women, felt that�public opprobrium�, whatever that is, would keepmen like Julia off the streets. Personally, she said,she saw nothing wrong with a man dressed as awoman so long as it was tastefully done.
�Slayton proposed repealing the Morality Codecompletely. Beman called it �barbaric� in secondingher. Main opponent was Greg Jara, he�s got mayor-alty ambitions, but only he and Tom Wayne votedagainst it in the end.
�There�s a press release from Jara today, a first forthe Valley, I think,� said Dave with a grin at us, hisfellow reporters. � �I can agree,� � he read from a hand-out, � �that the Valley can ill-afford to lose its onlyqualified doctor but condoning the sickness and de-pravity of Saturday�s occurrence, of a man, dressedin women�s clothing, wig and even undergarments,expecting to be treated in a place of business as awoman, all of this I can never condone.� �
�How long did the meeting go?� asked Jane, scrib-bling notes to herself. �Must interview Julia�, I readfrom her upside down writing.
�One a.m.,� said Dave with a yawn, �But they�dstarted at six. Then, Jara made the motion, to upholdthe Code. Grandstanding all the way. Lewis,� JohnLewis was the Councillor serving as Mayor as well,�called the vote and they had to take it again becauseit took them all by surprise. Council couldn�t believewhat they�d done. Lewis insisted that everyone besure they understood what they were voting for andcalled the vote again. Only then did he order the voterecorded. As I say at the bottom of my article, the de-cision was applauded by the audience but thereweren�t that many left. Oh, Tom Beman gave me a let-ter for publication but we�re publishing one from hiswife, Ellen, this month, aren�t we, so we may not useit.�
I scanned Tom Beman�s letter quickly. ��shockedin recent months by continual attacks on ValleyCouncil � Your sensational style of journalism does-n�t suit the Valley � You�ll be surprised how liberaland tolerant we are here ��
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His wife�s letter was praise for the changes of late.�� I like it. The whole family just rushes to see whocan get The Queen first. And we love your editorials!�
�Oh yes,� I grinned at Dave. �We have to use thesein the same letter column this month. Oh yes!�
It took me a long time to put together an editorialthat Brian would sign off on. It was horribly brief:�The Valley Council did it to us again. Just becausesome sick, young man wants to get dressed up andplay girl in public, the Council has to repeal the Mo-rality Code that protects us here in the Valley fromthe decadence of the big cities.
�Think about it for a while. We know we need doc-tors � and we couldn�t get one for two months afterDoctor Keith quit - but would you let your young sonbe attended to by some painted-up, bewigged feller ina skirt? If you would, you�d have to be queerer thanhe is.
�That�s our opinion.�
�You look glum,� said Tania strolling by my deskwith her column and a photo as well, professional,glossy, and black and white. I smiled at the heavilymadeup, pouting woman in a strapless, black eve-ning gown. Her long, black hair flowed down her backas she clutched her microphone, her lipstickedmouth open to reveal her lovely teeth as she began tosing.
�She looks good,� I said. �Where�s she working?�
Tania let loose a peal of laughter. �The Garth Tav-ern,� she said. �It was why Julia Linton went there, Isuppose, to hear your girl friend here sing. Youshould go yourself.�
I grinned and wondered if I could persuade Jane togo with me. She was smiling pretty nicely at melately. I�d suggested outings before. She�d always saidthat she would love to but something always stoppedher in the end. I bundled the editorial and copy to-gether, heading in to see Brian and discuss the localnews edition with him. Whoever wrote the editorialhad to do that.
�What�s this?� asked Brian right away, turning toTania�s long column.
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�It goes with the picture,� I said, leaning over myboss�s desk.
�Mr Jackie Ray at the Garth?� asked Brian readingthe headline on Tania�s work. �Mister? Have you readthis, Mike?�
I felt my throat go dry. I seized the paper fromBrian and read Tania�s prose for the first time: �Withthe recent episode at the Garth fresh in mind, ithardly seems that a review of female impersonationshould be complimentary.
�But you have to see the dazzling, delightful,Jackie Ray at Garth�s before you make up your mindabout not handing out compliments or slingingbrickbats.
�Jackie is superb as Cher, Raquel, or any of thesexiest girls you�ve ever imagined you could be. Afterthe first change, you even forget that Jackie is a man!We were actually disappointed when he took off hiswig and broke the illusion to receive his well-de-served bows.
�The bands at the Ellis Ballroom and Franco�s aretame after the sultry, sophisticated and feminineperformances by Jackie Ray. Neither of the othershows has a lead singer, with, let�s say it frankly,with Jackie�s sex appeal as a woman.�
�You�re not going to print that, I guess,� I said,looking once more at the picture of the gorgeouswoman in the evening dress.
Brian tapped his pencil on his teeth. �Advertizing,isn�t it, in a way,� he mused. �Leave it with me.�
I hated Brian for what he was about to do, but Car-penter did pay good wages. I knew that my boss, thepublisher of the only local news outlet, would bephoning the owners of the Garth who�d soon be pay-ing ad rates for having the column run in The Queenof the Valley. I glanced back into the Editor�s Office,the layout I�d done left with Brian. He was smiling ashe spoke on the phone. He lifted up the picture ofJackie Ray to see �her� more clearly as he spoke towhoever was on the other end of that call.
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*****Volume 23 Issue No. 814 April*****
�Have you read any of the letters we�ve been gettingthis month?� I, cub reporter, asked Jane as wewaited again for Brian to finish his phone call andstart the editorial conference. That was the way I feltabout myself and what I was doing at the paper. Itwas making me feel, well, very bitchy.
�Brian had me counting them,� said Jane sympa-thetically. �Over two hundred letters where we nor-mally get between two and ten? How many will wepublish, three, four? We should do a double column.�
I nodded to Jane�s uncle who was hanging up andwaving us into his office. �And cut down on ad spaceand revenues?� I asked her quietly with a smile.
Tania and Dave joined us with coffees while Brianseemed in an expansive mood. �We sold out thewhole local run last month,� whispered Tania mis-chievously to me. �Beats copy-writing Washingtonand New York articles, doesn�t it, Mike?�
�What do you have there?� asked Brian, seeing thephotos in Tania�s hand. Tania smiled mischievouslyand spread the set over the desk so that we reporterscould see what she�d brought in with her. The photoswere of five young girls, in black mini-dresses, longhair, wild earrings, all long legs, dark stockings, highheels and high, prominent, young girl breasts.
�You�ve seen the classified ads the Garth Tavern�sbeen running for the last five months or so, for newwaitresses,� said a sparkling, laughing Tania Scott.�Well, with Jackie Ray up there on stage doing femaleimpersonations, what do you think a smart operatorlike Al Bass would do with a need for waitresses anda female impersonator pulling in the crowds? Canyou spot which one of these girls isn�t a girl at all?�
Tania giggled as all of the others picked up photosand stared at them. �This one,� said Brian, pointingto the dark-haired girl on the right side of the photo.She had the shortest hair, even though it was curledand waved about her ears and neck. In silhouette,her figure, though, was impressive, her little skirtflaring out from her tush, her breasts partly ob-scured by her arm, but her dress definitely tented outin front of her.
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�Must be the blonde next to her,� said Jane with asmile. The longhaired blonde faced the camera, legswide apart, her makeup heavy and exquisite. Sheleaned forward to show off definite, female breasts.�She�s just showing them off too deliberately. Theycan�t be real, can they?�
Tania smiled and looked at us male reporters. �Thesecond from the left,� said Dave Richardson. �Look atthose legs! Look at the way she�s posing. And all thatlong, platinum-blonde hair. It can�t be real, can it? I�dgo for her for the same reason as you, Jane. Shelooks so real, the most real of the bunch. So, shemust be the guy!�
�Mike?� asked Tania. �What do you think?�
I shivered more than a little as I looked at the girlon the left, taller than the girl on the right, whichmade me want to choose her. She regarded the cam-era seriously, just a slight smile on her face, demureand very pretty. The smallest girl was in the middle.She had bangs and a ponytail. Her eyelids were darkpools of makeup. She�d turned in silhouette, as well,so that her rounded tush was most evident. She hadthe most girlish of all the girls� bodies.
I was about to choose the girl in the middle when Isaw the gleam in Tania�s eyes. �This is a trick, isn�tit?� I said and suddenly knew what it was. �It�s all ofthem, isn�t it? All of these girls are really boys.�
Tania�s peal of laughter and the gasps from theothers proved that I�d hit the nail on the head. �Theyloved posing for me!� Tania said in her excited, en-thusiastic way of talking while Jane looked at her,mouth agape, as if Tania was crazy. �And it�s notagainst the law any more! From the left, that�s Deb-bie, Cindy, the blonde one, really gorgeous, MaryLou, the small girl, Annette, with the boobs, andHelen, with the shortest hair.�
�Why do they do it?� asked a bemused Dave Rich-ardson, still looking at Cindy, the �girl� he�d chosen tobe a boy.
�Cindy, the one you�re looking at,� said Tania, �iseighteen and in high school. Yes, right here in theonly high school in the Valley. I asked her that ques-tion, Dave, and she said it was all for a giggle. Shesaid that all the girls she serves, girls, notice, they all
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want her phone number but they�ll only go out withher if she�s in drag. I gathered from her that, on hernights off, and after work, she never goes homealone.
�Helen on the right, confessed his real name isGeorge. He told me he hasn�t been out of girl�s clothesin two weeks. He says his girl friend won�t let him.She�s even bought him a nightie to sleep in as well.Anyway, if you�re interested, guys and girls, you canmeet these pretty queens at the Garth where they�restill hiring!�
�So that�s your entertainment column thismonth?� asked Brian J Carpenter nastily. Tania nod-ded happily.
�Everybody will read it!� Tania said. �I wonder if weshould run the picture as a contest. Which one is theboy? Answer next month!�
�How will you pay off the winner?� I asked. �Everyanswer will win the question you just asked.�
�We�re not doing a contest,� snapped Brian.
�Would be fun,� murmured Jane but her uncle ig-nored her.
�Dave,� the publisher said. �You got the lead withCouncil again and Jara�s latest stupidity. Can webackground how such a motion ever got passed?�
�He grandstanded and they called him on it,� saidDave Richardson bluntly.
�But it was a protest motion,� snarled The Queen�spublisher.
�That was what Jara said but the ladies of theCouncil �� said Dave.
�And Tom Beman,� put in Jane.
�� decided to teach him a lesson,� Richardsonwent on. �It was seven to five. Effective this week,only female attire will be provided to all Council em-ployees. It will also be compulsory to wear theso-called �uniforms�.�
�Why didn�t Jara take back his motion?� askedJane.
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�He didn�t think for one minute it would pass,� saidDave with a grin. �He was just trying to show that,without the Morality Code, all sorts of stupid motionscould be made and it would be awful if they passed.Those are his words, by the way. So, he proposed thestupidest motion he could, to embarrass his oppo-nents, and show how clever he was, but it�sboomeranged on him. It actually passed Council andnow it has to be a year and a day before it can be re-scinded!�
�It applies to policemen as well?� I asked with agrin, thinking of some of the burly men I�d seen onthe streets directing traffic and how they�d look in askirt and woman�s uniform.
�Has to,� said Dave with a grin, clearly thinkingwhat I was. �They�re Valley Council, county employ-ees. It will be hilarious if they go along. But thespokesman for their association said there�s no waythey�ll obey such a law.�
�I can�t believe what the Mayor said,� mused Jane.
��If any employee does not meet Council dress coderules,� � said Carpenter, reading from the memo onhis desk, � �they won�t have a job with Council.� Andthis with Valley unemployment for men at twentypercent.�
�The Ladies� Auxiliary sent a congratulatory mes-sage on repealing the Morality Code,� said Jane, un-able to hold back her smile. �That was quite a meet-ing. Everything but fisticuffs and hair-pullingbetween Donna Leslie and her Vice-Chairperson.�
�She sent us a letter, Donna Leslie,� said BrianCarpenter. �Edit out the name-calling and four letterwords, Mike, and we�ll print it.�
�I�m on editorial and letters again?� I asked, ag-grieved at another task. I still had to finish the farm-ing reports that I�d been stuck on all week.
�Until this thing blows over as it�s bound to verysoon,� said Brian J Carpenter, ignoring me. �I give itanother two months, tops, to be selling papers for us.Still, we might as well report it all, straight-faced andstraight up, while it lasts. Did you get a new pictureof Linton, Jane?�

Page - 12

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



�Definitely,� said his niece. �A hundred other peo-ple offered me their shots as well. I told them to sendthem in and, if we found a good one, we�d print it atusual rates. The ones we don�t choose we�ll send on toJulia Linton.�
�That�s what we�re calling the doctor now?� askedDave Richardson in surprise.
�At least until my interview with him for nextmonth�s issue,� said Jane Edwards with a nod. �Let�sbe nice to him and not give Julia a reason to bale onme, right? We should do an extra print run nextmonth, Uncle. It�s going to be a sell-out, no matterwhat I write, with the photos I�ll get of him.�
�Put a picture of Julia on the front page, Mr Little,�said Brian to me, �and, Jane, do a piece on thejudge�s decision to free her.� He grimaced. �I can�t callsomeone who�s named Julia, �him�. Maybe we shouldkeep on with Joseph and Joe for a while until you doyour piece, Jane.� He shivered. �I don�t envy you. Sit-ting down with a guy who�s simpering all over youand pretending he�s a woman.�
�I�ll just think of him as one of my girl friends,� saidJane, rolling her eyes to me. �Or my sister. It�ll be allright.� She slipped a short column and a photo to me.I looked at it in surprise. �Linton Freed� said the head-line she was suggesting for the piece.
�Wearing an off-the shoulder, orange dress andwith a new, waved hair style,� I read as I sat back atmy desk, the meeting over, �Dr Joe Linton was re-leased unconditionally by Judge Emily Cortwright atthe sentencing part of his trial for breaking the Val-ley�s Morality Code.
�Smiling, the judge told �Julia�, the name that Lin-ton prefers, and used throughout �his� trial, that, inthe light of the Valley Council�s decision to repeal theMorality Code, she, Julia Linton, was released.
�The courtroom, filled mainly with women, brokeinto applause which led Judge Cortwright to ask Lin-ton if he-she enjoyed his new role, as a woman of theValley.
�Dr Linton nodded andmurmured a soft, �Yes�. Thedoctor has promised The Queen of the Valley an inter-view for next month�s issue.�
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The letters were running 185 to fifteen in supportof Julia Linton�s right to dress as �she� pleased, Inoted in amazement, wondering why the same letterwriters were also in favor of the compulsory newdress code for Council employees. It seemed incon-sistent to me that Council employees shouldn�t havethe same �rights� as Julia Linton in dressing as theypleased but I couldn�t find a letter to match my opin-ion. Maybe I should put it in an editorial.
I had to print Donna Leslie�s diatribe. Brian hadtold me to. I looked over Jane�s account of the Ladies�Auxiliary meeting. It had obviously been abarn-burner. The Auxiliary was the main financialprop of the Clinic that Julia Linton worked for. TheChairperson, Donna Leslie, had called for the ousterof Doctor Joseph �Julia� Linton but her Executive hadrefused to go along.
Instead, the group supported Lois Anderson�scounter-proposal �to commend Dr Linton for the highquality of personal care he�s brought to the Valley.�Donna Leslie had then launched a scathing attack onthe male doctor who�d dressed as a woman, claimingall sorts of perverted practices on his part, but the re-buttal to all that by Lois Anderson had been deemed�highly effective� by Jane in her column.
Lois Anderson had made the point, which sur-prised me as I read it, that Julia�s cross-dressing waswell known to many women, and probably to manymen, as well, in the Valley. Julia could not havemaintained his deception without the help or toler-ance of others. His forays in public had not impairedJulia�s effectiveness as a doctor. On the contrary,most women thought him easily superior in care andattitude to the twenty or more male previous doctorsthe Valley had had to count on over the last tenyears.
Even the Executive had supported Ruth Bentley�scomment that the Valley would be foolish if they losta doctor of Julia�s obvious competence, Jane hadwritten in her article.
At that point, the stormy resignation of DonnaLeslie had brought about a screaming match. AmyCollins had taken over the chair. It was she who rec-ommended that congratulations be sent to the ValleyCouncil on repealing the Morality Code.
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�What will they think of the new dress code whenthey meet next month?� I asked myself as I turned toDonna�s letter and edited it. It was still pretty vitriolicwhen I�d finished with it.
�Dear sir:� the letter now read. �How can any nor-mal person state that they would like to be handledand examined by an effeminate pervert? How can weallow our children to be treated by a person like �dearJulia�, as Lois Anderson refers to Joe Linton? The ef-fect of the Ladies� Auxiliary decision not to support itsleadership will soon be seen in the perversion of theValley�s youth. Mark my words. Donna Leslie.�
I didn�t have far to read in the heap of mail before Ifound a rebuttal to Donna Leslie. �Just becausesomeone likes to wear feminine clothing doesn�tmake a man queer as you suggested in your Marcheditorial. I know many men who wear feminine linge-rie in private. It makes them feel good. Yet they are allfine fathers and husbands. You must learn to distin-guish between innocent, harmless pastimes and thenarrow, intolerant practices of some Councillors.Janet Knudsen.�
�Julia�s fan mail,� I chuckled to myself. �I wonderwhat this Janet and her husband get up to in bed.Panties, indeed. I bet that�s not all and not so inno-cent, dearie!�
�Talking to yourself again, Michelle!� said Jane Ed-wards as she whisked past, more copy in her handsfor the other sections of the monthly we all had tocorrect and customize for the Valley.
I flushed at what she�d called me. No, don�t ex-plain, I thought. I just had the editorial left to do andthe display ads to mount. Hmm, I grinned as I lookedat the pretty dress in the ad for Melanie�s, a boutiqueon Raybold Avenue itself. �Sale on all large-sizes�.�Discounts for Council Employees.� Oh sure, alwayssome enterprising entrepreneur ready to make aquick buck. Should have announced it as an earlyHalloween Sale, I thought with a chuckle.
Okay, the Linton Affair, I thought, roughing it outas a title. �It seems almost impossible for one man��No, Brian is supposed to be writing this, I thought,and scratched out �for one man�, and rewrote, �thatthe arrest of one pervert could so upset a sober, sen-sible community. The unbelievable response of the
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Valley Council to the discovery that Julia Holmeswas really Joseph Linton has brought about changein the ground rules for the sexes that have existedsince time immemorial.�
I paused and shrugged. Yeah, forget about the fiveyears of the Morality Code. Let�s make gender rulessound like Commandments, shall we?
�Men are men,� I wrote on, laughing to myselfagain. �Women are women �except in the Valley,where Joe is a cool blonde in a miniskirt. Obviouslythe floodgates are wide open. Read Tania Scott�s col-umn, if you can, without throwing up.� I felt as if Ishould be giggling like Tania herself at that one.
�Yet Al Bass,� I scrawled, �reports that business atthe Garth is booming. Now, Council, in fit of pique,has threatened to pervert all civic government withits silly dress code. All employees in female attire in-deed!
�Luckily, we all know that it won�t happen.
�That�s our opinion.�
Brian Carpenter smiled smugly at the editorial.�You better be right, Mike,� he said. �I don�t want tobe stopped by some hairy-legged cop in a mini-skirt.I�d die laughing on the spot.�
It might be a better paper if you did, I thought, justnodding to my boss and going back to my properwork on agricultural pricing, particularly of pork.Hmm, but those girls from the Garth Tavern lookednice. I�d have time to slip out for lunch and the Tav-ern was just across the road, wasn�t it?

*****Volume 23 Issue No. 919 May*****
Jane Edwards� face was flushed and she lookedready to cry. The copy of her long interview, set out incolumn inches as Brian Carpenter demanded, wasslashed with red ink and �Cut here� markings, worsethan what he�d done to my first draft of the editorialfor the last edition.
�We aren�t going to print all this,� said Brian testilyto his niece.
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�We promised and we got an exclusive interview,�said Jane Edwards while we looked around Brian�soffice, anywhere but at her. We all knew how shewas. Her icy quarrels with her uncle, with all of us re-porters, were legendary.
�All this stuff about the underwear he fancies,� be-gan Brian Carpenter.
�I think the women who read the interview wouldbe fascinated by Julia�s choices of lingerie and whyshe chose the panties she did,� said Jane Edwards. Istared at her, a hard lump, again, in my stomach andabdomen as Jane went on about why she�d askedJulia the personal questions she had.
�I think it�s important that people understand thatJulia isn�t a transsexual,� Jane went on in her usualdogged fashion, refusing to accept that her uncle hadspoken and that we all had to bend our writing towhat he wanted. �She doesn�t think that she�s awoman trapped in a man�s body. She is in fact a manwho discovered, when she was a teenager, that sheliked dressing in women�s clothing and loved the wayshe was treated by other people.�
Brian snorted at that. �All this stuff about herdressing in her stockings and her lavender coloredgarter belt ��
�She let me into her apartment and allowed me towatch her dress and make up like a woman. Wespoke about why she was doing it and the thrill shegot out of doing it,� said Jane Edwards. �It was a fas-cinating experience because she really does every-thing I do every day to appear as I do. Julia does thesame feminine things, well, save for the cache-sexe,gaffing business, that she has to do to disguise her-self. She learned that from a female impersonator,she told me, and she�s delighted at the flat front shepresents. When she walked in front of me in herpanties and bra, she looked just like a woman. Shehas all the gestures ��
�We�re not printing that!� raged Brian at his coolniece. We reporters looked anywhere again. Brianand Jane waged a fierce, silent battle of wills for aminute. �You can start the article with Julia at herdesk in the Clinic.�
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I thought Jane would stubbornly maintain her ar-gument but she didn�t. �All right,� she said icily.
�And the only picture of Julia Linton,� said Brianin distaste, �is going to be the one of her sitting in thedesk in her office. None of these, these, cheesecakephotos!�
�I�ll give them back to Julia,� said Jane simply,stacking the photos of Julia Linton in variousdresses, wigs and poses, back into the large envelopeshe�d emptied on the desk. I stared nervously againat the one in front of me. It was of a blonde woman,smiling at the camera, kneeling on a blanket at a re-sort somewhere, her black swimming costume seem-ing to frame a stunning, female figure.
�She�s been doing this for a long time,� I murmurednervously to Jane, who nodded at me, glowering atthe picture I was studying.
�The interview will go inside,� said Brian. �Dave�snews from the capital about the Brampton road stillnot being converted to blacktop gets the lead. Abouttime we got back to regular stories in The Queen. Youget the editorial, Dave,� that meant layout and lettersas well. �Play up the layoffs because of the road.Tania, with all the room Jane�s interview takes up,you�re cut to two short paragraphs as Mike has twostories this month.�
The others looked at me. I felt embarrassed and abit of a hog but, what could I do? I�d been the only re-porter free to follow up on both stories when theybroke. Really, Tania should have been on the studentstory and Dave was our man at the Council House.He should have done the police story.
�Can I add that at the Council meeting,� askedDave Richardson evenly, getting what he wantedthrough courtesy, I heard in admiration, �after therants about the road were done, Mayor Lewis refusedto re-open or set aside the Jara Motion? Femaleclothing it is for all employees. There�ll be advertise-ments for replacements for all who resign, or arefired, for not following the new policy.�
�Tack it on the end,� said Brian grumpily. �It�snews, I suppose. No men in dresses on the front pageif you please. Mike, you got a picture of Sheriff Cordand his deputies talking about what they refused to
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do? We�ll use that. The Queen will start looking nor-mal, for once.�
�If you show me yours, I�ll show you mine,� saidJane Edwards quietly to me as we went back into thepress room to finish up the tasks we�d been assigned.
�This is straightforward,� I said, handing Jane theshort report headed, �We�ll All Quit! � Sheriff�.
� �There�s no way that we�re going to be the laugh-ing stock of the Valley,� Hubert Cord stated categori-cally.� Jane read it aloud as I did for her writings. ��All seven deputies will quit rather than do what theCouncil wants us.� �
�I like you starting with a quote,� said Jane, look-ing up from the opener. �That�s what Brian has cutout of my writing.�
Jane read on aloud as we did all the time, knowing,like me, that if our writing sounded well, it would alsoread well. �And what the Council has done, ofcourse,� she read as I�d written, �has been to back upCouncillor Jara�s pique-inspired motion to purchaseonly female clothing for Council employees. TheSheriff�s Department, most obvious of all Council de-partments, appears ready to resign en masse ratherthan wear the black skirts, stockings, and two inchheels issued already to each man.�
�Really?� Jane asked, a bright smile spreadingover her face. I nodded, feeling itchy all over as Janeturned back to my last paragraphs. She sounded sohappy about the chaos about to descend on the Val-ley.
� �It�s disgusting, sick, perverted,� said Al Davies,accompanying the Sheriff with a morose DeputyJohn Conan as well. Davies showed off the contentsof the suitcase sent to him from Purchasing. Besidesthe skirt and blouses, there were also bras, darkpanties, slips, corsets and a makeup case for eachman.
� �As of 31 May,� said Hubert Cord, �this Valley willbe without any kind of police protection.� He receivedshouts of support from all the members of the De-partment who crowded into the press conferenceroom at the Council House.�
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�Wow,� said a smiling Jane Edwards. �Have theseguys seen the latest unemployment figures for malesin the Valley? The new pig farms cutting back andlaying off butchers and laborers? Brian�s right in oneway. That�s much bigger news than men wearingdresses. And lack of a decent road still leaves us asisolated as we�ve always been up here. What�s yourother story?�
�Oh, a kid got sent home from school, a boy intwelfth grade,� I said with a shrug, trying to be calmabout it, but Jane reached over and took that copyfrom me, handing me her carved-up columns thatBrian Carpenter had attacked.
�You get the easy, straightforward stories, Mike,�Jane said enviously with a sigh; then her eyes beganto pop as she read the story that had fallen in my lap.
�Principal Mike Teller,� I�d written, �says that hehas never seen anything like it. The redhead wasmost stylishly dressed in a knitted, green mini-dress.Her shapely legs were clad in green hose and hergreen high heels matched most fittingly. Even the lit-tle bow in her permed, red hair was green. But thegirl�s name was George. George Danson, eighteen,works at night at the Garth Tavern where he is awaitress known as Helen.
� �He didn�t see anything wrong with coming toschool like that,� said the perplexed principal. �Andneither did the bunch of girls he came in with. Butwe�re not having that kind of person in this school.�
�George Danson was unavailable for comment af-ter the incident but many students were seething.�It�s his right to come to school any way he pleases,�said Student President, Linda Emerson. She prom-ised action by Student Council to protect the �civilrights� of the student.
�A demonstration is planned, The Queen haslearned, for the first week of June when the ValleyPolice will also be protesting and not at work.�
�Did you see the Classified Ad for the Garth Tav-ern?� asked Jane Edwards handing back my col-umns with an approving nod and a warm smile.�Wanted: waitresses, male or female. Costumes sup-plied. Applicants should be young and femininely at-
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tractive. Expansion of the Garth Tavern means that awaiting list is being prepared.�
�That Al Bass doesn�t miss a trick, does he?� Iasked, returning Jane�s smile.
�Al Bass,� said a scowling Tania Scott as shepassed us. �What has he done now?�
�Written your column for you?� asked Jane with asly smile.
�He could have this month,� snarled Tania. �He�sgot all the advertising he needs anyway with the dis-play ads of Jackie Ray. You know that she, I mean,he, is leaving for a gig in San Francisco in June. He�sadded a Marilyn Monroe impression that�s dazzling!�Tania was back to her enthusiastic way of talking.�You should see him as Marilyn! Pity, but it�s biggermoney in �Frisco for Jackie, or so she, he, says.�
�So no more female impersonators?� I asked, won-dering why I felt relief at that.
�You wanna bet?� asked Tania. �You know Al Bass.He thinks he�s found a gold mine in this female im-personation stuff; so he�s bringing in these twobrothers. Here, read about it in my paragraph.� Shepronounced the last word sourly where normally shewould have said �column� and not �paragraph�.�They�re called the Foxy Sisters. Al told me their showis wild! Ooo, I did love Jackie�s show. I�m really goingto miss her!�
�Her?� I asked in amusement as Tania stompedoff.
�Read my interview, what�s left of it, Mike,� saidJane frowning after Tania, �and see where I can spiceit up a little, will you? Uncle Brian�s carved the gutsout of it. Let me pop over to the Garth for one of thoseFrench coffees you like. Who knows, I might bumpinto your favorite waitress and bring her back for aphoto shoot. That would spruce up your story, andmine!�
I�d been reluctant, to tell the truth, to go huntingdown Helen, or George Danson, gollywobbles in mystomach at the thought of interviewing a boy,dressed as a pretty girl, coming on very quickly. Itwas a sort of relief that Jane would do that, track
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down Helen or George. Editing Jane�s prose was lessstressful, wasn�t it?
�I�m Glad It Happened� was the headline that Janehad given her interview. All the red ink meant that Istarted half way through with: �The blonde womanwho sat opposite me nervously twitched her long,red-lacquered nails over her pearl necklace. Theywere a perfect match for her little, black dress anddark-tinted stockings. As she moved, the soft rustleof silky, feminine underthings made us both smile.
�Her soft face, eyes outlined in light blueeyeshadow above mascara�d lids, her lips a crimsonto match her nails, was definitely female. Yet this wasthe infamous Dr Joe Linton. I guess I shouldn�t havebeen surprised.
�How had he felt at the moment of discovery, Iasked, when he knew that he would be arrested?
� �Sick.� The voice is now soft and throaty, not aman�s voice at all. �The way that the bartender lookedat me � as if I was something that had crawled outfrom under a rock � it made me cringe. Yet, twentyminutes before, the same guy had tried to proposi-tion me.�
�How actually where you uncovered?
�There was another guy at the table next to mewhere I was waiting for my girl friend, Sharon. Hewas drunk, I think, though he wasn�t charged at all. Iwas on my own for the first time in the Garth. Andthis drunk, he eventually grabbed me and tried tokiss my ear. That was when my wig came off.�
�I looked up at her blonde wave, curling about herneck. (I find it impossible to write of this person as�him�.) �Yes,� Julia said. �I�m wearing a wig now; moresecurely, you can believe. I intend to let my own hairgrow and it should be long enough for a decent set bythe end of summer.�
�Did Dr Linton intend to continue dressing as awoman, then?
� �But of course,� Linton�s face became serious forthe first time. �Actually, I�m glad all of this happened.Now I can be honest with everyone about who andwhat I am.�
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�Did he hope to become a woman in time?
� �Of course not.� Dr Linton was vehement aboutthis point. �I�m a man, all the way. And I know it. Ilike to be feminine but I know that I am not a female.�He laughed, low and huskily. �You�d better ask mygirl friends if you don�t believe me.�
�Girl friends? Don�t you mean boy friends?
�Dr Linton was shocked. He stood up on his highheels, his red lips quivering. �What do think I am?� hesnapped at me. (I see I left �her� on one side to comeback to �him� at this part.) �I�m a transvestite. I like towear women�s clothes. That�s all. I�m as attracted towomen as other men are.�
�We were interrupted at that point by a young girlunknown to this reporter. She spoke to the doctorabout a woman�s problem, quite naturally. Julia, shecalled �her�, gave the girl advice I would have givenher. She took the tampons Julia suggested wouldsuit her from Julia�s sample box and thanked Juliafor her considerate advice. She wanted to ask aboutother women�s things. I think she thought that I wasa nurse. She left quickly, however, when Julia toldher that she, Julia, was being interviewed.
�Did she think it normal, I asked, for a man tospend his life in women�s clothes?
�Julia smiled. �Perhaps not,� she said. �But I intendto find out.�
�What has happened to her practice at the Clinic,since her arrest?
� �Nothing,� was the reply. �I�m treated as I was be-fore by my nurses. Of course, people are curious.But, after I assure them that it�s what I want, theyseem prepared to accept me. Women have all kinds ofsuggestions about makeup, clothes, sales and such.Everyone is very helpful.�
�Why would people be that way to a femininely at-tired man like yourself?
� �Well, of course, with the Valley soout-of-the-way, I know, on the part of some, they arewilling to put up with what they consider a harmlesspeccadillo, so long as I stay on as doctor. But others,�
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the pencil-thin brows knitted, �I think that they arejust genuinely tolerant of others.�
�Will you resume your former political career,then?
�Julia threw back her head to give a deep bellow ofa laugh, the first sign of masculinity since the inter-view began. Immediately, she apologized. �I doubtthere�s any way,� she said, �though I must have re-ceived a dozen calls asking me to run next March.But I think that�s asking too much of the Valley, don�tyou?�
�The rest of my time I spent following Julia throughher workday. I must say that her efficiency and abil-ity seemed little impaired by the makeup and theminiskirt. She was treated as a woman by all the menwe met. Apart from a few wondering stares, by menusually, Julia Linton seems to have a job in the Val-ley as long as she wants it. As one old greenhousersaid, �Not only did you cure me, doc, it really boostsmy blood pressure just to look at you.�
�Dr Julia looked at me and winked. �Now you knowwhy I�m glad it happened,� she whispered. �My bed-side manner has really improved. At least, some peo-ple think so.� And she winked at me again.�
�Reading Jane�s interview?� asked Dave, headingto me with a bundle of letters in his hands.
�It�s really good,� I said, shivers down my back atall that I�d read so avidly. �A typo here and there andit will be fine, as is.�
�Then, help me with these letters,� said Dave witha sigh. �I just don�t know which to choose.�
�Take one of either side of the argument,� I saidwith a laugh. �I bet most are about female imperson-ators and Julia Linton, right?�
�Yeah,� said Dave with a grimace. �I don�t knowhow you can wade through all this stuff. Look at thisone from a Lee Rowney.�
I took it gingerly. �Dear sir,� I read. �All we�ve hadin your paper the last two editions are men indresses, boys in tights, wigs and makeup, female im-personators and a promise of an interview with �the
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queen of the valley�. Is your paper ever well named!Cancel my subscription immediately.�
�This set,� said Dave, �is four times as large andare the opposite of that one.�
I took one of them and read, �Dear sir: has the pa-per ever improved since you took over, Mr Carpenter.I think that you�ve handled Julia just right. It�s all agiggle, isn�t it? Now I�ve got all my neighbors readingyour crazy paper. I can hardly wait till my next ill-ness. Duane Feller.�
�That�s hardly a supporter,� I said, taking anotherfrom the large pile. �Ah, here�s what you want, Dave.�Dear sir: your pillorying of a great public servant likeJulia Linton is scandalous. I can live with the discov-ery that he�s a closet queen. Why can�t you? We�ll stilluse the Clinic. Frieda Glassen.�
�There, you�ve got your Letters column. Printthose.�
Dave Richardson pulled a face. �But she�s not acloset queen any more, is our Julia?� he said. �She�smore of a drag queen, now.�
�Add a correction in an Editor�s Note,� I said with asmile. I was joking. But when I picked up the finaledition of the local paper, there it was at the end ofthe Letters column, proclaiming Julia Linton to be adrag queen.

*****Volume 23 Issue No. 1016 June*****
�I hate it, but it does have to be the lead story,� saida frowning Brian J Carpenter. �It�s all anybody istalking about in the Valley. How many have quit todate?�
�Ellen James Beman, Tom�s wife, the City Clerk,told me that half the full-time staff has quit,� saidDave Richardson easily, enjoying, I could see, beinglead writer again.
�I heard they were going to modify the Jara Motionin Council,� interjected Jane Edwards. �What wentwrong?�
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�Seven to five, the same as before,� said Dave withno trace of a grin. It wasn�t really a laughing matterany more. I shuddered, queasy about what I�d havedone if I�d been in the shoes, high-heeled women�sshoes at that, of the employees who hadn�t quit,who�d obeyed the ordinances imposed on them. Ihope that I, Mike Little, could have, would have, quitas some did. I shivered, thinking what I�d have donethen, where to find any work.
I�d had to meet with Frank Cook, the EmploymentServices Director for the Valley Council. It had neveroccurred to me, past June first, that Frank, like allCouncil employees, would be dressed in a woman�ssummer dress and low-heeled shoes.
I hadn�t dared to ask him what he was wearing be-neath his dress, nor about his stockings orpanti-hose. Well, Frank had looked at me aggres-sively as if daring me to ask. I, a supposed reporter,chickened out. I�d copied down the bad news he gaveme. Unemployment was growing in the agribusi-nesses, the backbone of the Valley for so long. Thecutbacks followed the decision to delay road-buildinginto the Valley from our only real outlet to Brampton.
As a result, male Tyson High School studentswould have great difficulty finding summer jobs. Un-employment had reached twenty-five per cent formen which explained to me why I was looking at aman in a woman�s dress telling me that.
Yet, another irony, Council Departments had va-cancies at every level if, when I asked Frank aboutthat, you have the legs and stomach for it, he�d said,stalking away from me, his dress rustling and swish-ing, his high heels clattering on the marble floor ofthe Council House. He looked grotesque with hismale face and balding head on the female-clad body.
�Not all the police quit?� asked Brian in surprise,looking over Dave�s lead story that we�d all heardabout.
�I talked with Deputy John Conan,� said Dave,pointing to the passage in his article. �Gosh, he wasembarrassed.� With Brian being on his anti-swearingcampaign, all of us had to follow suit. �He was wear-ing regulation black stockings, pleated skirt andwomen�s hat. A few of the guys I�ve seen around theCouncil House, and one or two deputies, I hear, have
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gone as far as wearing padded bras, makeup andwigs. They were provided, after all!�
Carpenter shuddered visibly in front of us. I feltlike doing the same though Dave and the womenseemedmore interested than appalled at the pictureshe had. There was a picture of John Conan, a pictureI�d thought that I�d never see, of a man in a clearly,feminine hat, in a slim, black skirt and a blouse withpolice patches, giving out a traffic ticket, the peoplein the car laughing at him.
�This is a William Dennison,� said Dave, showingus a long-haired guy in a summer dress, the chestpart really padded and making William have perky,female breasts. He hadn�t done much with his face orhair but he was in high heels and stockings, anyonecould see that.
�This is my favorite,� grinned Dave, picking up apicture of the female lifeguard, waving as she smiledto us from the diving board she was sitting on. Ofcourse, she was in a bathing costume, but her figurewas clearly female. She had permed her hair andmust have shaved her legs really well. She must havebecause Dave was telling us that this was RichardCollins, although he was wearing a name tag thatsaid, �Call me Pamela.�
�Some are getting into it much better than others,�said Jane.
�Oh,� said Dave with a grin. �May I use that as acaption for these pics? I think they�d look great on thefirst page.�
�Here we go again,� grunted Brian.
�Conan told me that he desperately needed thejob,� said Dave as I felt a churning inside me as Ilooked at the range of photos he had. �John said heand his wife had talked it over. But with so manymenhaving to wear dresses these days, they didn�t feel itwould be difficult.�
�Is it?� I asked, a little pounding in my head at dis-cussing this openly with others, particularly thesedays with the way that our women reporters smiledat us men as the news rolled in.
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�Conan said it�s terrible,� Dave said seriously.�People are laughing and giggling at him, a DeputySheriff, all day long. �If I wasn�t a cop �� he said as Iwrote it down. Well, he didn�t finish that threat but Iwouldn�t be laughing at a cop myself these days withthe pressure they�re under.�
�Did you talk to these, these �?� Brian had no ideawhat to call these men in dresses, particularly likeRichard, call me Pamela, Collins.
�I talked to a Dick Shell in Accounting,� said Dave.�He turned up for work in a blonde wig, makeup,painted, polished nails, a padded bra and wearing ev-erything underneath, he told me. He was laughingabout it.
� �You�ve gotta be a girl to appreciate the treatmenta girl gets,� Dick told me. �You�ve got to try it! I hopethey never revoke this law. I�m going to enjoy thisyear!� �
�Pervert!� stormed Brian but Dave shrugged.
�Gay, I think,� said Dave slowly, glancing ner-vously, I thought, around the office. �And ready totake advantage of the situation.�
�Real gays aren�t going to want this ordinance,� be-gan Tania meaningfully, poking Dave. �They�re wanttheir sexual objects to be men.�
�Some younger, cuter gays think that real men,whoever they are,� said Dave surprisingly, givingTania a nervous glance as she rubbed his arm, �willbe attracted to them if they make themselves intopresentable women. They can do things with friendsand lovers, just kissing on the street, for instance,that would have had them arrested days ago. Butmainly, Tania, you�re right.�
�I finally got an interview with Lois Slayton,� saidJane, changing the subject and laying a photo, ahead shot, of the Councillor we all knew was theleader of the opposition to repealing the Jara Motion.
�Read it to us, Jane,� said Brian grumpily.
� �I really don�t see what all the hue and cry isabout,� said Councillor Lois Slayton, Monday night tothe Ladies Auxiliary June Dinner,� read Jane most
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forthrightly. � �Half the Valley population has wornskirts all their lives. It�s no big thing!��
�She felt there�d be no warping of masculinity bythe Valley Council�s recent decisions. �Everyone doeswhat they want to at home,� she said. �It wouldn�teven have come to this if it hadn�t been for male prideand Councillor Jara.�
�Everyone knows who and what they are, she toldapplauding women. Dress is purely arbitrary. TheValley in some ways has much to thank Julia Lintonfor. In just a short time, arbitrary distinctions be-tween men and women and the jobs they performcould be alleviated for the better.�
There was silence as we all digested what Jane hadwritten.
�The woman�s crazy!� said Brian Carpenter. �Wehave to make sure our readers know that in the edi-torial this week. Who�s turn is it to write it?�
All the others looked at me. �No!� I gasped.
�I�ve got the Tyson story to write and pictures toproduce,� said Jane.
�It will be easier this month, Mike,� said Brian jo-vially. �I promised Greg Jara he could write a letter tous and explain himself. That will take up half a col-umn, and we have a big display ad for Jane Fisher�scoming in, along with Quinlans and Melanie�s usualstuff.�
�Jane Fisher�s?� asked Tania eagerly. �They do allthe wigs for the shows at the Garth and the strippersat the Roxy! Jackie Ray thought they were fabulous!They use real human hair wigs. They�re pricey butthey�re great.�
We all looked at her dark hair closely and Taniaburst out laughing. �Okay,� she said. �Yes, this is aJane Fisher wig. But not one of you could tell before,could you?�
�Why all this interest in wigs?� began Dave Rich-ardson. Then he stopped himself. �Oh yes, what am Isaying? Same as the sudden influx of larger fittinggarments at Melanie�s and Quinlans, isn�t it?�
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�What are you writing about at Tyson?� askedBrian Carpenter of his niece but, if he expected tochange the subject, he was mistaken.
�You know that there was a protest over a boy stu-dent being sent home for coming to school as a girl?�asked Jane. She put a large, glossy photo of a girlwith amass of blonde curls and waves in front of us.
The lovely girl was in a skimpy dress, so short thatyou could see the black panties she wore, peepingout over her mesh, fishnet stockings. She wore longblack, evening gloves and huge, dangling earrings.She was heavily made up, her eyebrows thin, her eye-lids dark, her mouth a soft, inviting pink.
�Well, this is George, in his working clothes at theGarth Tavern,� said Jane. �And this,� she showedthree pretty co-eds, in short, mid-thigh skirts andsweaters, with pony tails and vivid earrings, wavingat the camera for all the world like regular highschool girls, �is George and his friends arriving atschool for classes.�
�Sick!� burst out Brian Carpenter as he had oncebefore.
�Tyson High School, the only one in the Valley,�said Jane, paraphrasing what she�d written, �has re-sembled any normal, all-girl high school this lastmonth, save for one thing, half of the students areboys. Since it isn�t a crime any more for males to wearfemale clothing, the Student Council, led by Presi-dent Linda Emerson, organized a protest to sendingGeorge Danson home because he went to school in agreen mini-dress and with a bow in his long, permedhair.�
�That was in the last local edition,� said Brian,wrinkling his nose. �I thought that blew over!�
�It�s worse!� retorted Jane, shaking her head atme. I should have followed up that story but hadpassed it on to her. �Linda Emerson told me thatHelen�s �civil rights� were violated. Linda�s the onewho dreamed up the protest in support of Helen, thename George uses at the Garth Tavern. Basically allthe boys at Tyson protest by arriving at school intheir sister�s or girl friend�s clothes. The real girlscome in jeans and tee-shirts, leaving makeup, ear-
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rings and bracelets, skirts and high heels, for theboys only.�
�They must look like a bunch of idiots!� snarledBrian Carpenter while the rest of us looked at Jane inshock.
�It took only an hour for the initial embarrassmentto wear off, Linda claimed,� Jane went on with asmirk. �So, when George was kicked out again, theydecided to keep the protest going. The boys are reallygetting into it, Linda says, and I agree. I went into aclass. I couldn�t tell the girls from the boys unless Imade a pretty girl talk. Then I could hear she was aboy.
�Poor Principal Teller! He�s got a school full of gig-gling, heavily made up, perfumed �girls�. Isn�t it amaz-ing how the boys can imitate girls� giggling?�
�What�s he doing about it?� asked Tania impishly.�Kicking all the pseudo-girls out of Tyson?�
�He can�t do that,� said Jane without saying why.�What he�s done is that he�s ended all male activitiesand replaced them with things like Beauty Care. Thefootball tryout camp is Modelling and Cheerleading.Prom has been cancelled as the boys were all going toturn up in dresses. That�s got a lot of parents madwith him as you can guess. But the student protest-ers don�t seem to mind. They�re having fun onRaybold Avenue in the clubs, one girl told me. I thinkshe was real but I couldn�t tell. Other girls agreedwith her.
�Yes, Uncle Brian, the Tyson boys are callingTeller�s bluff! They turn up in dresses for classes.They�ve adopted feminine names and they�re co-oper-ating in beautifying themselves. I didn�t see a hairyleg anywhere in that school when I was there!�
�That�s not a protest!� snapped an angry BrianCarpenter. �That�s a revolution! Close the school! Getthe police to arrest the parents!�
We all looked at him, thinking what it would be likewith some male, femininely dressed cop trying to getkids back to school in the clothes of the right gender.
�Teller refuses to back down,� Janet smirked evenmore. �Helen is still banned though she goes to
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classes until someone on staff catches her and turfsher out. I think some teachers are sympathetic to herbut I can�t write it because I don�t know for sure.Teller says this will all blow over! In September, ev-erything at Tyson will be back to �normal�. Linda Em-erson told me to look around at the classes. That, shesays, boys in dresses, is what the school is going tolook like next year!�
�Wow!� said Dave Richardson. �Maybe that oughtto be on page one, Brian!�
�No, no, no,� said Brian Carpenter. �And don�t usethat heading, �Tyson - An All-Girl School?� � he said tome. I thought it accurate and didn�t have to look atJane. She wanted that for her article. If Brian didn�tsee that headline and Jane�s byline, he often missedwhat he�d forbidden, it would go as she�d written, asI�d edited the piece.
�Is the Garth Tavern putting in a display ad thismonth?� I asked Tania as it was all coming down onme again.
�You�d better believe it!� said Tania, sliding an ad-vertisement across to me that featured two gorgeouswomen, one blonde and one red-haired. �The FoxySisters� screamed a huge heading beneath the GarthTavern sign. They had two shows nightly, at nine andat midnight, I noted. It was �Great Entertainment� butnowhere in the ad did it mention that the women,big-breasted and female in shape and looks, one in aslitted dress that showed off lovely, women�s legs,were female impersonators.
I had to take a deep breath to try and still the ner-vousness I felt looking at such gorgeous women. Youjust didn�t see women like that, sorry Jane and TaniaI thought, in the Valley. These �Foxy Sisters� reallyput the women I knew to shame in looks and dress,or undress.
�Here�s my column,� said Tania, handing it to me,not to Brian. �Do with it what you will! You usuallydo!�
�We will,� said Brian grimly. �Greg Jara�s e-mailedme his letter, Mike. I�ll run that off and give it to you.I�ll want to see the editorial before you put anythingout with my name on it. Oh, we�re increasing our runby a thousand copies too,� he added with a grimace
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at us all. �We sold out the last issue and I expect we�lldo it again. I�ve upped our rates for ad material. I�mstarting to hope that all this foolishness doesn�t endtoo quickly. All the fuss over female clothing is boost-ing our sales, our circulation and the value of the pa-per!�
I retreated, my face flushed, my heart beatingheavily, from the �editorial conference� with threetasks I�d hoped not to have to do for a while. I had tolay out this month�s local edition. I had to proofreadTania�s copy and I knew what she meant when shesaid what she had to Brian. It meant that she�d writ-ten a racy column and was about to fight tooth andnail to get it published as it was, without alterations.I sighed. Third, I had an editorial to write about menand boys in dresses and get it past Brian�s red pen. Iknew, this time, he wouldn�t let anything slip by.Sorry, Jane.
�Well, the Foxy �Sisters� moved into the Garth lastweek with a show that will, as they say, curl yourhair!� Tania had written as an opening sentence. Ilooked at the heading she was using now. �Entertain-ment by Tania� with Tania in a different font, size andboldface. Making herself out to be the star of thepiece, I thought with a grin. As well she should. Shedid know the Valley�s entertainment niches betterthan anyone else I knew.
�Perhaps the greatest difference between these twoand the tasteful Jackie Ray,� I read on in Tania�s writ-ing, �who left for the greener pastures in San Fran-cisco last month, is that Jackie, no matter how grace-ful his movements and how feminine his disguise,never let you think that he was other than a man.
�The Foxy Sisters are quite different.� I had to lookat the pictures of them and note again that it reallydidn�t say in their ads that they were female imper-sonators. If I wasn�t reading it in Tania�s copy, Iwouldn�t have known it at all. I�d have thought thatthey were female, exotic dancers if I�d looked at thedisplay ad on the back of The Queen of the Valley.
�They never remove their wigs (if wigs they be),� Iread with a tingle inside me as I looked at them.�They play constantly to the men in the audience.Both are vamps and coquettes, and spend more timesitting on the knees of men in the audience than onstage.
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�With such close scrutiny, their true sex should beevident � but it isn�t. The Foxy Sisters pass as womenon and �off� stage. Their performance would be excel-lent as women � better than any to reach the Garthbefore � save for the nagging doubt that two guys justshouldn�t be so curved, so feminine and frilly, and soattracted to other men. They don�t let up once in theirperformance, singing all the familiar double entendresongs � I Enjoy Being aGirl, ABoy Like You Deserves aGirl Like Me, It�s Raining Men, etc etc. It�s a profes-sional show � but disturbing!
�But I�d rather have a Foxy �Sister� than the live en-tertainment at the Roxy. How do you review striptease dancing? May it be enough to say that the guyswho clambered up on the stage certainly enjoy beingtantalized by Kelly Rogers, a rather cute brunette,who, though not phenomenally over-endowed, has acertain physical attraction in her well-planned rou-tine. She�s at the new night club, the Roxy, thisweek.�
There was a display ad for the Roxy, I noted, but Ididn�t see a picture of Kelly with it, though her namewas printed there along with the �Sexciting� messageand the note that the Roxy was for �DiscriminatingAdults Only�.
I started to pick out letters for the We Get Letterscolumn, remembering what Brian had said. I openedmy e-mail. There was a long letter from Greg Jara,Valley Councillor. It just re-hashed what we�d al-ready printed.
In the end, his letter read, �Your paper has givenme a very bad press for my �pique-filled� motion atValley Council. On the contrary, I do not find the cur-rent situation the result of my motion. The econo-mies of female uniforms over male, the �unisex�trends of recent times, and the true desire of certainfeminists and their allies to equalize the sexes in allrespects (despite their lack of guts in presenting themotion that I contemptuously proposed for them) �these are the real causes of our present predicament.I intend once more to campaign for the position ofCouncillor � opposed to the degeneration and perver-sion of the Slayton-inspired Council.�
Wow, I wasn�t going to make that read better, thatwas a given. I skimmed through the mailbag, takinghalf the day. So many letters were really funny. But
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one stood out, from a Lois Ray. It wasn�t sent in for alaugh. Its subject was alarming.
�Dear sir,� the letter read, �The events of the lasttwo months just frighten me. My eighteen year oldson looks like my nineteen year old daughter anddresses like her. My husband wears more expensivedresses than I do, courtesy of the Valley Council. Mymen are being turned into women by the govern-ment. Is it all a plot? I don�t want to be married to an-other woman. I don�t dare think what�s happening tomy son�s sexual orientation. What can we do to put astop to this madness? Sincerely, Lois Ray.�
I had to add a note to that one. �Mrs Ray,� I wrotein an Editor�s Note. �The High School protest willsoon be over and the Council has to be re-elected inMarch. Hang in there!�
�Wow,� said Jane, coming over and looking to seehow I�d arranged her follow-up story and the picturesof Helen and the new �girls� at school.
�How�d you like to be in a household like that?�Jane asked me seriously. �One day, you�re the perfectfamily, and the next, all four of you are vying for whocan use the makeup mirror first. From the sound ofit, if the son looks like a daughter, I�ll bet it�s becauseDaddy looks like Mommy. I bet he enjoys it.�
�It won�t last,� I said shakily.
�You�ve been saying that for three months now,Mike,� said Jane Edwards with a snort. �I don�t thinkthis cross-dressing phenomenon shows any sign ofslowing down. You should have seen the girls at theHigh School who aren�t real girls at all! You shouldreally get on that in your editorial, Mike!�
�No one reads them, anyway,� I said blithely toJane. �All most people do is look at the pictures. I betmost will look at the Foxy Sisters and not even knowthat they�re looking at men, at all. Same with yourco-eds and Helen.�
Jane made a face at me and I started work on theeditorial. �Female Clothing�, I wrote as a title and felt alittle queasy just looking at it. Well, I had to writeabout it and so I plunged in.
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�So, Council did not back down,� I wrote quickly.�And neither did Sheriff Hubert Cord. With employ-ment prospects so bleak in the Valley, it was almostcertain that somemen would break down and endurethe ridicule of wearing women�s clothes in public.�
As I was writing that part, it occurred to me thatthere were men, transvestites, who must really beloving what was happening in the Valley. They had asociety in Raybold, I�d heard of once, a long time ago,on a Halloween night. Someone had said, �There gothe girls of the Maya Sorority,� as a bunch of largewomen in outlandish dress went clomping by.
I�d asked and been surprised that such a �sorority�existed. I didn�t know who those men were but I didfind out that those guys we�d just seen wouldn�t havebeen part of a transvestite sorority for sure. But atthe time, I only laughed and said, �Sick!� to the girl Iwas with. The name came to me, however, and so Iadded that to the editorial I had to write.
�(But what a boon for the Maya Sorority!),� I wrote.�(That�s a group of transvestites who meet �secretly�in certain Valley homes. You must be in heaven,girls!).� Brian actually laughed at this line when Iread it to him.
�Surprisingly, however, as Acting Sheriff JohnConan points out, people of the Valley have, sincethat first day, been very tolerant of their police-men-in-skirts. The shrug of the shoulder and atten-dance to one�s own business has always been a Val-ley tradition; it�s helped these men adjust to a totallyunnecessary and stupid situation. Roll on the Marchelections!
�The sight of Council lifeguards, male of course, inpretty bikinis and pink, bathing hats, of police indark stockings and clerks in cotton, printed summerdresses with red ribbon bows, hasn�t been pleasantbut it has been understandable.
�The events at Tyson are altogether different.
�We can appreciate that George Danson broke nolaw in attending school in his green mini-dress � butstandards are supposed to be set at school. PrincipalTeller is quite right. If the guys who are dressing intheir girl friends� clothes won�t conform, they should
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be permanently assigned to Modelling and Babycare.
�That�s our opinion.�
�I didn�t know you agreed so much with me, Mike,�said Brian Carpenter as he approved the longest edi-torial I�d ever written. �Couldn�t have written or saidit better myself!�
Jane laughed silently at me. We finally went to theGarth for a drink. Jane made a point at sitting atHelen�s table where the gorgeous blonde served us,her short, pretty dress with the small, puffy sleevesshowing off her rounded neckline, smooth-skinnedupper chest and padded, I hoped uneasily, womanly,breasts.
�Thank you,� Helen said, with a smile on herglossy, red lips. �You�ve said such nice things aboutme in The Queen of the Valley. I get such fantastictips now! I was able to buy this new dress and somenew lingerie after what I made just last night!�
�How, how did you learn how to talk like that?� Iasked her, my throat dry just looking at �her�. Janegave me the oddest smile as if she could read mymind.
�Delmonte�s,� Helen said seriously. �The modellingacademy. It has ads all the time in The Queen. Theydo voice lessons. A lot of girls like me are in theclasses. Girls go for other lessons, too. I�d love to be amodel!. Madame Delmonte says I could be if I put mymind to it. Oh, but the training is so expensive! I�ve somany things I have to buy! Being a girl is so muchmore costly than being a boy!�
�You should get yourself a sugar daddy,� saidJane, teasing her.
Helen flushed. �That�s what everyone tells me,� shesaid. �Do you guys know anyone like that?� She bat-ted her eyes at me and Jane laughed out loud at her.
�Not this one, darling,� Jane said to Helen-George,tantalizing me. �He�s taken.�
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*****Volume 23 Issue No. 1114 July*****
�It�s true that a resort is actually going to be built?�Jane asked Dave as we waited to meet again as the�editorial board� of The Queen of the Valley.
�Absolutely,� said Dave Richardson. �Biggest newsstory to hit the Valley in years. The man is coming into visit with us, too, but, I have to warn you,� he gaveus a charming smile that made Jane andme groan, �Iget to be the one who writes it up!�
�With a by-line on the front page again?� I askedsourly. Brian was going to have to do somethingabout that. All the �extra� work in editing, compress-ing, arranging display ads, re-writing classifieds, andlayout work, was done without attribution. I rarelyhad my name in the paper in the last six months; yetI�d written more than anyone else.
Brian came sweeping in with a tall, distinguishedlooking man and an older, greyer, balding man,Mayor John Lewis.
�I�d like to introduce you all,� said Brian Carpen-ter, �to Earl Davies, the chairman of Davies-ValleyResorts Ltd. These are the people who cover localnews here in the Valley, Earl.� Earl Davies smiled ashe was introduced to each of us in turn. His hand-shake was strong, very masculine. A slim, blondewoman came into the office and sat at the back, abriefcase of papers beside her as well as a laptop thatshe began to use right away.
�You people have quite a fun newspaper,� EarlDavies said with a frown, unrolling the last issue,from June, staring at the front page and the photos ofthe cop in a straight skirt and the boy in the girl�spadded bathing suit.
�Welcome to the Valley,� I said. Davies looked atme without a smile. I shivered and sank down in myseat. I hoped the guy was playing with me. If he was-n�t, this could be a very awkward interview.
�How many chalets do you plan to build, MrDavies?� Jane asked smoothly.
�Two hundred and fifty to begin with,� said EarlDavies, making all of us sit up and take notice. We
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got the sales pitch as Jane and Dave scribbled furi-ously. It was a brand new industry Davies was pro-posing for the Raybold River, just outside of town.
Davies� aide passed us plans for the developmentof the site, complete with artists� drawings of how itwould all look. Davies did all the talking. He was en-thusiastic about tourism as a new industry in theValley. He showed us plans for swimming pools, ten-nis courts and stables along the river with a restau-rant, nightclub, casino and bar in the first stage ofbuilding.
�There�s so much unspoiled country hereabouts,�Davies said. I had to raise my eyebrows at that. If theprivate agribusinesses had their way, we�d be over-run with pig and chicken farms. The ranches alsohad their feed lots. The Valley floor where we livedand worked was pretty spoiled in my opinion.
�There�s all kinds of space for ATV and off-road ex-ploration,� Davies went on. �I have little doubt thatwe will be hiring out our resort for targeted groups inthe very first year, beginning in April-May next year.�
Mayor Lewis, of course, was enthusiastic aboutjobs and such. I was distracted by the slim woman inthe business suit whose name I hadn�t heard yet. Shesat back and crossed her legs and caught me lookingat her. She smiled and winked at me, as she turned apage. I realized that all that Davies was telling us wasaccording to script.
�Hmm,� grunted Brian. �About the dress codewe�re currently living with.�
Both Earl Davies and his assistant smiled genu-inely in amusement for the first time. �We�re not go-ing to be open for nearly a year,� said Earl Davies. �Iexpect the absurd situation which now exists in theValley will be resolved by then. I�m moving here aswell,� Davies said, putting on the charm and remind-ing me of Dave Richardson. �Renee, my wife, is overat the house we�ve bought ��
�Larry Hobden�s,� put in a beaming Mayor Lewis.
�� on Raybold Avenue,� said a smiling EarlDavies. �I have twin boys, sixteen years old, who�ll beat Tyson in the Fall. Yes, I�ve been here many timesbefore. I�ve hunted over the Gaynor Ranches and in
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the Forestry Reserve. I want to bring back fishing andrafting on the river as I recall it when I was first hereas a boy.�
�What did he mean, targeted groups?� asked Taniaas Brian led Mayor Lewis and the businessman off tothe �famous� Garth Tavern, as Brian called it.
�Probably a group of transvestites or transsexu-als,� I murmured, flashing my eyes at her. �Dragqueen camps. They�d fit in so well with the Valley,wouldn�t they, with what�s going on here right now?�
The blonde assistant to Earl Davies had her handson her hips and was staring at me as I finishedspeaking.
�Uh oh, Mike,� said Jane in her teasing voice. �Youjust blew it for all of us, you louse. This lady ��
�Eloise Waters,� said �this lady� in a lilting soprano.
�� is going to tell her boss what you proposed andhe�s going to pick up his money, his wife and twinboys and be gone from here!�
�She tells her boss just what he needs to hear,�said Eloise Waters with a pretty smile. �He�d laugh if Itold him what group Mr Little suggests we target.Renee, my boss�s wife, really wants to get back to thecountry. She wanted Earl to buy a ranch which he�spromised to do once the resort is built.�
�It will be a pleasure,� said Dave as the smugblonde left us, a pronounced sway in her walk as shewent away, �to write this week�s editorial. No dragqueens in it!�
�If Brian says so,� said Jane testily. �He mightwant comment on Julia Linton. She�s back in thenews again.�
�What?� asked Dave Richardson, puzzled. �I had-n�t heard ��
Jane turned her computer to face the rest of us. Itwas the page for announcements and classifieds.�Just came in today,� she said as Tania leaned overher shoulder to read.
�Announcement,� said Tania, reading Jane�sscreen. �Sharon Thomas, of Gaynor Ranches, an-
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nounces her engagement to Dr Joseph Linton, alsoknown as Julia Linton, of the Valley Clinic. Thehappy couple intends to marry, 10 August, at theCouncil House Registry, Raybold Avenue. Judge Em-ily Cortwright will preside at the ceremony.
�Oh heavens, can you believe it? Sharon Thomas!She�s loaded with money and she�s going to be marry-ing a drag queen, the queen of the valley. I wonderwhat she�ll wear to the ceremony. I wonder whatJulia will wear? Whatever can the Thomas�s be think-ing?�
�That�s next month�s story,� said Dave.
�There�s Quinlans, �The Store with Everything�,too� said Jane with a smirk, stating the slogan thatQuinlans had made theirs. �Now it does. FlorencePayne confirmed it to me. Since June, Quinlans hasbeen hiring boys as �shopgirls�, and with remarkableresults, she claims.�
�She�s the Personnel Manager there,� I said toDave and Tania who were looking puzzled. Janetossed her column to Dave to read.
� �We had to do something,� Florence Payne said,�Dave read aloud. � �We needed girls desperately butsuch is the taboo on working women in the Valleythat we�re always understaffed.� Taboo?�
�First I heard of it,� laughed Jane.
�There are at least eight boys,� Dave read on, �inthe staff of thirty girls on Quinlans main floor. It wasimpossible to find out which was which and MrsPayne explained why.
� �We chose only the ones we knew could look andact like girls,� she said. �They love their jobs and wehelp them in choosing their makeup and dresses, ofcourse; but many of them knew quite a bit aboutwearing dresses femininely after the last weeks ofschool.�
�Marilyn, a pert blonde, the typical girl next door,is one of these boy-shopgirls. �I couldn�t get any jobbut this one for the summer,� �she� told me. �My girlfriend helps me to be convincing and no-one hastumbled to me yet.�
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�Marilyn, not his real, female name, was met by hisblonde, pony-tailed girl friend after work. �There�snothing wrong with him,� she said aggressively to me.�He�s just doing what any man would do, providingfor his family. Besides, I really like him dressed up. Iwish he�d stay this way all next year, too.� �
�That�s Quinlans, the biggest store in town?� Iasked as Dave finished reading Jane�s article. �Thetrendsetters?�
�Which is why Brian might want to comment in hiseditorial,� said Jane to me, standing and heading forthe door. �Want a French coffee, Michelle?� she askedme with a feminine pout. All this talk about femaleimpersonators and Julia Linton made me the butt ofremarks and jokes by Tania and her. Funnilyenough, they never made jokes about Dave. Ofcourse, he was much taller, good-looking and ath-letic.
Funny, though, Dave reciprocated in that he didn�tmake passes at the girls as I did. Jane would go outwith me, casually, after work even though it wasn�t adate, not yet. We hugged when I walked her homeand had had a peck on the lips from her once.
�No!� I said as Dave came out of Brian�s office withthe mailbag, striding purposefully towards me.
�You do a much better job at this than me,� saidDave. �You have the knack of pulling out just theright part of the message the letter writer wants toimpart.� He flashed his charming smile at me as if Iwas a teenaged girl messenger. I�d seen them all go offdreamy-eyed when Dave smiled at them and signedfor packages addressed to the newsroom at TheQueen of the Valley.
�Flattery,� I said to Dave as Jane disappeared.
�Gets me everywhere,� said a grinning Dave, de-positing the mail on my desk.
I had filler about jobs, pork butchers, greenhousegardening, prospects for employment (very bleak) butI took the bag anyway.
As I expected, none of the letters were about any ofthe topics I had to write about as we got back to beinga �normal� newspaper. A hundred letters and all of
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them were about boys in dresses! Just look at the oneI�d set aside first.
�Dear sir,� Cathy Melstrom had written. She wasthe daughter of a neighbor of mine, a popular girlwith lots of girl friends, I thought. �After the lastmonth at Tyson as an �all-girl� high school, did youknow that crime and vandalism disappeared? I al-ready told my boy friend that I want him to stay inskirts. He�s never been out of trouble before, been sokind to me, or been so hard-working. �Janet� and Ilook good together as well in our matchingmini-skirts. I hope others will follow Janet�s and myexample.�
�They might,� I said to myself and then lookedaround hastily. There was no-one in the office,though. Still, I had to contrast that with another let-ter but the only negative I could find was a note fromJohn F Rennie. The Rennies were a well-known fam-ily in the Valley with several branches; there were Po-lice deputies named Rennie and several High School�stars�.
�Dear sir,� John Rennie had written. �I�m out of ajob because of the sick Council we�ve got here in theValley. You�ll never get me into women�s clothes likethe other perverts on City staff.�
I felt like an editorial comment about the clothesnot making the man but I resisted. Rennie seemedangry enough as it was without my piling it on me.
�Don�t knock it till you�ve tried it!� said several let-ters. I chose one by Ed (Cindy) Rose from that group.It would agree with a fifth of the letter writers thismonth. �You wouldn�t believe what it does to chickswhen I put a little lippy on,� Cindy wrote. �Mascaraturns them wild and my miniskirt kills them. When Iwore pantyhose, well, what a line-up! I�m not com-plaining.�
Idiot, I thought. I had to choose a more literate let-ter to end with. Anne Jenkinson was something inpolitics. She�d run for Council, I think, and been de-feated. She wrote a nice letter.
�Dear sir,� Anne wrote. �How could you print sucha negative letter as the one that you did from MrsRay? She�ll find her husband softer, yes! But isn�tthat what we women of the Valley have always
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wanted? My husband works for the Council and helooks just great in cotton prints. Of course, he won�tdo anything feminine after work, but I�m hoping thathe�ll read this and realize how much women�s clotheshave done to sensitive him to my needs. Julia has myvote in March!�
I arranged display ads for Quinlans and Melanie�s,each featuring dresses and cryptic messages like �Pri-vate Fittings� and �Special Rates for all Council Em-ployees on all lingerie and nightwear items�. I wasgrinning and getting a little hot as I thought of thatwhen Jane came rushing in, a huge smile on herface.
�What?� I asked.
�You won�t believe it,� Jane said. �Forget all thatpork and greenhouse stuff, Mike. Get ready for a hotnews item! It�s just happening. I saw the policecruiser outside the Roxy and, lo and behold, thatstripper we have pictures of, that Kelly Rogers? She�sbeing arrested with Joe Gibson, the owner of theRoxy!
�You should have heard the screaming and shout-ing. I�ve sketched out some to start you off. Find themost salacious picture you can of that Kelly thing,Mike, and hold the fort. I�ll call you with the rest ofthe story as soon as I can.�
�We have a four o�clock deadline,� I told her, look-ing around but there was no sign of Brian, Dave orTania. Jane tossed computer disks to me.
�See you, love,� she said, dashing off. �Thanks formaking my work look great!�
I didn�t even get coffee, I said to myself. The file onthe Roxy had many salacious pictures of Kelly Rogersand other strippers. I wondered who�d taken suchbump and grind pictures. I chose a frontal of thewoman, in a g-string and long, dark tights that madeher legs look good, the garters and bows really cute.Her makeup was excessive but she looked gorgeous,with small, elfin features.
I liked a woman with smaller, rounded breasts aswell. Kelly�s cute, rounded tush was attractive as wellin the thong she was wearing. Other photos from thesame shoot showed the tassels from her pasties
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whirling as she held her arms provocatively, increas-ing the size of her breasts. I didn�t find one of hercompletely nude and wondered why, not that we�dhave printed it anyway, even with a black square overthe vital part on display.
I put in Jane�s second disk and began to transcribeher recorded voice to column inches. �The Roxy The-ater,� she said, �has become notorious for nude girls.
�Right here today, 14 July, Acting Sheriff JohnConan with Deputies Cook and Laing have moved into stop what Mayor John Lewis told me were �lewdand lascivious� performances at the club.
�The stripper, Kelly Rogers, clad in g-string andfishnet stockings, was arrested here at the lunchtimeshow, along with Joe Gibson, owner of the Roxy.
�And then the fun began. Because, although it isstill illegal for female strippers to give lewd perfor-mances, Kelly Rogers is not a female, her defencelawyer, Josephine Wyatt, told me, astonishing the fe-male-dressed deputies who�d arrested �her�, stunningthe owner of the Roxy.�
Kelly Rogers not a female? I gaped at the ad I�dchosen from the Roxy file. There she was in a tinierpicture, a thigh raised to strategically show off hergarter belt, panties and stockings, her breasts in alow-cut bra. Kelly was smiling coyly at the camera asa caption read, �You�ve never seen a girl like Kelly be-fore!� Oh man, I thought in disbelief, was that evertrue!
Just above the cryptic ad about Kelly was a pictureof two sexy women in slit dresses that showed offtheir garter belts and stockings. Yes, the Foxy Sistersdrew the eyes to them, their hair long and wild, theirbreasts being shown off, everything about them sexyand female. And they weren�t women, either, eventhough the display ad didn�t say anything aboutthem other than �Held Over for a Second Month�.
The phone rang. It was Jane.
�Now listen up, Mike,� she laughed into the phone.�It�s confirmed. Josephine Wyatt just made the argu-ment in court. I think everyone here is blown out oftheir tiny minds! You should see Kelly with her
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blonde hair all loose and looking so frightened. Shekeeps saying she�s never been arrested before.
�But here�s how the article should end,� Jane wenton. �Got it, Mike? I trust you to get this the way I�mtelling it to you.�
�I�m recording this,� I told her.
�Good girl!� Jane said and laughed at herself.�Oops, sorry, Michelle, a slip. Good man, I meant tosay.�
Yeah, right, I thought. �Fire away,� I said, a littlehuffily.
�Josephine Wyatt, defence lawyer,� Jane went on,�told the court, in response to the arrest, that KellyRogers could not be charged under any Valley law.Wyatt argued successfully � you got that, Mike � suc-cessfully, to Judge Emily Cortwright, who agreed, or-dering the release of both Rogers and Gibson.
�In earlier testimony, Acting Sheriff Conan statedthat, in the performance he watched, he was very un-comfortable when Rogers sprayed whipping creamon her breasts and invited men in the audience tolick it off, she gyrating while they did so.
�Uncomfortable!� snorted Jane. �And he in a skirtand makeup, as pretty as me! Well, Judge Cortwrightruled out of order questions by Wyatt about whetherSheriff Conan�s female attire was of more discomfortto him than Kelly�s performance as a woman, rulingin favor of the motion to dismiss.
�I asked Joe Gibson if he knew about Rogers� mas-culinity, and Joe said, �Absolutely no.� I asked him ifRogers would continue performing at the Roxy. Joelaughed and said, �Absolutely yes.�
�That�s all, Michelle. I�ll try to talk to Kelly but shelooks pretty shook up. Josephine is protecting herlike a mother hen in any case.�
�Hey,� I shouted as Tania swept by, dropping copyon me. �Hey! Dave�s the man for this month!�
Tania just waved to me and left. Well, her stuffwouldn�t take long, I thought. As usual, she�d tai-lored her column to the display ads we had. Franco�sRevuebar, featuring �go-go� dancers, was opening on
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Lower Glass Street. I sighed. Tame, in comparison towhat I�d just heard. Franco�s was having a �Gala�opening with a cabaret at ten and midnight. Goodluck to you, I thought.
The Ellis Ballroom was also advertising with us.Tania had written about that. �Went to the Ellis Ball-room this week, first in a long time,� she�d written inthe chatty way she did. �In contrast to the crowdsjamming the Garth and the Roxy, the audience wasquite sparse.
�Vic Perrone�s orchestra had a new girl singer, areal girl to boot, Angela, who can belt out a hot num-ber. The crowd at the Ellis is different from the Roxyor Garth Tavern. Here, boys are boys and wear pantsand girls wear dresses. I heard one girl call it �square�but the music is good. �Straight� is a better word.
�At the Garth, it isn�t unusual to see girls dancingwith girls, such is the shortage of male figures in theplace. Not only girls go to see the Foxy Sisters, ofcourse. It�s just so hard to tell, what with wigs, minis,false eyelashes, and feminine names who are theboys.
�Certainly, I�ve never been asked before, by somany pretty �girls�, to dance with them. I�ve given upasking �What are you?� in the Garth. It doesn�t seemto matter!�

*****Volume 23 Issue No. 1218 August*****
The caption for the two white-dressed brides saidit all. Both of them were beautiful as brides shouldbe. Their hair was long and permed; maybe they werewigs but they looked good. Their dresses were identi-cal. Each clutched bouquets of white roses in theirsimilarly manicured hands, their nail polishes seem-ing to match. Each was exquisitely made up. I sup-posed that one of them at least was wearing paddingand a shaping corset beneath her dress because theyboth looked so womanly in every respect on theirwedding day.
�The former Sharon Thomas, left,� the caption read,�and her husband, Dr Joseph Linton, right, after themarriage ceremony.� Since there were only the two of

Page - 48

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



them in the picture, it was clear that one of the brideswas indeed a man.
�Would you dress like that on your wedding day,Michelle?� asked Jane Edwards, teasing me as sheusually did.
�If you were my bride,� I said flippantly. �Well, Icouldn�t let you outshine me, could I, Jane? It�s mybig day as well. Who wants to wear black as if you�regoing to your own funeral?�
Tania Scott, the entertainment writer for TheQueen, laughed at the pair of us. �Just imagine,� shegiggled. �If you were married in this dress, you couldbe lain out in your coffin in it as well. It would be theonly time Dave and I get to kiss you, Michelle.�
�If it happens,� I muttered, my insides churning asI tried to be a good sport to their teasing, �don�t letyour uncle kiss my dead body, Jane. It�d bring meback for sure and I�d have to marry you all overagain!�
The girls laughed at that. The picture was to go onthe front page. It would detract from the story aboutTyson High School that was really important. Yes,there was prurient interest in the story of Sharon andJulia Linton�s wedding but it was a blip really to thegrowing �gender protests� that were perplexing ourValley.
The bigger story was that Principal Teller and themale teaching staff of Tyson High School refused tobe in their classrooms on the first teaching day inSeptember as their contracts demanded. Who on TheQueen had that story now? Why Dave Richardson, ofcourse. I�d been the one to write the first story aboutTyson and Jane had horned in on that. Now, Davemoved in on her. I was the one left out in the coldagain.
Another month would go by and nothing with theby-line of Mike Little would be published. I thought ofquitting but what would I do? The unemploymentpicture was frightening. I had nothing really to showfor my time on The Queen of the Valley butunattributed writing or layout work.
I gloomily looked over Dave�s copy. He wrote factu-ally. �Cause of the dispute is the Council Employees
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Dress Code�. Everyone called that the Jara Motion. Iinserted clarification in his stilted prose. Hmm, thiswas interesting, something I didn�t know. EllenJames, the Council Clerk and Councillor TomBeman�s wife, was the source for the information thatthe teachers had received dress allowances to complywith the Motion. They�d pocketed the money, not re-quired to wear female dress until school started inSeptember.
I grinned. Like the rest of us, they�d probablythought all this crazy stuff was going to be over afterthe long break. But what I saw in the letters I editedwas that the Student Council was gung-ho. So werethe students, the girls for sure, to continue with theprotest they�d started in support of George (Helen)Danson and �her� right to wear female clothing toschool if she wished to. It had nothing to do withwhat the teachers had to do, dress in female clothingthemselves as they were Council employees, but itwas going to make this year�s school opening a realdrag, heh, heh, heh!
Councillor Lois Slayton was the one spearheadingthe attack on the teachers, according to Dave�s writ-ing. �There�s no reason at all,� Dave had quoted her assaying at the last Council Meeting, �why these em-ployees should be treated differently to others in Val-ley Council employment, particularly since they�vebeen receiving clothing allowances for three monthswhen school starts.�
Tom Beman had supported her; he �hoped therewouldn�t be rigid enforcement of Policy� so that therewas some ground for compromise. But a testy MayorJohn Lewis had stated that �a policy is a policy�, noexceptions.
After that, I thought, what could a �white-facedand shaken� Mike Teller, fifteen years principal atTyson, do but resign. Now twenty-three oftwenty-nine male staff had followed him, handing inresignations fast and furiously. No wonder theClassifieds advertised for teachers in all disciplines.
Ellen James confirmed that there were applicantsfor jobs at Tyson but whether male or female she re-fused to say. We should put the whole column inboldface, I thought. It was a real crisis. I wonderedwhat our new entrepreneur would think of the wholething, especially since Earl Davies had twin sixteen
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year old boys heading into Tyson. I wouldn�t haveliked to be a boy coming up from Grammar School,either. I�d be under pressure to dress like a girl, ap-parently. I�d have squeaking, queenie teachers apingwomen in the way they dressed in the classroom. Icouldn�t have withstood that pressure on me when Iwas fourteen, fifteen. I think I�d have had to quitschool!
On top of all that, what was the main news story ofThe Queen this month? Why Jane�s interview withKelly Rogers under the headline, I Want To Be A Girl,in huge boldface capital letters.
There were three pictures with the story, one ofKelly in the skimpiest of g-strings. I just don�t knowwhere �she� could have hidden her male equipment ina device like that. In her apartment, she was dressedjust like any normal girl, in a skirt and frilled top, herhair long and loose about her shoulders. There was aportrait of her, in makeup and with her hair styled,looking quite beautiful, her small features accentuat-ing �her� femininity.
�She came on stage,� Jane had written, �in a back-less, black evening gown. The musicians played aslow waltz and the stripper, a cascade of blonde haircaressing her bare shoulders, began to peel off herlong gloves. The audience, half male and half female,applauded frequently as the dress, the slip, the heels,the garter belt, and the stockings were discardedwith feminine grace and style. Then she removed herbra.
� �It�s always a shocker,� said Joe Gibson, managerof the Roxy, �when the audience realizes that there�ssomething inside the bra.�
�Kelly took off her bra to show her small, roundedbreasts covered with tiny, star-shaped pasties. �I hatewearing them,� said Kelly afterward. �I feel it�s cheat-ing the audience.�
�The removal of her panties seems to take forever,the revelation of the g-string below a disappointment.But the act doesn�t quite end there. Just in the sec-ond before the lights flash out into total darkness,she removes her g-string to prove that, yes, she, KellyRogers, is indeed a man.
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� �I�ve always wanted to be a girl,� says Kelly, look-ing cool and feminine in a straight, black skirt andgreen, silk blouse. �That�s how I got started in thisbusiness. I�ve been practising at being a girl since Iwas five, at least. I used to sneak into my mother�sbedroom and dress up in her clothes till she caughtme.
� �When I could, I left home with nothing more thana couple of miniskirts, a blouse, a pair of panties andhigh heels. Things didn�t really pick up for me until Imet Mel.� Mel Jones is Kelly�s manager. �Mel was sogood to me. He bought me everything a girl couldwant. He even bought me estrogen so I could start tofill out the bras he bought for me.
� �Last year, I was developed enough for some peo-ple to start doubting I was a man. So Mel put me onthe stage as a real stripper. I was really scared atfirst. But no-one caught on. Guys like me even more,which is a relief.
� �The whipping cream trick I got from a real girl inMiami. I don�t like doing it. It makes me feel realfunny, especially if a nice guy wants to lick it off butMel likes me to do it.
� �Now, the audience is calling for it even when Istart my routine. So, I have to do it.�
�The second show, with the whipping cream trick,is about to begin. Kelly is dressed this time in an ex-otic costume, loosely based upon a bridal dress, atrain of white satin from her hair, a veil, white stock-ings, white garter belt, frilled garters at her thighs,and white high heeled sandals. The skirt is short,however, and surrounds her with a mass of petti-coats. She glosses over her lips, pouts, arranges herbody in arch-like femininity and flounces off. Thecrowd cheers. It�s what they came for.
�Mel Jones is hard to find, but eventually I run intohim in Kelly�s apartment. He emerged from her bed-room in a short, dressing gown. �Yeah, I live withKelly,� he says, watching my reporter�s eyes. �She�snot a bad chick.�
�It was Mel�s idea that Kelly should strip. She�s onhormones. When there�s enough money, she�ll have aradical operation. �We�ll probably get married,� saysJones casually. �We�ve been hanging out since she
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was eighteen,� he grins. �She�s been through somechanges, that kid, and she�ll go through more.�
�Kelly arrives home, flushed and ill-at-ease on see-ing this reporter talking to Mel Jones. She�s tired af-ter all her shows and wants to go to bed. Jones tellsher to go ahead and not to wait for him. She flouncesoff, returning in a fetching, see-through, short, blacknightie with pink ribbons. She�s the one to see the re-porter out.
�With Jones� arm casually about her waist, Kellybids a husky, �Good night,� before closing the doorfirmly on any further enquiry about her.�
I finished planning out Jane�s work and went intothe publisher�s office where she was busy on thephone. �You know, Jane,� I said carefully. �I don�tthink that your uncle will like this whole article onKelly Rogers. For one thing, it�s so long and takes up��
�Then he shouldn�t take off on a holiday and leaveme in charge, should he?� Jane snapped at me. �Andhere�s the editorial which I wrote all by myself, Mike.There are some more display ads for Jane Fisher�swigs, discounts for Council employees, and Melanie�sSummer Sale. Hey, there�s fifty percent off on allsales to males, Michelle. Interested? And Quinlans ishaving Fall Fashion shows from the 20th to the 27th

August. I should assign you those, shouldn�t I, Mike?You could go as Michelle! I�d go with you if she�d comewith me!�
�Thanks, but I�m taking my holiday,� I told herwith a shudder. �I don�t want to be here when youruncle comes back and reads what you�ve written.�
Jane laughed. �Perhaps he�ll fire me and I canwork for a real newspaper,� she said, leaning backand putting her legs up on the desk as her uncle of-ten did. I stared, fascinated. She had much nicer legsthan her uncle.
�I�ve got to cram Classifieds, Letters, Tania�s col-umns and the entertainment displays all on the backpage,� I complained. �There�s too much on Kelly Rog-ers, Jane, really. We have to cut it down.�
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�It�s Kelly who�s going for the cut, not us,� saidJane wickedly. �Would you rather I cut the Lintonmarriage story?�
�We could move it from the front page,� I said butthat went over like a lead balloon.
�No,� said Jane. �My editorial is about the schoolfiasco. Tell me what you think of this. Council StrikesAgain!
�One could hardly believe that the Valley Councilcould do it again, but it did! How could a group ofsane-minded men and women propose that othermen, of all physical types and ages, dress up in frontof children in women�s dresses?
�Councillor Tom Beman�s remarks that they �pre-tend it�s Halloween,� is of such cynical frivolity that itbears no comment. May we suggest that CouncillorBeman has yet to show that dress �means nothing tome� by appearing at Council in feminine dress him-self. It�s easy to do unto others, isn�t it, Thomasina?�
�Your uncle will like one thing that you wrote,� Isaid diplomatically to Jane.
�Yeah,� said Jane with a frown. �I think we shouldkeep sneering if all this stuff carries on as it is. It willfizzle out, the protest at Tyson. Making the teachersbehave like clerks and cops, and hop into mini-skirtsand shave their legs, is what will do it.�
�I�ve been saying that to Brian for months,� I said.Jane grinned at me.
�Yes,� she said. �I read the editorials. Bring me theback page when you�ve done it. If we have to, I�ll cutthe article on Kelly Rogers. Most of it, when I read itagain, is me describing her and what she does as astripper. She didn�t really open up to me. I�ve no idea,for instance, what she does in bed with that managerof hers.�
�You really want to know that?� I asked her inalarm and, yes, a little embarrassment. �W-Wecouldn�t print that even if you found out!�
�This month we could have,� laughed Jane. �I�mpencilling you in for the Fashion Shows at Quinlans,Mike. You or Michelle is needed!�
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�Since your uncle will be back,� I said with a trem-ble still in my voice, �I�ll pass. You don�t want my un-employment reports? Or stories about pig farms andthe greenhouses, how they�re suffering!�
�Too gloomy, Michelle,� said Jane, winking at me.�All this other stuff about guys as brides is fun. It�stitillating!�
I retreated. She�d been in the thesaurus again, Ithought sourly. We�d hear that word all the time now.I sat at my desk and tried to squeeze a quart into apint pot.
I cut back Classifieds to Ellen James�s advertisingfor teachers and Quinlans looking for anyone to trainas a salesgirl. There were four display ads for enter-tainment centers. Franco�s Revuebar had survived amonth and was still presenting �Go-go� dancers.
The Roxy had cropped its shot of Kelly Rogers tojust show her head. The ad kept the slogan they�dused before when she was a �real� girl stripper. �You�veNever Seen A Girl Like Kelly Before!� their ad de-clared.
It was the Garth Tavern that had really changed.The Foxy Sisters were gone. Now they were advertiz-ing �The Garth Revue�, Seven Local Lovelies. The pic-ture with it showed girls dancing, singing and in biki-nis.
I had to read Tania�s short column to confirm thatwhat I was seeing was what I thought I was seeing.�The Garth Revue at the Tavern,� I read from whatTania had left me, �is a home-grown production. The�waitresses� first employed in April of this year havenow been converted to stage performers � with sur-prising results.
�Helen, who caused all the fuss at Tyson High, hasa pleasant contralto voice and projects a good, femi-nine image without the dubious sexuality of the FoxySisters. Cindy and Annette are excellent dancers,while the other girls, who serve at table, assist in acompelling finale, a parody of a fashion show.
�Several of the boys take their parts as models verywell, so that, since no explanations are offered, theproduction can be taken for the slick, female revue
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that it pretends to be. Apart from this quibble, theRevue is well performed.�
I squeezed the column, omitting paragraph mark-ers, but I had room for only two letters. One stood outto me, from Kate Schultz, a lady I knew well. She andher husband had several businesses about town.
�Dear sir,� Kate wrote, �With all the controversyabout women�s clothing, isn�t it about time someonespoke up with a little sense? Is it possible that thewearing of women�s clothes will feminize a man somuch that he wants to be a woman? So far, it seemsthe opposite. The �girlie� boys of Tyson seem evenmore attracted and attractive to girls. Personally, Ithink this will all die away in time, just like �glitterrock�!�
I had to smile at that. Yes, Kate, this will keep peo-ple talking, I thought, about how little sense youhave. I had to come up with the opposing viewpointas well, something really short.
Donna Leslie�s letter I chopped unmercifully but itreally had only the one point to make. Her prose read,�Congratulations on having a paper which lives upabsolutely to its masthead.�
Next time I�d be writing, school would be in, Ithought. Or would it?

*****Volume 24 Issue No. 1 15 September*****
I didn�t stick around at the end of August to get be-tween Jane and her uncle. Higher up the Valley,there are some really nice hikes to several falls of wa-ter. There are little villages like the one on SlaytonLake, with a main street and several rows of houses. Itook a room at the Slayton Rapids Motel whichrented out kayaks for those brave enough to �shootthe falls�.
I didn�t expect that Councillor Lois Slayton wouldbe there in a town hall meeting at the Assembly Hall.I hesitated about doing my duty by The Queen. Dutywon out. I was part of a fascinated audience that in-evitably turned its questions onto the Jara Motionand the Council Dress Code.
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�I have advice for those Raybold and Council em-ployees who have difficulty doing their jobs while ap-pearing before others in feminine dress,� CouncillorSlayton said to the older lady who put the question toher. �It�s the same advice I give to women who workfor the Council and hear disparaging remarks.�There were a lot of grins and nods in the audience,mainly women.
�Let�s face it,� Councillor Slayton said with a smileto her constituents of Slayton Village and SlaytonLake. �Most men do look terrible and ridiculous inwomen�s clothes. So do some women. So my advice isalways to be more feminine. Don�t be embarrassed byyour appearance. A good-looking woman, a smartlydressed woman, will always be accorded respect.
�Get your wife or girl friend to assist you in beauti-fying yourself. I tell women to get their friends to helpthem. We women love to help each other, don�t we?�There was a shriek of laughter at that which bewil-dered me. I�d have to ask Jane about that.
�Women have to change their outward appearancefor customers and for men,� Slayton went on. �Soshould you, I�d tell our employees. We are giving youa dress allowance to aid the process. Wear a wig orhave your hair done in a salon. For sure, always wearmakeup and paint your nails. Acrylic nails are soeasy to obtain and do wonders for ugly hands, don�tthey, girls?� There was more laughter at that.
�And always, of course,� Slayton went on, �be femi-nine, be female, from top to bottom, inside and out.Successful Council employees at this point in time,�she went on while the women in the audience weregiving her a standing ovation, �are those who makethe effort to be women completely.�
To a later question about how far to encourage ahusband to go if he was lucky enough to land a jobwith Council, Lois Slayton recommended that em-ployees wear female dress at all times, even at homeand at night. There was no danger of losing mascu-linity, she assured a rapt audience. In bed, there areno secrets and everyone knows what the other one is.And men, in the Valley, for a little while, at least,would learn what it was like to be a woman, a goodthing.
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When I got back to Raybold, I expected the schoolsto be closed but they weren�t. A school bus was join-ing a line heading up Glass Street to the High Schoolbut all I could see on it were girls, with white ribbonsin their hair, filling every seat in the six buses I saweasing through the blacktopped roads inside thetown.
�Hello, Mike,� said the waitress at the Garth whereI stopped for coffee. I had a lump in my throat as I an-swered her. She looked like a girl and, when sheleaned over me, she smelled like a girl. She wentaway with a wiggle in her walk but I shivered as Ilooked at her.
A blonde woman sitting by herself laughed at me.�She�s pretty cute,� she said to me as I flushed andlooked after the waitress.
�But is she a boy or a girl?� I asked.
�Does it matter?� the blonde asked. �She�s pretty tolook at and gives excellent,� she hesitated with justthe right amount of smiling intent, �service.�
�Yes,� I said with another shiver.
�Bobbi Jones,� she said, pointing to a poster on thewall that had her name mis-spelled as �Bobby�, shepointed out to me. �I sing here this month.�
�Oh,� I said, swallowing fast. A blonde singer at theGarth? I looked at her surreptitiously and couldn�ttell. I couldn�t tell if she was a man, that is. Shelooked like a perfect female to me.
Bobbi caught me studying her and laughed. �Whatis it with you men here?� she asked. �What you see iswhat you get,� she added lightly, picking up her cof-fee, uncrossing her lovely legs. She rolled up the lastmonth�s local edition of The Queen of the Valley, andleft me. I felt like the boob of the month.
I staggered back to the office where a sullen-look-ing Jane meant that her uncle was back. Tania shookher head to me and waved me over to her desk whereshe was compiling the back page of The Queen on hercomputer, a job I normally did.
There she was. The Garth Tavern was advertizing ablonde singer, in a bikini top and a long skirt. Her

Page - 58

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



earrings were long and draped on her neck as shewas in the act of singing but still looking as pretty asshe had in the Garth�s coffee shop. �New Singing Sen-sation�, it said, with no word about whether �Bobby�was a female impersonator or not.
�Is she?� I asked Tania who was looking over at thesullen Jane. Tania got up and went over to Jane witha box of tissues. I was able to swing the column she�dwritten for the September issue of The Queen to faceme.
�At the Garth,� I read in Tania�s Entertainment col-umn, �Bobby Jones,� she had it mis-spelled, I shouldpoint out to her, �finally checked in. He,� there it wasand my stomach turned over and my head poundedas I read that, �sings quite naturally in a husky con-tralto. Better on country western and slow numbersthan on quick, flashy tunes, he does little to exploithis role as a female impersonator.�
I was right, I thought angrily, wondering whyBobbi had been so short with me. I shivered. I�d beensitting with a female impersonator. I could havetalked to her as she�d seemed to want me to do. Icould have flirted with her. I shuddered and thoughtof the near miss I�d undergone.
I couldn�t understand why I felt so disappointed Ihadn�t talked to Bobbi. It wasn�t as if she was a Coun-cil employee being forced to do something for a job.She was actually a professional, dressing like awoman. I felt as if I�d missed a big opportunity. Butan opportunity for what, I didn�t know. And why was Icalling him, �she�?
�He dresses, looks and sings like a woman,�Tania�s review went on, �his stage performance back-ing up this image. He simply interprets the song as agirl singer would. As a girl, he�s quite straight, quite achange from recent shows. The Garth Revue suppliesthe legwork and feminine frippery to round out a pro-fessional show.�
Since I�d read half of her article, I finished of therest of Tania�s column. �Kelly, of course, has now de-veloped a line of admirers.� Its display opposite justscreamed �Kelly!� at the world in huge letters with theblack silhouette of a woman and the usual slogan.�You�ve never seen a girl like this before!�
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�The Roxy �chorus line�, of five young fellows, bearslittle resemblance to the Garth �Lovelies�,� I read on.�Apart from their feminine figures, and skimpythough their costumes are, these �dancers� give theshow have an amateur tone.
�Franco�s has suddenly become the �in� place to bein town. The revelation of the true sex of the �go-go�dancers does little to diminish the applause. Here thelack of talent is made up for with great amounts ofenergy.�
I�d noted the posed girl on Franco�s Revuebar ad,the tassels on her bra and panties. She leant forward,swinging suggestively, as she was caught inmid-dance. The only words in the ad said, �CutestGirls in Town!� I was going to ask Tania what she�dmeant by the �true sex� words, in her review, but sheand Jane had gone off to the Ladies� bathroom.
Dave Richardson came bustling in. �Hi, stranger,�he said with a smile to me.
�The schools are open,� I said to him, feeling a littleirritated that he had the lead story again in themonthly local news.
�Yes,� said Dave. �I just got a picture from one ofthe classes at Tyson.� He showed me one of a dozengirls, white ribbons and bows in their hair, all sittingprettily in and on the desks, waiting for their newteachers to appear. There wasn�t a boy in view.
�Don Gardner is acting principal,� said Dave. �Youremember him, don�t you, head Counsellor lastyear?� A pretty inept counsellor, if it was him, I re-called, when I went to Tyson years ago. �He�s broughtin his wife, Jane�s sister by the way, and several par-ents, mothers in the main, to ensure the schoolopened on time.
�You should see him, her,� laughed Dave Richard-son.
�Bad?� I asked, thinking what an ugly woman theman I remembered would make.
�The opposite,� said Dave Richardson. �Look atthis!� He passed me a photo of a good-looking, olderwoman in huge, button earrings. �That�s Acting Prin-cipal Don Gardner,� Dave chuckled, �with painted
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nails, plucked eyebrows, in makeup, and a soft,brown wig, a dark skirt and pink, silk blouse.�
�This is a guy?� I asked, stunned as I looked at�her�.
�Yeah,� said Dave. �I said that she was phlegmaticabout her �change� but I really think she�s enjoyingcoming out, I really do. She said that clothes are onlypersonal appendages,� said Dave, his tone raised,trying to sound like a woman. I shivered as I realizedhe must be trying to sound like Don Gardner.
� �An obviously masculine male,� Dave went on inhis mocking tones, �would look terribly incongruousin a skirt. If you have to wear a dress to keep a job, asVic, Leonard and we others need to, you have to be asfeminine as possible. I find this approach has helpedto ease the initial embarrassment of our predica-ment. No one has mentioned our dresses in daysnow.� �
�Too stunned to know what to say,� I murmured.Dave nodded in agreement. �How is the student pro-test about Helen or George, whatever, going?�
�Oh, it�s still on,� said Dave, shaking his head.�Any poor shmuck who goes to Tyson in jeans and atee-shirt is subject to choruses of scorn and jeersfrom the girls of both sexes. They quickly learn tochange. They have to if they want to survive. There�sjust a few on the football team who are toughing itout.�
�So, if Council doesn�t bend,� I began.
�It will be a long, awful year at school,� said Dave.�Here�s the editorial I wrote for Brian.� He rolled hiseyes. �The man is still illiterate, Mike. Can�t write athing. I�m supposed to edit this month�s issue aswell.�
�Good,� I said, handing him the article I�d writtenon Lois Slayton�s remarks. I had entitled it �Be MoreFeminine�. It actually made the front page withDave�s story. I had a by-line at last! I carefully keptmy notes and the original to attach to my resumé.
Dave had called his editorial, �Making the Best ofit�. �How can the present year for Seniors at Tysonpossibly be salvaged?� he�d written as an opener
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which made me raise my eyebrows. I hadn�t thoughtof Dave as having that much compassion for others.
�We have to applaud the dedication of DonGardner,� Dave had written as I got a queasy feelinginside me. What Dave was writing and what he�d justsaid to me didn�t match at all, �and the five othermale teachers who�ve stuck to their posts despite theobviously degrading position they find themselves in.Would that fifteen others had felt the same way!
�The students themselves, continuing their proteston behalf of George (Helen) Danson�s right to dress asshe wishes, won�t extend their protest to includetheir male teachers. Helen, by the way, has nowgraduated, right into the chorus line at the Garth aspart of the girlie �Revue�!
�Ridiculing normal boys who happen to like wear-ing the clothes of their own sex is a sad comment onall the girls of Tyson, of whatever gender. The soonerthese boys get out of their skirts and panties, thesooner things at school can return to near normal.It�s time for everyone to start making the best of it.
�That�s our opinion.�
�Pretty good,� I said to Dave. �Hope Brian willagree. What happened with Jane and him?�
Dave looked around secretively and leant into me.�He called her a pervert for the article on Kelly Rog-ers, and this,� Dave said in a whisper though therewere only Dave and I in the deserted Press Room.
�It�s about the go-go dancers at Franco�s,� Davesaid as well, handing me Jane�s column and the pic-ture that went with it. Dave tapped the picture of theblonde girl on the tiny cage floor, gyrating in a shortdress mini-mini-dress if such a thing existed. Hermakeup was very heavy and she was smiling, clearlyenjoying herself. There was another, dark-haired girlin a doorway, behind her, waiting her turn, I sup-posed. The caption read, �Penny dances while Paulinewaits her turn.�
My mouth was dry as I read Jane�s text. �Just likethe Roxy and the Garth,� she�d begun, �Franco�sRevuebar has joined the ranks of boys-em-ployed-as-girls. In the case of Franco�s, with its
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�beautiful go-go dancers�, there�s no promise that thebeautiful ones are girls and they aren�t.
�No-one would have found out about it, either, butfor local union organizer, Joe Pettit, who tried tobring the �girls� into his union.
�Accosting the performers with his suspicions,seeing only boys leaving after the club closed, Pettitreceived several entreaties to say nothing. An angryJoe Pettit, however, revealed to the Valley LaborCouncil the true state of affairs at Franco�s.
�Since the revelation, says Franco Gianelli, ownerof the Revuebar, business has been phenomenal, tri-pling over its former state. �We just couldn�t findenough girls in the Valley to dance,� Franco said, �butthe boys think it�s a real giggle. I only wish we had ad-vertised the fact before. Think of all the businesswe�ve missed!��
�I like the title,� I had to say as Jane came back,grim-faced, with a worried Tania. � �Go-Go Girls ABust!� In fact, I love it!�
�Who cares what you think, Michelle?� snarledJane. �It�s what Brian thinks when he�s slept off hislunch.�
�Wow,� was all I could say, disconcerted again, asshe and Tania picked up their purses and headedout.
I noticed a display ad for Delmonte School at-tached to her article as well. It promised buzz words,Charm, Etiquette, Femininity, Fashion Sense, Mod-elling with a silhouette of a woman in a long dressabove the �Enroll Now� sign on the ad.
�Another big ad?� I said to Dave who nodded.
�Look at the one for Jane Fisher�s,� Dave said,passing me an inside page for the next issue of thepaper.
�Wigs. Wigs. Wigs,� the ad proclaimed in big letters,with special rates for council employees, which in-cluded male teachers. The same idea was prevalentin Melanie�s ad as well.
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Then I noticed that one of the Classifieds was forcarpenters and all kind of trades people to work onthe construction of chalets at Davies-Valley Resorts.
�So, the resort is definitely a go,� I said in surpriseand Dave nodded.
�If we lose our jobs here,� Dave said cheerfully, �wecan always go there as waitresses!�
I ignored the way Dave looked at me as he said it.�What else is there to do?� I asked him, coloring as Ido.
�Brian gave me these to run,� Dave said, showingme the letters we were to publish. �One is from JohnConan�s wife and the other from Lois Anderson. Youknow, the Ladies� Auxiliary Lois Anderson.�
Mary Lou Conan�s letter could have been writtenby Jane, I saw. �Dear sir,� Mary Lou wrote. �Your edi-torial suggestion {18 August} is most apt. Thesefriends of Councillor Slayton who�ve supported herridiculous campaign of sexual equality throughequality of dress, women�s dress, have not them-selves shown the courage that they demand of othermen. Let Councillor Beman and Councillor-MayorJohn Lewis wear feminine dress in council and inpublic. After meeting the scorn and ridicule of nor-mal men, perhaps they�d understand what they aredoing to their employees.�
�This is the Acting Sheriff�s wife?� I asked in sur-prise. �She seems really miffed!�
�I wouldn�t like to be at the dinner table in thathouse, would you?� asked Dave.
The second letter was a little more in tune withDave�s editorial. �Dear sir,� Lois Anderson wrote. �Ihope you will ignore some of the carping criticismslevelled at your paper by such as the former Chair-person of the Ladies Auxiliary. You are reporting thenews fairly, as it happens, despite your rather per-verse editorials. It seems to me that you have notfully grasped just how much �the times, they area-changin�.�
�So high minded,� Dave laughed. �I�d love to haverun a bunch of these others which are from go-godancers, waitresses, shopgirls, and co-eds, all of

Page - 64

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



them boys, wanting to tell us how fantastic it is to bea girl on Raybold Avenue at night. There�s one fromthis girl, Roxanne, she calls herself, she�s really aguy, telling how to have sex with a boy in such a wayhe never knows what you really are. Imagine the ex-plosion if I put that one on Brian�s desk! I�d reallyhave to head for work at the Resort then!�
I agreed with that. I slipped out of the office butBobbi wasn�t in the Garth. My attempt to get her tomeet me for a newspaper interview was in vain. Newentertainers had taken her place with the Garth Re-vue.

*****Volume 24 Issue No. 213 October*****
I couldn�t believe it myself. I had to keep looking atthe pictures that Dave had taken to make sure it wastrue. The banner headline across the whole page thatBrian had agreed to said it all. �Beman Accepts Chal-lenge� covered both stories which were all about TomBeman.
The lead photos were of Tom Beman, but not aTom Beman I�d have recognized. In one picture, ahead shot, Councillor Beman was completely trans-formed into a woman. His hair was a mass of curls,surely a wig. His eyebrows were thin, a woman�s eye-brows, his eyelids were shadowed, his lips wereglossed and pink, his eyelashes were thick and prom-inent. His face was whitish, clear, soft and glowing, awomanish creation by an expert beautician, his wife,Ellen James-Beman, she told us later.
I jogged Dave when Tom Beman entered the Coun-cil House with the most feminine-looking of the dep-uties, Ray Smith and Greg Wyatt, both looking for allthe world like real policewomen. Dave took the pic-ture of three women without realizing what he wastaking. He should have been more alert since Ellenand John Stevens, the manager of Tom�s politicalcampaigns, had phoned The Queen and told us thatTom was accepting the challenge Jane had thrown athim.
�That was Tom Beman?� Dave asked, clickingaway. Ray Smith and Greg Wyatt, fixed smiles ontheir lipsticked mouths, allowed us to admire theirstuffed female uniforms, the mounds on their chests
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completing the female look that their long hair andmakeup gave to them. Each had really nice legs aswell in the black stockings that they wore with theirhigh-heeled shoes.
Of course, they weren�t the only men dressed aswomen at the Council House as several employeeswho had reports to make were there. They had aroom assigned to them where, as I understood it, abeautician assisted them to look their feminine bestwhen they had to appear before Council.
�This is crazy,� murmured Dave as we filed intoCouncil past the attractive policewomen. The coun-cillors were aghast at the �new� woman in their midst.No, we at The Queen had not tipped them off on whatwas about to happen. The chance of a real fight wasfar too real! It would make such good copy. It wouldgive us a chance at selling out the newspaper for theseventh time in a row! Our circulation was up by overfour thousand, I heard Brian telling someone buyingads.
�Disquieting, but not revolting,� said Tom Bemansoftly. He usually talks like that. I hadn�t realizedhow girlish he sounded before now. A shaken MayorLewis had asked him how he felt to be present insuch revolting dress.
The other Councillors behaved in the way thattheir previous votes in Council predicted. GregoryJara thought that Beman�s cross-dressing was �aninsult to Council � degrading � obscene � an af-front to all right-minded citizens.� I was franticallytaking notes but I�m sure I missed some shouted in-sults from Donna Leslie in a public seat at Council.Jara said that the reason why Beman had backedJulia Linton in April was now obvious. Tom Bemanwas �as queer as Julia Linton�.
An outraged Lois Slayton sprang to Beman�s de-fence. I saw his wife, Ellen James, the Council Clerk.She was furious, glaring at Jara and shaking herhead at him. Slayton called Greg Jara �an out and outbigot�. That created an uproar that went on for overhalf an hour.
When order was finally restored, Mayor JohnLewis commented that whatever Beman�s motives,�he sure has shown the Council a lot of guts.�
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That started the shouting again. A break wascalled before any Council business was actuallydone. Dave and I wanted to talk to Beman, who fledfrom us but was unable to get into the Men�s Loungewhere Councillor Tom Wayne and Greg Jara barredthe door to him. So, Tom Beman went off in his dressand high heels to the Ladies� Salon where he was ad-mitted and spent the recess to the obvious amuse-ment of the ladies present.
I had to drag Dave to where Ellen James, EllenBeman that is, was holding forth to an audience. Shewas laughing at suggestions that her husband waswearing her clothes without her permission.
�Of course, I agreed to his borrowing my clothes,�Ellen Beman said. I have that on tape. �It was theonly way to stop all this talk about Tom not havingany guts.�
Guts, yes, I thought, but political savvy, no. Howcould he possibly expect to be re-elected in Marchnext year after pulling a stunt like this? I didn�t get toask it as Dave pushed in front of me. He�s bigger thanI am. Does Mrs Beman, Dave shouted to her, approveof her husband appearing in a dress and like awoman in public.
�In effect, being treated as a woman?� I managed toyell past my partner.
�How can I not approve?� asked a smiling EllenBeman. �I�m a woman, aren�t I?� Ellen is a very at-tractive brunette. �Now we both know what it�s like tobe a woman. I think he�ll be a better man for the expe-rience.�
It was a riotous night. I was so glad to be there,part of what I thought was history. I was feeling sogood I didn�t even mind lending my notes and tapesto Dave to write up his version of what had hap-pened. I knew we�d share the by-line on both stories,about Tom, and the interview with his wife.
But when the paper came out, the stories only hadDave�s name on them which really ticked me. Butthat�s another story.
The second biggest story in the paper happened atthe Court House. Dave got that as well. Joe Gibson,owner of the Roxy, was arrested again. It wasn�t that
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he was employing boys as girls in his strip club. �No,�said Acting Sheriff John Conan in court. �He�s incourt because Joe Gibson is employing under-ageminors in his club.�
The dark-haired girl, known as Debbie Rennie,had first been an usherette, then a waitress, and fi-nally a dancer in the chorus line at the Roxy. SheriffConan stood in the court, his own silhouette showinga female shape with pronounced breasts, as femmyas Debbie�s in fact. Conan�s hair, probably a wig, andhis makeup would lead any casual observer, like me,to believe that our Sheriff is a woman. Conan hadclearly been practicing with his voice as well as it isnow a lilting, definitely female, contralto.
All the time Debbie worked at the Roxy, claimedSheriff Conan, Joe Gibson had known that �she�,Debbie, was really fourteen year old Daniel Rennie, aresident of the Valley.
Daniel, his hair long and almost down to the mid-dle of his back, was pictured in the article Daveshowed me, not thinking how I�d feel seeing his writ-ing over half The Queen while I got no mention at all.The picture showed �Debbie� in tears, her makeupstarting to run. Fourteen, I thought? It made meshiver as I thought what Debbie might be like whenshe was eighteen. She looked like an older, teenagedgirl in her bare-armed top and tight skirt.
Daniel wept when confronted by his angry father,John F Rennie, a former Council employee. Therewas almost a fight in court as the boy was slapped byhis father who promised to have his son�s hair cutand his dresses burned. Judge Emily Cortwrightthen ordered �Debbie� to be held in the juvenile deten-tion center pending a medical examination. And hewas allowed to stay in his mini-skirt and panties!
Joe Gibson pleaded not guilty through his lawyer,Josephine Wyatt. She told Dave that Joe really be-lieved that Rennie was an eighteen year old girlnamed Debbie.
I did get to write about cheerleaders being chosenat Tyson High School and, yes, my name was on thepiece. I went out to the field where these eight girlswere warming up. I had my queasy feeling again as Iwatched them waving their pom-poms and wearingskimpy little outfits.
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I had to ask Myrna Jessop if any �girl-boys� were inthe group. She just gave me a strange look, shruggedand said, �How should I know?�
I knew a lot about different girls at Tyson. I wassure that two at least weren�t girls at all, thegollywobbles really bad in me. I talked to them, pre-tending that they were what they said they were. Itried again with Jessop. She told me that she�d askedfor assurances of femaleness herself but Linda Emer-son, the Student President, had got into the act.She�d prevented such declarations from applicantsfor various cheerleading squads.
�But, anyway,� Ms Jessop told me, �we have theshapeliest and loveliest cheerleaders this year thanwe�ve had for years.�
When the girls lined up and did their high kickingroutine, all those there to watch cheered and ap-plauded them. I really did think that Myrna wasright.
I got a by-line but my page of work was cut to twoparagraphs on the back page, basically filler forTania�s shorter than usual column. I�m just not get-ting anywhere with this newspaper, I�m not. In theNew Year, I decided, I�d be gone.
The rest of Tania�s review and the display ads onthe back page were frankly an embarrassment I did-n�t know Brian Carpenter would condone. Four longdisplay ads, all featuring �girls� in skimpy dresses, allof whom weren�t girls at all, drew the eyes to lovely,feminine legs, styled feminine hair and breasts.
Franco�s Revuebar had a dancing Janet, waving.Jackie Ray had returned from San Francisco andwas performing at Sylvester�s with a trio. Kelly hadthe Kelly Rogers Show at the Garth complete withchorus line of high kickers, looking very feminine andsexy in the dance they were doing, and �Gary andPete� were at the Garth.
Gary and Pete sounds like a comedy act and in away it was. As Tania put it, �Gary and Pete demon-strate considerable talent at presenting themselvesas females. Their natural long hair, large, femininebreasts, and curvaceous figures assist in the �decep-tion�, if such it is. Gary supplies the singing whilePete does the dancing.� The Garth ad had Pete falling
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out of his bikini and Gary in silhouette to better showoff his figure in the long evening dress he wore.
�There is little to say about either,� Tania had goneon. No wonder the column was so short! �Pete doesan excellent strip tease while Gary looks gorgeous.
�Jackie Ray makes a quiet return to the Sylvesterwith a trio. Jackie�s helped along by the femininelyclad trio who play an energized brand of light jazz.Comparing Jackie�s professional. prepared song ren-ditions and impersonations with those of say,Angela, with Vic Perrone�s orchestra at the Ellis Ball-room, one realizes how incredible Jackie�s singingrange is. It�s as if Streisand, Garland, or Cher was ac-tually here in town at the Sylvester, which is the fin-est illusion of all.�
I only got to see the other pages of The Queen afterthe October edition was published. The editorial wasentitled �Councillor Tom Beman� and I didn�t knowwho had written it, Dave or Jane.
�Well, our challenge was accepted in a rather sur-prising way,� I read. �We had expected that Council-lor Beman might reconsider his approval of the Val-ley Council�s ridiculous policy on men dressing aswomen. We never expected that Councillor Bemanwould rather be a woman - than a man. His ridicu-lous and farcical posturing in front of Council is morethat we should put up with.
�At one time, Tom Beman was thought of as a �lib-eral� and certain to remain in office for years. Now, apromising political career has been washed away bya silly and unsupportable attempt to show �courage�!All Tom Beman has shown is an abysmal lack ofjudgment. That�s our opinion.�
I shuddered. Poor Tom, I thought, though I didn�treally know the guy except to nod to him. My eyesstrayed down the page to Melanie�s ad, featuring twowomen sitting side by side, legs crossed, one in a po-lice woman�s uniform and the other in a sleeveless,summer dress.
At least, I thought they were models by the waythat they were posed and made up, their hair profes-sionally styled. But the sidebar declaring, �Special-ists in Outfitting Council Employees�, the women
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were identified as Joe Lyon, of the Sheriff�s Depart-ment, and one Andy May, from Utilities.
I stared at them and couldn�t believe it. Every partof the paper, even in the ads, seemed now devoted topromoting men in dresses!
The letters were on the same topic as they hadbeen for the last eight months. Josephine Karlsenwrote in support of �your anti-Council campaign�.
�I haven�t seen my son,� Mrs Karlsen wrote, �inanything but a skirt since last June. He�s primpingand preening his hair and his makeup every chancehe gets. He even wants us to call him, �Sally�. How canCouncil say that dress doesn�t hurt? I am really wor-ried about my son but his girl friends keep telling methat he�s all right. How can I know for sure?�
You can�t, I thought, a stirring inside me as Ithought about Sally Karlsen and what she was goingthrough, delighting in going through.
The second letter was about something Tania hadwritten in her last column. �I disagree entirely withTania Scott who called the Roxy chorus line,talentless,� wrote a Mary Coglan. �That�s a cheapshot at new, young performers who do their best toput on a zesty program of dances and skits. I enjoyedit.�
Tania had replied: �So you like young guys makinglike young ladies! I think a show has to be more thanjust changing from one set of undies to another,which is what the chorus at the Roxy do. Where�s thetalent in that?�
I was smiling at that when I looked at the last let-ter. I sighed. Donna Leslie wrote, �After reading theletter from the Past Chairman of the Ladies Auxiliary,I challenge her to place herself in the running forCouncil in March. Then she will know how much herviews are loathed by the rest of the Valley.�
And thank you, Brian, I thought, as I tried toreckon just how many Donna Leslie articles and let-ters we�d published of late.
I scanned the Classifieds. Yes, teachers, hair-dressers and salesgirls were still wanted while theSylvester, that epitome of class and good taste, or so
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Tania had touted it, was advertizing for waitresses ofeither sex. Costumes and training supplied to theright applicants, Al Bass was offering. Maybe Ishould apply when I was fired, I thought. Thatthought had me shivering all over.
It was amazing how lively Raybold Avenue wasnow in the evening. The junction around Rayboldand Glass was filled with teenaged girls, apparently,and, of course, wherever the girls congregated, therewere the boys, in smaller groups, watching them andthe outrageous female behaviour that the girls weretrying out.
There was a huge lineup at Franco�s which had anon-alcoholic bar where the kids could watch girlsjust like them, Penny, Pauline and Janet, gyrate incages. Franco was having one constructed overlook-ing Lower Glass Street. I wondered sourly how manyvolunteers he had for that already and how many ofthem would be boys. Franco seemed to favor boys as�go-go� girls.

*****Volume 24 Issue No. 317 November*****
�Bobby Jones is back,� said Tania with a sly smileas she showed me the display ad of a really prettyblonde woman, her hair even lighter and longer thanI remembered. It was for the Ellis Ballroom, �BobbyJones with the Vic Perrone Orchestra�.
�I�m going tonight,� smiled Tania, �and I need adancing partner. Wanna come, Mikey darling?�
�What, what about Ken?� I croaked, referring toTania�s husband.
Tania wrinkled her nose. �He�s in Brampton onbusiness,� she said. �Took him two hours to get pastthe new construction they�ve started at Riverbend forthe new resort, and an hour or more to get down thetrack. With traffic backed up to the Brampton gate,�that was where decent roads started, �Ken reckonedit would take him four or five hours to get back; so,he�s staying overnight. I have to get around the clubsor I�ll never get my column written on time!�
�I guess I can go,� I agreed diffidently but that did-n�t fool Tania for a minute.
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�That�s a new picture of her,� Tania said, smiling atme. �I�ll try to arrange an interview with her and in-troduce you.�
�I have met her,� I said, a little panic setting in asTania seemed to have sensed my real interest inBobby Jones. �She told me that her name ismis-spelled. It should have an I at the end, not a Y.�
�And this was on a date with her?� teased Tania.
�She was sitting at a table next to me when Istopped in the Garth for coffee,� I said. �We talked forwhat, sixty seconds?�
�You got a lot out of her in sixty seconds,� laughedTania.
There was no way of besting Tania when she wasgoing as she was. I had to wear a good suit, she in-formed me, to make a good impression on my futuregirl friend, and because the Ellis Ballroom insisted.
�Never thought the Ellis would succumb to thesuccesses of female mimics in the Valley, did you?�asked Tania of me as we circled the floor, me tryingnot to step on her toes. The blonde singer was doing agood Ella Fitzgerald impersonation. She flicked herlong, blonde hair over her shoulders as she finishedand accepted the plaudits of the large crowd. I hadn�trealized how many people still came to the Ellis forswing and ballroom, formal dancing, in the main.
�It�s not always as full as this,� said Tania as we satdown and listened to �Peggy Lee� from Bobbi�s lovelymouth. �She�s got great talent, doesn�t she?� sheasked me with a smile. I felt a shiver coming over meas Bobbi looked our way and waved a little, to Taniaprobably, but I felt she was waving at me.
�I prefer, though,� said Tania, �that guys let youknow that they�re guys when they entertain as well aswhen they�re in bed.�
�You don�t think �� I began angrily.
�Bobbi isn�t letting on what she is, is she?� askedTania. �I bet half the folks here tonight don�t know yetthat Vic�s new girl singer isn�t a girl. She�s good. Hermasculinity doesn�t show at all.�
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In a break, Bobbi came and sat with us. Every-thing about her was lovely. I couldn�t believe that Iwas this close to her, a female impersonator. It wasjust like being with a glamorous woman.
�This is Mike Little, a reporter with The Queen,�said Tania.
�Just what is the Queen of the Valley?� askedBobbi, a genuine smile on her red lips, her teeth sowhite and level, so feminine.
�It�s a variety of rose,� I said to her as Tania indi-cated for me to go ahead. �It�s the name of a rose de-veloped here. There are greenhouses devoted to sup-plying varieties of it to florists everywhere. That�swhat�s in a lot of the refrigerated trucks leaving theValley.�
�That�s wonderful,� said Bobbi. �You work with aDave Richardson, do you,� she asked me, �at thenewspaper? What�s he like?�
�He�s a ch-charming guy,� I said.
�Is he really gay?� Bobbi asked me. I spluttered inthe coffee I was drinking.
Tania laughed. �How did you find that out?� sheasked, handing me a napkin to clean myself up.�No-one�s supposed to know that!�
�But you do,� said Bobbi with a smile. �I met him ata party last night. You know the kind, a gay party. Heleft his boy friend andmade amove onme. He was re-ally charming. One thing led to another, you know.He says he swings both ways but I doubt it. I think Iknow what it is about me that attracts him. He�spicking me up tonight when we finish here. He�s anice guy, isn�t he?�
�Of course,� said Tania, smiling at me. �But Mikehere is nicer.�
Bobbi wasn�t interested in me at all. She was politebut soon she stood up, femininely re-arranged herdress and shimmied off to sing again.
My face showed my chagrin. �Don�t worry, Mike,�said a sympathetic Tania. �It�s show business. She�sseduced by big muscles, a tall frame and a charmingsmile. It�s the same but opposite for guys, isn�t it?�
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What kind of guy would be interested in a femaleimpersonator like Bobbi Jones, I thought, wonderingwhy I felt the way I did. Dave Richardson was gay?Well, I thought bitterly, I must think about that andfigure some way I could use it to my advantage at TheQueen of the Valley.
Brian Carpenter came charging out of the pub-lisher�s office in the morning and threw me a note.�Get on up to Tyson,� he said gruffly. �One of theDavies twins is going to give you an interview withwhat it�s like to be at Tyson with all the girlie boys.Dave is chasing down the bank robbery from thismorning in Slayton and Jane�s in court with the JoeGibson case. Do this now before the Davies� parentschange their minds!�
Tom Davies had a spare at eleven, Brian�s notesaid. I met him in the cafeteria, a slight, dark guy,sort of handsome. It surprised me that no-one cameto talk to him. He was alone when we started talkingand no-one interrupted us even to say �Hi!� when theydropped in for drinks.
The protest on behalf of Helen Danson was still go-ing on, of course. We were surrounded by girls, Inoted. He and I were the only males in the place, wellthe only ones dressed like men. A few tall, muscularguys went by which got the girls in a twitter when themen strutted away, basking in feminine attention.
�I find Tyson very difficult,� Tom said, giving methe title for the article I would write for the inner pageof The Queen. �I went out with this really cute chick,�the son of the new resort owner in the Valley told me.�She was beautiful, long golden hair, blue eyes andnice legs. Even Dad liked her. It wasn�t till I had takenDebbie out three, four times that I found out that shewas a guy!�
Tom laughed as he shook his head. He had longishhair, styled by some expensive barber, I could see.�Then I took out a cheerleader. I better not tell youwhich one,� he added ruefully. �She was really popu-lar with other girls and reluctant to go out with me. Itwas another girl who kept pushing her at me. Any-way, one of the other guys who dresses like a guy toldme she was a running back on the football team lastyear. Imagine! Me, kissing and cuddling a runningback!�
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I talked to Principal Gardner about boys datingboys at Tyson. She, yes, I have to call him that as Donhas really become Donna as all the kids call her.She�s as much into being a woman as some of theboys are into being girls. She�s really an attractiveand modishly dressed woman. I was uncomfortabletalking to �her�, her earrings gleaming so brightly atme.
�Everyone knows everyone else,� Donna Gardnertold me in a woman�s voice. I�d never have known myold High School counsellor at all in �her�. She didn�tknow me but he never had, either. �The newcomersare put straight by the veterans from last year in theirclasses. The girls are very good at that.�
I thought of the girl pushing a cheerleader on toTom Davies and encouraging them to be boy and girlfriend. I don�t think Donna had a clue what was goingon in her school, I really don�t. I did have to talk toDonna�s wife though, who is now a phys ed instructorat Tyson. She was the one to arrange the interview forJane.
�I thought a newcomer�s perspective might interestyour readers,� said Estelle Edwards. I�d use my birthname, I thought, if I was married to someone likeDonna Gardner. It did make a nice article. Janemade quite an editorial out of it. The two were runside by side.
�A disturbing story out of Tyson High School iscarried in this edition,� Jane wrote. �When Linda Em-erson organized her protest against dress rules, littlecould she know (or did she?) that the affair wouldsoon get out of hand.
�The boys who have dressed as girls for over sixmonths now are getting jobs as girls, as waitresses,shopgirls, go-go dancers, and, of course, in every jobtaken with the Council. Estimates range as high asfifty per cent of all men now dressing as women in theValley � with up to ninety per cent at Tyson.
�If this weren�t bad enough, now comes the newsthat these �boy-girls� like their roles so much thatthey are even dating the straight guys in school.
�How can we expect a principal like �Donna�Gardner to crack down on this activity?� Jane hadgot that name from me but was the first to use it in
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print. I was a little shocked that she�d use that namefor her brother-in-law. I could see a family fight de-veloping there with sister, Estelle.
�What an example he sets,� Jane had ended, �withhis outright admission of trying to be an attractivewoman. With elections in March, a spring cleaning ofValley Council, and Tyson, is absolutely essential,along with every vestige of feminine boys!
�That�s our opinion.�
�What happened with Joe Gibson?� I asked Jane,pleased to see her back to her old self after the set-towith her uncle.
�Got a fine for using a minor in his bar,� said Janepulling a face. �It�s on page one as a news story, butmostly because I got a picture of Kelly Rogers holdinghis hand outside court. I bet you didn�t know that Joeand Kelly are an item, did you? Darn, I should haveused them in my editorial. It�s not just �Boys DatingBoys�, is it?� That was the title of her editorial. �It�smen and men as well, isn�t it?�
�Men and trannies,� I said to Jane and she raisedher eyebrows to me.
�Getting to know the lingo, are we, Michelle?� sheasked me with a wicked smile.
�It�s all over the Valley,� I said.
Jane laughed. �Even our bank robbers are mendressed as women,� she said. �You should readDave�s account of the robbery at Slayton. They weredressed as women and they had the nerve to criticizethe way the bank tellers and manager were dressed.They were in women�s clothes as well. Look at thephotos on the front page! It�s ludicrous!�
�I thought it was the JSGroup Bank,� I said.
�It was,� agreed Jane. �But John Stephens has apartnership arrangement with the Valley Council,which is getting out of the banking business. Theyconsider the employees, for a while, to be Councilemployees, and you know what that means, dressesand panties for the boys!�
I tried to switch topics but it seems, in the Valleynow, female impersonation is all we can write about.
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Jane had another item for the paper about the DelMonte School. Jean Cranston-Delmonte said thatshe couldn�t believe it when she found out but it�strue nevertheless. The girls of the Valley have beenentering their boy friends for charm and femininitylessons at the Del Monte School.
This year�s top model, Karen, is, in fact, a seven-teen year old boy named Ken.
�I didn�t know at all,� said Jean Cranston�s voicefrom Jane�s recorder as we listened and laughed,�until we got to the ballroom lessons and brought inmale tutors. The girls were embarrassed about danc-ing with men. One of the real girls told me why. Luck-ily, the models soon got over that and started enjoy-ing dancing with men. They�re probably the best,most feminine group of young ladies, I�ve ever gradu-ated.�
�And there she is, Karen,� said Jane, flipping thepaper to the ad for Rayburn Stores. It was opening anew boutique. So, it had to have a soft-skinned,dewy-eyed, ultra feminine model; and there was Ka-ren, long chestnut-colored hair, in shorter skirt andtop, her figure really feminized, showing off the won-derful feminine things that a woman, or a man I sup-pose, could buy at Rayburns.
�See our ads this month?� asked Jane with a smileas well. �Waitresses of either sex, electrolysis andhair removal, confidential treatments, a hairdressingSalon. Ooo, wouldn�t want to have Jasper, looking sobutch, do my hair! Special rates for men in the bikiniand one piece sale at Melanie�s, reduced rates atJane Fisher�s for men only, and another huge wigsale at Quinlans. Del Monte�s model graduation andad for new classes.�
�You�re editing this month,� I said.
�Yes,� smirked Jane Edwards. �Uncle Brian isready to wash his hands of this newspaper. He thinkswe shouldn�t be reporting on all this stuff that�s in theads. Look at entertainment pics on the back page.They�re all featuring female impersonators or dragqueens or she-males.�
�You chose the letters, as well?� I asked to distracther a little. I was looking at Bobbi�s ad and thinkingof her with Dave Richardson. I shuddered as I won-
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dered if the two of them were having sex. From whatBobbi had said, they must be. And they deservedeach other, I thought angrily, not knowing or wantingto think about why I was miserable.
�This Darlene Wicker is appalled at the idea that aboy can be a cheerleader,� Jane said, showing me theletters she�d chosen to publish. �I didn�t know but isshe right that the leading cheerleader is also �MissTyson� or something like that? We could have a boyas our beauty queen this year. Oh, that would be fan-tastic!�
�It�ll never happen,� I said with a shudder thatJane noticed and smiled at.
�This Maxine Collins agrees with Tania about Peteand Gary,� said Jane. �She�s fed up with finding onlymen in women�s underclothing wherever you go inRaybold for entertainment. She�s married to a Coun-cil employee and says she sees enough of that athome!
�Tania�s says there�s just too much money in fe-male impersonation so it isn�t going away soon. TheGarth and the Roxy are packed. Tania predicts we�llsee more before we see less!�
I nodded. �Would you like to go out tonight?� Iasked Jane seriously. �Would you like to see her,�Bobbi in her blonde glory, �or her,� Barbara atFranco�s in a short dress that didn�t cover the front ofher panties at all, �or her,� Gary in tights and corsetwith a fringed dress that exposed everything femaleabout him, �or her�, Pete in fishnet stockings, pantiesand just hands and long hair over his boobs, �or her,�a new Kelly, in a long, slitted dress, posed for singing,�or her,� Jackie Ray in a backless dress on a stool,another female-dressed man at the piano behind heras Jackie, her dress accentuating a female figure Ididn�t know she had, sang.
�Sylvester�s and Jackie Ray,� said Jane with asmile.
�It�s a date,� I said, sort of relieved. I�d be going outwith a woman on a date. Well, Bobbi was going outwith Dave, wasn�t she? She didn�t even know I ex-isted.
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*****Volume 24 Issue No. 415 December*****
�Did you see the pictures of the bank robbers thepolice caught?� Dave Richardson asked me as soonas I entered the Press Room. �Look at these!�
The brunette with short hair and long earringswore a halter type dress that showed a most impres-sive �rack�, while the other girl, hands behind herback was in a short dress that also left nothing to theimagination. She had long, reddish hair, falling overher shoulders, and, like her friend, was heavily madeup.
�Monty Regulo,� laughed Dave Richardson, his fin-ger on the dark girl, �and Johnny Ortega.� He ignoredthe pretty �policewomen� in the background althoughthe caption named the deputies as Frank New andCliff Rennie
I was getting as used to it as Dave. The deputieswore skirts with pleats, stockings and black highheels. They each had long hair and little white hatswith black ribbons stylishly around them. Each hadample breasts and as much makeup on their faces asthe �girls� in the chorus line at the Roxy. These werethe policemen who were supposed to protect us, Ithought with an inward sneer as bad as Dave�s. Theylooked really smart, actually, really stylish and sweet� if they had been real policewomen.
The robbers hadn�t just robbed one bank, they�dhit another in Raybold and had over $70 000 whenthey were caught. A glance at Dave�s story of their ar-rest told me that Regulo, the brunette, had been anemployee of the Valley Council in June, a waitress atFranco�s, and had worn women�s clothing all the timein that period.
His landlady had known Monty on and off for tenyears and she blamed the Council for Monty�s predic-ament. �They made such fun of him, his friends,when he had to wear a dress. I kind of helped him tolook better, like a real girl, because I was sorry forhim. I thought the other one, Marilyn, was actuallyhis girl friend.�
Sheriff John Conan, looking just like one of therobbers in his short dress and long hair, said that the
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robberies were done to get money for Ortega�s sexchange which he desperately wanted.
I watched Dave showing the pictures to Jane, toTania, even to some salesmen who came into thePress Room. �Hey, Dave,� I said into a lull in all thetraffic in and out of our offices. �Are you still goingout with Bobbi Jones?�
Dave went quite still and looked at me uncertainly.
�I was with Tania when she interviewed Bobbi lastmonth,� I said with what I knew was a fake smile.Well, I knew definitely that Dave was gay now sinceBobbi had sort of confided in us that she was in asexual relationship with Dave.
Dave relaxed. �Not to Uncle Brian, okay?� heasked. �But you�ve got to be seriously gay not to beattracted to Bobbi, don�t you?�
�So you�re not serious about being gay?� I askedDave. Oh, how I disliked him.
Dave struggled with what he was going to say.�Nothing wrong in what I am,� he finally said. �But if Icome out, in the Valley, people won�t talk to me un-less they�re gay as well. You understand that, don�tyou, Mike?�
�I know Bobbi�s a guy,� I told Dave as his eyesopened like saucers. �I just don�t see what a guy likeyou, attracted to other guys, would see in her.�
�I do go out with girls, Mike,� Dave said firmly,glancing around as if we could be heard over thesound of several machines working full blast in ouroffice. �I like girls, kissing them, being friendly. It�sjust at the end that I can�t, as you�d say, consummatethe relationship. With Bobbi, that�s not a problem.The panties and stuff don�t turn me on, nor the littleboobies she�s growing. But once her panties are off,well, she�s just what I want in bed, Mike, and she�sstill enough of a guy to really like gay sex. And Mike,�he was smiling as he joked with me, �don�t knock ittill you�ve tried it, man. Has Jane talked to you yetabout the special articles she wants one of us guys todo?�
There was a look on Dave�s face that said thatsomething was up. I didn�t want him to say it.
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�With all this men in dresses stuff going on in theValley,� smirked Dave, �she�s suggesting to Brianthat one of us go undercover, become a girl for a timeand report back for The Queen. She says it will boostthe rise in sales over the seven thousand mark. I toldher I�m too big, too muscular, but you, Michelle,you�re puny as a guy, aren�t you? But as a girl �?�
�I am not puny!� I snarled in horror at Dave whowas laughing. I had to escape to get some fresh air. Icouldn�t speak to a man like Dave, a gay man.
�I shock you?� asked a fake surprised Dave Rich-ardson. �You�re always the last to know around here,Mike aren�t you? I kind of liked having a straightfriend. Can we still get that beer we�ve been talkingabout?�
We�d talked about going out for a few beers andpicking up chicks since I�d joined The Queen. How ev-eryone must have been laughing at how naVve I was.Certainly, Jane must have been if she was talkingabout me being a woman for a day, as Dave hintedshe was.
�Maybe later,� I said as I always did. �I have to go tothe Council House. Greg Jara has called a news con-ference.� And I had to talk to Jane and let her knowthat what she planned was not going to happen.
�But we�re the only paper in town,� laughed DaveRichardson, seeming to become less tense as I didn�tdiscuss his sexuality any more.
�He�s got representatives from the Labour Council,Ladies� Auxiliary, the Growers� Association, the PTA,and every nutcase in the Valley,� I told him, my teethclenched, �to be at his conference. I think he�s liningup a ticket for the next election.�
�Let�s go,� snickered Dave, laughing at me allthrough the founding meeting of the Morality Party.John Lewis was there, Donna Leslie of course, formerSheriff Hubert Cord, Councillor Tom Wayne and for-mer School Principal Mike Teller.
It wasn�t much to report but it was an article undermy name. Jara spouted that the current situation ofmen and youths wearing female clothes had to comean end. His Motion must be seen as what it was, aprotest, a joke.
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Donna Leslie promised all present that the newparty in the March elections �will not be a joke�.
Jane was still out on assignment when Dave and Igot back. Jane was at Tyson High School for the FallDance. She got to see all the lovelies in their bathingsuits. She came in next day with lots of girlie picturesthat she pinned up on her notice board. The dancehad ended with one girl being given the sash as �MissTyson�.
Debbie Allen, a cheerleader, and as cute as a but-ton, won and so is Queen of Tyson for a year. Theother cheerleaders looked so gorgeous. Any of themcould have served, I�m sure. I could hear Tom Davies�voice in my ear as he told me about the cheerleader,Debbie, he�d dated, who�d turned out to be a guy. Onelook at Debbie Allen and I knew that this Debbie was-n�t her. There were after all, six Debbies who werecheerleaders on various squads in Tyson.
Besides, the blue-eyed, blonde Debbie Allen ad-mitted to, Jane�s words, a 36-21-36 figure. Can youimagine a boy with a real figure like that? I couldn�t,either. Jane wrote that Debbie was a business major,finishing a modelling course at Del Monte who shedidn�t think she�d be a model. She�s working inQuinlans on its New Fashions floor and doesn�t havea boy friend just now.
Jane put me off when I tried to talk to her. She�dwritten the editorial with only a nod to the MoralityParty, writing that it was only formed to correct�crackpot� decisions made by Council. Jane had re-turned to School as a topic to editorialize about.
�In March,� Jane had written, �we should at last berid of the craziness affecting us for nine months. It�scrazy to have no football team or ice hockey team atschool but to have girls� teams, on which no-one issure that these aren�t boys in skirts, which AthleticDirector Estelle Gardner refuses to correct. (I usuallylove it when one sister slags another in public. Estelleis after all Jane Edwards� sister! Jane didn�t acknowl-edge, perhaps because she didn�t know, that Estellewas using the Edwards name at school and notGardner.)
�At least, Ms Gardner has the acumen not to enter�girls� teams� in contests outside the Valley. All sportsfor teenagers are now intra-mural. �Anyone who
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wishes, can play,� says Estelle Gardner, wife of�Donna� Gardner, acting school principal. �The skirtsand ribbons all wear in contests were proposed andadopted in Student Council. Our cheerleaders are atevery game and every student is cheered for and sup-ported.�
�Luckily, some boys haven�t accepted the loonytunes going on at Tyson. The twenty per cent of theboys not in dresses have formed a Men�s Club. Theirfirst objective is to restore football at Tyson.
�Cheerleader Britney Smith welcomes that be-cause �All of us girls do like to cheer for the boys,� shesays.
�After the Morality Party takes office in March,Britney will be able to wave her pom-poms again insupport of the boys of Tyson.�
Jane caught me reading her editorial. �You soundlike your uncle,� I told her and she smiled at me.
�It�s the party line, baby,� she said, looking overher shoulder just as Dave had done earlier. �Themore ridiculous it sounds, the better he likes it. Sopile it on, Mike, and start the backlash. Did you seethe letters I put into this month�s edition?�
I hadn�t. Jane had selected letters on the outra-geous side of this conflict.
�You won�t like this letter,� the first writer had writ-ten. �My boy friend and I signed up for the Pink La-dies basketball team at Tyson and it�s been so muchfun! We�ve dyed our hair pink and done our lips andnails the same. It�s so-o-o great to do girlish stuff to-gether like shaping our eyebrows, perming our hairand shaving our legs. My parents don�t even knowthat the girl who comes over to my house is really myboy friend. As for basketball, the boys really take iteasy, letting me score all the points! This year is somuch fun since the boys became girls like us!!! Namewithheld by consent of The Queen.�
Jane had put in an Editor�s Note: You�re right! Wedon�t like your letter at all.
The second letter asked, �Since the cops andCouncil employees are all in dresses, why do we haveto call them Bruce and Cliff? A pretty cop like the one
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who gave me a ticket for turning illegally (I was busylooking at her lovely, long legs) shouldn�t be signing aticket, �Frank�! The waitresses along Raybold�s res-taurant block are guys but they sign as Gloria,Darlene, Roberta, etc. It would take the sting out ofthe ticket if I could thank �Francesca� and ask her fora date! Ronald Emney.�
�What an idiot!� I laughed at Jane. �You�re going toprint this?�
�Oh yes,� said Jane, smiling at me. I felt a trembleinside me. I knew Dave was right about what she�dask me. �We got Tom Beman into a dress, didn�t we?We can do a lot better than calling him Thomasina.What would be a good female name for him?Michelle? Oh, that�s already taken, isn�t it?�
I�d dated Jane on more than one occasion in thelast month. We�d visited the hot spots and seen �girls�in their skimpy, pretty dresses. Jane and I kissed ona couple of nights when I got her home. But still shewas standoffish save for teasing me as Michelle.
�I was talking to Dave �� I said to Jane.
�Joe Gibson got off on the charge of corrupting aminor,� said Jane, ignoring me. �Debbie testifiedshe�d deliberately misled him. Oh, the resort con-struction is in trouble. Earl Davies won�t acceptcross-dressers on his worksite. He thinks it�s allcrazy. Anyway, he�s having troubles getting workers.
�We have a problem as well, Michelle. We do needsomething to boost the sales of our little rag. I said toDave ��
�You called me Michelle!� I said, striving to containthe flushing that came to my face. No, I didn�t wanther to propose that I dress up like a girl and writeabout it in The Queen! I wouldn�t do it! Not even if Iwas fired! I turned the paper over to the back page.Nine women were shown. No, that�s not true. Ninefeminine figures were shown but not one of them wasa woman.
�Think about a new challenge, Mike,� said Jane. �Ibet a series of articles on what it�s like to try tochange into a girl would sell thousands of extra cop-ies in the Valley. You�d have a permanent job here,Mike!�
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As Michelle, I quivered. I couldn�t talk. I stared atthe Garth�s ad for the Gary Davies Show. A slinkybrunette in a white dress sang while blonde-wiggedbimbos in bathing suit costumes and black tightswiggled their tushes suggestively.
�What was the last picture of a real woman pub-lished in our paper?� I croaked at Jane.
�Lois Slayton,� said Jane promptly. �You took herpicture. Hey, that would make a good story, wouldn�tit? The last, real woman ... If I edit next month, it�ll bein!�
I felt sick as I picked up Tania�s column about newentertainments in the Valley.
�Tania�s still writing only about drag queens,� saidJane, sighing. �That woman must be a drag hag.�
�A what?� I asked her.
�A woman who likes going out with fags anddrags,� Jane smirked. �Fag hag, drag hag, it�s all thesame. It�s like me going out with you, Michelle.�
�Please,� I said to Jane feverishly, looking at howpretty Bobbi was in the ads that still had her namewith a �Y�. I read Tania�s piece and Jane was right. Itwas all about drag queens. �I�m not going to do whatyou want me to do, Jane!�
�You don�t know what I want,� murmured Jane,stroking my arm. �So we won�t talk about it now. Howdo you like Gary Davies in that dress? He�s certainlyprettier than me, isn�t he?� The awesomely feminineGary Davies had a great review by Tania, making meshiver.
�This month,� Tania had written as well, �KellyRogers will do her last strip at the Roxy. If you haven�tcaught the show, you should. Kelly�s impersonationof a woman is perfect! The changes she�s undergonein face and body are impressive. She�s definitelyworth looking at in the buff! My husband enjoyed herbellydance strip. Really, you�ve never seen a girl likeKelly!�
�Want to see Kelly for the last time?� I asked Jane,who was studying what Tania had written. Shesmiled and nodded.
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�I should introduce you two,� Jane said. �Kelly�sreally cute, you know, and she loves to dance withmembers of her audience. She puts her arms about aguy�s neck and is so clingy and kissy. You�d love her,Mike.�
�Sure,� I said, trying to be blasé; but Jane wasright. Kelly loved dancing with me. She said so sev-eral times when Jane called her over. She loved kiss-ing me as well.
Jane had to spoil it all when I dreamily took herhome from the Garth. �How did you like kissing yourfirst man?� she asked me with a wicked smile as sheslipped away from me and went in. �Was it just likekissing a woman?�

*****Volume 24 Issue No. 512 January*****
Oh my god! I did it! Yes, I actually did it, just asJane had planned. Jane gave me this voucher forChristmas, a voucher to a new store on Raybold, aglitzy, glittering store with all kinds of sultry manne-quins in the front windows. We�d seen a lot of kidsgathering there to stare at the staged images within.
The store was Transformers. Our mail girl, SusanBrown, kept using the slogan they had across the en-trance to the store, �Try it and you�ll like it!� Susan,daughter of Dee Brown, manager and owner of theplace, gave us, Dave and me as well as Tania andJane, coupons to use there.
The little coupons were nothing to the voucher fortwo thousand dollars that Jane gave me.
�What?� I asked her, frowning at the Transformerslogo on the voucher.
�I�ve got this fantastic idea for a story,� Jane toldme. She�d invited me in to get my Christmas presentwhen I�d walked her back from the office party. Wewere a little merry but not as bad as Brian who wasreally in his cups.
Jane kissed me. I mean, she really kissed me. �It�slike this,� she said between kisses, finally laying it onto me as I tried to kiss her to keep her from talking.�We need a story from the inside, what it�s like to betransformed, as this Council is making guys be
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transformed. We only report the stories now. Youknow, so and so is cross-dressing, like Tom Beman,for instance, but what�s it really like inside, as a realman, to slip into a girl�s pair of panties, lose all yourbody hair, go out on the street in female undies and adress, and try and pass as a woman. That�s the storywe need to print.�
I shuddered in fear as I looked at the voucher andcard Jane had given me. �All my love at Christmas,Michelle,� it read, �Love, Jane.� There were kisses,made by her lips and lipstick on the card.
�You think I �!� I began, terror rising inside me.She�d actually addressed the card to �Michelle�.
Jane cut off that rush of emotion with a kiss. �We�lldo it together,� she whispered, stroking my hair andpressing against me. I�d wanted Jane to do that to mefor a long time, getting a little frenzied as I kissed her.
�Oh, I like that,� Jane whispered lovingly. �I lovehow talk of dressing in women�s clothes alwaysmakes you embarrassed, Michelle. You don�t knowhow pretty you look when you flush like a girl.�
�I don�t do that!� I said indignantly, panic rising inme, Jane pressing me down on her couch.
�You have to try it before you criticize it,� said Janewith a smile, as I shook when she kissed me againand again. All the �girls� at Tyson High School saidthat when you asked them why they were still dress-ing like co-eds. �Transformers is having a GrandOpening, Mike. They asked us, I got the letter beforeBrian, if we�d like to have one of our reporters gothrough a transformation. They want us to write astory about them. I volunteered you.�
�Me?� I yelled at her. �Why not Dave? He�s the onewho�s gay, not me!�
�That�s why it has to be you,� said Jane, caressingmy shoulders, kissing me passionately. My tremblingwasn�t because of her kisses. No, I just had this vi-sion of me, putting on girls� clothes. No, I couldn�t doit!
It was the first time I slept with Jane, two nightsbefore Christmas. She wouldn�t talk about my trans-formation at all in the following week. I thought that

Page - 90

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



she�d given it up as we were locked together eachnight as a man and woman should. I was in love withmy melting ice queen. Jane made love to me in ways Ididn�t know a woman would. We made love allthrough Christmas right up to New Year. When wewent out for a walk, I was actually happy to walk withher openly as her boy friend; until she walked meright in the front door of Transformers, right into theeager arms of Dee Brown.
Jane wrote that we were co-authors of the article.We weren�t. She wrote it all! �I, Mike Little, machonewspaper reporter,� (those were Jane�s descriptorsof me), �was very nervous,� I�d have written stunned,shocked, terrified, anything that expressed the hor-ror of what I was led to, like a sacrificial, little lamb,all trusting.
Yes, I knew I was going to do it, be transformedinto a woman. I�d sort of known I was going to do it,that Jane wanted me to. And I felt so weird, as I hadsince all this cross-dressing had begun in the Valley,often thinking, dreaming, about what it would belike. In the back of my mind, the idea had percolated.What would it be like if � I shuddered at the thought� I�d say �No� if she asked me. But Jane knew me toowell. She didn�t in the final analysis actually ask meanything.
Jane shushed me constantly, �We�ll talk aboutthat when the time comes,� she�d said when I anx-iously mentioned the voucher. The time came on thatsilly walk downtown �to see the lights�. Panic seizedme but still I numbly walked into Transformers withJane, and there was no time to talk at all.
I was greeted by three stunning young ladies,Nicole, Vicki and Audrey, �who totally ignored myprotests and gave me the Transformers treatment.�
Don�t think that I didn�t struggle but that�s whythere were three of them, and Dee Brown to superviseme being pushed into a bathroom, saying, �You menall like that at first, darling Michelle. We�re quite usedto it, dear!�
The girls took away all my male clothes and into ascented bath tub I was dumped! I protested, handsover mymanhood! Jane stood there, smiling, as I wascreamed from head to toe by the giggling girls, or,
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rather, my body hair was creamed. I lost the hair onmy legs and most intimate parts.
Nicole applied makeup to my face, explainingwhich colors would suit me because of the dark wigshe�d put on my head. She was treating me, DeeBrown said to Jane, as if I was really a transvestite,and liked all the things they were doing to me. Theway that Dee smiled at me wasn�t as innocent asJane made that read in the paper. I was blushing,protesting, wondering how to find a way out of thewomen�s clutches and get back to being Mike. I�deven have run out naked into the street.
�I love you, Mike, for doing this,� Jane said, leaningover me to kiss the lipsticked mouth Nicole had givenme. Jane was scolded by the young boy-girl beauti-cian. Yes, I�d figured it out that these girls were all toostrong to be girls. Oh, that was sexist of me, but itwas true!
�She�s Michelle,� Dee insisted as if I wanted to bereferred to in the feminine.
�If I�d been a transvestite,� �our� written report wenton as Jane put words in mymouth, �I�d love doing thethings I learned to make me the girl of my dreams.�
I had to put on panties, as I was called Michelle, af-ter the horrible thing, called taping. Well, I didn�twant to show, I was told. I don�t know why I put upwith it! But I did! I couldn�t walk in front of womennaked, I was told, trembling all over as I tried to de-scribe how I felt to Jane�s recorder. I had to sit infront of a mirror in frilled panties as makeup was ap-plied to me as if I was in a woman�s dressing room.
Nicole showed me how to put on stockings and agarter belt. Oh, that was so enervating, so strange, sofeminizing! I had to put them on myself and attachthe nylon stockings to a garter belt. How the girls gig-gled as they put a padded bra about my chest, tapingagain making a little hint of realness appear. I wasn�tjust blushing then. I was red-hot in embarrassment!
�How does that feel?� Jane wanted to know at eachstep of my transformation. I must say, putting onstockings and a garter belt was one of the most ex-cruciating moments of my life. My legs were so bareand so sensitive. I fumbled with the fasteners thewomen watching me with professional interest. That
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was when I knew I was going to be completely trans-formed. And I wanted to see the finished product, meas a woman!
I spent hours with the three young women. Otherguys came into the store and went off, being willinglytransformed. I wasn�t willing, I kept telling myself.That�s what I wanted to write. I kept telling myselfthat I could do this for a day, give Jane a story, writeabout it and it would be over.
Stupid me! I was tugged and padded and primpedinto a tight corset. I had to put on a light, airyballgown that brought on an attack of the shivers asit shook around me, my stockinged legs itching con-tinually. The girls made me twirl as they adjusted thecorset and fitted me in a woman�s dress. It was sucha weird, different feeling. Yes, it was girlish! When Isaid that, Jane said that meant �pleasant�, didn�t it!
I quivered as I was sprayed with cologne, perfumedbehind my ears, and on my neck and chest like awoman. My nails were done and my ears clipped withearrings. The wig was put on me, dark hair, darkerthan my own which suited the definite makeup onmy face. I was allowed to look at myself in a mirror forthe first time and felt so crazy as I saw a woman, yes,I was a real woman, in a lovely, swishing dress, look-ing back at me.
Jane came and kissed me, as did all my helpersand Dee Brown. Jane praised them for the wonderfuljob they�d done. They made such a fuss of me,Michelle, as they put high heels on my feet andtaught me how to walk in them. They danced with mein turn. They took the men�s part while I stumbledand got embarrassed at what we were doing, fright-ened at what I was seeing all the time, me as awoman. And yet, it wasn�t unpleasant to feel thedress swirl about me, to feel long hair on my bareshoulders, nor to feel the tightness about my waistand chest.
My day, however, wasn�t over just with dressingup. No! I�d been made to look and smell just like awoman. Dee insisted it was part of the �free� voucherthat I do what all her customers do. I had to report ona night on the town as Michelle.
I was terrified as we walked with a feminine sway,all of us, down to the Ellis Ballroom, a group of gor-
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geous girls, everyone applauding us on the streets. Iwas only allowed to whisper because my voice wasn�ttrained to be a woman�s. At the ballroom, before youcould say �garter belt�, I was whirled onto the dancefloor, not by the women who�d brought me, but byone young man after another, all of whom told me,Michelle, as they called me, how pretty I was.
I shuddered all through that but the girls, andJane, were urging me on, telling me to be girlie. Howcould I be anything else with the dress flowing aboutme, a man�s hand on my bare back, my earringsswinging against my scented neck andmadeup face?
It�s the custom of the Ellis for men to hold a girlabout her waist and to present her to her next dancepartner with a little hug and kiss. I knew it should beon the cheek but my dance partners all kissed me onthe lips, deliberately, I guessed, to send the weirdestof sensations through me. I shivered as I was kissedon the lips by a man, trying to shrink from him butthat only made the men kiss me harder, making mefeel so weird!
Then I was swirled away by another man, my dressswishing about me seductively, in a proper dance inwhich I had to behave as the woman. Gosh, and there�she� was, me, in every mirror, a shapely, beautifullydressed woman being hugged by a male partner.
I was really unsettled when it appeared I wasabandoned by Jane and the others. I was a woman, Ithought in panic, among all the men, eager to dancewith me. I should have known it was all a set-up byDee and Jane. Ed Beatty took me for a break, he said,and really began kissing me, in a nook behind thecurtains.
I protested but I lost all my lipstick anyway as Icouldn�t cause a huge fuss amid all the young womendoing what I was doing with their boy friends as well.They�d have laughed at me, revealed as a guy, doingwhat all the girls were doing.
I was totally flummoxed when Ed asked me for adate, my lips tingling. He�d swung me back to thedance floor before he kissed me as passionately asJane did. My insides were churning when she res-cued me. I begged her to get me out of there, but Janewas cool, saying Ed should call me, giving him mynumber! Jane handed me off then to another guy! I
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had to dance with all these older men who treated meas if I was a woman.
�Did you feel like one?� Jane wanted to know as wefinally got a taxi back to her place. I felt enough dif-ferent emotions that night in being a woman that Idid understand a little bit why so many young men inthe Valley have stayed in dresses throughout theso-called �Protest�.
�I, I wouldn�t have minded so much,� I whispered,�if you�d danced with me!�
�But did you ever feel you were a woman?� Janepersisted, hugging me and kissing my cheek softly aswe snuggled in the back seat of the taxi.
Well, some of the emotions were more pleasurablethan others, was all I could admit to Jane. I couldn�tsay that I did feel feminine as we entered her house,two girls in lovely dresses coming home together. Shestopped me under the doorlight. The cabbie wasbipping us as she put her arms about me and kissedme with love and desire, or so I thought.
Jane laughed at my embarrassment and shame atmyself as we went in. She wouldn�t let me change.She wanted me to enjoy my transformation, she said,she�d paid enough for it. She made love to me on hercouch and called me, �my sweet Michelle�. I didn�t getto take my wig off as Jane changed to a nightie andinsisted that I wear one as well. Well I was so hairlessthat it made me shudder and shiver.
It was quite a night. I forgot all about Bobbi andother girls I�d seen at the Ellis. It was so nice to snug-gle up to Jane in bed, even if I had to wear pantiesand a nightie and my wig to do it. Jane said she likedit, especially, when I let her go on top which she lovedto do with a man like me.
When I rolled over in bed in the morning, there shewas typing the article that became, �Mike is a LittleTransformer�. �You didn�t get pictures of me, didyou?� I asked anxiously as I struggled out of her bedin a nightie and messed-up wig. I cringed when I sawmyself in the mirror. Oh no! My eyebrows had virtu-ally disappeared while my eyes were still dark andlined, my mouth having a female outline as well.
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�Oh yes,� said Jane with a smile. �Michelle in hermakeup and panties, Michelle dancing with EdBeatty, Michelle with her eyes closed as she was kiss-ing him. We should call that one Michelle in Rapture.Oh, and here�s a head shot that will go into Trans-formers first display ad. There�s Mike in the �Before�picture and Michelle in the �After�.�
�You can�t print or write this!� I screamed in dis-tress. I stood up and my nightie floated airily allabout me as I pleaded with Jane, my mind in agonyand turmoil even as I glanced at the mirror and adark-haired girl looked back at me in terror. �Thinkwhat will happen to me after this article comes out!And the pictures! I�ll have to leave town!�
�You�re wrong, Michelle,� said Jane equably, smil-ing and putting out her hands to beckon me to comeand hug her in the nightie and panties and wig I wasstill wearing. �If you really feel that bad, go and talkto Brian. Tell him it�s my fault. But to get out of heretoday, you�re going to have to wear a skirt, Michelle. Idon�t have any of your other clothes. We could popdown to Transformers, actually, and use up somemore of that voucher I gave you. I really want to seeyou as a blonde, Michelle, and, oh, we have dates to-night, at Franco�s and then at the Garth. I told EdBeatty that you�d be there!�
That�s the way it was for Stupid Me. It wasn�t a oneday thing. I was Jane�s girl friend! She said so. I wastotally outmaneuvered and in total agony as theredidn�t seem to be anything that I could do about it.No-one would help me. Not Jane or Tania. Janecalled me �Michelle� all the time as did Tania whenshe saw me, hiding, trembling, in agony, in the backof the office, unable to go anywhere in the skirt andfemale stuff that Jane had had me wear.
�Jasper�s Hairdressing Salon is running an ad likeTransformers,� said Tania, ignoring all my pleas tohelp me and get me men�s jeans, runners and atee-shirt. �Look, Michelle. That�s Jasper in the AM,� aguy with a mustache and sideburns, �and this is Jas-per in the PM,� a woman with long hair, makeup anda halter topped dress. �See Ron in the morning andVeronica in the evening,� added Tania. �Nice ad! Iknow her as well. I�ve seen her in the Ellis with abunch of different guys.�
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�Probably the Maya Sorority,� said Jane, joiningus, as if it was a natural thing to do, with me lookinglike her girl friend, feeling like her girl friend in mystockings and straight skirt, never mind the moundson my chest, my makeup and wig. �Veronica is inthat crowd.�
�Who�s the girl in the wig for Jane Fisher�s?� askedTania with a frown.
Jane looked over as I edged nervously over to mydesk, not wanting Tania to see my stockings and thehigh heels that Jane had said that I had to wear asthey fitted me right. I�d danced all night with them onbut now they hurt.
�That�s Karen Holcomb, model of the year,� saidJane, smiling at me and miming that I should crossmy legs.
�You have to get Michelle enrolled at Del Monte�s,�said Tania, looking at me, trying to sit in my straightskirt. �They do wonder with voices there. Not that itwill bother Dave. How long do you give him till hemakes a pass at lovely Michelle here?�
�Over a week,� said Jane. �I�m keeping Dave out onassignment until Michelle gets used to what she is.�
�What she is?� I asked wildly, distraught about be-ing in women�s clothing, and in front of Tania. And aweek?! I loved making love to Jane at her house, inher bed, but a week like this? I couldn�t possibly do it!
�Didn�t you see the end of the column?� said Janesmugly. �More from Michelle in the next issue. We�regoing to document everything you do, my lovely, overthe next month that you spend entirely as a woman.And Dave is going to get you alone and try it on, youknow. He�s done it to us. He�s a real good kisser butwith women he doesn�t come through in the end.�
�Too right!� said Tania.
�Maybe he�ll have more luck with you, Michelle,�said Jane slyly.
Most of the work on The Queen passed me by as Iwas in a desperate panic about being dressed as awoman, day after day, and about having to act like awoman. Jane didn�t ask me at all. I was just taken
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down to the Del Monte School in the evening. I andtwenty other young men were taught how to bewomen. I had voice lessons, dance lessons, feminin-ity lessons. I modelled a fashionable line of dressesand meekly went to a fashion show with Jane as hergirl friend.
Mymind was a wreck as I wore sexy, female under-wear, all the time. Women came up to me to intro-duce themselves to me, Michelle. They all wanted togive me advice on being a woman. They all thoughtthat I was so brave and so pretty. They loved the arti-cle about me, yes, it had been published, and weredieing to read more about my wonderful adventuresin womanhood.
I squirmed and wanted to throw up as Janesmacked my tush to remind me to wiggle as theytaught me in class. I couldn�t go anywhere withouther as she had my money and ID somewhere whichshe wouldn�t give back. �In a month�s time, prettyMichelle,� was all she would say when I begged herfor anything that would lead me back into being MikeLittle again.
I had to be a newsman as well. I had to copy, edit,and revise stories with hands that were manicuredand had a girl�s dress ring on one finger, all my fin-gernails long and shaped and painted a gleamingpink.
I shuddered as my feminine hands copied thestory of the riot on New Year�s Day when Antonia Tay-lor, nineteen, had been assaulted by a Gary Millerwhen she revealed that she was a guy when hepropositioned her. They both wrote to The Queenabout it and so did witnesses to the whole attack. Herpicture on the front page showed her as a frightenedgirl being hauled off by a feminized Deputy, FrankNew.
I shivered as I sat, legs crossed, to type that thebank robbers were terrified of being assaulted in theCouncil jail where they were being kept. Drunks andSaturday Night fighters had assaulted �Jenny� and�Marilyn� many times, it seemed, kissing and fondlingthem as if they were real women. Some deputies, theyclaimed, just looked on and encouraged the men.
I thought how it would be if I was held in such acell as I was now aman in a dress as well. I had much

Page - 98

QUEEN OF THE VALLEY BY PHILIPPA PETERS



more sympathetic feelings towards transsexuals as Iwas dressed so like them. The court had laughedwhen prosecutor Anne McKenzie asked �Jenny�Ortega if she didn�t love being the center of attention.Jenny had been furious and made it worse by sayingthat it depended on how cute the guy was. Luckily,Judge Emily Cortwright was sympathetic and or-dered that transvestites and transsexuals be kept incells away from the other men�s cells in jail.
I didn�t see The Queen until it was printed up. PeteSmith, stunning in a bikini, so slim and shapely,�You�ve never seen a dancer like Pete before�, domi-nated the back page as Kelly Rogers� replacement.
A new display ad showed a classical quartet, fourgood-looking girls, in a show at the Auditorium. I hadto read Tania�s column to find out that the �girls� wereknown as �The Amadeus Appreciation Society�. Twoyears before, as four guys, they�d performed as theMozart Quartet. They couldn�t fill a church pew. Now,in cocktail dresses, makeup and their attempts to bewomen, introduced as Mandy, Julia, Ashley and Fe-licity, they filled the City Auditorium for over a weekwith SRO audiences to hear them play.
There were no letters in The Queen this month.The editorial was a rant about the New Year�s Day riotand how it was all the fault of pretty Antonia Taylor.She had no business going out in an evening dressand tempting men to dance with her when she was aman. I knew now that men didn�t have to be temptedvery much. Going everywhere with Jane, I was ac-costed all the time. In the clubs, guys just thoughtthat they could dance with me at any time, any way,as I was in a dress.
Jane was trying to teachme how to be a �strong, at-tractive woman�, fending off guys who saw me as aweak, pretty, little thing, according to Jane. It washow I felt, if she did but know. She�d made me likethis, I said to myself. A confident woman? I couldn�teven keep Dave Richardson off me.
The girls were right. I think he deliberately waitedtill they weren�t there. He popped up on my desk,calling me �gorgeous�, having his hands all over me. Ididn�t know how to fend Dave off, not in the tightskirt I was wearing. I was so scared! He pinned myarms easily behind my back so he could kiss me. I�dalways known that he was stronger than me but that
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was ridiculous. I couldn�t fight back when he kissedme!
It was so terrible. I was terrified of a laughing Janeor Tania catching me. Dave forced me into the stockroom. That first time was enough to change the rela-tionship between us. The way he kissed me, pressingme against the wall so tightly, my head held so stiffly,made me shiver all over and cling to him as hestroked me so delightfully.
I�d never felt so aroused, or so much like a girl, as Idid with Dave hugging me, a hand behindmy head sothat I couldn�t get free. His tongue was in my mouth,his lips crushing mine so wonderfully. For the ump-teenth time, I really did feel like a woman! But thatwasn�t going into the paper!
Tania and Jane were right. Dave could really kiss. Ifelt him down at the tips of my stockings and in myaroused panties and padded bra. I had these stupidfeelings, at one time, that I was a woman kissing herman. I couldn�t keep them out of my mind. Davestroked my arms, put them about his neck and mademe kiss him as much as he French-kissed me. Hesoon knew that Michelle loved kissing him.
When he came in, later in the week, and no-onewas there, he just motioned to the stock room. I wentwith him, trembling meekly, swearing to myself that Iwasn�t gay! I had Jane, didn�t I, my girl friend! I sworewhen I was alone that I wouldn�t go with Dave againbut my body trembled with femininity and longingand I always went. He liked me to raise a stockingedleg about his, so that he could caress it, and mystocking and garter belt, as we clung together in akiss.
Dave told me I was better than Jane, far betterthan Tania, and a lot better than Bobbi in kissing aman. He told me that, soon, we were going to have todo a lot more than kissing. That was when Briancaught us in the stock room, Dave�s hand caressingmy panties. My breathing was so heavy and impas-sioned as I thrust myself against him that it was nowonder that Brian cursed me while he sneered aboutrescuing me, the �damsel in distress�, yes, me, Mike,no, me, Michelle Little.
##
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