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Elsewhere in the city that never sleeps… (which could be anywhere)
~

I never know what to say to girls. Every time I try, I just get

all tongue-tied and nothing comes out right. It doesn’t help

that I get so down on myself, but that’s what ya get when

you’re an overweight bookworm with skin the color of fresh

snow. Some guys in high school used to call me ‘ghost’ and

it’s hard to take offense when it’s true.

Being a closet cross-dresser never did much for my self-

esteem either. I started getting into my sister’s closet when I

was about eight, and a couple years later I noticed Mum had

some pretty nice stuff too. I dunno if I managed to keep it a

total secret, but nobody said anything. Even so, just having

that urge made me different. When you’re a teenager and

you know for sure that you aren’t like the other guys… you

do the math. It’s a wonder I spoke to girls at all.

I met more people at university, and some of ‘em were just

as messed up as I was. Some of them were girls and I went

on a few dates, but it didn’t take very long for them to lose

interest and me to lose hope. They say it’s lonely at the top.

Well, lemme tell ya: it’s way worse on the bottom.

I got to know one girl pretty well in third year; tops in her

class, really smart. I had full-on puppy love but she had the

‘let’s be friends’ line down pat, so that’s where we left it.

But like I said, she was smart: she had me nailed flat, even

though I never said a darn thing about cross-dressing. How

she figured it out, I’ll never know. But she mentioned it in

passing one time, like it was an open secret between us. She

breezed on, talking about this girl she’d just met, who had a

brother who cross-dressed same as me and he was seriously

good at it—leaving me sitting there stunned, with my ‘wall

of secrecy’ shattered into a zillion pieces.

I heard her say I should call the guy; ya know, just to talk,

because she figured I’d probably never met anyone else like

me before. Right again, dammit! On autopilot I said, “Yeah,

sure,” and accepted the number she provided. Then she

moved on to other topics, like she hadn’t just busted up my

life like the Incredible Hulk on a bender.

I stuck the number in a drawer and forgot about it. Well… I

didn’t really ‘forget’ as such; I just didn’t do anything about

it for a couple or three weeks. One day when I was feeling

particularly bummed out—about school, loneliness and the

fact that in a dress I looked more like Mrs. Potato Head than

a real woman—I pulled it out and stared at it for awhile.

What could it hurt just to talk? The worst he, or she, could

do is tell me to buzz off and I’d heard that often enough

from actual girls. So I called. And wouldn’t you know it,

right off the bat I said something dumb: I asked if he was

dressed up as a woman. Hopeless, that’s me!
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Amazingly, she (I’ll say ‘she’ because that’s how I think of

her) answered the question openly, like it was a perfectly

normal thing to ask. Maybe she was surprised and didn’t

know what else to say. Then I blurted out “head to toe?”,

and she said she was, in a dress and everything. In fact, she

sounded so much like a real girl that I started wondering if

my friend had set me up. So I asked: “Are you a guy?”

She said she was, and she sounded so sweet and guileless

that I suddenly decided that she must be telling the truth.

Her voice just had an innocence you can’t fake. Or maybe,

like the X-Files guy, I just wanted to believe it.

Anyway, I began to sense I might be creeping her out—so I

quickly mentioned that I was, like, totally okay with people

who cross-dress and I played up how open-minded I was.

Well, good for me. She quite rightly wanted to know where

I got her number and how I knew about her.

I told her everything. About my friend who knew her sister,

about my other friends who were girls, about my own cross-

dressing and how I couldn’t ‘pass’ to save my life. Rough

stuff, when you lay it all out like that. I had a sudden and

shockingly clear view of just how pathetic I was.

Even more amazingly, we connected. She talked about how

being passable wasn’t the path to enlightenment, and how

her own shyness prevented her from getting out as much as

she’d like. I couldn’t believe it; I always thought that if I

looked as good as she did, I’d be going out all the time and

my life as a woman would be an endless succession of wine

bars, dinner parties and shopping—lots of shopping.

Apparently, around girls she got just as tongue-tied as me.

That’s when I opened the window and threw caution to the

wind. If we were so much alike, then maybe it didn’t matter

that she’s small and pretty, and I’m the big guy who doesn’t

fit with people. I blurted out: we should meet… for coffee.

The Starbucks on campus, near the library. Just to talk.

She sounded doubtful. I knew what she was thinking: go out

dressed as a woman? In broad daylight? To meet someone

she didn’t know? I told her, “I’ll be the guy wearing the

yellow toque.” Like no one who wears a yellow toque could

be the kind of jerk who preys on guys who dress like girls.

Even so, I was surprised when she agreed. “I’ll be the girl

with the yellow umbrella,” she said playfully, as if sharing

the color of our winter gear somehow made us friends.

I thanked her. “Sorry I had to spring this on you, but—it’s

just—you seem so nice and the two of us have so much in

common, I just thought we should, ya know… be friends.”

“That’s sweet,” she said, sounding more like a girl with

each passing moment. “Boy, I sure hope you aren’t a creep.”

I assured her—cross-dress my heart and hope to die—that I

was not. And that’s how Katie and I became friends.  �


