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roman. You need do-no more.

t, and her two children in an

gly negotiated over decades.

ulge my whim with as little
it all seems quite satisfactory.
hy expose our dirty laundry

ee it?

cret-about what we do. Last -
for distributing the magazine. °

n receipt of our full mailing

ing naive?

ytte just told you: When the

“rets.

¢ for the magazine. And you :
=tly for transvestites. So, of -

I

uho.t.c.)graphs of yourself have -

Terry, how many pictures of :
r-girl just two issues ago. So -
ument who we are, but who

penly will make us less of a -
o AMY I accept my life for what it is. I don't see the advantage in
- emancipating Amy. What would she do alone in the world? As for

n.
we just remained circumspect?
sved a degree of perfection,

: in the snake?

. nake? . wasn't the snake that bit the a
»resident is saying anonymity -

ombing through our mailing *

over. Something about that

Remove the veil and remove :

?

-

‘hool. It was 1912. You may
olling past the window of a *
mething caught my eye, oh i
n, a magnificent silver satin
‘the most sumptuous plumes. *

I stood staring;‘open-mouthed with desire, when - : i
that the woman modeling the dress was stafi;;dg:i%’ éﬁfh:feg
shopk.eepeF, seemingly everyone on the boulevard were al| staring at
me with disgust, knowing what I was thinkjng. I sprinted all gthé
way back to my rooms and, locking the door behind e 'sw‘ore Id
never again allow any action of ‘mine, no matter: how r;ﬁnut t
disclose my inner life to strangers. I have spent half a oty
perfecting that impenetrability. I owe my security and - cé:cqtl{f}f’.
mind to thre practice. I am sorry, but my -privacy is non—ncpoiicilo
CHARLOTTE. Oh, but Amy, if there’s one thing we c1f [l -
m It'lii that ctlhings change in fifty years’ time. g. : © ,

. 'Things don’t change. They rot. i wi <
bottle and rr%}’ leave. g : 4 , © And with that T will t?lfe rpy
VALENTTNA (Stopping Amy.) To the world I am George. Géor ”
has a social life. He has a job. No, not a job, George has a career Iv%é' '
has a home and a wife and relatives he visits on holidays, He has a
birthday flnd diplomas and bank accounts, a social s‘ecurify number
and a driver’s license. Neighbors wave to George:on- the street.
Polit_icians shake his hand. Insurance salesmen pesterhim. George ha.;'
good days and lousy days ... So many days that he can afford to foteet
most of them. George has all of that, and what have I got? I havi a
po.rtion’ of George’s closet. Membership in the Sorority s:ys Valentina
exists. I'm a petson, not an aberration. I am. Isnt that worth the risk?

your warning, Terry, show me a garden without a snake. Anyway, it

le.






