so i'm sitting on the steps inside swift hall, the psych building here at NU, taking a midterm on Hume, and his theory of utilitarian politics.  the teacher - being a free thinker - lets us go anywhere in the building to take our test.  the last time, i had to go to the bathroom and didn't want to waste time, so i finished my test in the stall.  very peaceful.  great atmosphere for deep intellectual thought.

anyhow, back to the story.

so, i'm sitting on the steps, minding my business, when three older women in business attire walk by.  

i use the term 'women' here rather arbitrarily.

word, yo.  these chicks were dudes.

and that's fine.

i, being that it's rather warm inside, am wearing only a t-shirt and jeans.  nonetheless, i discretely get up from the stairs, and follow them out of the building, into the bitter winter afternoon, to a nearby lecture hall.  what's going on?

human sexuality 337-0.  guest lecturers.

ahhhhhhhhhhhh...

well then.  i rush back to my steps, complete what i figure is a decent paper on la bonne david, turn it in to my bemused TA (i only took 45 minutes out of the hour and a half that was allotted) and ran off to the lecture.

i was a bit late.  i walked in to an auditorium packed full of college kids, some sipping mochas, some chittering to their friends, others taking notes.  i noticed people were getting up and leaving in small groups.  then i looked up on stage and saw 'her'.

her name was diane.

diane looked good - as good as any 52 year old man dressed up in a skirt and blouse, false breasts, make up, and wig could.  diane was articulate.  diane, in her true voice (she had elected to allow a bit of her male persona show through) proceeded to define and explain some of the finer aspects of what is known as 'heterosexual bigendered crossdressing.'  diane has had no surgery, has taken no hormones, and is married with two grown children.

diane was open with the audience on some of the most personal aspects of her life - both as a man and as a women.  she told us of how she dealt with the initial expression of her feminine self, how she learned to develop the phycical persona, how she had told her wife, how it had affected their relationship, how she had told her children, their thoughts on the matter, how she handled public situations when she was in femme, what she gained from and gave to the support group (tri-s: society for second selves) through which she had arranged the lecture at NU, and then entertained questions from the audience.  

diane was incredible.  despite what she has, is, and will continue to deal with, she seemed to have a more fully developed sense of self than all of the kids, and most of the adutls i know.  what's more, she communicated it in a manner that drew me in, and convinced me - unequivocally - of the reality of what she was telling us.  

after the lecture, i went down to the stage to ask some more questions.  there was an awkward moment when diane bent down to talk to me and i had a bit of a view up her skirt, but i let it go.  diane, three other psych students (all female upperclassmen) and i ended up talking for over an hour.  when it was all said and done, diane was so overwhelmed with the response the four of us had given her, that she asked us if we would be interested in attending one of their semi-secret meetings.  

i was damn enthused.

it turns out that i will be attending a 'symposium' of sorts in february, where i will be giving a short talk to a group of men/women like diane on my impressions of them and their efforts to educate the community on their lifestyle.  i will be asked to field questions from these people.  they will, as diane has informed me, greatly value my opinions and perspective, and would be overjoyed at any affirmation i could offer.

i'm damn excited.

so now, i have an unlisted, unnamed number to call and leave a message at when i get my act together.  i will then receieve an anonymous phone call with information regarding the date, time, and location of the symposium.

...the first rule of tri-s is, you do not talk about tri-s.  the second rule of tri-s is, YOU DO NOT TALK ABOUT TRI-S...

wow.

diane gave me a hug and complimented me on my complection.  then i left.

the end.

