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Dear Reader,

Welcome to my sequel story, following Lady in Waiting; A Tale of Transition. Once again, this is fiction with several memoirs from my life, though much less than in Lady in Waiting.

I have again used some mixture of English (as spoken in England) and the North American English. I have sometimes included words from both dialects for clarity’s sake. 

I hope you will enjoy my story.

Jennifer Marie Hodgetts

LOVE:

A Reflection 

Love is the basis of all our lives. Those of us who claim to be Christians are obliged to love. Jesus stated the two basic commandments are LOVE GOD and LOVE NEIGHBOUR. Who is my neighbour?

You and everyone else. We need love, as the Beetles song tells us. Hate is the absence of Love and God is Love. We who claim to be Christians cannot hate anyone, even 2SLGBTQ+ people. Jesus did not give us any exclusion conditions on our love. Every human being, whether Christian or not should love and should be loved.

It is past time for us to accept all people whatever their race, gender, intelligence or any other arbitrary parameter.

Do you single us out who are 2SLGBTQ+, and condemn us? Sadly, many people are turning back to this evil of hate.

Do you understand transgender? We are a variation of NORMAL human beings. We did not choose to be trans. We are born trans, though our upbringing may brainwash us into trying to be what we are not. We live a façade of the wrong gender because of this. Happily, many of us can eventually throw this façade off, now, in our present society.

Do you understand same sex attraction? It too is a variation of NORMAL behaviour. It is not something we develope. We are born that way. Many creatures in the animal world exhibit same sex behaviour. It is natural. 

We love you.

Please love us.
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“I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.” Alison turned towards Paul who kissed her. At last, they were married.  

Julie’s emotions were in turmoil. Yes, she was delighted that both Alison and Paul were, now, married. Certainly, she, Julie, was now free. She was now able to be herself, at last, but 40 years of their, now null, marriage was a big wrench. Yet, she knew this was for the best. Alison could now be happy with a real man whom she loved dearly. Julie’s eyes were watering! If only she had been born with the right equipment...but then neither Carol nor Melissa would ever have been born, nor their   children. She dried her tears and followed the happy couple out of the church.

At the reception, Julie was surprised that she found she could   relax. Truly, she had wondered about whether she could attend. Would this be too heart-rending? But Alison had asked her to give her away. She had hurt Alison far too much while they were “married”. She would not hurt her anymore. Yes, their marriage had been annulled. Now Julie was free. And, more important, Alison was now able to marry a real man, Paul. Yet the three of them were firm friends. Julie and Alison now loved each other as “sisters”. Did that make Paul her “brother-in-law”?

Julie sat with Susan and Martin and with Alan and Debbie for the meal. Carol and Melissa had been bridesmaids and so were at the head table close to their mother. Julie’s four grandchildren and sons-in-law were at the next table.

The meal was finished; the toasts were drunk. Alison and Paul were making the rounds of their guests. They chose to see Julie’s table last. There was much sharing to do there! Alison had not seen Susan or Debbie for three years. They had all been at the Mary Carruthers Hall of Residence at Northchester University so many years ago. Susan was a very special friend. They had been roommates and Susan was married to Alison’s cousin, Martin. They had much to catch up on, despite annual Christmas letters. Julie had been sharing during the meal.

Their last chat was with Julie. It was emotional for all three of them, but they had reconciled with the wisdom of their new statuses and were looking forward to their futures and their relationships with each other.

Following the traditional customs of wedding celebrations, the bouquet had been tossed as had the garter. The cake had been cut and shared. Now was the time for farewells and the bridal couple would leave on their honeymoon. Julie was glad that Paul’s son was driving them. She could not have faced that and, fortunately, Alison had realised that. However, Julie was the last guest they said farewell to. She wished them a happy trip and gave them both hugs. The eyes of all three were moist. Julie returned to her place. Carol and Melissa and their families had moved to that table to support Julie, in case she became too emotional. They chatted inconsequentially for an hour or more but then decided to return to their respective homes.

Julie sat quietly at home. She had tears in her eyes and a lump in her throat, but she knew this was the best solution for herself as well as Alison. She reviewed her thoughts and future options. Yes, she had appointments next week with both Penelope Pargetter, her psychologist, and Margaret Donald, her endocrinologist. They would start her application to the Ontario Ministry of Health (O.H.I.P.) for approval for her trans-gender surgery. She had not yet received her name change   certificate from the Registrar General of Ontario, but it was in process.

She went to bed and lay awake, reflecting on the day. Alison and Paul would be in their hotel in Toronto by now. It felt strange but she did not begrudge them their pleasure. She hoped their South Sea Island cruise would be enjoyable. After a long time, she finally fell asleep.
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Alison and Paul sat back in the limousine. Yes, Alison reflected, they were, at last, married. She had mixed feelings. She loved Paul but she still regretted that her marriage to David had not worked out. How could she have coped with David as Julie? It would have been impossible. Certainly, she still loved Julie, but no longer romantically. She loved Paul, deeply. Deep down, in her self-awareness, she knew this was right. Marrying Paul was the right thing to do. And now she finally had a sister, Julie. 

Paul held her hand. He realised she was reflecting on how her life had worked out. He squeezed her hand, and she looked at him and smiled. She kissed him, knowing they had done what was right.

As the limo purred towards Toronto, they snuggled up to each other and fell asleep.

They woke at the hotel, and the driver let them out, then he carried their bags inside to Registration. 

In their room, they hugged. Paul had booked the bridal suite for the night. Soon they were ready for bed, each in their new night clothes. They embraced, lay down in bed and, for the first time together, made love. Alison had wondered whether she could enjoy sex or whether she might feel guilty, but the mutual love experience was wonderful. She realised she did not and should not feel any guilt. They were expressing their mutual love for each other, and it was so good. She experienced such a peaceful and right awareness of herself and of Paul.

The flight to San Francisco was a smooth journey, followed by taxi to the ship. They were shown to their cabin and soon settled their things and went for a walk around the ship, locating the various important places they needed to know about: the restaurant for their evening meal, the lunch venue, the pool. They sat down in a sitting area and ordered drinks.

The ship departed in mid-afternoon. In the evening, they met the other guests who would share their table; there was an elderly couple on their first cruise, exhibiting a mixture of excitement and apprehension, Alan and Mary Smith. There was a gay couple, Jim and Michael. There was a single man, Peter Sinclair. The eighth place was empty.

Captain Harrigan welcomed everybody on board and gave them a brief, but chatty, talk. They all enjoyed their meal.

The next two days were spent acclimatizing to the ship and finding their sea legs. On board activities commenced on the first full day. Alison and Paul relaxed.

They sat and looked at the schedule of activities. Paul noted that there was a short course on Calligraphy. “I think I might do that. I have long wanted to learn Calligraphy. Would you be interested, Darling?” 

Alison smiled “We did a Calligraphy course at night school a few years ago but you go for it.”

“I think I will. It starts on Friday. But what about you?”

“I will bask on a sunbed and read a book. Enjoy your course.” She smiled.

The next morning, after breakfast, Paul went to the Calligraphy class. Alison realised she had not brought her book, so she wandered back to their cabin to find it. There was a knock on the door. She presumed it was the maid and opened it. As she did so, the door was pushed vigorously open, and Peter Sinclair came in. Alison was surprised and disconcerted. He closed and locked the door behind him.

“What are you doing?” Alison asked in alarm. “Get out!”

“Oh, come on Alison. You and I can make beautiful music together while Paul is at the class. I know you secretly fancy me. Let’s make love together!”

Alison was deeply alarmed. “Get out! I don’t want you in here.”

“You can do this voluntarily or involuntarily, but you will enjoy me.”

Alison gulped. Her mind was racing. She realised she had to do something to escape. A plan formed in her mind, and she decided to   implement it. With an air of forced jollity, she said, “Well, I think I have a condom in my bathroom. Let me get it while you be taking your trousers down.” 

She went into the bathroom but peeped through the gap between the door and the frame. He had his pants down to his knees. She jumped out, unlocked and opened the door, fleeing into the corridor. He shouted after her in anger. At the end of the passage, she ran round the corner and bumped into the chief steward. Surprised, he said, “What’s going on?”

“He...he wanted to rape me.”

“Who?”

“Mr. Sinclair. He burst into our cabin.”

“What’s your cabin number?”

“4371.”

He had pulled out his pager and barked into it. 

“Security to 4371, stat. Code Yellow” 

Almost immediately, two men ran past them.

“He’ll run from them.” Alison said.

“Then the other guys will catch him.” 

He looked down the passage. 

“Yes, they have him.” 

He called down the passage, “Take him to the brig and securely lock it.” He turned to Alison who was white as a sheet. “Come with me please, Miss ...?” 

“T .. Turner, Mrs. ...Can you call my husband, please? He’s at the Calligraphy class.”

The chief Steward called to one of the staff and said, “Call Mr. Turner from the calligraphy class and take him to the Captain’s Office.” 

He turned to Alison. “Please come this way. I will have our head nurse join us, too. She’s a very nice lady. You are understandably very upset. I am so sorry this has happened. I need to report this to the captain, so do you think you can come with me to the captain’s office since we will need to know more about the incident to enable us to keep this man locked up.”

By this time, they had reached the top deck, and he ushered Alison gently into the office. Paul was already there looking extremely anxious. 

The chief Steward smiled, “You must be Mr Turner. Your wife is, as you can imagine, rather upset.”

The head nurse arrived.  Paul had wrapped his arms around Alison.

“What on earth has happened, Darling?”

“He ... he wanted to rape me!” she said, tearfully.

In horror, Paul asked “Who?” 

“Sinclair, from our table.” 

Just then the captain came in with concern on his face. He looked at the chief steward questioningly.

“It seems that one of the other passengers wanted to rape her, Sir.”

The captain was shocked. Gently, he said to Alison, “Do you think you can tell us what happened? Please, sit down everyone and let’s try to sort this matter out. It is very disturbing.”

Alison sat down with Paul beside her with the head nurse on the other side. 

She gulped. “Paul was going to the Calligraphy class, and I went to our cabin to get my book to read by the pool. There was a knock on the door, and I thought it was the maid, so I opened it and he barged in and locked the door.” 

Paul was horrified. “He told me he wanted to have sex with me, and I could do it willingly or not. My mind was racing but I thought I would try and trick him, so I told him I would get a condom from the bathroom while he took his pants down. I watched from behind the door and as soon as his pants were at his knees and I knew he couldn’t run, I jumped out, unlocked the door and fled. Then I bumped into you, Sir.” 

She looked at the chief steward.

There was a knock on the door, and a stewardess brought in coffee for everyone. The captain turned to Alison. 

“I think we need to change your cabin. I am sure you won’t want to go there again. We have a first-class cabin which we keep free for emergencies. And this is such an emergency. I would like to offer that cabin to you. It is next to mine. You will, of course do me the honour of joining me at my table for the rest of the cruise. I hope you will feel able to accept my offer.”

He reached across the table and took Alison’s hands in his and gently squeezed them.

“Thank you.’

“We will keep Mr. Sinclair locked up until we reach Honolulu, after which he will be handed over to the police. I am so dreadfully sorry this has happened to you. Oh, by the way, I like informality as far as possible at my table so, remember my name is Thomas. Thomas   Harrigan. Now, if I may, I must leave you as I am needed on the Bridge, I will leave you in Mr. Fearon’s capable hands and also, Miss Underwood.”

“Thank you, so much. I think I can get over this, but I will need to think and discuss with Paul.”
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Mr. Fearon sat opposite them while Miss Underwood sat next to Alison on one side and Paul on the other. Paul had his arms around Alison, and she was weeping against his chest.

“You did so well, Darling. You dealt with him as he needed. And now he is locked up and will not be allowed out.”

“Will we have to stay in Honolulu? To appear in court or something?”

“I don’t think so but that we will find out.” Mr. Fearon reassured her.

“Would you like to look at the room we have for you?”

“Yes, I think so, please.”

Mr. Fearon took them to a cabin suite close by and showed it to them.  Paul held her on one side while Miss Underwood supported her on the other. Alison’s breath was taken away at the luxury of the suite. She smiled through her tears.

“Wow, I think we could be more than comfortable in here!”

“Paul, perhaps you could come in a while and pack your things and one of my staff will bring them here. I am sure Alison does not want to go to that cabin anymore.” Alison smiled wanly and nodded in agreement. 

“Call me when you are ready to do that. No rush. I think maybe you would prefer to eat here for this meal so I will order room service for you.” Mr. Fearon smiled.

“Thank you so much.”

“It’s the least we can do for you. Now just sit down and relax. I won’t be far away so call me if you need me. I think Nurse Underwood will stay for a while until your nerves have calmed down.” He smiled and left. 

“That was horrible.” Alison had turned to Paul. “Thank you for coming to support me.”

“Alison?” Nurse Underwood spoke, “As I understand it, you were able to get away without him actually doing anything to you, weren’t you?” Alison nodded.

“That is very good.”

“Your presence of mind was phenomenal, Darling. Well done. I want to go along and punch him in the face. If I knew how I would cut his balls out.”

Nurse Underwood smiled wryly. 

“I can understand your feelings, but it would not help. We have him locked up and will hand him over to the FBI in Honolulu.” 

She turned to Alison “how are you feeling now, Alison?”

Alison smiled weakly, “I think I am settling down, thank you. It was a bit disconcerting though.”

There was a knock on the door, and they let in a steward carrying a laden tray of food.

“Oh, I don’t think we can manage all that food” Alison said.

The steward smiled, “Eat what you can and enjoy it.”

Nurse Underwood asked, “Do you need me to stay, or will you be alright now?”

“I think I’ll be fine, thank you.”

“Well, give me a shout if you need me.” She smiled and then left.

“Phew, that was worrying for a while. Mind you, you said you wanted to have a first-class cabin for us. Now we have one!” Alison smiled.

“Well, the price was too high for my liking.”

“I am settling down now, though I don’t think I can do justice to this spread here.”

They settled and helped themselves to a little of the food they had been served.

Paul went back to their old cabin and packed their things. A steward came and carried it up to their new cabin.

On the way back, he bumped into Alan and Mary.

Mary smiled, “I hope you are both well. We are looking forward to dining with you two tonight.”

“Oh,” said Paul. “Erm, we had an incident this morning. That Sinclair character tried to attack Alison. The captain has moved us to a suite near his and has moved us to his table for the rest of the voyage.”

“Oh my. I hope Alison was not hurt.”

“No, she dealt with him well. I don’t know how she had the presence of mind to do it, but she did. We must talk later but right now I must get back to Alison.”

Alison and Paul relaxed in their now opulent suite for the afternoon. Towards evening Alison said, “I think I can come out of the cabin for dinner tonight. What about tomorrow? I was wondering whether to join you in the calligraphy class, then I won’t need to walk around on my own. I will feel much safer with you beside me.”

“If you are sure you want to do that. I could just skip the class and relax with you.”

“No, we’ll go together. It won’t harm me to refresh my calligraphy.”

Shortly after there was a tap on the door. Paul let Mr. Fearon in.

“How are you feeling now, Alison?”

“Much calmer, thank you.”

“Captain Harrigan has contacted our head office, and you both may now use any facilities including any trips ashore for no charge.” He smiled at them both.

“There is another piece of news. We were able to send Sinclair’s fingerprints to the FBI in Honolulu. Apparently, his name is not Sinclair but Jamie Davis and there are statewide warrants out for his arrest from three states and an extradition request from two Canadian provinces. All for rape, so you did wonderfully well to escape him with your amazing presence of mind. The FBI have wanted to catch up to him for a while. So, if you don’t want to deal with him through a Hawaiian court, you don’t have to. If you do want to press charges, you will need to give statements in Hawaii and their case against him will be dealt with first. Think about it and let me know. Now, do you want room service again this evening?”

“No, I think I will come to dinner. I think I am settled now after my shock.”

“Good for you. You are a strong lady.”

Alison decided that she would continue the cruise and not take advantage of the cruise line’s offer to fly them home. Now that her assailant was safely behind bars and would be for quite a long time, she felt safe again and still wanted to experience the visits to Tahiti and the other South Sea Islands.
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Dr. Donald greeted Julie warmly. The nurse had checked her vitals and weighed her.

“So, Alison has re-married, has she?”

“Yes.”

“Has that been difficult?”

“Yes and no. I knew it was for the best for both of us. But it was still quite emotional.”

“And now you want to pursue gender correction surgery?”

“That is my hope.”

“Well, we can start the application for OHIP (Ontario Health Insurance Plan) coverage. I’ll complete the first part and get Dr. Pargetter to do the second. You realise it takes a while to be granted? Let me check your breasts to see how much your oestrogen has done in that direction.”

Julie stripped down and Dr. Donald examined her breasts.

“Well, the good news is your H.R.T. has been moderately effective and I don’t feel any lumps, and you have some breast development. The bad news is that that means you won’t be covered for OHIP to pay for your breast boost if you want it. You don’t have to make a decision about that immediately, though. Here is your requisition for your next blood work. Do you need a new prescription for your Estradiol? I’ll call it through to your pharmacy.”

Julie left and found a café where she had a sandwich and a coffee, then went across the city to Dr. Pargetter’s office. Dr. Pargetter welcomed her.

“So, Alison has married Paul, has she?”

“Yes.” 

“Was that hard for you?”

“Yes and no. I knew we were doing the right thing, but 40 years of marriage is difficult to ignore!”

“Indeed, it is.”

“But now I am fully free to be me, at last. And that is delicious. It is so lovely to be able to choose what dresses or skirts I can wear today. Almost everyone in Lapworth accepts me without question. That is so great. I saw Dr. Donald this morning and she has started the OHIP request for gender correction surgery. I guess you need to countersign that, don’t you?”

“Good, I am glad to hear that. It takes a while to get the approval and then there is quite a waiting list for the surgery, but Dr. Donald will refer you as soon as she gets the approval. I think you said you wanted to go to Toronto for that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I would prefer not to go out of province. I hear they do person-to-person follow up which Montreal does not do. So yes, all things considered, I would prefer Women’s College Hospital.”

Dr. Donald smiled. 

“That seems wise to me.”

They spent the rest of the appointment time talking about Julie’s transition and relationships.

A few days later, Julie received her name change certificate. She was legally Julie Anne now. She no longer needed to use her ‘dead name’. Another step to her total freedom to be herself. She had already changed her gender markers with Service Ontario. Her passport was due for renewal.  She could enclose her name change certificate. Then she could cross international borders again without cross-dressing as a man. Maybe one day she would go back to England to see her parents and her brother and his family. Maybe see Francis and Margaret and even Alison’s surviving family. She was revelling in her female freedom.
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It was Wednesday evening. Julie entered the hall where the trans group in Mona met. She had been to two meetings previously. She was greeted by a trans lady named Valerie and her trans boyfriend, Peter. They each gave her a hug. Valerie wanted to develope a friendship with Julie. Julie liked her, but wished she did not smoke, mainly for her health’s sake but a little because of the clinging stale cigarette smell which hung for a while.

Sally called the group together.

“Let’s get started, shall we? I’ll start. I’m Sally. Pronouns she/her. I don’t think there is anything new from last time, in my life.” She nodded at Ruby, her wife.
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