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TART

by Gabrielle Johnson

I always found entering a bar so stressful. I usually
held onto Moira�s arm very firmly as we clattered up the
steps, the aroma of beer and whatever they cleansed the
floors of the place with, making my nose wrinkle. It was a
pretty nose, thin, �aquiline�, my mother had called it when
I complained about it. It showed that I came from aristo-
cratic blood, she said to me; so don�t complain.

I didn�t complain any more when Moira sighed and
said she wished that she had a nose as feminine as mine.
That made me feel great as the two of us did our makeup,
overdid it, really, making ourselves look like what we
wanted to be. We were two heavily made up, heavily
scented girls, �tarts� as we English called one another,
heading out for a night on the town, dropping into a local



pub, we hoped it would seem, to check out the action
there.

There usually was someone who wanted to buy us a
drink, sit with us if there was a cabaret or music hall go-
ing on, even walk us home at the end of the night for a lit-
tle snogging, that�s English for heavy petting, under the
bushes at the end of Moira�s garden. Moira was always
able to rescue me if I got too much into it with a soldier
off the American base. There were so many of them
around and they were always on the lookout for pretty
girls who wanted to flirt and who would pay their dues
for the money spent on them over a night at the pub. We
loved to �pay our dues�, girls like Moira and me.

But going into a bar, particularly a new one, one we
hadn�t been in before as �tarts�, was always thrilling, excit-
ing, exhilarating and fear-inducing. The pub was a man�s
domain. Yes, there were always women in there, but not
women by themselves, buying their own drinks, dressed
in mini-skirts and tight tops, long legs encased in nylon as
we swayed at the bar if it was crowded. Not women by
themselves, unless they were tarts, which was a fair de-
scription of Moira and me, and what we wanted to be.

There was always someone, of course, who would of-
fer us a place to sit. And so we�d sit and cross our legs for
the brave guys, they were usually American from the
nearby air base, and so polite. Soon, we�d ask them de-
murely where they came from and what it was like there.
Pretty soon, they�d want to buy us a drink. Sometimes,
we�d let them; sometimes, we insisted on paying our own
way.

I let Moira be the one to decide that. She had so much
more experience than me in being a tart. She was able to
recognize almost right away which ones would be too ag-
gressive and give us trouble on leaving. And the last thing
that girls like us wanted was to have trouble on leaving.



What was really nice was when one of the guys we
hooked up with had a car.

Oh, yes, we were always on for a little drive. And no,
we didn�t mind the driver stopping in a lovers� lane to
show us the sights of the town we knew so well. And we
were always ready for a little spooning, as the old-fash-
ioned guys called it, under the moon and stars.

The first time I had to do some �necking� with Paul, an
American, in the front seat of his car, I almost died. It
helped that Moira and Tex were doing it much more
fiercely, in the back seat, than was possible for Paul and
me to do with the gearshift between us.

�That was the first guy you�ve ever kissed,� Moira had
giggled in my ear as we stood on the doorstep of her
darkened house and waved to the men who had given us
such a good time. �You did really well!� she enthused.
�You were really getting all girlie and worked up there,
weren�t you? I could tell!�

�You were going at it worse than me,� I accused my
new best friend. �He had his hands all over your legs, up
your dress, and you weren�t stopping him at all! And Paul
wasn�t the first guy I�ve ever kissed, if you think about it.�

Moira put her arm about my pinched-in waist as she
opened the door to her house. We clattered our way in,
our high heels resounding on the lino tiles of the foyer.
We didn�t have to worry about waking up the other girls,
the excuse we�d used to leave the boys in their car on the
street. No, there weren�t any girls in the house to wake
up. There wasn�t anyone or anything in the house to wake
up at all.

�Let�s make some tea,� said Moira, her Irish accent ap-
pearing as she relaxed her voice. She smiled, her lipstick
as ruined as mine must be as she went into the back room
which acted as a kitchen. �Don�t go running off to



change,� she said. �Come and have some girl talk over tea
and tell me all about Paul kissing you.�

�You tell me about Tex,� I said with a smile to her,
looking at my hair in the mirror. It was firmly in place,
just as Moira had said that it would be, even though Paul
had stroked it and pressed it against me when he�d kissed
me, making my lips pout as I tried to resist him. But that
was when it had begun to be so �interesting� to me.

Interesting? No, that�s really not the right word. In-
triguing? Yes. Exciting? Well, I would only admit that to
myself in my most private dreams. Arousing? Oh yes,
definitely, and when I�d dared to put my arms about Paul,
it had been so wonderful to feel as feminine as I did and
to hear his whispered compliments as he kissed my ears
and my earrings until it was my mouth searching out his
to be kissed more and more.

Tex, I gathered, was a married man and he knew what
he wanted and why he wasn�t going to get it, Moira had
laughed at me. �If we meet them again, though,� she�d
warned me, �Tex won�t be satisfied with just the petting
that we did with the boys tonight. He�s going to want a
lot more from girls like us.�

�Girls like us?� I�d asked her, a little mystified as I sat,
my legs femininely crossed. �We, we�re just girls, aren�t
we, out for a girl�s night out?�

Moira had laughed at me. �Dressed like you are,
sweetheart?� she asked. �No, Jane, you�re not a dowdy,
little virgin dressed like that.� That�s the way she�d de-
scribed me when we first met. �Now, my lovely girl, you
are a tart, a flirt, a girl who�s looking for it, asking for it.
As I am.�

�I�m not asking for it!� I�d exclaimed in fright.
�No,� agreed Moira. �But that�s what boys will say

about us if we play our cards right. Don�t you want to end



each evening as we just did with Paul and Tex? Don�t we
deserve to be treated in the way that they treated us in the
car? Don�t you feel all feminine and wonderful after hav-
ing a man�s hands all over you, caressing you, while he�s
telling you that you�re the prettiest girl he�s ever kissed?�

I�d trembled as I realized that Moira must have heard
all the things that Paul was whispering to me, asking me
to go out with him again, to date him. Well, I hadn�t gone
out with him again as Moira wouldn�t go to the same bar
twice. It was safer for us to meet guys just for first dates,
she said. They really didn�t expect a girl to put out on a
first date, even tarts like us.

So, on our latest night out, as we went into the lounge
of the Galley Inn, advertizing its �Olde Tyme Music Hall�
as its Saturday night entertainment, I steeled myself for
the inevitable inspection that Moira and I had to go
through as we eased over to an open table. We slid our
gloves from our hands, putting them with our purses,
opening our new, fashionable, short, female-shaping coats
as we crossed our smooth, hairless legs. Masculine eyes
were popping out of their heads at us, making me quiver
but in a nice way inside, all warm and fuzzy.

�Baby chams?� asked the older waitress.
�White wine,� said Moira in her cultured English

voice. I was trying to make mine the same as hers. But of-
ten I just whispered, particularly if a boy was really ag-
gressive with me, asking me questions all the time,
instead of talking about himself, as boys should.

�Put those on my tab, Mabel,� said a dark-haired man
in a brown uniform jacket and tan slacks at the table be-
hind us.

An American soldier, an officer, I noted in surprise,
with another like him.



�That is, if you girls aren�t waiting for your boy
friends to come in,� said the man, who was what, six,
seven years older than me, no, even more. �Guys who
think that we Yanks are stealing all the pretty girls in
town? We�ve heard it since we got here that what�s wrong
with us is that we�re overbearing, overdrinking, overloud,
oversexed, and over here!�



Moira giggled. She can do that in such a lovely, femi-
nine way. I wish that I could be so natural in doing that as
well. �Well,� she said, in her lilting, English voice, �the
war has been over for decades now. Don�t you think that
you boys should be going home soon?�

�And leave your wonderful islands and its beautiful
women to be ravaged by dreadful foreigners,� said the
American, standing up and joining us at the table. Oh,
this looked like it could be another wonderful night for
Moira and me. His friend got up and joined us as well.

�What do you English say?� Garth, the second guy,
asked, as Dwight, the first, frowned. �All wogs start at
Calais, don�t they?�

I saw Dwight Brennan�s lips purse and knew he didn�t
like the insult that I�d heard since I was a kid. �Ah, oui,
monsieur, c�est vrai,� I said in a whisper. Oh, yessir, that�s
true. I didn�t say that it would also apply to Americans,
that they would be �wogs� as well. But Brennan smiled at
me and I felt a shiver run through me at the look in his
eyes. Oh, careful of this one, Moira, I said to myself.

�We should pay for our own drinks as well,� I said in
my highest, most lilting tones of upper class English.

Moira glanced at me and smiled, her lovely, red hair
framing her pretty, madeup face so gloriously. I wished
that mine would hurry up and grow so that I wouldn�t
have to wear the wigs that I always did when we went
out. The ash-blonde pageboy I wore was often hot and it
certainly was heavy. But it did look so real and femininely
attractive and so I supposed that I could suffer it.

�We only came in for a quick one,� Moira said to the
Americans who protested that pretty girls should never
pay for their drinks. �We have to meet our ride very soon
and head up West.�



�Long way to go,� said Brennan with a smile, glancing
at his watch. �There�ll only be night clubs open by the
time you girls get there. You should stay here and let us
take you to,� he grinned, making a shiver run through
me, as he did look so nice, so kind and so amused, the
kind to show a girl a really good time, �to Ye Olde Tyme
Music Hall. Garth and I were discussing it with Charlotte
there.�

He smiled and saluted our buxom waitress who lifted
her eyes to the sky as she watched the Americans moving
in on Moira and me. She quite clearly recognized us girls
for what we were. �Charlotte says it�s supposed to be re-
ally good,� Dwight went on. �Even the newspapers say it
is.�

�And expensive, at twenty pounds a ticket, and not
even one free drink,� said Moira, not moving Garth�s arm
from about her shoulder that he�d casually draped there.

The white wine arrived, cold, as I liked it. I took a sip
and there was the familiar mark on the wineglass that al-
ways delighted me so. My lipstick stained the surface of
the glass as Moira�s did hers. She smiled and changed
legs, re-crossing them with such a feminine rasp of stock-
ing on stocking that I was excited a little, knowing that I
could do that as well. My Yank would appreciate it as
much as Moira�s Yank seemed to appreciate what he
heard as well.

Brennan went on about shows that he�d seen in Lon-
don, particularly at the Windmill Theatre. Surely, girls as
pretty as us would know the place. Of course we did and
blushed to be compared to the fabulous showgirls of the
Windmill�s chorus line.

Moira ignored my remark about buying our own
drinks, my tip-off to her that I thought these guys might
be a little too old, too experienced for us, that we might



end up exposed in ways that we didn�t want. She let the
Americans convince us that we should go into Ye Olde
Tyme Music hall with them, letting them pay for our
drinks and the tickets, eighty pounds, nearly two hundred
dollars. That was a lot laid out on us for the evening, I
thought with a shiver, as they wanted to treat us, and
themselves, to a �regular� English evening. We could al-
ways go up West another night, couldn�t we?

Since the music hall was about to start, �just like
American vaudeville,� Dwight Brennan explained to his
friend, we had to gather our purses and coats, Moira and
I, and let the men lead us into the show room. Dwight
took charge of me, treating me so courteously as if I was
made of precious china or something. I hardly felt his arm
about my waist as he guided me into the �Olde Tyme Mu-
sic Hall�, even carrying my drink for me.

I�d been certain that a man like Dwight Brennan
would be too much for Moira and me. But he didn�t seem
that way at all. He actually didn�t seem to be anything
that I should be afraid of, and so I started to relax with
him. He really did treat me as if I was a princess or some-
thing, not a girl he�d just picked up in a bar. It was a real
step-up from the usual guys Moira and I went with. Some
guys were a little afraid of pretty girls in bright lipstick
and heavy makeup, but, others, well, they had their hands
on my tush and were feeling my panties and stocking
tops in minutes of us meeting.

�You haven�t come here before?� Brennan asked me as
we found the huge place crowded and noisy. We were
separated almost right away from Moira and Garth, caus-
ing me to panic a little. Moira was usually the one to initi-
ate all the flirtatious talk that we did with the boys we
went with. I just smiled and laughed along with her,
pouted in all the right places, shivery thrills running
through me as I played a flirty girl, tossing my hair and



swishing my dress about myself, just as Moira did, to
show that I was just like her, a real tart.

�No, I�ve never come here before,� I said, forcing my
voice to lilt. I smiled and tossed my hair back, letting my
long earrings caress my neck, which was so delightful.

Brennan frowned. �What do you think of female im-
personators, then?� he asked me.

Panic ran through me. For a moment, I was sure he
was talking about Moira and me. And Moira was further
down the rows from us, kissing Garth�s mouth, her hips
touching his as she and Garth seemed to be really getting
along.

�That�s what the headliner in this show us supposed
to be tonight,� said Brennan, assisting me to put my
silk-lined coat over my chair as I nervously, guiltily, wig-
gled into the tight space left for us by the people on either
side. He showed me a playbill stuck to the opening in the
table where he wanted me to sit.

�Tonight, Mrs Shufflebotham� was the playbill�s head-
line with a picture of a typical woman that you�d find
anywhere in England, her hair permed, her face made up
to accentuate her black, beady eyes. Oh, yes, I thought
with a shiver of fright. She could definitely be a man.
Look at the cleft chin and the suspicion of an Adam�s ap-
ple, disguised by the heavy makeup, the necklace, long,
curled hair and long earrings �she� wore in the headshot
portrait of �her�.

�I�m surprised that it�s so crowded in here!� Brennan
went on with a laugh. �I didn�t know that you English
were so turned on by, what�s the word, kinky, yes, kinky
guys, that�s the right word, isn�t it?�

�It, it�s not like that!� I gasped. �It�s more like the
dame in pantomime.� Brennan looked at me, completely
lost. I tried to explain to him all about pantomime and



pantomime traditions, broad, comic productions of chil-
dren�s stories, set to music and dance where the principal
actors were women, one being Cinderella and another
Prince Charming. So, male comic actors would then play
the principal woman�s part, the �dame�, the mother or the
queen in other pantos.

�Queens,� smiled Brennan. �Oh, we really do under-
stand what queens are in America. I thought you had
your own version over here, Royalty!�

�You, you won�t enjoy this,� I had to say to Brennan
with a shiver. �I, I think that we should go, Moira and me.
Oh, I should get Moira. We should go up West, after all!�

�After what Garth and I paid for these tickets,�
laughed Brennan, putting the stubs on the long table in
front of us. �Look, the show�s about to start. Let me get
you a fresh drink. Garth and I are really broadminded,
Jane. We�re not going to be upset by a comedian in a
dress. Look, we have the same thing in America, you
know. Or didn�t you get Flip Wilson as Geraldine over
here, or Milton Berle. No, that�s way before my time as
well, though he has a reputation for it. Maybe the Shuf-
fling Bottom woman will be as good as Benny Hill!�

A great fanfare introduce a guy in a tall, shiny, black,
top hat, curled whiskers and a monocle. The crowd was
laughing and booing him as he walked across the stage,
bowing and taking off his hat in salute to the audience.
There was a sort of desk to one side and when he got
there, he hammered unbelievably loudly with his gavel,
the noise like gunshots and making some of us girls jump
nervously. It only made our boy friends hug us more
tightly as Dwight did me, smiling down at my anxious
face.

�Ladies and gentlemen!� shouted our master of cere-
monies for the evening, speaking in his version of upper



class, lah-di-dah English, as we called it, his voice slipping
all the time as he tried to use big words when small ones
would have done equally well. He bandied words right
away with the men who�d taken up station against the
stage to drink and to heckle the performers, it became
abundantly clear.

�And so to start your hevening�s hentertainment,�
said our interlocutor, as he called himself, �a musical
hinterlude of precipitate and high-faluting hexcess, from
the Clapham Junction Opera Society,� there was no such
thing in the working class area of London that bore that
name, �here is Signora Angelica Celleriaghetti with the
aria from Punchajudi�s Mamma Mia Maria!�

She was a big person with arms like a stevedore. She
had masses of blonde hair but could she ever sing well in
her high, soprano voice, doing all kinds of vocal tricks
that had the audience applauding and laughing at the
same time. The thing was that she, and I really mean he,
pranced about the stage like a little girl, swirling the volu-
minous dress about to show off white high heels, white
stockings, and ruffled white knickers. She was also sing-
ing about her lovers and how they did her wrong, gestur-
ing at different hecklers as she described what they did to
her. The guys were standing as she indicated her lost
loves, proud to be singled out for the laughing audience
or so it seemed.

Looking at another man in a dress, singing, being ap-
plauded and catcalled by a raucous group of guys, sent
shivers all through me. I wondered if Moira felt at all the
same as me as we watched the heavily madeup
cross-dresser cavort across the stage.

Then of course, �she� was joined by a whole chorus line
of beautiful girls in skimpy costumes, showing off female
curves that made Angelica so jealous; she treated them
badly before taking off one girl�s wig and she had a crew



cut, clearly a guy though she looked as real as all the oth-
ers in her wig.

I was blushing as the crowd was whooping in laughter
as the girls squealed and danced away like ballerinas, An-
gelica aping the way they moved with elephantine grace.
As she left, the girls, including the one who had had her
wig removed, began a high-kicking routine that showed
off shapely, girls� legs and bouncy, women�s figures.

�Do you think there were any real women in that lot?�
whispered Dwight Brennan to me, smiling away. His
hand went about my shoulder, partly to protect me from
the waitress passing by with her loaded tray of drinks,
but, oh, how I shivered as he pointed at three girls, at
least, who seemed to have bouncing breasts just like the
waitress who was trying to serve us all.

�It�s going to be that kind of Saturday night,� drawled
Mr Master of Ceremonials, as he now called himself, as all
the girls squealed like, well, like girls, as they exited the
stage, leaving the emcee to bandy with the rowdies in the
audience. Our bawdy host made me shiver as he dared
one would-be tormentor to come up on the stage us and
show us his and he could pick any girl he liked, he knew
the dude would pick Angelica, pronouncing it An-
gel-like-her, �cos he liked-a her, and she�d show us hers.

Brennan thought it was funny and tried with the rest
of the crowd to get the heckler onto the stage as the band
played striptease music. I could only sit there and wonder
about what idiots we locals in the audience were all show-
ing ourselves to be to the Americans from the air base.

Mr Congeniality had a hundred jokes to tell and prom-
ised more but John and George had a dance to show us. I
don�t know which was which but the girl in the pair was a
fantastic contortionist. She danced and smiled so girlishly
as she was hurled about by her burly companion.



�They�re really good,� Dwight Brennan said to me, let-
ting me go enough, so that he, and me as well, could join
in the general applause. But he put his arm back about me
and bought me another cold glass of wine as Mr Presti-
digitator did magic tricks and swapped more insults with
the audience.

�What do you mean, that was a woman and a man?�
our fumbling magician asked the guys in front who were
yelling at him. �That was John and George. You didn�t be-
lieve me?�

Of course the guys didn�t and so �George� had to come
out, halfway changed into a glittering, sequinned dress,
breasts filling the bra about �his� chest. Just when the em-
cee had us all convinced that George was really Georgina,
he casually brushed off George�s wig, showing off an-
other shaved head!

�Oh, George,� Mr Apologetic cried. �I really didn�t
know, my darling, last night in my bed, that you were a
female impersonator!� George posed femininely and I
suppose �she� could have been a girl with a shaved head.
She put her wig back on and then passionately kissed the
monocled emcee, his body spreadeagled and kicking over
his desk, fighting and getting free of �her� at last, George
leaving the stage in exaggerated fashion as if she was a
model.

�And George really likes your girl friend,� said our
emcee to the guy who�d been so adamant that �George�
was a girl. �Come round after the show, love, and we�ll
double date.�

It was almost a relief when a boys� singing group fol-
lowed and did a bunch of boy band songs. A Northern
comic followed with a string of off-color jokes about his
sexual exploits with �your girl friend, mate,� to the first



heckler who tried to interrupt his flow of one-liners and
the laughs he was getting.

Of course, as the man who was bringing us all what
we wanted said to us, beating heavily with his gavel, the
next item was brought at huge expense for the men to
feast their eyes on, a veritable smorgasbord of feminine
pulchritude, the Olde Tyme chorus girls.

�Not as pretty as the girl I�m with,� whispered Dwight
Brennan in my ear and below us, I could see that Garth
must be saying the same thing to Moira as she was kissing
him most hungrily.

We watched a chorus girl number, full of high kicks
by gorgeous girls, several of whom Brennan said weren�t
girls at all. My head was pounding as I sat there in my lit-
tle dress, my legs crossed to show off how feminine I was
and there were all these other men who were so much
more feminine than me, being admired and spotted by the
man with me!

�How, how do you know?� I whispered to Brennan
who insisted that the two gorgeous blondes on the end
were female impersonators. I certainly couldn�t tell.

�Charlotte told us,� Brennan whispered back. �She
said that they�d be in the private lounge for drinks after
the show and we could pick them up if we liked. Well, I
much prefer my pretty girl friend to be a real girl like you,
Jane, and not some simpering caricature.�

I shuddered inside and didn�t tell Brennan that he was
caressing a �simpering caricature� of a woman. So was his
friend Garth. In fact, Garth was doing a lot more than just
caress. He was kissing Moira most openly and she seemed
to be loving it, probably wondering why I wasn�t kissing
Dwight Brennan as much as she was kissing Garth.

I had to pretend as well that I liked it as Dwight
laughed at the outrageous jokes told by the emcee, he



even taking one of the chorus girls whom we knew was a
male, or so Brennan said, and giving �her� to the most out-
spoken of her hecklers.

That sure shut him up as it isn�t easy to talk with a
showgirl sitting in your lap, kissing and stroking your
hair, pressing your face into her obviously real breasts
while the other blonde, long-haired female impersonator
was lip-synching to Fergie, gyrating suggestively as she
did the song all about her womanly lumps and humps,
with the chorus line dancing suggestively with her.

�It�s a sexy show, isn�t it?� laughed Dwight, squeezing
me to him. �Even if you were up there, Jane, I don�t think
I could tell which of you blondes was the real girl and
which wasn�t!�

I felt so sick as he said that and a new girl took over as
emcee, talking in a little girl�s voice, pretending to be an
empty-headed blonde, while she told the most outrageous
jokes about the sex she had with different men, including
the hecklers in the audience. With everyone laughing at
them, they didn�t seem so ready to go on calling out, par-
ticularly as the blonde girl went and sat in the lap of the
rudest guy and put his hands on her breasts as she wig-
gled against him, kissing him, leaving her lipstick in fact
on the faces and lips of a dozen men in the crowd.

Mr Director returned in an outrageous, glittering outfit
to introduce another �production� number, and then there
were more acrobats, jugglers, dancers, singers, a few fe-
male impersonators, some of whom you could tell as
Brennan pointed out to me, by the Adam�s apples in their
necks.

The last part of the ninety minute show first had a Ma-
donna impersonator who might have been Madonna her-
self, her costumes and choreography a ripoff of the
famous woman.



Then, like all the other women at the end, Madonna
took off her wig to show that she wasn�t a woman as did
most of the �girls� who danced with her so femininely and
sexily. They all deserved the ovation they got for the
show that they put on.

Mrs Shufflebotham, I realized, I�d seen on television.
She never let on in any way that she was a man. She told
one joke after another as a woman scorned by the men in
her life, appealing to all the women in the audience, once
directly in my direction, that made me blush to the roots
of my real hair beneath my wig. I was actually able to sit
for a while and join in the general laughter around me as
Dwight laughed and laughed at Mrs Shufflebotham�s de-
scription of her affair with an American pilot, confusion
abounding over the language oddities of English spoken
in Northern English and American accents.

�That was really a great show,� enthused Dwight as
Garth and Moira rejoined us, smiling broadly like every-
one else in the audience.

But it was a relief to me that it was over. I so identified
with the �girls� on the stage. I envied them so much. I
would have loved to watch them on video or something
by myself when I would have laughed and applauded
like many people around us. But that might have said
something about me to others. I was so embarrassed at all
the compliments Dwight paid to all the performers in the
show.

�What did you think, Moira?� Dwight had to ask her.
�Jane didn�t like it much. I think the idea of men in
dresses really put her off.�

�That�s the way that lots of women are, Dwight,� said
Moira with a bright smile, Garth�s arms firmly about her
by then. �But I really enjoyed the whole show, even the
emcee. You don�t think they were really female imperson-



ators up there, did you? Garth was trying to tell me that
they weren�t all girls! If that was the case, as I said to
Garth, I wish I could look as good as a girl as most of
those guys did.�


