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MY TORMENTED LIVES 

                                         Part 1 called
 “Ian Remembers”

IAN and ILLIANNA

We are the one and the same!

The start of our story I suppose should recognise the registration of my first official documents 
Birth Certificate issued on the twelfth of March 1940 describing the sex of the child at birth as that of a boy as was observed by a doctors visual inspection of the genitalia and as a result given the name of IAN CUPID 

My Father (Walter Cooper Cupid) and Mother (Ada Appleyard) were married on the fourth of June in 1938, and my older brother who was given the name of Dan Cupid when born on the second of January in 1939, after my Mother had experienced a very short and difficult pregnancy. Immediately after Dan’s birth my Father and Mother decided it was still worth the further risk to try for a baby girl as well to complete their proposed family as soon as possible, before anything happened to separate them. Firstly because of my Mothers ongoing health problems with her heart, (having been born with an undetected hole in the heart and having also endured bouts of rheumatic fever during her teenage years further weakening her already stressed heart). Which was further exacerbated during my Mothers difficult pregnancy, accordingly my Mother was strongly advised by her doctor not to attempt to have any more children at all, because the risks were now more compounded after having gone through the earlier difficult pregnancy which had put immense pressure on her fragile body. But both Mum and Dad reasoned that with the spectre of warfare ever threatening, it was quite feasible that one or the other could become a casualty of the ever threatening violence that was looming right across that part of the world at that time. Then in June of 1939 only twelve months after they were married, it was discovered that my Mother was pregnant again with her second child. During the pregnancy all the usual amateur tests that were available at that time like the swinging needle etc and other old wives fables, convinced everyone that the baby that she was expecting would be a girl which was exactly what they were both hoping for. But to their immense disappointment when I was born on the twelfth of March in 1940, because of my external physical sexual characteristics evident it was noted on my birth certificate that I was declared to be a boy to be given the name of Ian Cupid. Little did anyone know at that time how wrong they were and that I had been born into a body with the wrong sexual characteristics, (and as even I was soon to realise) I was definitely a girl in all other essences of the word. My birth was a home birth in our family residence which was situated in rows of attached terrace houses in Barrow-in-Furness in Lancashire (now Cumbria), which is situated in the far north west of England. During the same period as the German bombing blitzes were being carried out all across Britain during that particular stage of the Second World War.

Our house at No. 2 Dundalk Street Barrow-in-Furness was situated directly across the road from the heavy industrial area, and also the huge shipyards of Barrow-in-Furness. According to family reports since, within an hour or so after my birth the whole block of brick double storey terrace houses collapsed around us, and all of our neighbours causing multiple casualties. As a consequence of a direct hit on to the adjoining shipyards, by explosives being dropped from German aircraft. My mother, older brother and I, being saved by being crammed into a mattress lined alcove that, my father had constructed under the stairwell for us to use in an emergency, In the unfortunate eventuality that something horrendous like that might happen while he was away on duty for the Royal Air Force, doing aerodrome and aircraft protection and the other risky air field duties getting the planes away on their missions and on returning be able to land safely again at their base in foggy conditions. The safety cage construction was just a precaution in case while he was away on duty if my mum was unable to reach the safety of the nearby air raid shelters in time, with us by now two babies in tow when the air raid sirens sounded so she’d have a safe haven to escape to. Consequently as a result of all the devastation and destruction that was occurring in and around Barrow, the authorities decided to then house as many of the remaining civilian survivors, in temporary housing in the old Nissan huts that were situated all around the old disused aerodrome, out on Walney Island. Walney Island was a small island in the North Sea that was joined to Barrow Island by a very long bridge, which hadn't that long been built, as up until that time a ferry was the only way of getting across the short stretch of fluctuating tidal water separating Walney and Barrow Islands. Barrow Island was itself joined to the City of Barrow-in-Furness, situated on the extreme eastern point of the mainland peninsular by another even longer moveable bridge, which was situated right in the middle of the shipyards. This bridge could be swivelled mid channel right out of the way, so that there was enough room to get the great big ocean liners, and battleships, that were being built at the shipyards out through to the open sea. (Eventually over time this channel was enclosed and built over when the British nuclear submarine project came in to production at Barrow, Making it necessary for massive extensions to the dry docks where the whole area was excavated deeper and fully roofed and sealed completely over for the protection of the local residents in case of radiation contamination from nuclear leakage under the United Kingdom’s national security interests, Out at the disused aerodrome on Walney Island everybody was now housed all together in the huge Nissan huts. Here they had to hang up pieces of material as room dividers, so that each family had some sort of privacy from each other.  As well as some sort of privacy between the parents and their own children. Being little children as we were we could intermingle with anyone we wanted to; (it was great living amongst all of our Uncles and Aunts and cousins). Also being out on an island there was seawater, sandbanks and sandy beaches, everywhere for us to play to our hearts content. But because the German bombers were systematically destroying, as much of the buildings, and roads and bridges, and also killing as many of the civilian population, as they possibly could throughout the whole county. And because more and more families kept being sent out to the already overcrowded island from the surrounding destroyed villages. It was eventually then decided by the military authorities, that because of the sheer volume of unnecessary civilian deaths and injuries, to then disperse all of the rest of the men, women and children, who were not directly working in the Barrow shipyards away from further harm out to the small villages amongst the lakes of the nearby mountainous countryside further to the west. I suffered my first serious head injury when my older brother, (Dan!) tipped me out of my pram and off the edge of the railway station platform at Barrow-in-Furness down onto the railway lines below, as we were all waiting for the train to arrive to  evacuate us out to the more rural areas. Where we were placed with farmers and their families and billeted in their homes and outbuildings, fortunately for us with all our close relatives still housed nearby, this was up a long narrow winding lane right up in this narrow steep sided valley called Long Sleddale. This was situated right up in the isolated mountainous area, further inland still from a place called Kendal. This became something of a humane disaster all round really because we were all snowed in for the best part of nine months up this little narrow by then impassable lane, (In fact apparently the winters of 1939-40-41 were the coldest and longest period under snow on record) in northern England. And it was apparently a nightmare getting food and supplies and health services up the valley to all the women and children sheltering up there (as the men folk were either left working in the shipyards or away serving in the military forces somewhere out in the wide world,The authorities then decided to refurbish whatever old derelict or empty houses that were available in the little surrounding villages; we were transferred to a village called Burton (now called Burton-in-Kendal). And this was where a few of the other evacuated families were also to be housed, at least temporarily for only a couple of years until more permanent housing could be built. Unfortunately in the process my Mum and we two children were separated from all of our other close relatives from the Barrow-in-Furness area, (which would have been quite devastating for my Mum, as being from Manchester before she married my dad left her in reality all alone with two little children). These relatively few years incidentally are the only real extremely vague memories that I have of my Mother, and the only place where I can only just vaguely remember of where I lived in England as a small child. It was where I was aware that my Mother was always very active and was always busy and moving around but with a loving word and plenty of time for a hug or a kiss and cuddle. During this seemingly endless time of deep motherly love, are the only real memories that I can only really recall of being with my Mother. And I was aware of frequent visits by my Auntie (May Hall) from Manchester and her ever expanding brood of children, or having visits from Grandma Cupid and always with Auntie Cathy in tow to look after us and play with us. As I started to get a little older it easily came to my mind that I was in all reality really a little girl even at that tender age, and I used to repeatedly impress this believe of mine on to my Mother by calling myself as her little girl. But she couldn't hide the disappointment in her eyes, that to everyone else I didn't look physically like an ordinary girl was supposed to look like when I was undressed. It was here while living at the Church Bank Cottages; I once remember that we had to jump out of one of the upstairs windows down on to the snow below, so that we could dig the snow away from the front doorway, to get out of the house in the morning. We hardly ever saw our Dad, only when he came home on leave from the Royal Air Force (so he was practically always a stranger to us), While we were living in this row of old derelict but liveable houses my Mother became pregnant again, I think desperately hoping that this time she would get a daughter at last, but she started getting more and more poorly more and more often the longer the pregnancy progressed having lots of visits from the doctor. After giving birth to another boy who was given the name of Brian Cupid on the third of November in 1944, (who by all comparisons to me was definitely a boy in all regards and mannerisms being very big and robust), my Mother apparently gave up any hope of ever being able to have a normal daughter, no matter how many times I told her I was really her little girl. She gradually became a very seriously ill woman for nearly another four years after Brian’s birth until she passed away on the fourteenth of September in 1948.Meanwhile my brother and I and the rest of the so called "Barrow" children and our visiting cousins, Were off in our own little safe and secure childhood world. Now that we were out in the country and away from the danger of bombs or aircraft gunfire, we could go off and play anywhere together, At times we would go off on our own, up through the open fields nearly next door eating the raw vegetables, including turnips and radishes out of the farmer’s crops, as we went higher and higher up and out onto the fells high above the village, to play and explore for the whole day. Once getting into trouble off the farmer on our return down off the fells, for trampling his corn while getting up to the usual childhood antics and getting told to keep to the right of way in future when we were in his fields. Often we spent all of the day playing out up on the fells in what appeared to be olden day ruins and these structured rocky outcrops, in amongst the gorse bushes with all the nasty prickles, until we staggered back home at the end of the day thoroughly exhausted. Other times we would just go out exploring everywhere throughout the village. Like any other old early centuries places this village was crammed full of old buildings, with nooks and crannies and all this ancient history from being an old Middle Ages market town. But we didn't know anything about that sort of stuff back then, only that it was all new and exciting to us, and was a great place for our inquisitive little children’s minds to imagine all sorts of things. We all became very much healthier, as we were now getting plenty of fresh food, milk, eggs, vegetables and even fresh damsons, straight from our tree in the garden. Instead of the "Yuk" powdered stuff we had to eat when we were cooped up back in the City of Barrow-in-Furness. It was absolutely smashing for us bunch of little children from a dirty, busy and overcrowded industrial city, like Barrow-in-Furness was at that time especially with the war going on all around us, and having had to run to the underground air raid shelters all the time when the sirens sounded, it was very frightening especially as we were so small and helpless in those fearful times. In the meantime we got on with our new and exciting life. Which meant us transplanted Barrow City children, eventually finished up having to travel all the way to another town called Carnforth. Which was a larger town closer towards Lancaster, to attend our schooling; Carnforth was where Dan and I had to first walk Brian to his pre school, on our way to the Carnforth Junior School. This all came about because after not mingling with the local children beforehand as we were growing up, because the area we were living in was quite separate from the main Burton township back then, But the local children in the Burton Junior School when we started there, when we became old enough kept bashing all us "townie" kids up at the local junior school, for no reason, I suppose, other than they were just village kids and we were outsiders, and they didn’t want to associate with us "evacuees" (as I’ve just been reminded of by the local inn owner on my last visit there how they had derided us children as a derogative name calling exercise) at their school. After a while we were all moved into a brand new housing area that had been built on open land alongside a lane called Drovers Way, just below and to the railway side of the main village. Here on this side of the village we would go off playing down by the canal and catch the fish from out of the pools that were formed whenever the canal overflowed from the rain. Or else standing and watching and hanging on for dear life from up on the top walkway of the overhead pedestrian bridge spanning the railway platforms, we could experience "The Flying Scotsman" go roaring up the railway line underneath us, it was going so fast it would shake the whole structure and frightened the living daylights out of us, (It Was Great)! (We weren't really allowed down in the direction of the canal, or the railway line for that matter so we had to keep quiet about being down that way). In fact the railway pedestrian bridge and the Burton & Holme railway station platforms have now all been removed with just the through tracks remaining. And the remaining building on the town side converted to a gardening and soil business, It was while we were living at Burton, that our Grandma often came up on the train as the Barrow train line joined the main line at Carnforth and then she swapped trains and came down to Burton with our Auntie Cathy, (who was only slightly older than my older brother Dan) for holidays. We would go down to their house in Barrow-in-Furness for holidays too when it was safe to do so. My Dad came from a family of eight and he was the oldest and Auntie Cathy was the youngest so she was more our age than his. She has said that after my Mum and Dad got married and they moved in with them all at Grandad and Grandma’s house in Lumley street Barrow-in-Furness, she latched onto my Mum as her mentor as her Mum and Dad (Granddad and Grandma to us) were so much older and even her older brothers and sisters and she said she could really relate and talk more modern “girly” things much more easily with my Mum, as my Mum had come from the big city of Manchester not some sea side backwater as Barrow is. My Mothers sister Auntie May, and some of her eventual six children, would also often come down for holidays from Manchester too, and we went up to Manchester just as often for visits to their house (as Granddad and Grandma Appleyard lived in Manchester too). It was while we were up there once I can remember travelling on my first tram car, (and to now live in Melbourne the city of trams) and another time on a trolley bus which they still had running in Perth, Western Australia, in the 60’s. Ironically! I was to find out only recently that one of those children, ("John" the younger one) has been trying to migrate out to Australia from Britain with his wife “Ruth” and family for many years and still is trying to this very day. But! They haven’t yet been quite able to amass enough points to get the approval to immigrate into Australia. (It just gets that so much harder too as one gets older too as the points required are harder to accumulate as you get toward the end of your working life). If I'd only known about my Mums forgotten family earlier I could have sponsored them (as it was once permitted for cousins to do) where as back then it could have probably just made up enough of those points for them to be able to come over here to Australia to live here when John and Ruth’s family were all so much younger. We also went holidaying sometimes when Mum was well enough, up to stay with her best girl friend (Auntie Dot and Uncle Bill Mannion) with their children at Hadfield near Stockport and he used to bring them all down to our house for visits in his motor bike and side car and take everyone of us in shuttles over to Morecombe beach for a day out, I actually located their old shop and residence that we’d all stayed in when I was over in England in 1987 and was eventually directed to one of their daughters homes (after numerous enquiries), she lives in Lancaster just near the hospital where my Mum had died at all those many years earlier and she is married to an Indian doctor and they both work in the very same hospital too (Lancaster Infirmary), It was after we had moved into the new council house in Drovers Way that our Mother apparently became very much sicker, hardly ever appearing outside of her bedroom and she told me that as I was getting older I wouldn't be able to say to her I was her little girl anymore especially when there were other people around. Then suddenly she just went away, and I missed her so very much and I always have and always will until the day I die. But I know she is waiting for me and looking after my Margaret and my Dad, patiently waiting for when it is my turn to come to her in that (special) place called Heaven. We were never ever told, not that I can remember, that she had died, and believe me I’ve tried and tried to remember, she just went away and never ever came back to us. Sadly she had passed away in September 1948 when I was only eight and a half years old, my older brother was nearly ten, and my younger brother was nearly four. I always thought she died in 1946 when I was six, but it always felt to me as if it was such a very short time between when she went away and when we were shipped out to Australia. But just recently as I was looking at her headstone as I was cleaning it at the Springvale Crematorium here in Melbourne, I was shocked to notice I hadn't really read the engraving properly all this time, and that she had died when she was only thirty years of age on September fourteenth in 1948. She died because she had more children after Dan was born, even after being told not to as she would be putting her own and the babies life at risk, and it was my fault because she only so desperately wanted to have a baby daughter, and she gave up her life trying to get herself that daughter even after I was born. When I was there all the time, but she just couldn't see me as her little girl, though even at that young age I knew myself I was. Apparently just before she died my Mum went in to the hospital to apparently have a little operation to stop her becoming pregnant ever again, and later died in the hospital waiting for my Dad to arrive after the successful outcome of the operation whilst waiting to be brought home, we had in the meantime been sent down to stay at Grandmas on our own and then kept down there after my Mum suddenly died as well so my Mum could be farewelled and her body cremated without us children knowing and getting upset (as was the tradition in those days not to have younger children at funeral services). It was while we were down on that visit to Barrow-in-Furness that I suffered my second serious head injury. Being flung, head first from what was called an American swing, (a type of over large swing made of wooden planks into sort of like a church pews without any back but with foot rests so you couldn’t slip through onto the ground so you could sit both sides or even straddle it if your legs were long enough, which could carry quite a few children all at the same time). The accident happened because my brother Dan, who was helping to propel the swing by the bars that were each end of the swing ever higher and higher, and he wouldn’t listen to me asking him to stop pushing so to slow down the swing to let me off. Then as I was starting to feel so ill, and the motion sickness was getting me to feel worse and I was feeling like I was going to be physically sick over everyone else, I apparently just stepped straight off and flew up into mid air like a rag doll, nearly impaling my body onto a wrought iron spear type safety fence around the swing as I was tumbling about on the way down, and got so close as to actually tear my clothes on the top of the spikes. I then crashed, head first into the concrete and was rushed unconscious to the local hospital, collapsed across her pram by a lady who was at the park with her baby and other children, (they actually removed that fence and removed that huge swing straight afterwards as it was pronounced as too dangerous for the little children using the park). Apparently my Dad had to rush all the way down to my side at the hospital in Barrow-in-Furness from my Mum’s bedside at the hospital in Lancaster (probably leading to all the consternation that led to my Mum’s eventual death later), But he had to return to Burton first and had to leave a note on our door in Burton saying the key would be next door, for Auntie May to let herself in and he would be back as quickly as possible as she was  coming down to stay at our house a while to look after mum after she came out of hospital and would also be closer so as to able to visit Mum while she was still up in the hospital by herself, as Dad had been forced to leave her bedside to rush off down to the hospital in Barrow-in-Furness to check on me to see how badly I was hurt and therefore he wouldn’t be down at the house in Burton to let Auntie May in when she arrived from Manchester. I've just been alerted to the fact by my Aunty Cathy when I was just recently over in England. That my Mum had gone into the hospital at Lancaster to have a routine operation, so that she wouldn't have any more children. Apparently the operation was a success, and afterwards when she was well enough they had rung my Dad to come and pick her up from the hospital, but when he got there she had already passed away, after the medical staff had apparently given her some different medication in the meantime, that had apparently had an adverse reaction with the medication she was taking for her heart problems, My Dad was so upset that he apparently went berserk and started smashing up the hospital until they had to get the police to come and calm him down. Cathie thinks the repercussions of that incident brought my Dad's mental health into question and apparently (according to my second mother) alerted the authorities to start checks on the care and welfare of us children as well. So this was probably what led to the authorities interfering more closely in our private family affairs from then on resulting in us (technically) being eventually removed from my Dad care as an unfit parent and sent out to Australia in November 1949. For the next while after my Mum had gone away the various women of the village continued to look after us, as they had been doing for quite some  time beforehand anyway at least for most or all of the time whilst my Mother was living at Drovers Way, before she went into the hospital for what was to be her final act which was to have been her life saving operation  to hopefully give her a healthy life back and subsequently she died after she was declared a well woman again, as she had been such a very ill woman for so long and had been quite incapable of looking after herself, let alone us three children as well. As far back as when we had first moved into the new council house on Drovers Way and even beforehand whilst we still lived in the Church Bank Cottages when Brian was still only a little tiny baby. Our Dad had not long arrived permanently back into our lives from his Royal Air Force service and homeland defence duties, after he had been de-mobbed from the Royal Air Force, after the cessation of hostilities throughout the whole of the world. And now he had to start to look after us full time as best he could, because until then he had never been there to look after us as little children while we were growing up. But I've been told he eventually apparently couldn’t put up with the local village housekeepers anymore, who were then still looking after us after school as Dad had to go to work full time to support us. But because some of the housekeepers were becoming quite smitten over him, with matrimonial stars in their eyes as now he was quite a handsome single father after Mum’s passing, (Something else that I've just found out from my sister Diane). My Dad was busy during the working week doing all the painting of all these new houses that were rapidly being built in a new housing area of Carnforth. So we all caught the same bus to Carnforth in the mornings but we caught an earlier bus after school finished every afternoon, before later on he started seeing a lot of this lady up in the new housing area in Carnforth, who we were eventually asked to call our Auntie Madge. She was very nice and apparently after we were snatched and transported to Australia was considering marrying Dad after he’d returned with us back to Britain and taking us all on as her own family, But before being removed to Australia we eventually used to walk to her place from school, and wait until Dad finished his work and we all came home on the same bus together at night. But that was before we children all disappeared from her life and England out here to Australia, Apparently when Dad turned up at her place without us children after the trip down to London she was mortified. I had searched the area near our old school at Carnforth and finally located her in a retirement home nearby and had spoken to Auntie Madge before she died shortly after my return to Australia, when Margaret and I had visited England in 1987, I can upsettingly recall also the time we children were given bicycles as Christmas presents by our Dad, where we were learning to ride out the front of our house in Drovers Way on the road trying to ride them, and I was using my bike like a scooter as I couldn't get my balance and kept falling off when I tried to lift my leg up over the cross bar. So then my Father eventually lost patience with me and gave me a hell of a hiding because he wanted to get me to ride it properly like a big boy, I'd have been all right if it had been a girl’s bike and I told him so and that’s probably why I got the biggest hiding right out there in the street in front of all the neighbours. Because my Mother never had any problems when I kept telling her I was really her little girl, and then I remembered afterwards what she had once told me about not saying I was a girl to anyone anymore, but I hadn’t realised that she meant not to tell the man who was my Dad as well about the feelings that I was really a little girl. Our weekdays were kept full with all the travelling backwards and forward all the way to Carnforth every day attending school there. And weekends helping Dad build the front and back gardens of the still new house, But then just as it was coming up to what was going to be a very exciting time for us children, as the bus company had been removing any overhead branches that were sticking out over the roadway, and they were just about to introduce Double Decker Buses onto the Kendal-Lancaster bus run. We were looking forward to being able to sit upstairs, right at the front of the bus on the way to and from school every day. When all of a sudden all our familiar surroundings and the happy family lives that were just starting to come together again for us in to becoming hopefully a normal English family situation again with Auntie Madge as our new mum at last after such a long series of dislocations and family upheavals rapidly started to drastically and unhappily unravel all over again for us Cupid children. Our Dad had taken us on what he told us was to be a holiday to see the sights of London. We saw Big Ben, the Tower Of London, Buckingham Palace, Westminster Abbey, Saint Paul’s Cathedral, Parliament House and lots of other smashing good places, and we were quite enjoying ourselves. Until suddenly! While waiting at the Main London Railway Station (Waterloo) where we thought we were waiting for the train to return home to Burton. We were instead taken by these strangers away from our Dad and placed on the other side of these big steel gates, in amongst lots of other little girls and boys. And there were also these other adults (minders) and lots of luggage and suitcases everywhere. Our Dad was by then crying uncontrollably through the locked gates, and going berserk trying to get back to us, and we three were screaming and crying on the inside of the gates trying to get back to him. Then Dan, Brian, and I with our suitcases were forced away from the fence, and away from our Dad. Never to see him again on English soil! And we wouldn’t see him again until quite a few years later when he arrived out at the home in Australia. Then we were put onto a train by these strangers with all of the other little girls and boys. The train then left the Main London Station and we were all locked in our carriages until we were taken off when it had reached Southampton Docks. We were all then forced aboard this great big ship, the "S.S.Austurias", for transport out to Australia, apparently, through the so-called Child Migration Scheme. For settlement out into the British Commonwealth Dominions, where we were to eventually find ourselves, living in the detention facility for state wards and uncontrollable children, out here at Canterbury in the State of Victoria in far away Australia. As it happened, our Grandmother with our Auntie Cathy had come all the way by the different trains up to get us from Burton, as Grandma intended to take us back to Barrow-in-Furness to live with her and Cathy and Granddad. As they were concerned that my Father hadn't been coping with the whole situation at home, for quite some time after our Mum had died, and even beforehand since he’d returned to the family home permanently after getting demobbed from the Royal Air Force to become our fulltime Father and now virtually our fulltime mother as well. But when Grandma arrived in Burton she found to her horror that we were already gone and nobody in the village knew where we had been taken to. Incidentally the same scenario happened on my Mums side of the family, when my Auntie May, (my late mothers sister who only just recently passed away on the seventeenth of May 2004) (just before I returned to visit England as Illianna) (and I was eagerly wanting to ask her a lot of personal questions about my Mother) she had come all the way up from Manchester to take us back to live with her family in Manchester. Apparently (rather upsettingly) I find out now that my Mother and Father were originally trying to come to settle in Australia before the war even started, but I've only recently heard apparently because my mother had had rheumatic fever when she was younger she had to have all these extra health tests carried out on her by the doctors before approval could be given by the Australia health authorities for her to emigrate from Britain out to Australia.  Ironically the rheumatic fever illness was how my Dad and Mum had first come to meet up with each other, with her rehabilitating from her latest bout of rheumatic fever in a convalescent home at Adensfield where my Dad used to ride his racing bicycle all the time near Barrow-in-Furness. And they met up when she was watching the bikes racing one another on the sports field there right next to the convalescent hospital, They got together quite often after that and eventually got married, But then the second World War erupted just after they were married and as a result all non-essential travel from England was cancelled and my Dad got called into military service. Therefore! Ending any chance of them both migrating from England as a family unit out to Australia with any of us kids before the war started. But also after my Dad had come back into our lives to take over as a father figure from his military service, the local authorities apparently were putting more and more pressure on him to get re-married straight away, or risk losing us children permanently. So in desperation my Dad apparently just decided upon this plan to get us children out to Australia all together any way he could. Not knowing at that time how disastrous a plan it was to turn out to be for the whole lot of us. But at least back then in his own mind he was carrying out the wishes of what he and Mum wanted to do in their hearts before our Mum had got so ill and eventually died. But not knowing at that stage that we children would be forced to go out alone so soon after the end of the Second World War to what was a virtually unknown country, (Australia was unknown to all of us up in northern England way back then). Maybe he was hoping madly that he might be able to come out with us on the same ship. So here we were in 1949 going over to live the rest of our lives in Australia, on our very own, without our Mum and now even without our newly found Dad as well. Although we didn't know that was what was happening at the time, as we were only told by our minders that we were going on an adventurous holiday to the island in the sun where the sun never sets and you could ride a horse to school every day. We sailed out of Southampton away from England on the second of November 1949 looking at our homeland for what was to be the last time as far as the authorities were concerned. The very next day was my younger brother Brian's fifth birthday. The voyage out was fairly uneventful for us children. As the ship only stopped five times on the whole voyage and as we children were only going to be allowed ashore once it became quite boring for us. The trip ashore was to be at Colombo on the Island of Ceylon as it was called in those days. After entering The Mediterranean Sea and travelling for a while we arrived at Malta which was the ships first stop and it was here where the ship took on board hundreds of young men. As up until then the ship seemed to be only sparsely filled with hardly any adults, with only these various groups of lots of young children and their few minders, just like our own little group, and not that many other people were  around down on our decks at all except for the crew. After leaving Malta the whole forward part of the ship was out of bounds to everyone, when we sneaked up there the whole place was taken over by hammocks hanging everywhere! Every little nook and cranny contained all these men who didn't speak any English at all. We then travelled further through the Mediterranean Sea to the next stop at Alexandria, and afterwards followed the slow trip down the Suez Canal. We were surprised the next morning to observe that during the night they had lifted these little row boats up and tied them to the outside of the deck railings all along the outside of the ship. The row boats were full of all sorts of shiny and glittery jewellery shiny objects for sale, and a huge variety of all sorts other things and souvenirs’ that the people in the boats, were hoping to sell to the rest of the passengers. To our initial surprise the people in the little boats were so dark coloured, not pale skinned like anyone else we had been in contact with up until that time in our young lives? As this was probably the first time that any of us children had ever seen a coloured person before, throughout our entire lives up close, except for maybe on the picture screen. With us children coming from the far north of England as some of the other children had too! I suppose it was probably a bit of a culture shock too, not that we even took any notice as in our young minds these people were just ordinary people like us. After the long slow trip (it was just sand and some camels and little villages and some flimsy wooden swivelling bridges there very little else of interest) right down the whole Suez Canal with many stops, waiting for other ships to crawl past our ship going the other way. We at last reached the other end of the Suez Canal, where they lowered all the little boats and their wares back into the water again and off they went on their merry way (probably to get a lift back up tied to another ships railings), Then after heading out to sea the ship crossed the Red Sea to the other side of the Gulf where we arrived at the Port of Aden which was the next stop. Then after leaving port and getting out to sea it was all open sea as far as the eye could see, it became quite boring just looking at water all the time every day. As there were no such things as swimming pools and television sets back then, just some showers fixed on the outside of the wall under the Captains Bridge. The next port of call was Colombo which was reached after many days of sailing, where we were actually allowed to go ashore with all the other passengers this time, but our groups were only allowed ashore under strict supervision, and only in small strictly supervised groups. We went ashore from the ship and back again in little motorboat’s (as the ship stayed out in the middle of the harbour) the motorboats were stored up along the insides of the railings on the upper decks hanging off these crane like structures which were swung out over the water and the seamen lowered the motor boats down on the ropes into the water. Once ashore! This was a really different situation that none of us had even envisaged before. Here in Colombo the people were really dark in colour; some of them were so black skinned it seemed impossible to be so dark. There seemed to be hundreds of people and just as many flies literally everywhere, and also people begging on the dusty footpaths and cows wandering around untethered everywhere and busy dusty roadways everywhere full of vehicles and bikes and people, but astonishingly for some unknown reason there were lots of people with missing arms or legs, But thinking back it was not long after the war had just finished out here in the Asia Pacific Region and they were probably land mine victims and war causalities. And it was also like being in a furnace it was so stifling hot but it was so different it was fun and very exciting. More so with it being the only place where we were going to be allowed ashore on the whole voyage, and after being cooped up on the ship for so long, it was such a relief from the monotonous boredom even if a little bit frightening. Then it was back to the motor boats and back on board the ship again, after we left Colombo it was only the open sea again that we could see for days and days on end. We used to amuse ourselves by rolling our socks into a ball and playing football (called soccer in Australia), until someone always booted the ball over the side of the ship all the time. Then the ship just suddenly inexplicably stopped! Right out in the middle of the water and far from anywhere. We had this big colourful ceremony as we apparently were just about to cross the Equator, with the captain of the ship dressed as King Neptune and his crew dressed as Mermaids and sea monsters giving us permission to cross the Equator and with pretend fish and everything else from the ocean bed it was quite a pantomime. This was quite a happy break for us little children, in the monotony of the long sea voyage. Then it was more and more monotonous boring sea again, until at last we sighted the outline of some distant land. It was Australia and it was the coastline of Western Australia and it was our first sighting of the land that was to become our new permanent homeland. Although none of us knew that fact at the time, as we still all thought we were just on a big long holiday away from our parents. Next we were experiencing that the ship was turning sharply in toward land and was coming into Fremantle Harbour in Western Australia. I remember it seemed it was so nice and warm and sunny under the bright sun in Australia. After docking we observed a lot of the larger groups of children were leaving the ship and saw that also a quite a few of the other passengers got off the ship here too with some other passengers boarding. Before the day had finished the ship was turned around by the tug boats in the narrow harbour (little knowing that fifteen years later I would be the electrical foreman working on this very same dock constructing a massive silo bank and bulk grain loading system) and then the ship set off again from Fremantle Harbour and turned sharply south to follow the coastline back out to sea and around to the east coast of Australia, and now we were wondering what was going to happen next to us and how much longer the voyage was going to continue. We had all got very friendly with the young men from Malta by now, as they were getting us all to teach them how to speak English properly. It was when the ship was only a day or so out of Fremantle that during the evening I got my very first chance to experience and puff on a cigarette ever! All the young men who had got on the ship at Malta seemed to have lots of cigarettes and they all seemed to be smoking them all the time, I was offered a cigarette and took a few puffs and started to feel unwell straight away, so I threw it away overboard and never thought any more about it. The next morning was to be a great honour to our little group of children destined for St’ John’s as at last it got to reach our turn to sit at the Captains table, (that was until I got so physically ill) (uncontrollably continuously vomiting everywhere starting a chain reaction right throughout the dining room) before the meal was even served, not that I got to see any of the mess afterwards, as they quickly rushed me from the dining table back down to my cabin. I was to stay down in my cabin until the last day of the voyage just sleeping (probably drugged) and being as sick as a dog. Apparently the ship was tossing and pitching as it was making heavy going at crossing the Great Australian Bight at the time when I'd got so sick, it was extremely rough and the seas were very wild, and then gradually most of the rest of the passengers on board apparently also finished up getting quite seasick too, (nothing to do with cigarette) (but I have never smoked again since then). When I started feeling better and surfaced again after being so seasick for so many days, and feeling so very weak and unsteady on my feet, I became aware looking through the port hole that we were already passing through a narrow opening in the cliffs which turned out to be Port Phillip Heads the entrance into Port Phillip Bay in Victoria. And then the ship turned along the shoreline and then turned again away from shore and continued up the middle of the bay, with land visible almost all around us in the far distance, before after a few hours turning again and heading straight toward land and we were all being rushed into getting ready to disembark when the ship reached its berth at Station Pier in Port Melbourne. It was now the third of December 1949 and we had been cooped up on the ship for one month and one day. After getting most of us remaining children together we all then quickly disembarked from the ship and walked in large separate groups with our luggage and minders toward the beginning of the pier and through the customs formalities and then stepped onto solid land at the land end of Station Pier. Before we knew it our minders were getting us all separated from the all the other passengers milling about outside the gates at the end of the pier and then quickly bundled us with all our suitcases and luggage onto the first two or three buses of this long line of green government buses. The buses had been queued up waiting for all the passengers at the gates of the docks to take them in to Melbourne and where ever, And the first of the buses were there to take all of us children on a special trip for our first fair dinkum Australian barbeque picnic, under the towering gum trees in the Dandenong Ranges at Kallista, just over an hour out from Melbourne and up into the mountains to the east of Melbourne. Where little knowing back then that after I was to get away from that horrible detention centre, I was to enjoy spending the rest of my life happily living in and around the Dandenong Ranges, often camping at this very same picnic spot, as originally at the Grants Picnic Ground in the Sherbrooke Forest at Kallista campers were allowed to pitch a tent or park a caravan here by the Forest Commission of Victoria, (before the whole area was taken over from them by Parks Victoria) and turned into passive conservation areas only. After the picnic lunch and a bit of a walk around in the bush and looking at the rosella’s and kookaburra’s we were all loaded back onto the buses and then the buses were driven back down the mountain to eventually arrive at the detention facility at Canterbury. Little did we know how horrible the place was going to turn out to be for us all? In the home my older brother and I were often beaten up by the older bully’s, in an organised attempt by them to make all of us older children from England change our accents so that we spoke like Australians should sound, and as we were to find out to our disappointment and sorrow just because these bully's were able to do what ever they liked and continued to bully us, without fear of any repercussions arising as a result of their mistreating of us from any of the people supposedly in charge. Because the other inmates themselves were mostly children who couldn't be controlled in their own family situations and that was the main reason why they were in the detention centre and had all been made state wards. It wasn't even a migrant hostel at all as we had been led to believe but was more or less just a church run detention institution for state wards. All the children from the home of school age were made to walk up Balwyn Road to Balwyn to go to the Balwyn State Primary School there. It was during the time we were there that a section of the school got burnt down, I was to discover in recent years when I met Harold Haig from the Childs Migrants Trust who had been in the home at the same time as me that the children from the home got the blame of course, but it was proved that it couldn't have been any of us, as we were always locked away in the home as soon as we got back from school every day (but we still got the blame anyway). Afterwards we then had to leave to go to meet at the school even earlier still each morning, because all the children from the senior grades had to catch charted buses to go from the Balwyn Primary School to the Camberwell Primary School to continue our schooling there and be there by the start of their classes until the burnt out classrooms were rebuilt so I never got to return to the Balwyn Primary School as we got away from the home before the classrooms were even rebuilt. I can remember that when we first got to the home all of our good clothes and worse still all our toys were taken away from us. We were never allowed to play with them and never got the toys back again even afterwards when we left the home for good. There was a large cupboard in the hall in the juniors section and every time the door was partially left open we could see our large train engine that used to go around and around and blew its whistle and chuffed out puffs of smoke every so often and turned itself around when it ran in to something, it was a present that we had been given by our Grand Parents (I think) when we were living in England before our Mum died so it had sentimental attachments to each of us Cupid children, And now here it was being kept out of anyone's reach right up on the top shelf and not even played with. I noticed on what little documentation and files that I could get out of that detention centre's archives in later years that I'd had another fractured skull at one stage in the first year we had been locked up and now I've managed to remember how it happened, I can remember that we used to have to go down this short flight of wooden stairs from the rear playground to enter a passageway which went underneath the other building and gave us a quick and direct access to the doorway to the food hall where we had to queue up after the bell went, I remember it was where many of us used to often jump down the flight of stairs and land at the bottom by swinging from this wooden beam situated half way down the stairs and above and across the stairway under the upstairs floor supports just to get into the queue faster after the dinner bell had gone off. Only this day I didn't quite get a grip of the beam properly and fell backwards cracking my head open on the wooden steps. The documents also stated that I had my tonsils removed at The Eye and Ear Hospital and I'd vaguely remembered this too as I could still remember having them removed shortly before leaving England at the doctors in Carnforth, and was wondering why they had to be removed again as I remember it gave me such a sore throat the second time. I also spent other times in The Eye and Ear Hospital having my ears repaired after having inner ear infections and having my bad eye squints corrected there too, At least one thing good came out of that place, (I got my eyes, ears, nose and throat fixed for life). I'm also now just remembering some of the more other ugly things that happened at that place too, its only just being slowly released from my memory painfully bit by bit, as up until now it was all just so firmly locked away as I was too afraid to try and remember what had really happened to me, to make me forget everything that had happened whilst I was locked away in that horrible institution, I remember now that most of my spare time was spent hiding down over the edge of the dirt embankment just out the front of the seniors section behind the back wooden paling fences of the houses facing Rochester Road. Frightened and laying quietly in amongst these huge high green plants that tasted like liquorice when you sucked on them, trying to avoid getting bashed up by the bigger kids, just because I had an English accent and some resented me referring to myself as really being a girl, (they succeeded in the end as I haven't any trace of an English accent at all). I am only hesitantly recalling all these things because of having been under intense counselling from Sue Cox my counsellor. Who has been helping me since as early as February in 2002, in an attempt to help me to come to terms with what had happened to me, and indirectly to try and help me to remember my missing childhood memories, and to stop going into such deep depression so often. Another horrible memory that I had managed to keep suppressed and I’m just starting frighteningly to remember is an incident that occurred to me carried out by the head warden. Apparently until now in my own mind, I always used to think I was being punished just for not passing a slice of bread across the table properly to another inmate. I’d until recently always thought that this brute of a person saw me not pass the bread but throw it and had then marched down the food hall and sneakily coming up behind me and struck me so hard in the back of my head, the force of the blow had sent me hurtling off my chair and across the floor temporarily knocking me out, (as I was normally  sat at the end of the table and my chair usually protruded out towards the main passageway between the tables), I was unaware that he was even approaching me let alone intending to attack me, immediately after that as I was slowly coming around, I now vividly remember becoming aware of him dragging me along the floor by the arm from the food hall and was wondering what on earth was going on. To my horror! Once he’d got me outside of the food hall and closed the door, He then set upon me and I was continuously brutally punched in the stomach and chest by him, when he had finished beating me, as he had by then thoroughly exhausted himself. He then shouted at me to report to his office every day after I had got home from school, then he just marched off and left me prone on the ground crying hysterically from the beating he had just given me, (He must have got embarrassed when I fell unconscious to the floor in front of everyone so he took it out on me out of everyone’s sight like any other bully). From then on, every night after school, in the privacy of his palatial office, where he couldn't be observed, I was hit and caned, for nothing other than what I had thought was a trivial misdemeanour, but it had by then turned into what was this man's own sense of moronic power and fiendish satisfaction over someone, who he knew couldn't fight back against his absolute power and even if I had he had the power to have had me locked away in a prison. I have now managed to recall enough for me to remember in detail, where it got to the stage in these every afternoon after school bashings where he was getting me to remove my pants so he could inflict more pain with his cane on my bare bottom in an attempt to hurt and humiliate me even more even though it was all done in his private office. Apparently now its also coming back and I’m pretty sure that what he was saying was that he was punishing me because he and other staff had heard me at different times saying that I was really a girl to different ones, and he was intent on punishing me enough to make me too terrified to say or even think it anymore. As apparently in his mind it was against his interpretation of God's word for me to be saying that I was a girl, as it was disobeying his interpretation of what he perceived to be God's principles which were much stricter in those days than now, and he was punishing me in the only way he knew and thought it would make me stop thinking this way and believing to myself that it was true, (or so he thought he hoped it would in his obviously homophobic mind), I’d previously already known all my life I was a girl so how could I have known it was anything other than a true self feeling, Or was he really disobeying every convention of his religious order and using me for his own hidden sexual satisfaction as he would any other female, Or was he really attempting to teach me a lesson for always speaking about myself as if I was a girl I don’t know or was it against his religious teachings that in his mind his god couldn’t make a mistake of creation like the thoughts I was experiencing and expressing, I've had that time in my life so permanently locked away because I really didn't want to have to recall any of the painful memories of that time EVER. And I have been too terrified to even try and remember any of it at all, I'm so "SORRY to myself and those around me" that it’s taken me so long to accept and permit myself to remember the whole dreadful incident. Well! I suppose because I’ve been trying to avoid any recollection because I’ve been too scared, as is really the case, that the recollection would prove to be unpleasant as it turned out to be after all, (too horrible to contemplate), In the end I had to remember it all to retrieve any memories of my earlier childhood before that time, I've managed to remember most, (if not it all now), and it appears it did happen because I kept telling everyone associated with me that I was really just a girl and then as he couldn't belt that belief out of my young mind. He had after a time then proceeded to really hurt me from behind somehow inside my privates’ area. Yelling out loudly to make a bigger and more frightening impression that this is what is going to happen to you if you are going to keep telling everyone that you are a girl. I think that is the incident what I never ever wanted to remember for the rest of my life but in the process he made me lock away all of my whole childhood, and worse still any memories that I had of my Mum when she was alive. Never again did I say out loud I was a girl to a single person until just before I asked my late wife to marry me just before we got engaged in November in 1968. After you have been hurt so much in that way by a person of such strict religious beliefs, and also a person of such absolute authority, a person of whom you are supposed to have so much trust in and look up to. You absolutely lose all trust in any other person more important than you for Ever! And your own self respect, To this day I cannot recall if that was the first and only time he penetrated me or if it continued on and on! It was such a horrendous shock to my system as it just seems to me as if it did go on and on and on, over a long period of time after that day and I don't really want to know or remember anything so humiliating any further, because its hurting me too much right now to want to remember anything about that horrible man ever again, and besides once is more than enough for a little boy to have had to endure, And now its been inferred to me by my sister (during Christmas 2003) that it’s also probably what happened to my two brothers as well, Although not necessarily by that same molester but could have been by any other senior inmate or staff member, It hurt me deeply more to learn that Brian whom I’ve always thought I was looking after could have suffered the same fate at such a young and tender age, And that apparently is why he is still having so much trouble handling the whole situation that happened back then to this very day and has hidden himself right away from society in far north Queensland somewhere, It made me cry for days when my sister Diane told me because it hadn’t even occurred to me before that it could have even happened to him until she told me and I was supposed to have been looking after him as he was only five or six, although I was only nine or ten then too and I thought I had succeeded in locking that part of my life away and erasing the memory forever (so I thought) until now, And that could be the reason that Dan did what he did to his own children, It revolts me to think that a Father would do what he did to a child and even worse to his own children and they are all still suffering too, Wendy the most as she has recalled the events and can remember now what happened to her and hates her Father for what he did to her during her early teenage and younger years and worst of all with her Mother’s (Annette) compliance and acceptance, And the boys were always so frightened of him and now I know why and now like me I suppose they have blocked it all away out of their minds in complete self denial, The only good times associated at all with being connected with that detention centre that I can remember or ever want to further remember at this time. Happened when the children who weren't farmed out over the holiday times were sent down to spend part of the summer holidays at what was then the Church of England Convention Centre in Frankston (now a retirement home). It was where the Church of England had a summer camp that was situated on the opposite side of the Nepean Highway from the beach at Frankston. It was at that beach that I learned to enjoy cavorting in the water, I copied the other kids and in reality taught myself to actually sort of swim, doing the (what was then referred to as the dog paddle), my brothers and I had never been taught how to swim back home in England, I think in all probability that it was an unimportant necessity over in England to be taught to swim, and probably the water was too cold anyway, so nobody in England I think stripped off and entered the water with the intention of staying in it and actually swimming out to sea in it in back in those days and with the war going on too wouldn’t have helped. The other children in our group at Frankston would all go off into the water to play and just where they went was a great big sandbar just offshore. So to get out there by myself I would hold my nose and run along the bottom, underneath the water and up onto the sandbar. But sometimes the sandbar was too far out from the shore for me to hold my breath for that long so I had to teach myself to swim to get out there to get to enjoy myself with the others, I learned to dog paddle or something whatever its called to get my way out there, either with my own intuition or should that have read innocent childish stupidity, I always made it through though, (says she now with a smug smile of satisfaction). At other holiday times we would be sent out individually to prospective foster parent's homes to be assessed as adoption prospects for our holidays, where I actually enjoyed living alone or with the children of the families I was sent to, far away from that dreaded institution. Once I clearly remember now going out to live on a farm miles out in the bush, at the back of country town called Nar-Nar-Goon but further up into the hills toward another place called Gembrooke. With a young farming couple who had a daughter the same age as me. After I had been there a few days and because the home hadn't sent any where near enough clothes, for me to wear without continual washing, and because of the lack of water, with it being summer time and them on tank water, I was asked if I wouldn't mind her sharing some of her clothes for me to wear, it was thrill to be asked to wear girls clothing. Not that they were frilly dresses, or that sort of clothing, just typical farm children’s clothes, but girls clothes all the same. We finished the holidays dressed like a couple of twin sisters. It was so nice and really great at last to be treated as the girl I should have been physically born as (or so I thought was happening at that time). I'd already had this deep down feeling from a very young age that I was really a girl anyway, out here on the farm nobody even batted an eyelash and anyway they never had many visitors right out there either. Because after all, we were sleeping in the same bed as it was, and after all said and done we were both only about 10 years old. It was really great living on a farm way out there in the bush; I got to see wild kangaroos for the first time in my life every morning and evening, great big ones! Too. And feeling as if I was being treated as a daughter was the icing on the cake, it was just so wonderful to be treated that way and being shown how to milk the cows by hand and being taught to churn butter with a hand churner. Being able to help with the girl's jobs around the house and learn things like how to prepare simple food, what more could a girl ask for? Thinking back to that time it was just a natural and comfortable thing for me to be doing anyway back then in my life. In my mind it was just a pity that I never went out to their farm again (or was I just whistfully hoping to be able to be adopted by those lovely and understanding farming couple) (or maybe I’d inadvertently said out loud to one of them that I should have been a girl and they’d wanted a real boy to help out on the farm as they got older). After my brothers and I had been at the home for what seemed quite a long time, our Dad suddenly appeared before us, right out here at the home in Canterbury in Australia. Apparently he’d had a change of heart about being forced to abandon us for us to live with somebody else, after we had been taken away from him at the Main Railway Station in London in England. Apparently! After he had returned home and that he had received such a cool and hostile receptions from everyone in the whole family, But after he had been able to sit down and then discuss quietly and seriously and unemotionally the whole unfortunate circumstances with his immediate family and friends, starting right back from after losing Mum and coming out of the services and then being thrust into dual parenthood with three little children all at the same time and with these village girls all wanting to marry him and the authorities wanting him to get married too, so soon after Mum’s death. Also he could then think properly without children under his feet and while he was away from any indirect interference from the smitten local village women at Burton, and the wrongly informed intimidating local Council authorities and the supposedly good intentioned Church of England minister at Burton but badly misinterpreted and handled by the senior Church of England authorities down in London. It has now been brought to my attention by my sister that my Dad was being very heavily pressured by them that if he didn't voluntarily hand us over. They were going to take us children away from him on unsuitable parental guidance grounds with the excuse that they could foresee that in their minds he appeared to be an unfit father struggling with grief and depression, who they assumed was not able to look after us three children properly. They were saying he couldn't expect to keep working full time to support us, and still be able to look after us children and bring us up properly enough at the same time without getting re-married quickly enough, to their way of thinking he was taking too long thinking about getting re-married and grieving for his dead wife, Then apparently if he had kept resisting them further they would have taken us away from him forcefully and sooner rather than later, and he wouldn't have had any say to which country, or where we were going to finish up at all or even if we were to be kept together (as often did happen in those times where children were separated and names changed and scattered all over the world during the running of the child migration scandal. He had come to realise that immediately after we children had been taken away from him at the station in London, what a huge mistake it had been to let the officials take the three of us from him in the first place, and worse still to let us children be removed from England and all of our close family relatives, and transported out to Australia without him. And it apparently was now my Dad's sole intention, once he’d got out in Australia, to search out where we had been taken to, and get us three children back with him and out of where ever we were in Australia, and to take us straight back to England. (According to Auntie Madge they would have got married fairly soon after he’d got back with us children), But firstly to then in the short term to return and to live temporarily at Grandad and Grandma's in Barrow as he had faithfully promised Grandma before he left England, so that he could reunite us back with our extended family of friends and relatives again. But then he found to his despair from what the officials at the home were saying, that they would make sure he could not take us back to England or anywhere else at all after he told them of his intentions in a letter to them to get us released back into his care again. Apparently we weren't "his children" anymore as we were now “Wards of the State”. 
"Talk about the "Stolen Generation" only we weren’t.

So therefore my father had to go through the depressingly time consuming normal established adoption procedure set up out here in Australia at that time to get us away from that hellhole in Canterbury. Meaning he had to get married again, but! out here in Australia, and had also to have an approved home, and have a full time job, before they would even consider letting us leave the precincts of the detention facility with him and be reunited into his care again. Meaning that after he couldn’t persuade Auntie Madge to come out to Australia to marry him they had to tearfully call the whole thing off and Dad had to locate a bride out here in Australia willing to take on three children with the oldest already a teenager, But then when that was all accomplished worse was to follow, after he had done all the legal, religious and necessary requirements demanded of him, the authorities still refused to let him take his own children home with him and his new wife and live as a normal family again. Until in total exasperation I now find out from Diane that our new Mum (Shirley) after they were married and all this rubbish happened threatened to tell the whole ridiculous and unbelievable story to the "Truth Newspaper” (the scandal newspaper of that era). The authorities then suddenly had a complete change of heart and let us into his guardianship. He then found that he still couldn't remove us from the jurisdiction of the court of the State of Victoria. Until we had each individually reached the age of eighteen years. Completely dashing any hope of reconciling us in the short term with our relatives back home in England at all, at least until little Brian had reached the ripe old age of eighteen way into the future on November the third 1962. Another upsetting thing I've only just recalled is that shortly before we were finally released into my Dad’s care, I was taken from out of the juniors section of the home where I was under the care and protection of the female staff in that section, and placed in an isolated part of the seniors sleeping dormitory. Having to sleep with the seniors in an open-air dormitory without any window glass fitted at all, with only a fly wire covering the open inward facing structure to stop the insects entering the dormitory, with the beds facing out into a central open court yard, from where in my isolated location I was unmercifully hit with pillows and fists and even kicked every night until I cried myself to sleep. Again without any help or protection from the youth’s bullying atrocities by any of the staff in charge right up until my Dad and new Mum took us all away from their (so called care?) to a safe and normal home with them in Montrose, Gradually though over the years I think Dad slowly began to realise that Shirley our new mum and his new wife was never really going to become exactly the same as his original wife Ada, or that she could actually ever become exactly the same person as the birth mother of his children. And that he was realistically still so very much in love with and was still grieving for her (Ada). Even to the extent of keeping her ashes on the mantelpiece of each of the houses we lived in at Montrose. And even forcing us kids to call Shirley mum (which Dan hated) until eventually Shirley made him take the ashes urn down from the mantle piece in Eva Street Montrose and intern our Mums ashes at a perpetual memorial under a rose bush at the Springvale Necropolis (where Dad’s ashes are also buried alongside my Mums). Although Shirley was a very good wife to him and such a good mum to us considering she was so young and the circumstances produced by the authorities from the home and they were at first supposedly very much in love with each other. We then had to watch on and say nothing as gradually in our eyes and to all our immediate sorrow (as we were worried we’d be stuck back in that place again) (although I think we’d have all run away before we’d let them send us back to that place again), (Although I don’t think Dad would’ve let us out of his sight ever again) the marriage deteriorated over many years into an openly violent and unhappy and disastrous relationship. Which! I suppose my Dad had only fully encompassed in all reality in the first place just to get us three children out of the clutches of "that" institution run by the Church of England's disciplinarians. (Incidentally he never let any of us ever again set foot on a property of the Church of England) (As if we would have voluntary wanted to anyway). When we were finally removed away from their clutches we lived in one of two attached small brick two bedroom units in Kerr’s Crescent, just a stones throw up the mountain above the Montrose Township in the Dandenong Ranges of Victoria. It was here that we were always again fighting with the children from the local school and some of who lived over the other side of the paddock from our unit. (Country kids again). At one stage I got a permanent scar in the top lip up under the nose from a yonnie (stone) fight. Later on we moved to a recently constructed weatherboard and asbestos cement sheet lined house on a very large size block of land just down from the Montrose State Primary School in Eva Street (as the street was then called). I can remember that we had an outside dunny (toilet) and worse still, as there was no pan man in those days (as the road was impassable when it was wet), we had to dig a hole down the back yard and empty the pan ourselves. Did we ever get into some bun fights over that chore? (Often about whose turn it was to be down the front end of the carrying pole). The carrying pole by the way was the clothes prop from the clothes washing line that was hung across the back yard. We never stopped having to chop wood there either, if we weren’t chopping down trees with an axe we were sawing them into blocks with a big cross cut saw, (no chain saws in those days), and splitting the blocks up for firewood, I never want to ever see a wood fuelled stove again, we often thought that our new mum (step mother) was selling it to the neighbours for some spare pocket money for herself (she went through so much firewood every week). I remember Dan dropping a tree on the neighbours dunny (while Mr. Wilson was in there too) luckily he wasn’t hurt and neither was his toilet and he could see the funny side, It was also about this time in my memory in my very early teens by then! That! I was really having more of these deep seated inside feelings again that I really was meant to be a girl. And I was realising that I had always felt that way from as far back as I could remember, even at that age and wanted to wear female clothing to convince my body into becoming female. (That’s what I naively thought back then). And even at that early stage was taking any and every opportunity to carry out my female intuition hoping that if I did dress and act as a girl often enough that my body would start changing outwardly and look like a girl’s too. I was by then in about the fifth or sixth grade at Montrose Primary School and I only ever played with the other girls. And I was in a situation where our stepmother being only five foot tall and being just a few years older than me was roughly my size. I found that most of her clothes fitted me to a degree and I thought if I can keep wearing female clothing as often as I could my body would eventually realise it and it would develop into a girls body, just like all the other girls I used to play with all the time at school. Eventually! I was spotted one day by my younger brother Brian when he thought he saw a girl walking up the back track to the shops and then started to realise it must have been me dressed in girls clothing (when he found the dropped mail I was supposed to be posting where I got changed into Mum’s clothes and forgot to pick it up again in my hurry to get moving again into deeper cover in case someone came along the track or down the road and caught me before I could hide myself). As I used to do every week as it was my job anyway, to take mums or by then (ours I thought) polyester dresses, (as I was wearing them as much as her), up to the general store to get dry cleaned. But as he was unsure of what he saw and didn’t get a good look through the heavy undergrowth and after I kept professing no knowledge of the incident, he let it pass, thank goodness and assumed it had been a girl he had seen all along. As I was extremely afraid of my dad finding out as I don't know what he would have done to me, probably belted the living daylights out of me again as he’d done back in England as he was still a very violent and unpredictable man. But ironically now I would have probably wished it had all been brought out into the open at that early stage and maybe been allowed to go onto female hormones that early in life, before I'd reached puberty. And then maybe I could have become a female much earlier in my life than later as is now the stage. Or else the other worry was not knowing how my Dad would react, meaning I could have been faced with a lifetime of being placed in a mental home all that time too, as that was the common response in those days to people who were different like I was and anyway I don’t think those days doctors new anything about hormone replacement therapy or gender reassignment surgery either. Or else he could have just given me frequent hidings to try and stop me dressing as a girl, and make me too afraid to attempt or even think any more of dressing myself up in female clothing in trying to assimilate my body into changing it over into becoming a normal girl’s body. Then Shirley our new Mum became pregnant and she had a baby girl named (Diane Carroll Cupid) on the twenty first of July 1953, and things seemed to settle down and into a regular family circle, I had not long turned thirteen. Although! Mum was also very ill during and after the birth of our baby sister, with kidney problems, so much so that she nearly died too. It was also here while still living at Montrose that I then started travelling all the way down to the Box Hill Technical School at Box Hill, to continue my secondary education. As in those days it was the nearest secondary school to Montrose. I remember on our first day at that school all the school children were made to line up to make a line of honour to let a hearse drive through the school yard, apparently because the headmaster of the school who had been there many years had just died in his office in the school, just before school started for the year. And it was from that school where I was once sent all the way home to Montrose from Box Hill to get a shave. (I got such a shock that I blurted out to the teacher that I was a girl and girls don't shave) (you should have seen the look I got but no mention was ever made of it). And that my indulgence to try and force by body to became a girl got even more so intense I was so devastated and shocked and upset, that it was becoming increasingly clear that it wasn't looking very likely that I was going to turn into a girl at puberty, (even how much I dressed in female clothing as I always naively thought and wished it would). It was while still living at Montrose after I had been forced to leave school by my father at fourteen years of age, which was the minimum leaving age at the time, that I first began working full time for a wage. First off being forced by my father to work with him doing house painting, but! I literally hated painting with a passion. Then one morning when he knocked me out in the car in one of his rages on the way to work, I told him I was leaving home and that if he tried to stop me I would tell the police what he had done. We eventually compromised that he wouldn’t lose his temper and hit me like that again and he would let me get another job as long as I stayed at home. So I went off and got myself a job at a timber mill in Ringwood. But I wasn’t big or strong enough, (always the smallest kid right through school as well) to carry the large pieces of cut timber. But I stuck it out for quite a long while, riding all the way on my little kids push bike from Montrose to Ringwood and back every day (I used to ride up the gravel back road on the way home from Kilsyth to Montrose so I could be completely dressed as a girl every night jumping into the bush whenever a car came speeding along, It was while we were at Montrose that my Mum once got a big electric shock from the washing machine, that threw her backwards across the laundry and she wasn't a small woman by then either, since giving birth to Diane and with her kidney problems afterwards. The whole incident just seemed to trigger my intense interest and inquisitiveness to find out how it could have happened, encouraging me to want to become an Electrician. As up until then all I had only ever aspired to be was a Surveyor and Architect. But making it now more imperative that I needed to get back to school, and I now only needed to get my junior technical certificate, to be able to enrol as an apprentice electrician, instead of a much higher education standard as would have been needed to become a Surveyor and Architect trainee which would have entailed years and years of part time schooling and part time working to afford to put myself through university as my Dad could never have been able to afford for me to go to school and university full time. In the meantime the family moved again, this time to Sassafras right on top of the mountain. It was while at Sassafras that I joined the volunteer fire brigade, at the Country Fire Authorities Sassafras-Ferny Creek Rural Fire Brigade, to try and deceive myself into thinking I could pretend to be a male at least. And it got me into some pretty hairy situations at times, fighting some of the many huge bush fires that erupted throughout the Dandenong Ranges every summer, during that period before a reticulated water supply was eventually piped throughout the whole Dandenong Ranges enabling quicker responses to any fire outbreak and not tie up so much manpower and equipment. I also got myself elected as the Assistant Communications Officer, which entailed me having to operate and test the two- way radio set in the fire truck every Tuesday night and Sunday mornings. Where I had to learn to drive the old fire truck, (which was an old army blitz still with its original canvas roof,) (it even had the machine gun turret opening in the roof still). Which involved me having to drive the fire truck up to the top of the hill (on the Tuesday nights mostly as most of the others were still getting home from work until late at night) to be able get any radio reception for the truck’s radio transmitter, so as to be able to send and receive messages and instructions to make the old vhf two-way radio operate properly, because of being in the mountainous terrain at Ferny Creek. At that stage I didn’t even have a driving license, as I wasn’t old enough even to have one. It was my way I suppose of forcing me to fool everyone else into believing I was a normal male by doing male bravado things. Once I brought home a little puppy that I called (Fluffy), which had been dumped at work at where I was still working at the Ringwood Timber Mills. Mum and Dad told me I was only allowed to keep her if I got her spaded. Which I did as soon as she was old enough, and then I hardly had her for any time afterwards before someone stole her from the front gate and that really peeved me off. I think because as where we lived at Sassafras as we lived right on the main road, I really liked having her and she was a real pretty dog, she was a miniature ginger brown and white collie and it cost me quite a bit of money to get properly fixed at the vets. After working for quite a while at the Ringwood Timber Mills it eventually got too much for me trying to lift the heavy slabs of timber all day and then have to ride my pushbike all the way home afterwards. So I left and I then went out and got myself a job with the Post Office as a junior postal officer, being employed at the Canterbury Post Office delivering telegrams. (Incidentally) Just down from the Church of England so called Christian institution that we all used to hate so much, (funny that!), and by earning more of my own money I found I could buy more of my own feminine clothing. It was also while here at Sassafras where my stepmother found my female clothing, hidden under my bed in a box underneath my other clothes. When I went to bed and found they were gone I was then too afraid to go into her bedroom, and tell her what I was going through and ask for them back before my Dad came home from work. But again instead of then putting my problems out into the open, and because of the fear of what my father would do to me if he was to find out that I felt I should have been a girl all my life. So once again I denied myself, and I managed to wriggle out of any repercussions by saying I had found the package of clothing left on the seat in the train, when it stopped at Upper Fern Tree Gully Station one day, when I was on my way home from work on a Saturday afternoon, whilst still working at the Post Office. As Upper Fern Tree Gully was the end of the electric railway line in those days. When my Dad stormed into my bedroom and violently woke me to question me about the female clothing, I actually fainted with fright, then he got a fright too as he thought he had knocked me out again and later let me try and explain myself without him threatening me any further. And he told me then to advertise the parcel in the lost and found section of the paper, It was also at that time that I was going to night school at Box Hill Technical School attempting to get my Junior Technical Certificate, so that when I got it I would be qualified enough to be able to seek out an electrical apprenticeship. As since my Dad had made me leave school as soon as allowable, (which was fourteen in those days) to work as a painter for him. I now needed to get my Junior Technical Certificate to get the minimum education qualification, necessary to proceed to become an Apprenticeship Electrician. After I had attained the qualifications necessary, I started looking everywhere to get an electrical apprenticeship position to start in the coming New Year. I eventually started my electrical apprenticeship training on the ninth of January 1956. At the Holeproof-Prestige Apparel Factory in Box Hill, and I was doing my electrical trade schooling at the Swinbourne Technical College in Glenferrie one day a week. When I first started my apprenticeship going from Box Hill to Sassafras I got up to go to work in those early days at four in the morning to get a lift with the man from next door as the first bus wasn’t until nine o'clock in the morning to get down to the Upper Ferntree Gully Railway Station to catch the first train to Box Hill. As I got a little older and worked out how to get there by road by a shorter quicker way I used to again ride my old faithful little pushbike all the way to the Box Hill or Ringwood factories of Holeproof down the mountain and through The Basin to work. I eventually was able to afford a new racer bicycle with Sturmey Archer Gears, which made it so much easier when riding back up the mountain road called the One in Twenty denoting its steep grade. And my bike had lights too for when I was coming home late from work and was riding in the dark. It was alright going to work as it was all down hill, from Sassafras to just before Bayswater, I could beat the cars as I could corner much faster on the sharp bends coming down the mountainside. But boy did I really hate the homeward ride especially the stretch up the mountainside from The Basin up to Sassafras, many is the time that I threw the bike over the bank in frustration and then cussing having to spend half an hour retrieving the bike out of the bush and blackberries. Especially too when I got one of the hundreds of punctures that I was always getting from riding on the gravel, as the bitumised part of the road was too narrow in those days to ride on the made part of the road without getting run off the road by passing vehicles. Then Dan got his first car, an 'A' model Ford and persuaded me to travel down the mountain with him as he used to take me down as far as his workplace at Ringwood. Only because he could get me to help pay for his petrol, I remember one morning Dan was charging down the mountain, (as Dan hated getting out of bed in the mornings and he was always running late), and all of a sudden this car wheel went spinning past us and down into the bush. We were just starting to wonder where it had come from, when the car lurched over suddenly to one side and a loud noise and lots of sparks erupted from under the back of the car. That was when we realised the wheel had come from off his car, it took ages to find that damn wheel down in the bush, and get it back up to the road and fixed back onto the car, so we were really late for work that day. It was while we were at Sassafras that I nearly died in a car accident, when Dan ran into the back of a bus while driving his “A” model Ford motor car on our way home from work at night on the eleventh of December 1956. Where as usual I was fast asleep at the time on the front seat of the car, (no seatbelts in those days), It happened around 5.30pm just as we were travelling from the outskirts of Croydon up and over the hill down the other side into Kilsyth on the Mt Dandenong Road, Then just as Dan pulled out to pass this stopping bus which was pulling up to stop at a bus stop, it all seemed to happen at once. Suddenly this other car appeared directly in front of Dan’s car, the other car having just driven out of Jervis Road which was then the name of the street just after and next to the bus stop. Apparently the other driver waiting in the side street had not seen that Dan was behind and starting to pass the bus, so he just pulled out of Jervis Road thinking the way was clear as he could see the bus was stopping at the bus stop and there wasn’t anything coming in the other direction. And Dan on seeing him suddenly appear out onto Mount Dandenong Road directly in front of the bus quickly attempted to swerve his car back on to the right side of the road to avoid a head on collision and get his car on the correct side of the road back behind the bus and his car hit the back of the bus before he could pull up in time. I apparently took off like a rocket, smashing my face into and breaking through the standard plate glass windscreen that was the type of windscreen glass installed in all the cars those days, (not the shattering type like is the standard now) then while my body was still being propelled forward hitting and also breaking my kneecaps against the metal glove box area. Then with the momentum of the impact fracturing my skull once again while still trying to fit my whole body out through the already smashing windscreen until my shoulders fractured on the steel surrounds of the windscreen but wouldn’t fit through the window opening as my body had twisted and the wider part of my shoulders were attempting to go through the narrowest dimension of the windscreen, Which then stopped the forward momentum of my body forcing me backwards into the car again and thrusting the splintering shards of glass through the outer skin and slicing into the inside of the part of my face that was already protruded through the fractured windscreen. By which time the part of my body that was protruding into the glass was consisting of most of my face from my forehead to just below the point of my chin at which time when the whole direction of my momentum was reversed, the glass then began inflicting massive facial injuries cutting and slicing through my skin and major arteries as the shards of glass were dragged back to their original positions again by my face pulling it back to its original position. Slicing my whole face in half vertically stopping just short of cutting deep into my throat and almost completely severing my nose and right eye socket and shattering my two front teeth. It wasn’t until after eleven o'clock that night that I was out of enough danger to enable the doctors and ambulance men to consider thinking I might survive long enough to get me transported from the doctor’s clinic in Kilsyth to the nearest hospital at Box Hill. As I had by then nearly lost all my blood and the doctors and ambulance men couldn't stabilise me long enough until then as they couldn’t stop the bleeding inside and outside my fractured skull, Having to cut further and further into my face to get to all the severed arteries that were still gushing out blood, after they eventually stopped or eased the bleeding they were then able to transport me to the nearest hospital emergency department which was the recently constructed and just opened one at Box Hill. Apparently the shards of glass inflicted so much damage as they had cut through arteries through my top lip and in under my nose and had sliced through my face and up into my mouth cavity breaking my two front teeth and on in behind my nose almost severing it and up behind my right eye socket, (without damaging my eyesight). As well as slicing and cutting and piercing all over my face and even through my eyelids and both my cheeks and just under up and deeply into my chin, but luckily not downwards into my throat thankfully or I wouldn't be here today. Even my arms and wrists were sliced about. I was in hospital still on my birthday on March the twelfth of 1957, most of the time drifting in and out of a semi conscious state. And when I did eventually come around I nearly undid all the good work and care and attention and suffocated after all, because the swabs that were in my throat to stop me swallowing my tongue, nearly caused me to asphyxiate. As I partly swallowed the whole lot strings attached and all as I came out of my coma and the nurses weren’t expecting me to come round when I did, if it hadn’t been for the bloke in the next bed raising the alarm I wouldn’t have survived that episode either, I really believed at that time that God was trying to punish me for wanting to be a "girl" all the time. But still I couldn’t stop my feelings taking over me to somehow find a way to change into a real girl, no matter how hard I tried to restrain myself from thinking as a girl, but was too scared or not intelligent enough to think to seek out any help, (professional or otherwise). I had to remain on crutches untill my knee caps repaired themselves properly. One thing that upset me though was I was wearing this beautifully coloured feminine style T shirt under my work shirt, and was upset that the ambulance men had cut it away from my body when I was laying injured in the doctors surgery, it was a lovely bright turquoise colour but I suppose I was lucky I wasn't wearing a frilly bra and underwear at the time too, or there would have been some awkward questions asked when I came out of the coma. It was while we were still living at Sassafras where I went and did my National Service, after my numbers came up in the birth date call up lottery, for the first intake of the year in January 1958. I went up to Puckapunyal for the initial military training. Coincidentally! Also at the same time as my older brother Dan, (which they said couldn’t happen because of the way the lottery was formulated) who was just under a year older than me, but he was called up in the same intake as I was (he thought he had missed the call up in the previous lottery but his birthday being on January second just got him in). It was now just over twelve months, since I'd had my near fatal car accident and I’d healed completely except for all the facial scaring. But ironically when the time came for us all to compulsory donate blood, I was the only one in the whole division who wasn’t allowed to donate any at all, because of the Red Cross Blood Bank Regulations governing Blood Transfusions. As I had been given such massive blood transfusions less than a year previous, the Blood Bank Staff at the military camp found out I wasn’t allowed to give blood then as it wasn't allowable to donate blood at least until two years from the final blood transfusion had elapsed to allow for any cross matching or contamination to dissipate. (The military authorities were astounded that I’d ever got past the health checks to be included in the intake), I nearly went crazy during my time doing National Service Training not being able to regularly become my female self, but it was just impossible in that macho environment up at Puckapunyal and especially in that day and age because the outcome could very well have been fatal for me if I was inadvertently discovered wearing female clothing or even having female clothing in my possession if a locker inspection was suddenly carried out, so I had to force myself to hold off untill each time I was able to take some weekend leave. After I had completed my National Service commitments and returned back home again with my service payout, I was now able to afford to finish paying the deposit on my car, And now as it was after my eighteenth birthday, I was now old enough to sit for my license, and then be legally able to drive as well. Now that I'd just reached eighteen I went and sat and got my license at the hardest testing place that I knew of at that time, which was the Box Hill Police Station. And I was able to get my driving license so easily, with the policeman commenting that I must have already been driving beforehand (even though I was sweating profusely at the time), as I did so well with the practical test, and I told him I was a volunteer fireman and couldn't get to test the radio properly without driving the fire truck to the top of the hill, so he said now you can do it legaly and gave me a smile. And also I had now saved enough money to carry out the necessary repairs that had to be done to get my car into a completely roadworthy condition, and I would also be able to get a road worthy certificate and get it registered, and be able to afford to pay to transfer the ownership and be able to legally drive my car on the open road. It was my own very first car which was a 1940 model Renault with the motor in the front (would be worth a fortune now as a rare veteran car). Before I had been called up to do my National Service I had put a holding deposit on it, and it now gave me the transport I needed to get to perform my compulsory Citizens Military Forces commitments, which was all to do with the National Service training thing too and to now be able to drive myself to work. Now the whole family were forced to move again, because my young sister was always sick with differing chest complaints, from living up in the damp conditions on top of the mountain at Sassafras. So we moved off the top and down the mountain to Monbulk this time, where I really got to enjoy myself in the local fire brigade there. I nominated for office at the volunteer fire brigade elections, and got myself elected and became the Apparatus Officer, But I still had to pay the car off through the finance company for a couple of more years yet. But then the incoming Government  cancelled national service altogether while I was enjoying doing the C.M.F. part time training and had just passed my sergeants course and about to get a pay rise and promotion to staff sergeant in my job in the stores at the East Ringwood Depot of the 3 field Engineers Regiment, In the Monbulk Rural Fire Brigade we fought quite a number of fires in my time there at Monbulk. Once we were fighting a bush fire in the dark and the other fire-fighter with me suddenly disappeared into the ground through the blackberries with his knapsack strapped to his back. He had fallen down one of the old mineshafts that were dotted throughout the bush, near where they have since built the Monbulk Secondary School, and broke his leg when he landed in the pitch black at the bottom of the mine shaft. “Old” Jack Thompson the fire captain of our brigade at the time was pioneering the eventually successful method and now used all the time all over the country, of attacking the bush fires at dusk, when the fires had died down, subduing them during the night with fresh fire-fighters instead of coming back in the heat of the day the next day, when the fire was virtually out of control again. We were also going with the brigade to the Rural Fire Brigade competitions all over the state of Victoria, competing against other brigades and winning medallions. And there were a few times when after finishing fire brigade practice at Monbulk on the Wednesday nights, where I would stay up all the rest of the night with the Fire Captain, and some of the other brigade members playing cards (500 or Canasta as I found out they call it in Western Australia in later years). And then without having any sleep at all jumping up and going rabbit shooting, early in the mornings driving all the way past the township of Yarra Glen. (I never actually managed to shoot any myself) (Probably subconsciously not wanting to have to gut and clean them afterwards) (or if the truths really known not even wanting to hurt one of the poor animals but just trying to show a macho image to the other guys) and then going off to work the same day afterwards, (The boy and girl in me was always a constant battle to avoide being caught out for the girl I really was or being over macho for the guy I was pretending to be). It was also here at Monbulk where I had my saddest thing to do so far in my young adult life up untill that time, which was to bury my pet dog REX. Actually it was the family dog as mum got him for a wedding present while we were still in the detention facility, and she used to sneak him into the place under her jumper or in her hand bag to show us, and he was so tiny then just a bundle of fluff, but to me he was mine and I really loved him. And "Rex" was his name and he had got distemper and had got very ill, and deteriorated until he went blind, and Dad had to put him down, Rex is buried up in the side paddock at Monbulk. And also while living here; at night times I learned to be a film projectionist as well. I first started my training at the Picture Theatre in Rose St, Upper Ferntree Gully, where I was doing my training under a man who was a television repair man, (Stan was his name) with whom I was then working with whilst finishing my final year of my electrical apprenticeship at Kirby Electrical Services at Lower Fern Tree Gully as I’d been forced to transfer my apprenticeship from Holeproof after the Apprenticeship commission discovered they had inadvertently sacked too many electricians, when downsizing after huge building expansions projects and had one too many apprentices on their payroll, Stan was being employed by Kirby Electrical as a television repairer and antenna installer. After I’d been required to leave Holeproof’s employment after they had sacked one electrician too many and then found they had one too many electrical apprentices over and above their allowed quota, after a while and when I had become more experienced as a projectionist we were eventually forced to move the whole film projection business to the Emerald Mechanics Hall. After the 1812 Theatre Group took over the ownership of the Picture Theatre premises in Rose Street Upper Fern Tree Gully to do live theatre acting. I worked every Saturday night in Emerald until the place closed down. Which gradually came about because of falling patronage, following the introduction of television into Victoria in 1956 for the opening of the Olympic Games being held November in Melbourne. People just eventually stopped going out to the picture theatres and stayed home and watched television. It was good operating the projectors at night as it enabled me when driving back late at night, to be able to be fully dressed driving between Monbulk and Emerald. One night I was actually just getting changed out of my female clothing when I had parked on this new housing estate, that was starting to be developed out of the bushland near where the new Monbulk Secondry School had just been built, and I just avoided being caught by my future brother in law, by throwing myself on the floor (while still dressed as a female) of the works van that I was driving at the time and quickly locking the door and throwing something over myself before he looked in the window looking for me thinking I’d broken down. Later I told him I’d gone to get some petrol after running out on the way home, It was while we were still living at Monbulk that I bought my first "brand new car", A Holden Station Wagon F.B. model (HFK  086). For a deposit I traded in my 1940 Renault and a 1940 Bedford Utility I’d bought from an electrician who died shortly afterwards in a car accident, who I was training under while still working at Holeproof and that I had slowly converted from the Ute into a Panel Van, which I'd converted so I would be able to do electrical contracting, when I became fully qualified as an electrician. But while I was waiting for the delivery of the new car, the government put up the sales taxes and I had to pay the extra sales tax with extra cash over and above the trade ins (boy was I wild about that I even threatened to cancel the car but the dealer threatened to with hold my trade-ins). I remember vividly one New Years Eve where we showed spooky films all night at Emerald, and then straight afterwards I attempted to drive non stop all the way to Narooma in N.S.W. without a break. (I was so much a girl but could still do stupid male things without thinking at times). This holiday village called Narooma we were heading for is a lovely little coastal fishing village, which is situated on the New South Wales South Coast, and always was and still is a good spot for a family camping holiday during the summer holidays. With my brother (Brian) and a car load of our mates, I started driving up to Narooma and then during the night, suddenly waking up just over the border in New South Wales in the car as they were all scrambling over themselves getting back into the car. Apparently I must have nearly fallen asleep while driving and had instinctively pulled over for a nap, so all the others decided to do some target shooting in the paddocks nearby and were being chased by some irate farmer. I only just managed to drive away in the dark before he reached the car, driving without headlights in the dark, so he wouldn’t be able to read the registration number on the number plate. We went up and down to Narooma every Christmas for our holidays. I remember one year we were forced to eat a boiled up water hen and fried its eggs as we were so flat broke, we couldn't afford to buy any food and being so very hungry we thought we could eat anything, (boy that water hen sure was tough to eat). Another time we swapped some of our spare rabbits for some shark steaks, with these other spear fishing campers, so we could all have a change of diet. Another time one of our guys shot a goanna and when he gutted it he found it had five baby rabbits in its stomach (we didn't even try to eat the goanna or the baby rabbits). He only wanted the pelt so he could make a fancy belt out of its tail, but as it turned out the skinned tail was so smelly and on the nose, when we were getting ready to go home as it was so hot that summer, we wouldn’t let him put the skin into the car or even into the trailer, where all the bedding was packed away. He had then gone and balanced the rest of the carcase partially out of a rubbish bin that was just outside the tent that these teenage girls were sleeping in, so as to give them a bit of a fright in the morning when they came out of their tent. But while it was still dark in the early hours there was this almighty scream that woke the whole camping site emmanating from the same direction, and apparently it was coming from the rubbish man. As he had come to empty the bins overnight and he thought he was being attacked by some sort of a monster in the dark. We quickly packed up and got out of the camping site before we got into any trouble about having a dead goanna in the camp site before the police arrived, (shooting goannas is a big no no). It was the same guy (Dennise) who once turned his rifle toward us all and peppered the grass just above our frightened heads, one day while out rabbit shooting over in the bush, at the back of Narooma, (he'd filed his firing pin down and could use his single shot rifle like an automatic machine gun, and was always running out of ammunition and borrowing of us). After we had just fired a warning shot high into the sky above him, because he had gone over onto the far side of the valley by himself. We fired high into the air just to attract his attention to make him aware of a rappidly approaching thunder storm. One other time it was either Denise or John when we were shooting out in the bush behind the back of Gembrooke, and we came across this stack of wood and piled it into the back of the station wagon, and when he tossed his rifle in to the back of the station wagon, on top of the wood it went off. No one knows where the bullet went, but it must have gone through one of the open windows, and somehow missed the lot of us standing around the car, (obviously the safety catch wasn't on). Another time (same guys) we were spot light shooting for rabbits out the back of Menzies Creek in the old abatours paddocks, and we were spotlighting off the back of the station wagon, when I had to swerve sharply to avoide a hidden ditch, and (John this time), accidentally pulled the trigger as he was losing his balance. But he wouldn't have fallen off anyway as I always made everyone strap themselves on before I started the car, (obviously the safety catch wasn’t on again). The bullet put a groove down the length of the roof with the groove gradually getting deeper and longer, until it struck a support strut just behind Brian's head and richochaed away. John and Bernie were standing on the tailgate shooting from the rear of the car, and Brian was shining the spotlight from the passenger front seat leaning out the window and Kevin was sitting in the back seat having a break, I gave my rifle to my brother Dan and never handled a rifle ever again after that I got such a fright, and it was the same rifle that Dan gave to Dad all those years later so that’s how Dad ended his life. We moved home once again while I was still living at home, this time to Belgrave, where we lived just a hundred yards up Monbulk Road from the main shopping centre. I didn’t join the fire brigade here at Belgrave but chose instead to man the group radio base that was set up at Upwey, I remained committed to this cause for many years until it was dismantled and transferred to be used as a mobile base control bus stationed at Belgrave Fire Station in the early seventies, but by then I was well married and living down in Upwey, It was while I was living there at Belgrave that I finally finished my apprenticeship, after five years of hard slog and studying and lots of intensive day and night schooling. Then later when I'd reached 21 years of age (three months later), I was then able to apply for my "A grade" Electrical Mechanics License on the twelfth of March 1961, Then later after one year but after two years of practical work experiences had expired after I had finished my electrical mechanics theory and practice exams I therefore became experienced enough and became eligible to apply for my Electrical Contractors License in December of 1961. And with all these certificates I could now go and start doing electrical contracting work for myself. I set myself up as “IAN CUPID” “ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR” and “A GRADE ELECTRICIAN”, and worked my own electrical business from Mum and Dads home at 64 Monbulk Road Belgrave. My employment dream had at last come true in that regard, I was doing electrical breakdown and repair work and I also did all the work installing all of the electrical pyrotenax wiring, for the bitumen plant at the quarry in Upper Ferntree Gully. I also worked on the first multi-story tourist development on Phillip Island. And then I thought I had hit the big time, when I got the job of doing all of the electrical installations on all of the houses at the new 'TOORAK of the HILLS' HOUSING ESTATE in Upwey. This was where I met up with John Southwick, as he lived in the original old house on the sub division with his family, and where my brother Brian met up with Bernie, (John’s younger brother) and later I met up with the first love in my life Mavis, (John and Bernie’s younger sister). I was also working at call with my mate Max Davies who lived at Tecoma helping him in his electrical contracting business and also another electrical contractor in Lilydale, when either of them got too busy and needed a helping hand. As I was just building my own business up and did not have enough work to keep myself fully employed, but then in late 1962 just after I’d stated paying off my newest car (a 1962 E.J. Holden Station Sedan my electrical contracting business and my dream came crashing down around me. When my main client (a builder) went bankrupt, when he got caught, using the money he was supposed to be paying us sub-contractors at the Upwey site. And was instead using the money for building and financing another housing estate of his own, called The Capri Beach Estate down at Rye on the Nepean Peninsular, and he ran out of capital trying to finance that project. Then the final straw happened when the Herald Sun Newspaper ran an article over the Christmas holidays about the dangerous currents and rips in Bass Straight right near the beach, directly below the Capri Beach Estate. And all his house and land packages stopped selling immediately. Cutting off any finance he might have been starting to accumulate from that estate, so then he couldn’t pay the sub contractors to finish either the housing projects at the Upwey Toorak of the Hills Estate, or the Rye Capri Beach Estate. I was left with not being paid for a lot of the houses that I had already completed at Upwey and the houses I'd already finished down at Rye too. That left me with huge crushing debts to pay to my electrical wholesaler suppliers named Middendorp Electrical Wholesalers and Lawrence and Hansen Electrical Suppliers, who I must say bent over backwards to help me keep my business going. After struggling with paying the business debts he forced on me for a while longer and still having to pay off my car, I took a punt and I then took my mate Bill Wiltshire and his wife Merle and young family over to Western Australia, before the start of the Christmas holidays in 1962. Initially it was only to be for a three month working holiday to try and get both our finances back into shape. As I’d just gone and purchased this new car incidentally from my future brother-in-laws father at Monbulk G.M.H. Dealership, it was another new Holden that was an E.J. Station Wagon and I had traded my F.B. Station Wagon in as a deposit, so I had that to pay it off too, Bill had also worked for the same builder, (who just happened to be a relative of his but that didn't help him either). We were intending to be working at the big paying jobs on offer in the outback in the North of Western Australia immediately after the Christmas holidays, so we took turns driving non stop all the way from Melbourne to Perth. Leaving Melbourne on Boxing Day and arriving in Perth on New Years Eve, just in time for a New Years Eve Party being held at Merle’s parents place in Perth to welcome Bill and Merle and their two boys back home to Western Australia for Christmas. Bill and Merle were both originally from Western Australia and they didn’t have a car as Bill had the builders old work vehicle as a company car before he went bust, so Bill and Merle were unable to drive back home to Western Australia for their holidays, and couldn't afford to pay all the train fares for the whole family to go and visit their families for Christmas that year. When Bill and I drove over on The Eyre Highway it was just sand all the way for hundreds of miles, from the turn off just past the township of Port Augusta in South Australia to the outskirts of the township of Norseman in Western Australia. What a journey it turned out to be, we even got to Southern Cross half way through the state of Western Australia ahead of the train. So while it was stopped in the railway station at Southern Cross for a while, Bill went and joined Merle and his two children on the train. We then just managed to keep just ahead of the train all the rest of the way to the main Railway Station in Perth, (No standard gauge rail line yet in Perth back then). As previously Merle and the kids had already changed trains to the Western Australian narrow gauge tracks at the Kalgoorlie Railway Station after the trip across the Nullarbor. In the period just before leaving to go to Perth, I was also trying to get over a relationship breakdown, I was initially hoping would have materialised for me with Mavis. Who was the younger sister of my mate (John) and she was also the younger sister of (Bernie) my younger brother Brian's mate as previously mentioned. It was in an effort to try and see if it would be possible once again, for me to try to "normalise" myself into being a normal acting and thinking male, by getting myself married or at least involved in a sexual way with girls. But it had failed miserably mainly out of my insecurities in wanting to be a female almost all of the time, and as was always carried out so realistically in my dreams every night, as if it was the real thing as if I was really a girl, (and just maybe the male part was a figment of my imagination and was really the dream) (maybe that should read horrible nightmare). And really let’s face it I only ever really wanted to be her friend as a girlfriend not her lover as a boyfriend, so a sexual encounter was not really on the agenda. Also without her knowledge I was wearing her makeup and clothing whenever the occasion arose. This wouldn’t have helped the relationship at all if I’d got caught in her clothes, because among other things I always felt so guilty afterwards, but as I said it was all unknown to her, and I was innocently doing these female fantasies quite often without even thinking. I was always then and still am basically a very shy and withdrawn and often a very depressed person. Even to the stage that I wouldn’t and haven't partaken of alcohol all my life in case I was to get intoxicated, and it slipped my tongue that I had such a female persona. But even with that in mind I still back then was easily able to dress and assimilate quietly as a female at any and every opportunity, but mostly in private and mainly at night because of all the scars on my face from my teenage accident in Dan’s car. Even while in Western Australia and when I was working down in Perth I often spent my evenings and weekends and of course my annual holidays, living completely as a girl, but avoiding any contact with anyone I knew. I would have stayed and lived there in Perth, and been a full time female much earlier on in my life than now, if it had been able for me to do so. But the fact that I had to be able to earn lots of money to pay back my debts and I also didn’t have any female working skills to earn that amount of money either. It would have been impossible for me to do so in a female earning capacity, so I just had to revert to my traditionally male gendered occupation as a trained electrician (in those days anyway). Especially so in Western Australia as it was against the then current strictly enforced law over there to "so call impersonate" a member of the opposite sex by even "dressing " up as one. As it turned out the three month working holiday I initially left Victoria for, eventually turned into six years of hard slog and very long working days and weeks and months and years on end. Before I could finally pay all my debts off and establish a nice nest egg, to put toward establishing myself back in business, or put towards buying my own home when I returned home to Victoria. Also I was sending a lot of extra money home as one after the other my father, and then my mother, and then also my sister, got very ill. Shirley came down with breast cancer, and Diane struggled with cervical cysts. And all the ensuing hospital and surgery bills were too much for my father to pay, as by then he was becoming an ill man too suffering with the beginings of emphysema, and other ill health problems from smoking all his life while working with lead paints all his working life, painting inside submarines and ships when he was an apprentice, and afterwards in general painting as lead paint was the only paint available and especially being used in the confined spaces inside ships and submarines. I didn’t know until just recently when my sister told me, that as soon as I left the family home in Belgrave to travel to Western Australia, my Dad turned his violent temper on to my brother Brian with a vengeance, Saying that he (meaning Brian) and he alone was responsible for the early death of his mother, And he never let up on harassing and beating young Brian, until Brian left home to eventually get married to Laurel, while I was still over in Western Australia, Shirley confirmed this saying now that she is ashamed to say it but that while he was beating Brian, my Dad  was leaving her alone and when Brian left she took off with Diane to a safe place of her own too. When I first arrived in Western Australia I got a job straight away with the Western Australian Government Public Works Department, doing all sorts of electrical breakdown and installation jobs. This incidentally wasn’t a very high paying job or provided any overtime either. While I was working for them I noticed an advertisement in the newspapers calling for conscientious electrical tradesmen, wanting to be employed in the building construction industry, in a country location with full accommodation, and stating that they would be working at the Laporte Titanium construction site in Bunbury, for the electrical contracting firm of O'Donnell Griffin Fischback and Moore, and to apply straight away if interested. I applied immediately and left the Public Works after I got the job, and went and worked down at Laporte until the job was completed. Being promoted along the way to a leading hand electrician, and then got myself transferred to another new construction site of their’s on the Fremantle Wharves, being engaged in building the wheat silos and ship to shore bulk loading conveyor systems, on the Port of Fremantle wharf where I’d first set eyes on Australian soil all those years earlier in 1949, and would still be working for O'Donnell Griffin Fischback and Moore, and I was there until that job was all finished. I then applied for and got a job that was going up at Wittenoom Gorge, Which entailed rewiring the whole Township of Wittenoom. And because it was in an isolated area it also paid a lot more money, and got a tax concession too, so I took the job. But it did mean that I had to work in amongst the dreaded and dangerous asbestos that was packed into the ceilings and walls of the houses we were rewiring, that was there to keep the houses cooler through the stiffling heat of summer. But we didn't know how dangerous the stuff was back then, and it now is a further worry hanging over me as I get older, (they closed the whole mine and town down just a few years later). After that job was finished I was transferred back to Perth doing electrical breakdown and maintenance work on housing commision flats in and around Perth, still working with the same employer called Gerard Industries which was the name of the firm from the Wittenoom job doing a lot of contract work for the Perth Public Works Department but with stacks of overtime this time around. When a job came up for Electricians to work in the Broome area in the far north of Western Australia I jumped at the opportunity, because it meant I again went back to higher wages, and moved to a lower taxation bracket for working in isolated areas. The job was to rebuild the Broome Meat works, right next to the wharf for easy access to shipping so the rebuilt meatworks could be re-classified so as to be able to export prime boneless beef direct to the USA, (so the Americans could then mince it up with fat for making ordinary plain hamburgers). We ate some of the beef for barbeques and it was the best most tastiest beef I’d ever tasted, We even swapped with the aborigines where they cooked whole fish wrapped in leaves underneath the camp fire embers on the beach (which was fabulous too), During the time there I also went up to Derby to dismantle and remove the old Derby Meat works and transfer some of the equipment down to Broome as the works were too far inland to be accredited for export purposes. Imagine my surprise when the electrical generators arrived at the Broome site to be used to power the complex, turned out to be the decommissioned Shepparton Power Station from Victoria. The Victorian privately run electricity networks had all just recently been nationalised and amalgamated, and all the country power stations were closed down except for the Latrobe Valley, which was massively expanded to power the whole state from the cheap brown coalfields) and the electricity power grid was extended right throughout Victoria under the auspices of the newly named Victorian State Electricity Commission. When both those jobs in the north of Western Australia were finished it was back to Perth for some well earned girly living. Whilst flying back from Broome and when the plane stopped at Learmonth Airport near Exmouth, I met up with Bill and Merle and their children again. Having spasmodically kept in touch with them all the time, I was traversing the outback of Western Australia, contacting them from different locations as they had the use of my car to get them around in. I arranged to come back up to Exmouth and would try and get myself a job where Bill was already working at The North West Cape as a carpenter, after I'd had a bit of a well earned break in Perth. After taking it easy in Perth for quite a while and not wanting to be in any hurry to go back to being a guy. I eventually went to the Perth offices of Hardeman-Monier and Hutcheson the contractors for the North West Cape job and they employed me immediately as an on site electrician. I got sent back up and the firm even paid my airfare back up to the site at Exmouth. The job at Exmouth Gulf was absolutely fantastic, and within two weeks I was promoted to a leading hand electrician. The entire section of our job there was to build a Communications Base for the United States Navy for the express purpose of communicating with their submerged nuclear submarines. It entailed the construction of power stations, town sites, port facilities, and the full construction of the whole communication base, which required the erection of thirteen towers for the very low frequency part of the project. The highest centre one (tower zero) being thirteen hundred feet tall, the six middle ones being over nine hundred feet tall, and the outer six towers being over seven hundred feet tall. Which all had to evenly carry the six separate suspended antenna's, with the required option of lowering the whole mass to the ground in the event of any approaching cyclone, using six massive wind sensitive automatic synchronised winches. It also had identical antenna's three foot under the ground to make sure the signals would follow a narrow profile and would penetrate beneath the salt water. And not bounce off the surface of the water when the submarines were fully submerged anywhere in the world. And it was absolutely necessary that the signal would penetrate to under the deepest ocean in any weather conditions (now superseded by the satellite system put up by President Reagan). A similar configuration was also built on the other side of the new town site of Exmouth by another consortium, to cater for high frequency signalling required for their surface fleet. The job was a pressure job from go to woe and I was promoted to Sub Forman Electrician within a month working a minimum of fifty four hours a week, which entailed working six days straight, then six nights straight, then after one day off, starting the day shifts again, making it a thirteen day working fortnight continuously. One day in the food hall, I heard them talking on the next table and the rubbish truck driver said that when he dumped the rubbish at the tip, there were two suitcases full of women’s clothes sitting there, Straight after dinner just before dusk I drove myself down to the tip, in my company four wheel drive vehicle, and clambered around until I retrieved them. I was billeted in a foreman’s cabin with Bill, and as he was living at the caravan park, I had the room to myself and from then on I was dressed every night and on days off often driving myself around out in the mulga as a girl, once I barely avoided nearly getting swept out to sea wearing a little bikini and getting my bare skin all torn climbing back out over rocks at a very isolated inlet when a heavy swell came ashore while I was out swimming, triggered by a cyclone out to sea, I was all sunburnt and bleeding and had to present to the first aid post, and explain myself to the first aid girl why it looked like I had a bikini top and bottom on when I’d got sunburnt and why I was swimming alone out on the ocean side of the peninsular, I hid the clothes for a while, and then one night took them back to where I’d got them, just in case the girl one day mentioned it to someone else not so accommodating and they came looking for the evidence as an excuse to intimidate or blackmail me. I finished up leaving the project just prior to Christmas in 1966. Bill's job had just finished anyway and the whole project was almost completed and construction was winding down in readiness to hand the whole finished functioning complex over to the United States Navy. With only the refuelling pipelines to be connected on the wharf’s, and this also was just a few days after a weather alert had been broadcast warning of an approaching cyclone that was about to hit the North West Cape area of Western Australia over the Christmas period. And as we were going to be driving across hundreds of kilometres of unmade roads, towing a caravan and also towing a heavy trailer, as we didn’t want to get bogged down on muddy roads, up in the north west of Western Australia. Or later on when we would be crossing the Nullabour Plains, in the south east of Western Australia and the south west of South Australia heading for Victoria. As we were hoping to avoid getting stranded in the wet and muddy conditions, that were being forecasted to happen along the entire stretch of the unmade Eyre Highway after Christmas. I had purchased the original wooden caravan that Bill and Merle were renting and living in when I got up to Exmouth shortly after I had arrived there which I supplied rent free to them for the whole period they remained up at Exmouth. Then over time I later on traded that one in for a larger and lighter more up to date aluminium and steel framed caravan. And then just before we left Exmouth I had to then purchase one of the surplus site vehicles being auctioned from the site. As Bill had bought himself a large trailer, to carry all the extra gear they had acquired over the years while living at Exmouth, expecting that I was going to sell the caravan on site up in the caravan park at Exmouth before we left. But because I wanted to keep the caravan and tow it back to Melbourne with my car for me to temporarily live in when I got back home while I was looking to purchase a home of my own. So I bought the other car a Holden E. H. Station Wagon and they eventually paid me for it over a period of time, (I think) when we were all settled back home in Melbourne again. It was just into the New Year in 1967 when I eventually returned to Victoria, after spending Christmas in Perth with Bill and Merle and their children and their families, Travelling along with Bill and Merle and their two boys in a convoy, as conditions had turned very cold wet and muddy. We hit a rabbit with the caravan, just as we pulled away from the caravan park outside Southern Cross after we stayed there overnight, which unknown to us severed the gas lines under the caravan, which we didn't find out untill we pulled over for the night at Madura, and found we couldn't cook dinner on the gas stove as all the gas had emptied from one gas bottle. And we couldn’t use the other as the gas pipe was severed underneath the caravan where we couldn’t get to it without lifting the caravan, So Bill and Merle booked into the motel and cooked the dinner and breakfast there for us all and I slept in the caravan as security, luckily we only got stuck once travelling across the Nullabour Plains and then only for half an hour. Driving along the flooded highway and suddenly the front of my car up to the bonnet on my car disapeared below the dirty muddy water covering the road, which was concealing a very deep pothole in the road, but luckily there was enough momentum to bring the front of the car, and the motor up out of the water before the engine stopped, We then had to clamber through the freezing water to dry out the points in the distributor so as to be able eventually to get the motor going again. At one stage slowly creeping past a precariously angled very deeply bogged semi trailer, nearly catching the canvas covering the side of it, with the caravan roof as we ploughed past in the mud, not game to let the revs drop using first gear in case the motor stalled to avoid getting bogged down in the same mud patch which was fifty metres from the by now completely impassable highway. We eventually arrived back into Victoria, After struggling up the Adelaide hills in forty degree heat with our heavily laden vehicles with broken down cars stranded all along the side of the road, We travelled the long way back around the south coast from Adelaide down through Mt Gambier to have a look at the blue lakes, and on into Victoria, before passing through Warnambool and Geelong and Melbourne before arriving back at Upwey in the beautiful Dandenong Ranges. I stayed at Bill and Merle's place in my caravan which was parked on a bit of flat area at the top of their driveway outside their home in Upwey, until I located and started paying off a house of my own also in Upwey, but on the opposite side of the town and the railway line and the highway nestled up against the main mountain. Which I then started to renovate with Bill’s help as he was now a fully qualified builder/carpenter, having gained his credentials while working at Exmouth, and he needed money and a job quickly while he re-established his family back into Victoria again after being away for six years. I also managed to get a full time job back with the same Electrical Contractor (Max Davies), where I had previously been working part time trying to build up my own electrical contracting business, before I left in 1962 to go to Western Australia. And once again I was working alongside my best mate Graham McPherson and my other mates Max Davies and later on Fred Moule who worked as a Tradesmans assistant or general hand when Graeme left to try his hand at starting his own electrical contracting business by working up at Walwa after we’d left the area with many farms still to be connected to the electricity supply after Max got too snowed under with work back home in the Dandenong Ranges. Then shortly afterwards I met a young lady whose name was (Margaret Diane Woodhouse). I started off by picking her up on my way from the depot to work as I passed her by every day on my way out to the jobs, and then I ventured to start going to her work place after I finished work and taking her back home, from her job at Coles in Belgrave to her home in Tecoma after she finished work. It snowballed from there really and I started to think I might at last with a little bit of luck, be able to make a go at being a married man. If only I could get over my femminism or at least get someone to marry me as the person I was, who could help me get through the problem. I tentatively broached the subject with Margaret eventually, after a lot of messing around the bush with the whole scenario. We were to discuss my feminine persona traits long and hard for many a day and night after that, and it was eventually decided that so long as I kept my female feelings out of sight in our bedroom and under control, that we would make a go at getting married. As realistically it wasn’t any other persons business anyway, as long as we kept it to ourselves, (that was a decision made to my eventual torment and sorrow that came back and haunted me again and again and over the full period of our marriage never really going away and just frustrating me endlessly). And so we mutually decided to first get engaged on the twenty sixth of October in 1968 with the reception held at my house at No.1 Pioneer Ave, in Upwey. The same house I nearly lost in the bushfires that swept through Upwey and Tecoma, while I was away wiring those farm houses up at Walwa earlier on during the first part of 1968. Coming so close the curtains were singed through the louvre windows along the rear of the house. We were then planning to get married a couple of years later, however we hurriedly arranged to bring our wedding forward, after her father began mistreating her some more while she was still living at home, with her employer (Coles) getting involved when she broke down in tears at work, and after they found out what was going on at home they got the police involved, who went and admonished her father to stop abusing her at home or they would stop looking the other way with his drink driving misdemeanours, After we decided to bring our wedding forward, and decided to get married on the Easter Saturday in 1969. Margaret's Dad refused to pay anything towards the wedding and at one stage wasn't even going to attend the wedding at all. Our wedding was held on the fifth of April 1969 and we became Mr. and Mrs. Ian Cupid. We had our wedding ceremony at the Methodist Church in Belgrave, (which incidentally they closed down and moved to Emerald almost straight afterwards). And our reception was held at the Belgrave Returned Servicemen’s League Hall in Belgrave just a little closer to Belgrave and across the other side of Monbulk Road, (the Belgrave R.S.L. branch building was also closed shortly afterwards and the Belgrave branch of the R.S.L. amalgamated with the Upwey branch of the R.S.L.). While the wedding ceremony was taking place across Monbulk Road at the church, Margaret's going away outfit was stolen from the R. S. L. Hall. Before the wedding Margaret had become my best friend, and now became my wife, and eventually my lover. We spent our first night of married life together at a little motel alongside Stud Road in Rowville, (which just recently was pulled down and cleared along with the adjoining caravan park for further development into a retirement village). The motel room in stud road was where we had to put the bedspread on the floor as we undressed, to catch all the confetti and rice that had been thrown all over us and down our necks by her sisters and brothers, so that we could empty all the confetti and rice into the rubbish bin after getting changed. The next day we left on our honeymoon in the caravan that I'd brought back from Western Australia. It was originally planned as a touring honeymoon to be spent travelling up the Hume Highway to Yass, and over to spend a week in Canberra visiting friends before heading to Bateman’s Bay and to follow the east and south coast around New South Wales and Victoria back to our home in Upwey, but the expense had to be curtailed a little, when I had to hand some of our honeymoon money over to my Dad, to pay for his removalist when he moved back into his Belgrave house shortly before our wedding. This had Margaret fuming when June Corti told her, So we then planned that after spending only a few days sightseeing in our nation’s capital, We would still return down the New South Wales South Coast and through Eastern Victoria at a slightly less leisurely rate back to our home at number one Pioneer Avenue Upwey. On the Easter Sunday the first day of our honeymoon we travelled through the back way over Mount Slide to get on the Midland Highway to get to Benalla a town situated on the Hume Highway, and then we stayed overnight at the caravan park there. The next day Easter Monday we continued further north towards Albury-Wodonga along the Hume Highway, when just twenty one kilometres from Albury-Wodonga where the highway bypassed this small township called Chiltern was where it all went wrong, when this little minivan that was speeding the other way, suddenly veered across the double lines marked on the road, and was headed straight towards our car and caravan. Luckily, just missing the car by inches, and then continued on and smashed straight into and right through the caravan. Missing the twin gas bottles mounted on the front of the caravan by just six inches. Oh! What a mess, their vehicle was completely wrecked and the caravan was completely demolished. With the top half of the caravan lying upside down and confetti and all our belongings spread all over the highway. And also with the rear torn out of my car, where the tow bar had moments earlier been bolted underneath to my cars chassis. As the dust and noise settled, Margaret was crying uncontrollably from the sudden shock of it all, and also from an excruciatingly painful knee, received when the force of the impact stopped the car instantly, sending Margaret flying forward and hitting her knee on the glove box. There was traffic stopped everywhere as the highway was full of heavy holiday traffic, returning to Melbourne, from the Easter Holiday break. The offending vehicle had then gone on to hit the car that was travelling behind our caravan, which itself had then ploughed into the wreckage of the top half of the caravan and then on into the rest of the wreckage of what was left of the caravan chassis. Luckily our lane of traffic was only moving slowly on our side of the highway, as we were bunched up behind a slow moving heavily laden semi-trailer, which was directly in front of my car on our side of the highway. Afterwards the whole highway was completely blocked in both directions for over two hours with a massive traffic jam, before the police and ambulance crews and tow trucks had cleared the highway of injured patients and debris. Apparently! Luckily for them, there were so many people packed into the little minivan, which was a Leyland Mini Van, that no one suffered any serious injuries. After the police had finished interviewing everyone, they took me up with them in the police car to Wodonga to the hospital, where Margaret had been taken by the ambulance. When Margaret was released they took us to a motel, where they had arranged for us to stay whilst the car was being repaired, and they had managed to get a nice man to vacate the honeymoon suite for us. As my car had to be towed away by one of the tow trucks, as the rear end was all twisted and hanging down on the road. While we were waiting the few days (as it still was the Easter holiday weekend) for the rear of the car to be repaired, and a new tow bar refitted, I rang my friends from out at that small farming place called Walwa that was one hundred and eighty kilometres east from Albury-Wodonga where I’d been working in early 1968. To see if they had the room and if we could stay a week and recuperate up at their farm after we had got the car back from the repair shop, (Stan and Fay Post have become our lifelong friends), and were a farming couple I had met whilst working up in the Upper Murray area wiring farmhouses a year earlier. My caravan was parked next to their shearing sheds back then, as accommodation for all six workers (three electricians, two tradesmen’s assistants and a cook come handyman) whilst I was working for Max Davies, when we were wiring up farmhouses and sheds throughout the whole Walwa area when the electricity was first established there in 1967/1968. They were relatives of Max and were the direct descendts of the original explorers who opened up the Upper Murray area, and explored right up the Murray River from Adelaide in South Australia in the early 1800's. So we spent the rest of the first week of our honeymoon in the motel at Wodonga, and then spent another week up at the farm in Walwa, while Margaret further recovered, and then had to call back into the hospital at Wodonga on the following Monday, to get the all clear for her sore knee on our way back home to Upwey. While we were in Wodonga we went over to the police station and personally thanked the police for all the help they had given us, and also dropped a letter of thanks into the local newspaper office, expressing our thanks to the police and emergency workers, for the excellent service they had given us, and then proceeded on our way back home to Upwey. Then two weeks later when Margaret's knee was better, and she had got over the shock of things. We proceeded back up the Hume Highway, (without a caravan anymore) to Canberra, to continue our honeymoon in a less grand version. Where we stayed with the friends that we were going to visit anyway, in their home in the outer suburbs of Canberra for the whole remaining two weeks of our honeymoon (we stayed at my mate John Southwick's older sister Monica and her husband Mauri’s house). Then we detoured over the lower mountains of southern New South Wales and back through to Walwa, to say thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Post on the way home. So we got to do at least the first part of our honeymoon after all, even if it wasn't a caravaning holiday, as we had first envisaged and planned for. But unfortunately we didn't get to finish the south coast part of the honeymoon until many years later, when our children were at the toddler stage and after we had saved up for and bought ourselves another new car a Holden H.Q. Sedan and later another caravan in 1974. We eventually found out what went wrong with the mini van when we went back to Chiltern to attend the court case later in the year, Apparently the driver of the minivan was in a convoy of vehicles returning from a camping holiday, And the passengers from each vehicle were all keeping in touch with one another from car to car by walky-talky radio’s, And the inexperienced “P” plate driver driving his friends car just turned around at high speed and took his eyes and mind completely off the road, and started talking into the walky-talky that was in the back seat and thereby wrenched the steering wheel around and the minivan veered right across the highway and in to our caravan before he realised what he had done and didn’t have a chance to take any evasive action before he crashed into the caravan, As you can well imagine we were both virgins when we got married, as Margaret was still a week from turning nineteen, as she originaly wanted to get married when she had reached twenty one years of age. But we soon worked out what all the excitement with sex was all about, with our first baby (a girl who we named Tracey Margaret Cupid) being born on the fourth of April 1970. After a lot of trepidation about my low hormone count due to my gender dysphoria and having to be boosted with male hormones which caused me to become quite ill, With the birth arriving just one day before our first wedding anniversary, and then to cap it all off less than a year later, our second baby (a boy who we named Trent Ian Cupid) being born on the twenty fourth of February 1971. So lo and behold here we were with two children, only ten and a half months apart in age, six weeks before we had reached our second wedding anniversary. Incidentally as we were leaving the William Angliss Hospital, after the birth of Trent, the nursing sister said, "See! You next year"! To which Margaret replied, "Oh no you won’t as I now know what it is that’s creating these little problems" which made me happy as I didn’t want to remain on the hormone supplement that was making me so ill any longer than I could help it. I soon came to realise that it wasn't going to be an easy marriage, as Margaret assumed more and more of the masculine role in the marriage. As she became aware that she had to, as she knew that as I was so female oriented, and I wasn’t able to do the male disciplinary part properly anyway. But to my dismay she adopted the more dominant aggressive role most eagerly, with her constant swearing and loud abuse. Often inflicting bruises and scratches from the manhandling she carried out on me, I took it all as calmly as I could in the constant worry that if I retaliated, she would tell all and sundry especially her brothers and sisters about my femaleness. (Not knowing until years later that she had indeed told them all early in our marriage anyway), I often harangued her about her swearing and abusiveness toward me in front of the children, saying that it would eventually rub off into the children’s vocabulary. But her standard answer was that she’d had to put up with it all through her life from her parents, and then later on in her life from her brothers and sisters, as the six of them all grew up squabbling and fighting amongst themselves. Often culminating in all in brawls between her brothers and sisters, and then each of them getting hidings from their father, after their mother got home from work, and cleaned up the mess and then told their father when he got home from work. So I often came home really worried that she had inflicted her temper harmfully onto Tracey and later Trent as he grew older. Once Margaret physically threw Trent across his bedroom in front of me, onto the spare bed in rage at something he had done earlier that day when he was still only a little baby. She used to yell so loudly at times to intimidate me just to get her own way, eventually I gave up arguing and trying to paccify her, and retired outside digging under the house eventually transforming our single storey house, into a double storey dwelling, mainly by picking away by hand at the sheer mountain rock, after I’d first removed the thin layer of earth underneath the house wearing out two picks and two spades and two crow bars, It was in early November 1974 when we were on a family holiday up at the farm in Walwa, when I first noticed something smelling like a really rotten flesh smell, coming from out of my daughter's ear. As at the time it was an extremely hot Melbourne Cup Day Holiday Weekend, and my daughter had now had this slight ear-ache for more than eight months, where we had been continually taking her to this specialist in Boronia every few weeks as it was giving Tracey a lot of pain and discomfort. I immediately upon our return to our home in Upwey got our doctor, (just not listening to any of his protestations), to give us a refferal to send her to a different specialist altogether. The new specialist, (a Dr Kennedy) when upon looking in her ear just before Christmas 1974 exclaimed "forget about the ear ache what about the huge inner ear disease", after he discovered what he could plainly see was this massive disease located in her inner ear. He then proceeded to say he would have to do a major mastoid operation to save her life, as soon as he could get a bed and theatre organised after the Christmas break. He managed to get Tracey booked into a bed, and then booked into the operating theatre at St Vincent's Hospital, in Melbourne for February. As it was it was the eighteenth of February in 1975, before he could finally get her in to the hospital. And here we were at St, Vincent’s Hospital on that day, where they had been operating for over eight and a half hours, before he (Dr Kennedy) came out and told us he had finally got the whole disease out of her head, by removing her whole ear and then replacing it again, after he had got all of the disease out from the bone alongside her brain. He remarked that it was one of the longest operations he had ever done (as the disease was eating its way through the bone in her skull) let alone on only just a four year old girl as Tracey still was at the time. But worse was to follow that very evening, when we eventually arrived home. We stopped and parked further up the road from our house, and went straight in to tell our next door neighbours the results, as they had been looking after our three year old son Trent for the whole time that we had been at the hospital. We had both been crying and upset for most of the day, and were now thougherly warn out and exhausted. So next Mrs. Morris put the kettle on for a cup of tea when next there was a knock on their door, and a man appeared asking after Margaret and me by our surname. He then said to me abruptly "your fathers dead" and then went on to say that my Dad had committed suicide apparently blowing his head apart with a rifle, (the very rifle I had given to Dan all those years earlier), then just as abruptly he excused himself and left, belatedly remarking not to hurry as my dad had already been dead for a few hours by then, and the police were still in attendance. I was dumbfounded and absolutely shattered and immediately broke down, and while I was recovering our neighbour’s wife, rang Margaret's mum to ask her if Margaret could take Trent to her place, because of the dreadful circumstances that had arisen over the course of the day, our neighbour’s had been looking after Trent already for the whole day, whilst we were at the hospital in Melbourne from 7.00am with Tracey, and it was at that time of another disgraceful period in our turbulent marriage, when Margaret and her parents had not been talking to one another for six months or more. After I had recovered from the shock of it all, and Margaret and the neighbour’s wife had returned, from settling Trent down at his grandparents, and calming the latest acrimonious relationship between Margaret and her parents, (as they were allways blewing and were not even talking to one another at the time). Margaret and I then went back down to The Basin to (Dan and Annette’s) my brothers house at The Basin, as we had been there the night before explaining to them what was going to be happening to Tracey the next day, where I had also attempted to finally tell my Dad about my being a girl, but we only finished up crying in one another’s arms. The whole Cupid family had gathered down at Dans, (Brian my brother and Laurel his wife), even Dianne (my sister) included, were there and we all cried some more over the after effects and circumstances of Dad’s violent suicide. Dad had been staying there in Dan's caravan at the time; He was sort of taking it in turns living with all of us children. Dad had earlier been staying with Margaret and I for quite some time beforehand, and had lived down at Diane’s rented place in Boronia before he came up to our place, we had temporarily converted the dining room into a bedsitter for him, while he was staying with us at Upwey. Dianne! (She had once been training to be a nurse) herself elected to go out into the caravan, and cleaned it all up after the police were finished with it as a crime scene. They had apparently found a suicide note in the caravan, and even to this day my brother has not even discussed, or shown any part of its contents to any of us. Not even bothering to inform any of us when the coroner’s inquest was held or anything, and not talking about the outcome to anyone since Dads death either. So I never got to explain to my Father before he died that I was really a girl always pretending to act as a boy and I’m ashamed that I never did because I didn’t have the guts when I got older to reveal the truth to him. Of course as you can imagine I've had enormous amounts of depression over the years, trying not to let my true feminine self come to the forefront all the time, and secretly and shamefully I had often stepped outside our marriage agreement, by being dressed outside of the bedroom wandering around in the house on my rostered day off, while Tracey and Trent were at school. Often when my wife, (whom I loved and worshipped very much even though she treated me so badly at times in the early years of our marriage), was absent from the home. Then when she did arrive home, (as she finished work before the kids finished school), she would often find me hot and flustered having a hurried late afternoon shower, (trying to surreptitiously remove any traces of her make up etc), without her noticing anything amiss. But apart from my feminine indiscretions, both Margaret and I were otherwise true to our wedding vows; we never ever looked elsewhere all our married life, either of us, and enjoyed a very robust and fulfilling and terrifically sexual and sensual married life together. In June 1977 when I was still working just two kilometres up the road at Tecoma, for my mate Max Davies as an 'A' grade electrician, (I had been working for him a continuous period of eleven and a half years full time for Max), until I had a most serious work accident. Tumbling from a ladder that had collapsed under me, slamming me head first into the concrete below, and with my ankles hooked up in an apple tree. As a result badly smashing my cheek bone and misaligning my top and bottom jaws, and gashing my ankles and seriously damaging my lower back. I couldn't work out what had happened, and why the ladder just collapsed with me on it, as all I was doing was pulling the auger drill bit out from the wooden wall stud, that were the inside wall structure that I had just drilled numerous ¾ inch holes through, in readiness for installing some cabling through for the installation of extra power outlets in the refurbished kitchen on the second level above afterwards, I was up at a second storey window level at this house extension in Upwey. The top of the ladder had come away slightly from the wall, when I jerked the jammed auger bit from the drilled hole, but when the ladder banged back against the wall again, with my weight right at the top of the ladder as well as all the tools and electric drill etc. It had just collapsed then folded up plunging me towards the ground tumbling head first backwards. After that horrible episode I was off work for a total of eighteen months. Something went wrong in the operating theatre at St, Vincent’s private hospital as before I went under I was all screwed and wired up to hold my jaw and cheekbone in place as they operated but when I came out of recovery it had all been removed and it was inferred to me that I’d swallowed my tongue or something thereby choking myself but Margaret wouldn’t let them try to fix my misaligned jaw again in case it happened again and they couldn’t revive me the second time around, but at least they’d fixed my depressed cheekbone, It was during this time of incapacity that one day I woke up inside the phsyciatric ward of the Maroondah Hospital, and after becoming aware and getting over the innitial shock of where I was, I became petrified that Margaret had told them I'd kept saying I was a female since she’d known me, which resulted in me not saying anything at all about myself to any of the nurses or doctors who were trying to fathom my deep depression and massive migraine headaches I was suffering from since the ladder collapse at work, I refused to tell them anything the whole time I was locked up in that ward. Even not saying anything to the phsyciatrist that I was told I had to visit, at East Ringwood for 12 months afterwards either, for fear of what the outcome could be if I did tell them I was a girl. And eventually it was all of eighteen months before I was given the all clear at last from the doctors and specialist’s to be able to return to work but was to be restricted to light duties and limited working hours initially, but it was still such a shock when Max told me that there wasn't a job left there for me any more. As it happened, problems were previously encountered getting any wages or work cover injury payment from Max in the very first place just after the workplace accident happened. We found as the result of investigations later that they weren’t paid because Max didn't have the correct work cover insurance in place, and so he was refusing to pay Margaret any money at all for my wages just nothing, even apart from the make up pay he was supposed to by industrial relations law to be paying us, when Margaret went up to their house to get my pay each week. Until in sheer exasperation she got in touch with the Electrical Trades Union, and brought them in on the case, and they immediately told him the would apply for him to go before the industrial relations court, if he didn’t pay us all our proper wages on time each pay day, for it was against the states industrial laws by not having the full work cover insurance for his employees in relation to the rate of pay being paid to each employee each week. I then finished up having to get the Electrical Trades Union back again after he refused to re-instate me, as he then wouldn't pay me any of my severance pay, or accrued long service leave or holiday pay either, and this was after being employed by him for all that time from 1967 until 1979 and supposedly a close mate and being master of ceremonies at our wedding too as well as my employer. I soon managed to get another job though, this time working in Southern New South Wales, installing Earth Leakage Circuit Breakers, on to Electrical Switchboards, in houses and sheds on outlying farmers homesteads, mainly because it meant I could stand up straight all the time, as I couldn't bend my back without getting excruciating pain in it, from the injuries I'd received in the 1977 fall from the ladder when previously working for Max. Then you wouldn’t believe it after working twelve months in the job in New South Wales, my new employer tried to get out of paying me any holiday pay as well, saying even though I was on a weekly wage, that he considered I was just a sub-contractor to him. So back to the Electrical Trades Union again, to get the holiday pay due to me, Eventually the New South Wales Branch of the Electrical Trades Union were forced to take him to the Industrial Court at Griffith in New South Wales, and they eventually won the litigation, forcing him to pay all my wages and the holiday pay and loading due to me, with interest and the unions and solicitors and the courts costs and my travelling and accommodation expenses, that had to be paid by him into the court immediately so it could be reimbursed to me by the court so I could return to my home in Victoria and re-establish my children back at there old school in Upwey without any further delay in their education. Upon returning to Victoria I got myself another job quite quickly, working for another Electrical Contractor called Brian Bell Electrical, doing mainly industrial wiring and also doing electrical breakdown contract work for a firm he was contracted to called Sutex Industries at their factory complex in Huntingdale. And as I was employed as his Electrical Contractors Nominee and Leading Hand Electrician, I was receiving electrical contracting award wages and nominee entitlements too. Then after a little over twelve months working directly for Brian Bell, but more or less nearly working fulltime at the Sutex factory complex, I was approached by the Sutex management, to see if I would like to transfer my employment directly on to their payroll, as the electrician employed by them whom I was assisting wanted to retire, But they wanted me to also become their overall chief maintenance engineer for all of their whole textile complexes, and as Brian Bell was still not honouring his original agreement to supply me with the use of a company vehicle even after twelve months of being in his employment. So I accepted their offer  of employment instead of continuing in Brian’s employment, and it was a job which turned into an absolutely fabulous period of my life, lasting for nearly ten years, During this time my Auntie Cathy and Uncle Malcolm came out to Australia to visit me and my two brothers and sister’s families, They visited Dan and his family first after arriving in Australia (without the rest of us knowing they were even coming out here to Australia) and then they stayed with us and while they were with us we even took them to the Famous Melbourne Cup Horse Race held every year on the first Tuesday in November (but this was in 1986 when afterwards the train broke down with power failure just out of the Flemington Racetrack Railway Station after the race had been run and everyone was rushing to leave so the train was packed to the rafters with people and the temperature was 40 degrees Celsius with no air conditioning running and with no doors or windows able to be opened as the power was out), I later took them down to stay with Shirley and Stan at Sunbury but Auntie Cathy suddenly decided she didn’t want to stay with them and her new husband after Shirley started rubbishing my late father and their life time together during their marriage, so they came back and stayed longer with us, We had a genuine Australian barbeque up at Emerald Lake with all of the children from both mine and Dan’s families while they were here, We also took them down to Phillip Island and when it came on the news that there was a bush fire in the Dandenong’s, And when upon looking back towards the smoke they were astounded at how far we  travel for a just a days outing out here in Australia, then they went up to Brisbane by train to visit Brian and Diane (but couldn’t locate where Brian had moved to) but they enjoyed staying out on Russell Island with Diane and her two boys, Then when they came back from Queensland they were both quite sunburnt when they both came back down to our place, where on the last weekend here in Australia they observed our home in Upwey being auctioned off from under us, to repay the money we’d borrowed from the housing society that the builder had swindled off us by disappearing after accepting the money, through the sheer ignorance on our solicitors part in handing over all the money we’d borrowed to the builder before he’d lifted a hammer on the job, It came about because Margaret had finally convinced me to get a builder in to finish off all the house renovations in 1984 and we got this builder in to give us a quote which was to cost in total $45.000.00 to be paid in three stages of construction, renovating, and completion, He had only to remove the two walls at either ends in extending the lounge room upstairs and to lower the ceiling in that room to the same level as I’d lowered all the rest of the ceilings in the original house and replaster and to just paint the completed lounge and our bedroom upstairs, Then he had to install the staircase to the downstairs area and do the plastering and painting to the walk in robes and full ensuite bathroom and the master bedroom and rumpus room and kitchenette to finish off the downstairs area, Originally started by me with the intention of building a bed-sitter for my dad to have somewhere to call home, As I had finished all the digging and had the lower section restumped and all the framing and flooring gradually completed over the years, as I could only manage to afford to finance each project singularly until I could then pay off each personal loan and then re-borrow and do the next stage every time, As before that time cheap building loans were a thing of the future and also I’d first started renovating the house before I was even married so finance wasn’t available to a single person anyway, The builder’s apprentice had come around and removed and smashed the imitation brick cladding from the outside of the original building in preparation for installing the western red ceder weatherboards and new ceder windows to the whole outside and then new roof sheeting was to be installed to replace the existing rusted tin roof, The builder approached us for a partial payment so he could purchase all the materials and get it on site so there wouldn’t be any delays when he got started, And we innocently introduced him to our solicitor to arrange a slight advance for his pre-payment, Stupidly our solicitor without thinking gave him the full $18,000.00 first stage payout during the transfer of our funds from our new bankers (as National Mutual Credit Union Society had became by then The Royal Bank of Canada after the banking deregulations were initiated for the whole of the Australian Banking Industry), Our solicitor did this without our approval or worse still without any guarantees of material’s delivery or anything in writing from the builder or his solicitor to whom he handed the money over to, So that was it; we never saw the builder or our money again, So then the bank wouldn’t advance us any more money to complete the first stage until the house was completed up to the second stage of construction which  couldn’t be proceeded with without receiving any other money’s to pay to finish the first stage, So I attempted to secure another builder and the further finance needed before we could proceed with the first stage of the building project, We sweated through that summer and froze through the following winter without any outside lining on the house and the whole place swayed in the breeze when the kids forgot and ran inside the house, And then the bank wanted all their money back immediately when the new banking consortium (The Royal Bank of Canada / Australia) later folded in a very short time as it couldn’t keep up with the hectic pace of the established banks aggressively maintaining there dominance in the new banking deregulation scenario, So we had to sell our home immediately even though we had a long term housing loan in place, We eventually only got 1c. in the dollar back when the builder’s assets were all sold up when he went bankrupt, Cathy and Malcolm stayed with us until we safely put them back on the plane to England, I stayed working with Sutex which later became Nile until the factory was finally forced to close by the parent owners (J.G.L. Investments) in June 1987, In the meantime we had started to buy another lovely brick veneer house in Belgrave just near Belgrave lake park on Park Drive, moving in on the Australia Day Weekend in 1987, So here we were having to pay off another home and with the prospect of being out of work, The Nile factory officially closed  down at the end of the financial year in 1987. Just to gain the parent company (J.G.L. Investments) a huge financial gain through further taxation credits, which put us all out of a job. I was kept on by J.G.L. until the end of that year arranging the sale and transfer of all the remaining equipment and assets from all of the buildings, leaving an empty shell of a factory and empty warehouses where once it was a thriving and expanding business as shown previously with the takeover of the more widely known Nile company in Sydney and transfer and installation of all their manufacturing equipment into the Huntingdale complexes. It was then that I decided to take Margaret on a nostalgic discovering and reminiscing trip back to England and we left Australia on the ninth of December in 1987. Only made possible as it was in those days quite allowable for a superannuation contributor to make full use of all of their own accumulated savings and interest held by their superannuation funds, to be able to fully withdraw the total value of all the money for their own private use before the respective employee (meaning me) had reached the compulsory retirement age of 65 if you’d been retrenched. Prime Minister Keating closed that loophole when he was later elected to power as too many people were doing it and he wanted to bring in this new underhand tax on the superannuation savings, so he had to first bring in legislation to stop people spending their own personal superannuation money so it would sit in the super account longer and accumulate the very interest that his government wanted to tax each year, Which is what I was legitimately able to do before he legislated against it and I was able to fully use it all up along with all my other savings, and long service entitlements, and my retrenchment package, for the express purpose of returning to England to try to find and remember anything of my forgotten childhood past, and also in an attempt to reunite myself with my English relatives and also to introduce Margaret to them. It had by then become a separation period of nearly forty years between me and my relatives last seeing one another face to face, and it was also nearly forty years of being separated from the shores of my native English homeland. Except for seeing Auntie Cathy and Uncle Malcolm when they came out to visit us in Australia in 1966, So we took our time and spent untill the twenty fourth of February overseas, meeting as many relatives as possible and seeing as much of the English countryside as we could, I couldn’t remember anything of the Barrow area or the Longsledale area either when my Uncle Gordon drove us right up into the mountain pass, but one day my Uncle Malcolm took us up to near where we had last lived, just before leaving England, and we stopped at this little village called Milnthorpe for lunch, I suddenly got up and said I know this place, stating that the bus from Carnforth stops above the little cobbled square and drops everyone off there, then the bus proceeds to the bottom of the square, and picks everyone up who desired to travel further toward Kendal and they walk down and get back on the bus again, two minutes later that exact thing happened in front of us when this old bus came chugging in to the square. It was like opening a Pandora’s box of memory’s as everything in that immediate area came tumbling into my memory, and for the next four hours I was like a kid again, not only me but my Aunty Cathy too, as she hadn’t been back to that particular area since we’d left there in 1949 either, It was raining, but Cathy and I were running up and down the roads when we arrived back in Burton remembering everything, Uncle Malcolm remarking to Margaret sitting dry in the car that there go two eight year olds running around in forty eight year old body’s, We spent another four hours walking and driving around the area, it was the perfect ending to a wonderful trip, We went back to Burton quite a few times over the next few week, once driving over the mountains from Windermere Lake in the snow behind a snow plough with Auntie Cathie and Auntie Vera and Auntie  Evelyn in the car, We also briefly managed to meet up with my Auntie May again and stayed a couple of days and also met up with most of her children and grand children too when we went back after Christmas for a couple of weeks, whom are scattered all around England and we stayed with my cousin John and his wife Ruth for quite a while before we left to visit the others in the south of England, Where we went out on to the docks in Southampton from where the S.S.Austurius left all those years ago, and also visited the naval shipyard in Portsmouth and looked at the recently discovered and reclaimed from the bottom of the sea the relic of the “Mary Rose” and then Nelsons flagship “Trafalgar” in the dry dock, Then I’ll never forget the Saturday night back at Barrow when we went to a surprise party where fifty four “Cupids” were in attendance, what a wonderful experience it was to be in a room with all these people with the Cupid surname, after spending most of our lives in a whole country the size of Australia where there were only the six of us, We flew from Barrow’s airport (the old abandoned Walney Island aerodrome we were evacuated to in 1940) in a small plane to Manchester airport where we spent quite a few hours with John and Ruth and also Adrian and Dorothy and their children in the airport departure lounge at Manchester before the Qantas plane left for Heathrow in London en-route to Australia, We arrived back in Australia on Trents birthday the twenty fourth of February in 1988 after spending four days sightseeing in Singapore and also travelling over the causeway into Malaysia on one of the daily coach trips we’d organised and paid for before we left Australia for a whole day in Malaysia while staying in Singapore on our way home. What a shemozzle we came back to. While we were away Trent had moved his cousins into our house and all of them had gone ammuck doing drugs and damaging the plaster walls and ceilings while in their drugged out state, Trent and his cousin Darren also damaged the car next door and stole the battery out of it to get my car going. They also managed to get both of our cars going and wrecked the diff in Margaret’s car, as well as wearing the tyres on mine down to the steel ribbon, and blowing a hole in the exhaust and damaging the body work, as well as having an unroadworthy sticker attached to the windscreen by the police, catching them hooning up the main street of Dandenong with his other cousins in the car and the person driving the car at the time not even getting charged for driving my stolen car (a friend of Warrick Trent’s other cousin who was bunking in my house), As we got home Trent rushed straight out of the house and knocked Margaret’s dad completely unconscious on the carport’s concrete floor. He then ran away and didn't come home for a couple of days. We found out later that Margarets dad had rung  our home while we were away and when he heard all the noise in the background told Trent to throw them all out of our house straight away, so Trent started yelling and swearing abuse at him over the phone (probably high on drugs), so Jack got his son Graham and they both went round to my house and kicked the living daylights out of Trent when they caught him with their steel capped work boots, and were going to do the same to Tracey, but couldn't find where she was hiding and the others had knicked off before they got around there. Margaret never spoke to her father ever again after she found out about that incident not even before he died many years later. But upon our return to Australia it was immediately made absolutely clear, that it wasn't going to be as easy as I had expected to get myself re-employed. I had by then nearly reached the age of fourty eight, where in those difficult times in Australia for some obscure reason; most firms wouldn't employ older tradesmen. And even at the sister company (Fibremakers) (another subsidiary company of J.G.L. Investments) to whom I had been temporally employed before I left and by whom I was promised a job before we left to go to England (maybe at Fibremakers they were scared of my excellent work experience at the previous workplace and didn’t want to risk their own job after they had read my resume). I eventually got myself a job though (believe it or not) back at the same factory in Box Hill, where I had first started my training as an electrical apprentice on the ninth of January in 1956. (they’d actually approached me after it was announced that Nile was shutting down but Holeproof couldn’t hold the job open long enough until Nile had dispensed with my services on the ninth of December), I started working back at Holeproof on the first of April 1988, (April fools day and it turned out that I was to be the April fool for believing their promises of further promotion and wage increases). The only difference this time around, was that Holeproof was now owned by the big Australian conglomerate called Pacific Dunlop. I started back at what was the original Holeproof Apparel factory, in the suburb of Box Hill. It was while working in that factory that Margaret and Tracey, our by then teenage daughter accompanied me to see another psychiatrist, a (Mr. Pettiford) from the Mental Ward of the Knox Private Hospital, sometime during the middle of 1988. I voluntarily went to see Mr. Pettiford, in a private clinic near the corner of Burwood Highway and Springvale Road in Vermont South. I arranged it secretly after I had been spotted by my daughter (Tracey), But Margaret and Tracey quickly realised what I was up to and wanted to be involved after Tracey confided in her mother that she’d caught me dressed as a woman, Tracey had actually caught me out on two separate occasions "dressed’’ since we’d moved in to Belgrave, (but at the very least in all fairness to me I was after all “dressing” in our own bedroom as per our pre-marriage agreement). But after many consultations at Mr. Pettiford’s rooms over a long period of time, he had come to the conclusion that the mixed up gender disorder recognition, that I had been struggling with and experiencing all my life, was in my make up, and would only ever be truly resolved by me becoming physically a female as my mind was already female and was telling me all my life my body should have been female all along too. Margaret was immediately horrified and upset that I might take his advice to become a female immediately, but was astounded when I immediately promised her I would still put my marriage vows, ahead of my own femininety and any selfish personal interest she thought I might be harbouring, and that I would never ever leave her until I died! Which I wouldn't have anyway as I was always too much in love with her to put my own feelings before hers right from when she first accepted me enough to be prepared to marry me after I’d confided in her I felt I was really a girl, even from back when in the earlier years of our marriage when it seemed she took any and every opportunity to ridicule me and put me down. And that I would also try to keep my transsexualism, (we now had a name for it but I still didn’t know it could be permanently cured by an operation to physically bring your body in to line with the way your mind envisaged you to be,) I continued to try to keep it all a secret from anyone else, and to try and keep the knowledge of my gender problem to only the two of us, behind our bedroom door. Which I had been doing anyway as we had originaly agreed was the best way to handle it before we agreed to become engaged and start our marriage together, After that time Margaret, used to get me to dress up in front instead of doing it hidden from her to arouse her own diminishing sensuality, to use as foreplay to increase her sexual excitement. But then Dr. Pettiford just up and left the clinic and I never saw him again to really talk it through with someone who could explain things for me, so nothing ever became of his findings. So I still didn't know that there was something I could do about my predicament if circumstances ever changed, I then agreed that other than Tracey, as it was she who had encountered me dressed in female clothes in my bedroom on both occasions, (but unfortunately as I was to find out later Tracey had apparently already gone ahead and told John her future husband all about my transexuality). I even promissed Margaret that I wouldn't even tell Trent, as it was we were having a lot of trouble with him, with him consuming excessive alcohol and discreetly taking drugs. He also had a huge arrogance and attitude problem, with anyone in authority, and was always having the Police chasing after him all the time and coming around to the house all the time to arrest him for stealing cars to joy ride in from his association with his so called mates and cousin Darren from them all hanging around outside the unemployment offices in Boronia signing on for their dole checques. After this revealing incident in our married life it seemed to now put my secret life in to a more open situation, Margaret dropped all her previous pretences of continualy trying to ridicule the female side of me or hurt me anymore, as she now realised that what I had been saying all the time about myself being a girl had been the complete truth for me. And from that time on she started completely returning all of my affections, the both of us became so completely in love, like a newly married couple, instead of me having to give all the affection for both of us, and only having it being returned when and if she felt like it. That was at least to my face but since she’s died I’ve learned from Tracey that she took a disturbingly deliberately different attitude behind my back and told everyone she was against my feminine assumptions totally, I remained working for Holeproof at the Box Hill plant, until I and all the other employees of the other Holeproof factory at Deepdene too were all transferred to a brand new factory warehouse complex at Nunawading in 1990. The Jockey and United Knitting Mills factories followed over the following two years, and then my prostate started creating problems with having difficulty in emptying my bladder sometime during 1998, Where I was eventually referred to a Dr Bolton at Knox Private Hospital who initially prescribed testosterone blocking medication in an effort to reduce the swollen prostate, Which eventually led to him performing an endoscope inspection of the inside of my urethra to make a more accurate diagnosis of my condition, In the meantime Margaret was getting more and more distressed that something was seriously wrong with her and her health was failing rapidly as her doctor was unable to determine the cause, Then in November 1999 we went to Brisbane for a holiday and to try and find my brother Brian, and to see if we could meet up with Shirley (my step mum) who moved to be near Diane after her husband retired from working at Melbourne airport, (Diane) my half sister  had moved to Queensland years earlier after a family dispute and get closer to her children’s father who had gone there after his third marriage failed after their divorce (the first marriage), Anyway after arriving I spent the first day following up after my brother who was always changing addresses, then rang him instead of just turning up at his door, and was shocked after talking for a while and him realising we were in Brisbane said he didn’t want to see us in case it brought up bad memories of his childhood and teenage years he’d managed to block from his memory, I was in tears when he hung up the phone as Margaret rang up Shirley and to our surprise she told us that Diane had just moved back to Brisbane and was living just around the corner from the hotel we were staying in, Within ten minutes Diane was pounding on the door and big hugs and plenty of tears were shed as were lots of cups of tea were the order of the day, We spent a lot of time together and Diane took us out to Kaggarra Island on the ferry on a few occasions see Shirley and Stan (who Shirley married after Dad died), (whom we’d last seen at Sunbury when Auntie Cathy and Uncle Malcolm  were over from England in 1987, Ominously we were relaxing out at Scarborough beach front on the sixth of November not knowing that six months later to the day Diane would be together with us as Margaret took her last breath in the intensive care ward at St’ Vincent’s Hospital in Melbourne, In spite of everything it was my wife who was to die first though, We would still be happily married if her brain hadn’t been so badly damaged so as not to be able to support life as I was prepared to look after her no matter how invalided she was, which would have been for the rest of my life, as Margaret was a much younger person than I was. Had she not passed away that day in April 2000? As was officially declared (Margaret) was eventually to die from the after effects of a burst aneurysm deep within the brain, and to my mind in some very dubious and questionable circumstances at that! Whilst being treated at the St, Vincent's Hospital, in their very celebrated so called "World Class" Neurological Ward. Even after her Neuro Surgeon Dr Peter McNeil had told us on the twenty ninth of March that it was only a 2% chance of the aneurysm ever starting to bleed before the operation, (which was only scheduled to be carried out around the twentieth of April) Two weeks after she had already passed away. Her brother Graham and her father had both apparently died from the same aneurysm problem, and not even her family doctor was interested enough to pick up on the similar circumstances presented to him, when Margaret was having all her problems throughout the previous twelve months, and going backwards and forwards to him to try and work out the symptoms she was experiencing or what was wrong with her, and he wasn't any help at all to her as the Woodhouse family doctor who was involved in both the previous deaths. It was only after she contacted me at work in late 1999 when she realised that she had been passed out in the car for over half an hour when she’d just finished dropping Maddison off at crèche and went to see Dr Campion’s clinic afterwards and the receptionist refused to book her in to see him, I immediately rang Dr. Tan (my doctor) and he said to get her to his clinic in Belgrave South immediately, But when I rang Margaret back she collapsed again on the kitchen table as I spoke to her, So I hesitantly rang Trent immediately hoping he was at his home (which he was luckily), He rushed down home and found her slumped on the floor and took her to Dr. Tan’s clinic straight away who immediately admitted her and put a plan into action to try and determine what was really wrong with her, After only a short time of lots of blood tests etc, he quickly referred her to a specialist (Dr. Lazzarie) at the Angliss Hospital whom we got in to see upon returning from our holiday in Queensland who then arranged more tests which eventually showed a dark shadow in her brain which was finally diagnosed when an M.R.I. at St, Vincent’s Hospital on the twenty third of February was conclusive in his initial diagnosis, On the 28th of February an urgent message arrived at my work from Dr. Lazzarie for me to immediately go home and bring Margaret straight away to his clinic, Where he remarked to us both that they have discovered that there is an aneurism the size of a ping pong ball in Margaret’s brain, the immediate implications of which Margaret is uncontrollably able to cope with, I straight away take time off indefinitely from work to be at home to comfort Margaret and just go to work if something urgent pops up, On March the third we saw the Neurology Surgeon a Mr Peter McNeil at his practice at the Mercy Hospital where he confirms the size and position of the aneurism and immediately starts organising for an angiogram of her brain to be carried out at the Royal Melbourne Hospital, The angiogram was eventually performed on the fourteenth of March, But the results of the full day procedure were a  disaster in that a shunt could not be fitted inside the major artery as other smaller arteries were branching out at exactly the same location as the aneurism, But the Royal Melbourne Hospital specialist is upbeat and heartened by an upcoming visit by an American Neuro-Surgeon with whom he will discuss Margaret’s case hoping for a successful and early conclusion of Margaret’s cranium surgery, On Wednesday the twenty ninth of March 2001 we attended Mr. McNeil’s rooms again where he says the only option available is to have open brain surgery where he will have to operate in two stages, The first one which was proposed to be done in one months time was to place a temporary bypass blood flowing artery onto the other side of the aneurism to the existing blood flow by removing part of her skull bone and exposing the brain and temporarily replacing the skull bone after the operation, Then after another three weeks of resting up to let Margaret build up her strength they would go in again and remove or replace the artery around the aneurism and when successfully carried out whilst inside her skull to then remove the temporary bypass  artery and permanently replace the piece of skull bone they would have  removed again to get access to the brain, So in the meantime he suggested for the two of us that we should go and take a short holiday away somewhere as there would be only a two percent danger of the aneurism bleeding and we may as well go away and relax, The next day on March the thirtieth I took Margaret up to Dr. Tan’s clinic where he prescribed stronger pain tablets and tells her to stay in bed relax and not stress about anything, Just before seven that very night Margaret’s speech starts slurring when she is crying and pleading for help on the phone to her friend Mrs Burns but finds she’s not at home in Upwey but down in East Gippsland at Bairnsdale, I immediately at her urging ring her best friend Wendy who immediately tells me to ring an ambulance for urgent attendance when she hears Margaret’s slurred speech, But before I can get through to the ambulance service, Wendy and Herby arrive and we virtually throw Margaret in to their car as she is starting to fit and Wendy states that her eyes are starting to dilate, We rush her immediately to the Angliss Hospital where because of her by now unconscious state we cannot lift her out of the car but eventually get her out and in to “Emergency” with Margaret half slumped on the bottom step of one of the hospitals wheel chair, Where everything happens immediately around us as I shout she may have just burst an aneurism in her brain as we burst through the emergency entrance, Doctors and nurses come running from everywhere and take her off our hands when the sister at the counter pushes a red button on the wall and we are immediately ushered into a private room after I hand the sister all of Margaret’s papers and contacts I’d grabbed concerning the Neuro-Surgeon, After what seems ages a doctor comes in and tells us they have revived Margaret and have been in contact with her Neuro-Surgeon and have already given her a scan that has established at this stage that her aneurism hasn’t yet bled but expanded some more and just altered the brain’s position in her skull by fifty millimetres, They were sedating her while waiting for an ambulance to arrive and would be transporting her immediately to the St’ Vincent’s Hospital where the neurological medical staff were arranging to examine her and prepare her for immediate surgery as soon as she arrives there or upon further specialised examination if she’s still too weak to operate on tonight as early as is possible in the morning, But for some reason her operation is postponed after they examine her in the hospital and we are advised to go home and get some rest, In the morning I returned back to St’ Vincent’s neurological Ward with Margaret sedated still and ironically! Also did my sister Dianne from Brisbane arriving at the hospital later that very morning, without being told that anything had happened. Just by her own gut feeling and medical experience and intuition, that something was seriously wrong with Margaret down here in Melbourne, and immediately flying down from Queensland, and ringing home from the airport and getting Tracey up and learning that Margaret was under sedation in the neurological ward in the St, Vincent’s Hospital. Arriving at the hospital the very next morning after Margaret had been admitted, and coming up to me quite unexpectedly and cuddling me, and comforting me when I needed it the most, and trying to stop my tears, and talking to and then calming and reassuring Margaret, not to stress or panic so that everything would be alright for her in the end, if she just kept her calm, (which in the end she didn't when they’d let her come out of sedation on the Friday night while being visited by her sister Leslie and husband Les),  And still being out of sedation the next morning when Wendy her girlfriend spent four hours talking with her in the morning, which I suspect being out of sedation led to her first, second and third violent fits leading to the eventual aneurism rupture in her brain late on the Saturday evening after she had been fully appraised of the situation by Mr. McNeil at her bedside at lunchtime before I had arrived at her bedside in the hospital from my doctors appointment pertaining to my painful and swollen prostate, Apparently she had the first violent fit (just like she’d had in the car on the Thursday night on the way to the Angliss Hospital at Upper Fern Tree Gully) caused by her aneurism expanding even more inside her brain just ten minutes after he had left after Margaret had been left alone fretting over the information he had just given her, then just after five thirty she had her second violent fit in front of me and then the third immediately after the nurses revived her and then another around nine apparently which ruptured the aneurism and started the first leakage of blood into her brain and started destroying or infarcting the brain metabolism when they moved her over to a trolley and changed her to a portable oxygen supply to take her for a scan which had been delayed for quite some time while they were attempting to get the St Vincent’s own scan machine working, ultimately with Mr McNeil eventually ordering them over the phone to use the underground tunnels to get her scan done in St’ Vincent’s Private Hospital next door, But then she had another fit and bleeding spell happened apparently when they moved her to the scanning table when changing her oxygen supply and another when they moved her back on to the trolley when changing her oxygen supply over again after the scan and then another as they moved her back onto her bed back in the ward when exchanging her oxygen supply over again, Resulting in an immediate preliminary diagnosis of paralysis completely down her right side, At one thirty approximately in the morning I was more or less ordered to leave the hospital ward after I protested when they were wanting to restrain her non paralysed hand by manacling it to the bed to stop her trying to remove the oxygen mask, Apparently she fitted and bled into the brain again almost immediately after I was asked to remove myself from the ward and she fitted and bled into the brain again twice more during the next two hours and when Tracey and I arrived early the Sunday morning she had been removed from the ward on the registrar’s orders after he deemed her health to be in such poor condition after groaning and moaning (but not fitting anymore) all the rest of the night, and she remained in an unconscious state until her subsequent death in the intensive care ward early on the following Wednesday morning the sixth of April. after being pronounced brain dead (or as being told to me her brain was infarcted) on my daughter’s thirtieth birthday after the surgeons had finally performed the constantly delayed operation but even though the operation itself was a pronounced a success by the head Neuro-Surgeon it was too late to save her life on Monday morning the fourth of April, but officially her death certificate wasn’t signed off until April the sixth in the year 2000 after all the artificial breathing aids and life saving medications were withdrawn in the intensive care ward the day earlier on our thirty first wedding anniversary, but the structure of her brain was found to be so infarcted during the operation that it couldn’t sustain enough vital organs for her body to survive even any basic survival.  But it was on the thirty first anniversary of our marriage on April the fifth when she was removed from her life support medication, in the intensive care ward at St, Vincent’s Hospital in Melbourne and she took her last faint breath at four thirty eight the following morning. Incidentally Bill Corti’s wife "June" who was dearly loved by both Margaret and I, and still lives in Western Australia. And whom I still keep in contact with, and whom we both had gone over to Perth and visited often over recent years, in fact just before Margaret died. In fact June on her own intuition that something had seriously happened to Margaret, flew to Melbourne just like my sister Diane as soon as Margaret was rushed to hospital, without even any contact from any of us about the incident of her collapse, Only bothering about ringing Tracey at home after she had arrived in Melbourne to let us know she was here in Melbourne at a back packers hotel, and then  rushing immediately around to St, Vincent’s Hospital and stayed holding Margaret’s hand in the intensive care ward until the moment she passed away days later. Then to top it all off we were going to have the enormously grief stricken trauma, of having to have to bury her body in her grave on what was going to be her fiftieth birthday, But the funeral director managed to get her body released earlier from the hospital (as they’d been delayed from receiving her body as the hospital mortuary had to perform an autopsy for the coroner to establish the exact cause of her death) so that we could bury her body the day before her birthday was due, And this was no less traumatic than having already quietly arranged a very low key surprise fiftieth birthday celebration organised secretly for her for the thirteenth of April, Which had to be hurriedly changed and brought forward a day earlier to accommodate her burial and wake which was then arranged to be held on the twelfth of April instead at Graeme and Dawn Mc’Pherson’s, Sherbrooke Lodge Chapel. Of course the hospital denied any responsibility, as did the surgeon, and to our surprise, the surgeon even gave out false information in the autopsy report, that stated that the first bleed into her brain, had occurred before her admission to St, Vincent’s probably during transport to the Angliss hospital or as early as the very next day after her admission to the hospital. Which was untrue and incorrect, as seeing as her admission by ambulance from The Angliss Hospital in Upper Ferntree Gully to St, Vincent’s, was at seven thirty at night on Thursday the thirtieth of March 2000 and nothing untoward was reported by the ambulance crew during the journey down to Melbourne. And the first bleed into the brain was in fact exactly fifty hours after her admission, at around nine thirty on the Saturday evening on the second of April 2000, and her last breath (which I didn’t even realise had happened straight away) was taken at 4.38am on the sixth of April. The intensive care nurse came over and discreetly told me and the others that my lovely Margaret had gone to heaven, and then after we had all stopped crying and settled down, the nurses at intensive care then suggested we all go and take our time having a slow breakfast and when we arrive back at I.C.U. they will have Margaret’s body all cleaned up and the rest of the monitoring wires and tubes removed so we can say goodbye properly in a quiet side room in more privacy, But afterwards when I went to give her a kiss and a hug her body was as cold as a slab of meat in the butchers, The immediate shock of it sent me into a hysterical and uncontrollable outburst and Ian and Geradine quietly ushered me out of I.C.U. and back to Ian’s car and after saying goodbye to June after Ian first drove her back to her hotel so she could go straight home to Perth they came and took me back home, Where upon arrival Trent immediately rang Dr. Tan and he rushed around and sedated me with an injection as a result of which I slept for the next twenty four hours,  The next week was all quite a blur but we had an open coffin viewing down at the funeral parlour in Ferntree Gully, And the hearse left from there (right opposite Safeway where Margaret had worked for all those years) on her burial day, before travelling through Upwey and Belgrave and right down our driveway where I got them to open the back for Margaret to have one last look around the gardens and house she so loved, I then travelled behind her body to Sherbrooke for her ceremony, where before the service was started Olivia Newtons song “I Love You” was played and after the service was finished and Geredine and her sisters had stopped crying and settled down after the memories and remembrances’ of her life were espoused aloud by our family and friends the louder version of “I Love You” by Gloria Estafen was played and Everyone was crying as we escorted her coffin back to the hearse and afterwards it travelled through Monbulk and Emerald to the cemetery at Macclesfield for our final farewell before they lowered her into her grave where Tracey nearly fainted on top of the coffin as they were lowering it into the ground, We all sank into a very deep grief stricken state of depression after Margaret died, so much so that I personally lost twenty kilograms of weight, in just the first nine months after her death. I’ve had a very difficult time since Margaret died, and I was quite often going into a much deeper depression, with the grief of her death, as I was missing her so much, so that I was virtually deciding that I couldn’t live without her any longer. Finally it got to the stage that Dr. Tan was advising me that I wouldn't last another three months, if I didn't pull myself together. Which wasn't until I again faced up to the lifelong gender predicament I was born with and finally accepted that I was meant to have been born a female and I had to now do something about it for my own sake or everyone else would be made to suffer the serious consequences of me suiciding. So I then summoned the courage and told my son Trent, (who had turned twenty nine years of age on February the 24th in the year 2000 just before his mum died), that from then onwards all I wanted out of what was left of the rest of my life was to become a woman in mind and body instead of pretending to be a man all the time, (and start living as the girl as was carried out in my dreams every night), as I just couldn't take it any more and if I didn't do something about it soon, I would probably find a way of joining his mother sooner rather than later. He was firstly greatly shocked to hear about my life long gender predicament and then about how serious it had become and then condescending in his replies about my absolute belief of myself being a female, and then made a remark that to him at least, a lot of the pieces were starting to fall in to place, over my lifetime of gentle remarks and non violent reactions to the way Margaret treated me at times and also in regard to his own very disruptive childhood he always had and later my soft and emotional reactions to the turbulent lifestyle he displayed during his teenage youth and on in to the very violent outbursts of his young adult life so far. Then astonishingly over the next few days he started giving me all of these telephone numbers and addresses of different transgender organisations and clubs around Melbourne, and told me that I should get in touch with these organisations to get their advice on how to properly and not secretly anymore learn how to connect myself, with my correct perceived gender at last. It was some relief to me to have someone to be on my side, keeping in mind that I was still partially sedated and bedridden, and was really struggling with the immense pain of my prostate and bladder problems, Which I’d been suffering from as long as nearly eighteen months before Margaret's death and because of still waiting for a public hospital bed because during all the upheaval we had let our private hospital insurance cover lapse, I’d originally gone to see a Dr. Bolton at Knox Private Hospital in 1998 and he’d eventually established through a cystoscopy in October 1999 that I needed an urgent operation, but later had agreed for it to be done in the public hospital system and handed my case over to Dr Chan at Maroondah Hospital after first  prescribing testosterone blocking medication to reduce the enlarged prostate which didn’t do anything but increase my anxiety to become a female without any further delay, and since Margaret’s
 death now having to cope with my all consuming grief, still waiting for (what I thought was to be) my first standard prostate operation (T.U.R.P.S.), which was eventually carried out on the fourth of December 2000 with me still trying to work and keep as normal life as possible under the extenuating circumstances of everything going on around me. But then initially to my extreme horror (after being so pleasantly astonished), firstly as I couldn’t believe Trent would do such a thing, I found that Trent had called a meeting of all our friends and relatives, and told each and every one of them in a most sordid and disgusting manner, all the details of my lifelong gender predicament in his own filthy and foul way. Apparently since (as I found out later) he thought he could get the family to help him get me committed into an asylum, so he would have complete unfettered access to all  my possessions and any money I had available at that time. So now apparently everyone I then knew at that time, now knew all about the real female me struggling inside of my male body, and what I was going to do about the conflicting gender abnormality I’d suffered from all my life. But at least I then felt somehow for no reason enormously relieved, and under a lot less strain and tension than I had previously been under, before Trent had decided that he would tell them all even if in his particular grubby version, and especially more importantly before I had the opportunity to tell each of them individually myself. Even so now everything was out in the open and there were no more cards to play anymore, now! Not even one of Margaret's friends or relatives will still talk to me about the situation, now out in the open before us all. Astonishingly even initially that included my daughter, who has known about my lifelong problem since the much earlier incidents back in 1988/89? I then decided I would make an immediate off the cuff approach to my doctor, to see if he had any misgivings about the situation, I was now facing, and to my surprise found him very helpful, and supporting of my decision. Incidentally it was even at the same medical clinic that I had originally gone to in 1989 searching for psychiatric help when I originally went to see my then doctor Dr Fox Smith at the Belgrave South Medical Centre in Colby Drive Belgrave South, whom incidentally passed me on as his patient over to Dr. Tan’s list after that visit and never saw me as a patient at that particular clinic again until after Margaret’s death when he saw me at his Beaconsfield clinic, It was Dr. Fox Smith who had back then conferred with his other then current college at the time, a Dr, Campion (Margaret’s lifelong doctor) who also both worked together at Dr Campion’s Belgrave Medical Centre in Monbulk Road Tecoma after Margaret had also confided with at that time with Dr, Campion. The both doctors had then referred me to see that Dr. Pettiford, about my perceived problem way back then in 1989, when Margaret was still very much alive. Although it was now Dr Tan I told this time, and I told him that now I was sure that it was the right and proper time to get the ball, (probably the wrong choice of words there). Finally rolling into my court and to achieve my lifelong perception, of me being female, And become a woman at last before it became too late, or at least too late for me to have the re-assignment surgery that I’d been told about at the seahorse club that Trent had told me about to make me feel as close as I could possibly get to being the girl I always thought I should have been from birth. And later I told Dr. Tan during a later visit to his clinic in August 2000 that I'd learnt about the Monash Gender Dysphoria Clinic in Clayton from talking to other members of the Seahorse club. On my first attendance at the Seahorse Club meeting it was just like walking into a room full of true non-judgemental friends. Here were at least eighty people just like me, when I’d always thought I was the only one to have been suffering with the predicament as I had all my life. Dr. Tan then wrote out a letter to the Monash Gender Dysphoria Clinic, to seek their advice to help assist me in making my life long dreams come true. “So at last” even if it was stated on my original birth certificate that I was supposedly born a boy, I sure as hell wasn't going to be buried as a boy,” I was by that time dressing full time and have been dressing as a girl from well before June 2000, and I was trying to carry out my chosen gender role all the time. The odd exception was while I was still working at Holeproof after Margaret’s death. But by then I was working quite less days and having lots of time off, with me initially working much shorter hours, as I was really struggling to keep my grief and the effects from the amount of pain emanating from the region of my prostate and all the medication I was on, under some sort of effective control. I was fighting anxiety, dizziness, and occasional blackouts, all the time as well. But even with all this going on I was always dressed in my female clothing full time at work but concealed under my work clothing, and well before then as well, where I was always wearing the compulsory combination overalls and steeled capped work boots, over the top of my female clothing. So instead of as before Margaret died I then just got dressed in my overalls in the mornings at home instead of changing into my overalls at work, ostensibly to avoid any embarrassment to anyone if I were spotted while changing. I was wearing my female clothing all the time under my slacks and a shirt or a jumper, if I was at home with company, or if I was visiting someone or going shopping afterwards. But when I was home alone, or if I was going to one of the t/s clubs, that I'm still going to occasionally now, I am dressed as a female 100%, all the way from home and back, as that is who I am. As a courtesy to her, I called out to Tracey each time that I was going to be walking through the house dressed. I'm not ashamed of being a girl and so I was just hesitantly only conforming to the lot of their transphobic opinions. So if I was in the homes of friends and relatives, I would contact them beforehand and was just respecting their wishes, of which particular gender I was permitted to present myself as at that time. Or if I was to be meeting up with any of them, somewhere other than their homes, I would even present myself as a pseudo male if they so insisted, but only for their sake, mind you! (I hated it) so as to stop them having any embarrassment. But even so, I was still having a lot of problems that I shouldn't have to have been coping with at that stressful time. What with my ongoing health problems, and my children refusing to see me as “Illianna”, and refusing to let me be "dressed" that is, in my own home in front of either of them, and they were both borrowing a lot of money off me totalling far in excess of $3,000.00 each, Paying of Tracey’s huge unpaid account at the crèche and her damaged car repair excess, and Trent’s bills to get his car made roadworthy and registered, I know they didn’t have any intention of ever paying any of it back to me, I think they must have thought I was made of money! When in fact at that time I had accumulated a fully overdrawn bank overdraught of six thousand dollars, Beside the fact that Margaret’s solicitor was taking such a long time to settle her estate, and that was adding immensely to my anxiety, with the huge bank card debt hanging over my head, and with also not being physically able to be working full time at that time, which was making it even more difficult to just pay off the accumulating interest bill without the initial debt as well. I was now looking after Maddison most of the times that I wasn't at work, and when she wasn't at the crèche, and actually I loved it! I think that was the only reason that was keeping me from following Margaret. With the kids assailing me from both sides, about what the other is supposed to be saying and doing behind my back, I had no idea who was or who wasn't telling the truth to me. And I was in so much pain and discomfort from my suspected prostate problem, that I was actually looking forward to having it fixed. Finally a day and time was organised for me to go into the Maroondah Hospital for the surgery which abbreviated was called a T.U.R.P.S., and hopefully to have it finally fixed on the fourth of December 2000. After ten days in Hospital painfully passing blood clots through the catheter from my bladder and recovering from the operation, where they’d had to cut open a passageway somehow through my swollen prostate for the urethra tube to keep itself open so I could urinate properly without pain again, I went home to start convalescing. But things didn't get any better or less painful, in fact it was even more painful, (if that's possible), than before I went in for the operation ( apparently they had cut the inside of the urethra in such a way that it kept scarring over and obstructing the urine flow even more so than beforehand. I was then in so much more agony as sometimes my bladder couldn’t empty at all, until I was again scheduled to go back in to Maroondah Hospital for the second time, on February the thirteenth 2001, for further exploration surgery. Where they found further surgery was needed to stop my urethra tube scarring over all the time again, between where they had opened the passageway through my prostate and back up to my bladder and found loose skin was ballooning up with trapping the urine flow whilst urinating and completely blocking the urethra. My waterworks had by now been giving me problems for twenty seven month's since I first went to the doctors and was later referred to a urology specialist in Mr Bolton at the Knox Private Hospital about the problem. Which he first tried to fix with tablets designed to stop the testosterone swelling the prostate in an attempt to shrink the prostate, Over eighteen month's were then spent just waiting for a hospital bed in the public health system, before I could get into a public hospital to have the first surgery to have it operated on by Dr Chan. After they had finished operating on me this second time, they rang my niece (Wendy) to come and pick me up straight away to take me home later that same day (as Wendy lived just near the hospital). Imagine my surprise the very next morning when the Hospital surgical ward nurse rang me at home, to say that I should not have been sent straight home after recovery, as they’d already had a bed waiting for me up in the surgical ward, as that is what I'd also been informed would be happening before I went in for the surgery and they were wondering where I had got to. As it was! my nephew's wife (Joe-Anne), (who had come up to visit me at home that morning), then took the phone from me, and when she explained, that not only was I having to look after myself on my own most of the time, but I was also effectively running the whole household by myself, as my daughter was working full time; So I was looking after my granddaughter as well, running her back and forth to crèche each day. After it was then explained by the nurse to Joe-Anne that it was I who should be getting looked after and not by myself and should definitely not be looking after everyone else either, the nurse explained unless I could be returned to the waiting bed at the hospital I may be putting my heath in serious risk. Joe-Anne told the nurse that she would offer to take me down to convalescent at her place with Warrick and their two kids if that was alright by me, when the nurse said that it would be o.k.  by them Joe-Anne rang Tracey at work to inform her of what was happening, saying that she would have to pick Maddison up from the crèche herself that afternoon, as I wouldn’t be there as she was taking me back to their house in Carrum Downs to convalescent until I got better and my health improved. I never realised that at that moment it was the last time I would see Tracey and Maddison ever again at our family home in Belgrave South, and would I be estranged from her and Glen and Maddison afterwards for many years, At the time though I was so glad of Joe-Anne’s decision as I wasn't getting any better at all, in fact the prostate area was still very painful, and I had been in so much pain for such a long period of time by then that I was starting to get serious suicidal thoughts. But after only a short while down at Joe-Anne and Warrick’s, the doctors were putting me on stronger and stronger pain medication because of the constant tension I was under all the time trying to cope with Joe-Anne’s mood swings and the stress it was creating for me, and because of them my other problems were now becoming all consuming, necessitating stronger and stronger anti-depressant tablets as well. In amongst all of these problems it was eventually decided, after I'd had a couple of near breakdowns to further investigate, what was still going wrong with my waterworks and still causing me so much pain. All this time having to have more and more tests With a colonoscopy and gastroscopy carried out in the Frankston specialist centre and later another endoscopy done at the Peninsular private hospital, and going to try and live back at my home in Belgrave South, when Joe-Anne had her terrible mood swings and sent me packing, and then when I was at home being intimidated by Trent's actions toward me or Chloe, and returning upset all the time again and again, to live with Warrick and Joe-Anne in their home in Carrum Downs, and at other times after Joe-Anne kept ringing me at my home in Belgrave South and imploring me to come back down to Carrum Downs as the children were missing me. No wonder my depression was going out of control, and every time I went to the doctors, they were either changing the medication, or getting me to take heavier dosages, it was beginning to drive me around the bend. I had begun my exciting journey to join the gender dysphoria program initially on the sixteenth of May 2001 and was having to initially attend all three of their consulting psychiatrists, Dr Trudy Kennedy, Dr Herbert Bower, Dr Fintain Harte, and also at a later date to attend the clinic psychologist at the Clayton Mental Health centre, a Dr Mary Samuels, who was to have me take a preliminary psychological day long assessment, before she presented the results of her findings to the team to get their approval of my suitability to present as a candidate to go on the Monash program, also with the separate individual members of the teams to present their own preliminary assessments to collate all the full details to be presented to the rest of the team and if approved by them to then give me the approval I so desperately wanted to enable me to start my year long whole of life transition fulltime as a female to start initially onto the required testosterone  blocker and the female hormone regime, to eventually after a further two years to hopefully get the full teams approval again to have the gender re-assignment surgery, and become the woman that I was always meant to be. In the meantime it was eventually decided by the doctors at the Maroondah Hospital for me to undergo further exploratory surgery on the prostate problems I was still experiencing. By now all I really wanted of them was to remove the whole damn lot, (penis testicles and all) but they wouldn't hear of it, Lucky they didn't heed my pleas, as I was to need all the outer skin material I could provide, for my feminisation operation later. They put me back into the Maroondah Hospital on the twenty third of June 2001, where to their amazement they found that my urethra had nearly closed over again. But this time between the passageway they had opened through the prostate, and the head of my penis, so further surgery was necessary, and surprisingly at no time during or after any of the three operations, was any abnormal high pin cancer count mentioned to me, until twenty two months later after my female hormone regime was withdrawn for the benefit of my own health reasons prior to my operation before being immobilised for ten days immediately after my gender reassignment surgery, but while I was still waiting to have my scheduled gender reassignment surgery, and upon revisiting the Maroondah Hospital for my regular six monthly visit. I was told that my blood count had jumped alarmingly high from my previous visit, and even had increased from when they had performed the initial prostate surgery, at which time apparently they had felt hesitant, to tell me initially of the high cancer count, due to my unpredictable state of mind at the time so soon after Margaret's death and with everything else going on with my unstable health condition. 
During this time with me being backwards and forwards away from my home so much, my son Trent had moved himself and girlfriend Chloe and their two dogs and their cat into my house sort of permanently. Then later I find out that he had told so many lies to us all, Les and Leslie, and also Warrick and Joe-Anne included, that they (Les, Leslie, Warrick and Joe-Anne) were each then continuously coming up to me, voicing their opinions and upsetting me with their worries, about what Tracey and Trent were going to do, that they eventually convinced me to write a letter to Tracey, (and Trent as well I must say in deference to the stories floating around), to get them out of my house so I could clean it up and put it on the real estate market to sell the property. Then imagine to my horror to later hear that Trent had turned the whole thing right around afterwards and intimidated my daughter Tracey, and threatened to harm my granddaughter Maddison, so much so that they had fled terrified out into the street, and he himself made no attempt what so ever to move out of my house himself or to let me gain unrestricted access to my own home to be able to get it ready to put it on the housing market as he had effectively assumed residential occupancy of my home. Eventually Trent then refused to let even me back, to live in my own home at all after that. Culminating in his attempted strangulation of me at four forty five in the afternoon, when I called in to get my mail on the fifteenth of October in 2001. As usual I’d driven down into my driveway to turn my car around, but then Chloe suddenly arrived and blocked my car down in the carport at the bottom of the driveway, stopping her car part of the way down, instead of coming right down to the bottom of the drive to the turning area, so I could drive back up past her when I'd got my mail. I just kept walking up my long driveway and got my letters from the letter box as usual, while she watched me all the time as she was just sitting there in her car chatting away on her mobile phone. Then just as suddenly Trent arrived and sent Chloe away and parked part way down the drive, calling on me when I came back down to the carport, to come inside for a talk. He then started to demand his share of the inheritance, and when I explained to him that he will only get his inheritance after I have died, (as he should already have known that anyway). Saying that "I will fix that right now", he grabbed me around the throat and attempted to strangle me across the kitchen table, (which he denied later saying his hands must have slipped), Shocked and terrified I somehow got free from him, (I don't know how), But somehow I managed to release his grip and get away from him and get to my car, and then somehow managed to manoeuvre my car past his car that was only partially blocking the driveway by driving my car partially upon the garden, and got away into the street with tears streaming down my face, I was so absolutely terrified. After stopping and hiding further down the mountain (in case he was coming after me) and regaining my composure, (since that day I've never got over the terrifying ordeal, and am absolutely afraid of any intimidation and ashamedly of Trent seeing or approaching me or knowing where I now live), I quickly cleaned myself up, and got out of my overalls that were covering up my dress in case I was to run in to Trent while retrieving my mail from the letter box, and after re-doing my make up and putting my wig back on, I then continued to proceed down to the T.L.C. (Transgender Liberation & Care) monthly meeting down at Prahran, that was  starting at seven thirty later that night. It was only later on in that night around midnight, when I had got back to Warrick and Joe-Anne's house, after returning from the T.L.C. meeting, that Joe-Anne called me into her bedroom for a chat on how the night at the T.L.C. meeting went. That was when it all became too much and I suddenly and uncontrollably burst into tears, as I brokenly amongst the tears streaming down my face eventually attempted to explain to Joe-Anne, what had transpired earlier on in the afternoon. Horrified on hearing that Trent had attempted to strangle me, Joe-Anne immediately rang the Cranbourne police, explaining in detail to them about what had happened earlier that day to me, and also what had transpired over the preceding few months, with Trent not letting me return to live back in my own home. The police listened and then went on to explain to her, that as I hadn't called the local police at Belgrave out for assistance immediately, when the assault and incident happened, that their hands were tied in what they could do, and that I would have to go and apply to the courts, for an intervention order to give the local police in Belgrave the legal process, with which to remove Trent out of my house, and have it and my possessions returned to me. The next day I had to change an appointment I had with Dr Trudy Kennedy for that Wednesday so I could go with Joe-Anne to the Frankston Magistrates Court, to discuss the issue with the clerk of courts and then arrange a time, and a day, to appear in the court before a sitting magistrate, to get a hearing to get a temporary restraining order served on Trent by the police, so they could remove him from my property before he could remove or damage any of my personal property. The clerk of courts arranged an appointment for Joe-Anne and I, to return to the Frankston Magistrates Court on the second of November 2001, to have the temporary intervention order heard in the court and ruled on by the magistrate, who then processed the order, so it could be served on Trent in person by the Belgrave police, and they would then have the legal authority, to immediately remove him from my premises. So then I had to go and change Dr. Kennedy's new appointment, as the previous missed appointment had been moved to the very same day as the court hearing was going to be held. Once the order was served on Trent and he was removed by the police, it then gave them the power to order him to not return and also to refrain from inflicting any damage to me or any of my property. During this confusing period, an appointment I’d had with Dr. Hunter for Friday the nineteenth of October was not attended too! after Joe-Anne blew her stack at the last minute through the stress of it all after Trent had rung and abused her over the phone, leaving it too late for me to ring and cancel the appointment, after  cooling down Joe-Anne then refused point blank to take me down to the Monash Hospital, as being on so many drugs and also being so stressed out it made me feel uneasy and unsteady about driving my car at times, so as a result of not attending that appointment I didn’t get to begin my hormone regime as early as I had expected, making it not possible to get another appointment, with Dr. Hunter until the thirteenth of May in 2002 as a penalty for not turning up at the earlier appointment and as a warning to keep attending appointments he’d made in future as his time was very scarce and in demand. Meanwhile at the first hearing in the magistrates court, a further appointment to appear back in the same court was reserved to get the more permanent intervention order, served on Trent preventing him from approaching me or my home, or even attempting to contact me by a third person, for a further twelve months period without the courts permission. The second court appearance for Joe-Anne and I to appear before the magistrate, was reserved for the sixteenth of November 2001, when the permanent order was granted in my favour, Trent was actually in the court at this time as he had been summonsed to be in the court, but was prevented from attempting to approach me out in the foyer of the court while waiting for the case to come up by the clerk of the court, where in court he was further ordered, by the magistrate to return other properties of mine, that he had taken from my house, when he was originally forced to immediately leave my property by the police attending, on the evening of the second of November. Trent was then given permission by the magistrate present in the court for the second hearing, to go and take down his dog proof fencing, that he had attached to my original post and wire fence surrounded my property, (when he’d moved Chloe, himself, and his dogs, into my property to keep them contained on my land), at Belgrave South, on the approaching weekend, and thereafter was banned from entering the near vicinity of me or my property. 
After that very confronting day in court, I hesitantly and quietly went back and forth between my house and Joe-Anne and Warrick's house in full daylight over the next few weeks collecting my mail, frightened that Trent could be hiding inside or somewhere, waiting to finish me off permanently if I stopped overnight. Until suddenly Joe-Anne ordered me to get out of their house, when in one of her black moods at 12.45am, on the first of December 2001, after Warrick and I had spent half the night, repairing and connecting and wiring Christmas lights and decorations, all over the roof and outsides of the house and the front fence of their property. It had cost me a lot of money living down at Carrum Downs as Joe-Anne was always borrowing money off me too, At the very beginning it was to pay of her over due Myers lay-by payments on her drapes, where she then conned me into buying the rest of the houseful complement of drapes, and wall hanging fixtures that she hadn't put away beforehand, and also the matching bed covers and bed linen for every bedroom throughout the whole house in excess of  $1,000.00 by promising to look after me for the rest of my life no matter how I wanted to live it, So under that understanding I also willingly paid for all the materials to erect a high steel lined privacy fence and gates at the front of their house too, Both Warrick and Joe-Anne had only the month before evicting me, conned me into letting them trade in Margaret’s car on a newer car worth $9,990.00, at the Seaford Car Sales in Wells Road Frankston for Joe-Anne’s use, and she arranged for me to withdraw the extra $2000.00  the trade in didn’t cover out of my bank (screaming at me in front of the tellers in the bank when I tried to get the teller to give me it in a bank cheque instead of cash) to make up the difference over the value of an obviously inferior unroadworthy car they were offering in exchange for Margaret’s Mazda Sedan promising to pay me back for Margaret’s car and the extra money That was needed to cover the difference when they could, It had been just the week before she’d ordered me out of their house finished off using up the last of the money that was in my key card savings account to pay the family grocer bill, paying between $200.00 and $300.00 for the family groceries every week for the whole time I was staying down there in their home at Carrum Downs, supplying all the family groceries from the fourteenth of February until the first of December, as well as paying for all the utility bills the whole time I was there, when they all came due, even the internet and phone accounts as well. Joe-Anne also took both my Commonwealth Bank cards off me quite a few times so she could pay their mortgage payments, when they also became due whilst Warrick was unemployed for a few months. Luckily enough they got me to leave their place, incredibly just the night before the builder they had contracted, to draw up extensive plans to extend their house, by adding on a rumpus room, and an extra bedroom for me to be permanently staying in, The builder had arrived with the finished building council approved extension plans that very morning. This was only after earlier on in the year changing their plans when my bank manager wouldn't let me sign over to them, whatever extra money they would eventually have required in buying a new home of their own, unless they added me on to the title of the new home they were proposing to buy, as a security for the loan that they would have required (even at the bank managers insistence they refused to add my name) so he wouldn’t approve the housing loan under those one sided conditions. The builder when he arrived with the plans passed by council was immediately wanting to get a substantial cash deposit off them, to get the job started as soon as possible, for which I was going to supply the money. So lucky I wasn’t there anymore as I already had an approved bank loan of $60,000.00, sitting in my bank on a promise from Joe-Anne, "QUOTE" (That she would take care of me for the rest of my life and let me live the way I wanted to) which was quoted to me often while I was at their place, mainly when she wanted some more money or favours off me. After being pressured mainly by Joe-Anne the month earlier, to already have gone and put my own house in Belgrave South on to the real estate market, for a quick sale to cover the payments of the new bank loan as they drew down on it, as I had no other money’s left now to cover the payments and she knew it, especially after we had been forced to buy that very weeks shopping, on what was left of my last remaining credit left on my bank card credit account that very night, as my key card account was emptied right out getting the shopping the week before, Leaving me without any other money at my disposal until my pension went in to my savings account on the following Monday on the third of December, and even then having to put some things back on the shelf that night, as all the shopping, had finally got me to use up the full limit of any credit left in my bank card account as well, amounting to the sum of $6,000.00 in credit card debt. Only a couple of weekends before on the Saturday, Joe-Anne had got me to purchase a pine wall unit being sold from a furniture sale at the Carrum Downs Hall, promising religiously at that time to actually pay me back in a few weeks, and the very next day on the Sunday, she and Warrick had gone back to the same two day furniture sale, and Warrick had come back to their house (where I was looking after their boys) asking to borrow some more money off me, to buy another matching wall unit and also promising to pay me back over the next few weeks. (Guess what I’ve never got any of that money paid back yet). 
In answer to further questions from the dysphoria program assessment council about what friends I have managed to maintain over the years, I only have the seven that I could have at one time or another call true life time friends, Loosing whatever friendships I managed to make through my Dad always having to move house and never been able to hold onto any friends I might have made during my teenage years because of that very same reason, 
It was while I was doing my trade schooling at Swinbourne Technical College that I met a fellow apprentice whose name is, Graeme Bruce McPherson, who became my first closest friend and who has become to me to be my best and lifelong friend. I never seemed to make any friends before then, as my family was always on the move from one place to another. Plus the fact that I was always the odd one out, still always wanting to be a girl but not knowing that I wasn't the only person to feel this way, and always wondering what on earth was wrong with me, and why I was the only one who felt this way or experienced these problems. 
There was also Maxwell Victor Davies (Max) who is now deceased but who was a very close friend and work mate, and was appointed the master of ceremonies at my wedding, but he spoiled our friendship by becoming vicious and nasty over monies he should have been paying to me through his employment responsibilities throughout the time I was injured and afterwards when he declined to let me come back to work with him and wouldn’t meet his financial commitments of retrenchment and long service payments then either.        

Also there is Fred Moule, who I worked with while working for Max after Graeme left, and who was very instrumental in calming Margaret, over her final few months in his profession as a church elder, when she was so terrified she was going to die prematurely and couldn’t face the possibility or insecurity of it all of which I’ll always be indebted to him for how he helped us both in Margaret’s final days.
Then there is William (Bill) Wiltshire, who was a work mate of mine in the sixties when I was doing electrical contracting, and who also happened to be my best man at my wedding. Whom I've now lost contact with, as Margaret eventually managed to remove any friends that I had from before our marriage, and to just keep only her family and friends as our associates.
My other close friend Emmanuel (Mono) Tonna is a former work mate whom I worked with in the 1980's, where we worked together at Sutex before the factory was closed down. And who has since moved to Queensland, 
And there is Ian (Tomo) Tomlins, who was a work mate of mine at Holeproof where I worked from 1988, until my retirement through ill health and financial and emotional pressures in January 2002. Whom now I don’t know is still alive after contacting me last Mothers Day saying he had had a series of strokes and heart bi-passes and had been paralysed for 3 months but hadn’t had my phone number to ring me until that mothers day when they let him be taken home from hospital for a day visit, After being employed by Holeproof for approximately fourteen years this second time around. That was incidentally after a gap of seventeen years, from when I had first been employed by Holeproof but being forced to finish up after almost completing my apprenticeship, as was mandated by the apprenticeship commission for Holeproof having too many apprentices and not enough tradesmen which was strictly enforced in those days. So adding those four years of my apprenticeship to my second period of employment, makes it a grand total of working for Holeproof of around eighteen years in all.
Also there is my mate William (Bill) Corti, who died a few years ago, who was my friend and fellow electrician, whom I had first met on the very first day that I worked for the Public Works Department on my arrival in Western Australia. And we worked on lots of other jobs together, and who was my leading hand at Exmouth. Who not that long ago had passed away, suffering from that dreaded asbestos disease mesothelomia,
As far as the previously mentioned institutional facility at Canterbury is concerned! What I have written up until this time, is all I have managed to remember or recall, and apart from whatever else that may have happened, that still remains locked away in my memory, and I am really trying not to have to remember any more at all, but hopefully any other incidents that may have happened to me in that place to be forgotten entirely. During that most depressing period of my childhood, horrible memories that I had previously successfully blocked completely out of my mind, and I really had no desire, to bring back any such traumatic and unhappy memories at all ever. As is also the case with the authorities in the country of my birth England, except for what I have been told by my relatives, or what I have remembered, since Margaret and I both went to visit England in 1987-88 over the Christmas period, and what revelations were passed on to me by my sister Diane. With regard to almost all of the happenings and places in England, so much so that I now regard myself, as nothing other than a true blue Aussie! Carrying an Australian Passport overseas, after no trace could be found of my identity or departure documents, from my previous country of birth England, (and also any entry documentation of my entry into Australia). The Church of England authorities removing any incriminating evidence of what went on in that detention facility at Canterbury, after having been forcefully deported from England at such a young age, and never being able to intimately know any of my relatives, or being able to go around and visit or even touch or hug any of my very own relatives while I was young, Or even being able to even carry out family or birthplace traditions or culture or folklore, and to not having been able to have been taught any of my family history or shared memories. That could or should have been passed down to me throughout my childhood, or even to have been able to be even allowed, to speak the distinct dialect and spoken the similar language of my birth place. This whole story was first formulated in May 2000, as a condensed version of my life up until that time, and presented as my introductory letter to the Monash Gender Diphonia Clinic assessment panel, for consideration in their findings on whether or not to let me proceed onto their program, that has now also had the effect of saving me from taking my life the very life that is now so precious to me, as I research and remember more and more details of the turbulent and tormented life that I’ve had to endure up until this time.
                                  THE END

               This was part 1 of our story called
My Tormented Lives!

Part 1 is called Ian Remembers!
Part 2 is called Illianna Arrives!
Dedicated to my late Wife and Partner and Lover
Margaret Diane Cupid (nee Woodhouse)
Born on the 13th of April 1950 at William Angliss Hospital in Upper Ferntree Gully.
Died on the 6th of April 2000 at St Vincent’s
 Hospital in Fitzroy, Melbourne.
Buried on the 12th of April 2000 at

Macclesfield Cemetery, Avonsleigh
I will love you forever my darling
Rest in Peace

Also dedicated to my late loving Mother

Ada Cupid, (nee Appleyard)
Born on the 16th of July 1918

In Gorton, Manchester, England.
Died on the 14th of September 1948
 At Lancashire Hospital in England

Cremated and interned at Springvale

Necropolis in Australia

Rest in Peace
Also dedicated to my late Father

Walter Cooper Cupid

Born on the 4th of May 1916

In England

Died on the 18th of February 1975
At The Basin in Australia

Cremated and interned alongside my Mum

At Springvale Necropolis in Australia
 Rest in Peace
(Written by) ILLIANNA ADA CUPID (Authoress)

(Formerly known by the name of IAN CUPID)

