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MY TORMENTED LIVES

Part 2 called 
Illianna Arrives

IAN and ILLIANNA

We are the one and the same!

The start of this part of our story I suppose should commemorate my final official documents recognition

Change of Name Certificate received on the 13th of August 2002 changed from the name of IAN CUPID to the name of Illianna Ada Cupid
Gender re-assignment surgery performed on the seventeenth of May 2003
Change of Name Certificate received on the 15th of July 2003 changed with the line noting sex as male deleted and confirming the name of Illianna Ada Cupid 
Received Recognised Details Certificate from the Victorian Births Deaths & Marriages Department on the tenth of February 2005  certifying the gender of Illianna Ada Cupid as FEMALE,

Received U.K. Gender Recognition Certificate from the U.K. Gender Recognition Panel on the first of
 July 2005 certifying the gender of Illianna Ada Cupid as FEMALE,

New Birth Certificate received on the seventeenth of August June 2005 noting my gender as that of a girl born on the 12th of March 1940 with the given name of ILLIANNA ADA CUPID 
‘THE FINAL REALISATION OF MY GENDER IDENTITY JOURNEY’
The Following is a timetable of the unfolding events    following Margaret’s death.

Monday the 4th of December 2000. Admitted and operated on at the Maroondah Hospital for my initial T.U.R.P.S,
        Tuesday the 13th of February 2001, Operated on at the Maroondah Hospital for my 2nd T.U.R.P.S and inadvertently sent home afterwards,
         Wednesday the 14th of February 2001, Joe-Anne and Warrick arrive at Belgrave after visiting the hospital just as the hospital is ringing and after discussions with the hospital staff decide to take me down to their house in Carrum Downs to convalescent,
Tuesday the 15th of May 2001. Make initial phone call to Dawn Waalwick the secretary of the Gender Dysphoria Clinic of the Monash Medical Centre for advice on how to start procedures toward the eventual outcome of becoming my real self,

Wednesday the 22nd of May 2001. Letter arrives from Dawn Waalwick advising of the procedures to be gone through and a breakdown of the steps involved before evaluation of the prognosis of gender dysphoria can be assessed and all the necessary steps that have to be taken before surgery can even be considered,

Tuesday the 29th of May 2001. Follow up phone call to the secretary of Monash Medical Centre Gender Dysphoria Clinic Dawn Waalwick for further advice,

June 2001. Requested letter sent to Dawn Waalwick describing a brief overlay of my life and personal relationships up until the date of the requested correspondence, 

Wednesday the 20th of June 2001.  First appointment with Monash Medical Centre Gender Dysporia Clinic’s Consultant Psychiatrist Dr. Trudy Kennedy at 10.00am,
Friday the 23rd of June 2001, Attend Maroondah Hospital again for my 3rd T.U.R.P.s.
Wednesday the 18th of July 2001. Letter arrives from Dawn Waalwick announcing details of further appointments to see the other members of the Monash Medical Centre Gender Dysphoria Clinic’s team, 
Wednesday 25th of July 2001. Further Correspondence received from Dawn Waalwick announcing appointment with Clinical Psychologist Dr. Mary Samuels,

Wednesday the 25th of July 2001. First appointment with Consultant Psychiatrist Dr. Fintain Harte at 12.00noon,

Tuesday the 31st of July 2001. First appointment with Consultant Psychiatrist Dr. Herbert Bower at 3.00pm,

Wednesday the 2nd August 2001. Advisory letter sent by Dr.Gerard Tan to the Gender Dysphoria Clinic of the Monash Medical Centre officially advising them of my intention of confirming my gender as a genuine female, And enclosing a referral from Dr. Gerard Tan to enable the Medical Specialists to start the procedures to proceed to the first step on the long 2 year Real Life Test of transition to achieve gender reassignment surgery,

Tuesday the 17th of August 2001. First appointment with Consultant Endocrinologist Dr. Anthony Hunter at 3.40pm,

Monday the 10th of September 2001. First appointment with Clinical Psychologist Dr. Mary Samuels,

Friday the 19th of October 2001. At 4.20pm appointment with Dr. Hunter to get prescription to begin female hormone regime missed because of Joanne having a tantrum and losing her temper and refusing to drive me to the Monash Medical Centre after furious altercation with Trent over the phone,
Sunday the 2nd of December 2001. At between 2.00 and 2.30 am moved back into my own home at Belgrave South after separating myself from Joe-Anne’s ever increasing incidents of violent mood swings,
Tuesday the 12th of March 2002. The last day of being officially known as Ian Cupid,
Wednesday the 13th of March 2002. First Change of Name Certificate received in the name of Illianna Ada Cupid,
Monday the 13th of May 2002. Second attempt at having appointment with Dr. Hunter to get prescription to begin female hormone regime a success,

Tuesday the 14th of May 2002. Started taking two “Aldactone” testosterone blocker tablets and one “Microgynon” progesterone/oestrogen tablet today,

Tuesday the 21st of May 2002. Increased the Microgynon tablets to two a day after insignificant side effects experienced,

Wednesday the 10th of September 2002. Received letter announcing first appointment with surgeon Dr. Simon Ceber,

Tuesday the 2nd of October 2002. Attended first appointment with Dr, Ceber for assessment purposes,

Tuesday the 1st of April 2003. Dawn rings to say approval has been given by the full team for surgery to go ahead and “how would Saturday the 17th of May 2003 sound” Terrific!,

Wednesday the 2nd of April 2003. Letter arrives from Dr. Ceber’s office confirming booking of surgery date and enclosing accounts and request for payment in full before surgery and hospitalization can be booked,
Thursday the 3rd of April 2003. Shock today when young attending junior Dr, at Maroondah Hospital announces that due to my now escalating abnormally high cancer count reading, First observed and being closely monitored at every 6 month check-up that I’ve been having since my first T.U.R.P.’s operation on the 4th of December of 2000, The advice given to him from the urology surgical team insists I again enter Maroondah Hospital for further evaluation A.S.A.P. Upon explanation of my upcoming gender reassignment surgery he writes a letter suggesting to Mr. Ceber to consider the full removal of the remaining prostate during my surgery to remove it from the cancer equation all together,
Saturday the 19th of April 2003. Ceased taking Microgynon and Aldactone medication today to lesson the risk of blood clots developing during surgery and whilst still recuperating in bed afterwards,

Saturday the 3rd of May 2003. Ceased taking “Celebrex” pain and inflammation medication today to stop risk of blood being too thin for surgery,
Tuesday the 8th of May 2003. Attended Mr Ceber’s office for final check-up, After handing letter over from Maroondah hospital he announces that he has never done a prostate removal before and that the risk is that I may have to carry a bag for the rest of my life if he does attempt it in this instance, “Forget it I tell him” just you go ahead as normally,
Friday the 16th of May 2003. Admitted to Masada Hospital at 3.00pm today to prepare for surgery tomorrow morning,

Saturday the 17th of May 2003. Went into surgery this morning looking genetically like a male and came out this afternoon complete at last looking like a female after my gender reassignment surgery, Thanks Dr. Ceber and the whole team at Masada Hospital and also everyone involved from the Monash Gender Disphoria Clinic at Monash Medical Centre,

Saturday the 24th of May 2003. Back into surgery to complete the 2nd stage of the process of the gender reassignment surgical operation,

Monday the 26th of May 2003 Discovery of massive infection from the surgery after stitches between anus and vagina burst open, resulting in the proposed discharge from hospital tomorrow being delayed for a further week to allow antibiotics to clear up all the infections,

Friday the 30th of May 2003. 11.00am Step out of Masada Hospital as the complete woman I was always meant to be 62 years and 50 days earlier, Return home to Belgrave from hospital today to begin my new life as a female,

Monday the 16th of June 2003. Begin using Microgynon and Aldactone and Celebrex medication today after getting myself fully mobile again from the surgery,

Monday the 15th of July 2003. Second Change of Name Certificate received in the name of Illianna Ada Cupid with all gender reference notations removed,

Saturday the 11th of October 2003. Back into Masada Hospital for further surgery today for urethraplasty to re-open the end of the collapsed urethra tube inside the clitoris,

Monday the 13th of October 2003. Back home again from my surgery ( the 6th  Since 2001 ),

Friday the 12th of March 2004. At regular appointment today was stopped from taking any more Microgynon hormone tablets today after Dr. Hunter discovered my blood pressure had gone way too high at 180/140,
Saturday the 13th of March 2004. Started taking only one Premarin oestrogen only tablet today in hope that my high blood pressure will come down to an acceptable level,

Thursday the 22nd of April 2004. Go on to two Premarin tablets today and also start taking Atacand blood pressure lowering tablet,

Thursday the 6th of May 2004. Have imaging scan of calves today to rule out blood clots due to consistent leg cramps,

Friday the 7th of May 2004. Go off the Celebrex medication today as Dr, suspects it could be causing the high blood pressure from being on that particular medication for such a long time,

Saturday the 31st of July 2004. Cease the taking of Premarin tablets and go back onto Microgynon tablets today as stopping Celebrex assumed to it be the cause the high blood pressure and not the limited progesterone and oestrogen in my Microgynon tablets,

Sunday the 29th of August 2004. My beloved Dr. Bower just died today Teneil rings me from Australia with the bad news as I’m currently on a tour bus on my way from London to Paris on the first day of my tour of Europe,

Sunday the 6th of February 2005. Stop myself taking Microgynon hormone tablets today to see if my cancer count goes up as it did in 2003 with no female hormones in my system blocking the high cancer count,

Thursday the 10th of February 2005. Received Recognised Details Certificate from the Victorian Births Deaths & Marriages Department officially confirming my change of gender to FEMALE after new legislation was proclaimed in 2004 accepting the inevitability of the surgery,

Thursday the 17th of February 2005. Massive arm and shoulder pains have started whilst at fellowship assembly with Annaliese,

Thursday the 24th of February 2005. Have blood test taken today at William Angliss Hospital to be sent to Maroondah Hospital to check cancer count my in blood, Ask nurse about arm pains and she suggests presenting to casualty, Huge queue outside counter right to the door so decide to give it a miss as it may go away,

Sunday the 27th of February 2005. Go back on to my hormones medication today instead of waiting until after seeing the Drs. at Maroondah Hospital as I’m in too much arm and shoulder pain and I’m falsely assuming it could be due to not having any hormones what so ever in my system,

Thursday the 3rd of March 2005. Go to Maroondah Hospital today and find that my cancer count has reduced with a 0.1 blood count, I’m so relieved that it’s over and the last reminder of my male past has finally gone for good, But getting really worried with no results from all the tests for the massive pains, Really struggled walking from where the car was parked back to the hospital but still didn’t report it to casualty there either,
Tuesday the 8th of March 2005. Send off all my documentation to the Gender Recognition Panel in England to apply to have my original English Birth Certificate changed to register my birth as that of a girl in the name of Illianna Ada Cupid,

Tuesday the 29th of March 2005. Received letter from Gender Recognition Panel advising of receipt of my documentation,

Tuesday the 5th of April 2005. Received return of all documentation sent by me to the Gender Recognition Panel in England and advice that the documents have all been copied and the application will be passed on to the panel in due course for consideration,
Thursday the 14th of April 2005.  Presented myself to the Infectious Diseases Department at The Alfred Hospital to try and determine cause of arm pains, Advised pains not related to viral infection but strong possibility could be related to urgent heart problems, Booked in for consultation with heart surgeon A.S.A.P.,
Thursday the 28th of April 2005. 
Finally found cause of massive arm and shoulder pains, Admitted to The Alfred Hospital for Coronary Angiogram followed by immediate Coronary Angioplasty and the insertion of stent into the main (L.A.D.) coronary artery by a Dr. Shaw. Main artery to the heart muscle 100% blocked, another coronary artery 80% blocked and another coronary artery 60% blocked which hopefully capable of being cleared by further medications,
Friday the 1st of July 2005. 
U.K. Gender Recognition Certificate received confirming me to be a female,
Thursday the 21st of April 2005. 
   Rushed by ambulance from home to the William Angliss Hospital at Upper Ferntree Gully suffering more bad pains in arms and chest again,
Friday the 22nd of July 2005.   Transferred by ambulance to The Alfred Hospital for an urgent second Coronary Angiogram, Followed immediately by another Coronary Angioplasty, And the insertion of second stent into the same Coronary artery after the discovery by Dr.Shaw that the artery had collapsed next to the first stent and been drawn through it,
Monday the 8th of August 2005.   Documentation for new U.K. Birth certificate sent off to U.K,
Monday the 22nd of August 2005.   New Birth Certificate arrived today from the U.K. dated the 17th of August 2005 stating that Illianna Ada Cupid was born a girl on the 12th of March 1940,
Wednesday the 31st of August 2005.  Appointment to visit heart surgeon Dr.Shaw for confirmation of proper healing from heart procedure, Get affirmation that everything was alright but must keep on the heart medication for a further 11 months,
Wednesday the 30th of November 2005.  Visited heart surgeon Dr.Shaw to get all clear, Heart scare appears to have been fixed,
Wednesday the 10th of October 2007.  Appointment with urology surgeon Helen O’Connell at Royal Melbourne Private Hospital, for drastic dilation of collapsed urethra to prevent any further painful closing off of bladder functionality,
Friday the 19th of October 2007. Appointment with Dr. Wenas at the Knox Private Hospital for eye surgery for the removal of my left cornea and replacement of optical lens,

Wednesday the 21st of November 2007. Appointment with Dr Wenas at the Knox Private Hospital for eye surgery for the removal of my right cornea to replace my optical lens,
Thursday the 24th of April 2008. Appointment with Dr Wenas at the Knox Private Hospital for dual eye surgery to attempt the re-alignment of both my eyes in a common frontal alignment,
Tuesday the 6th of May 2008. Urgent surgery appointment with Helen O’Connell to completely remove scarred urethra, To be replaced with new urethra fashioned from a strip of skin removed from my vagina to eradicate intermittently painful restricting urethra damaged originally by a cystoscopy as far back as 1998, At last 10 years of painful emptying of my bladder is over,
ILLIANNAS STORY OF ARRIVAL

It was early in the morning at approximately 2.00 to 2.30am on the second of December 2001, when I Illianna Ada Cupid  “crying profusely” arrived, back to my home at Belgrave South, after driving up from the home of Joe-Anne and Warrick Cupid in Carrum Downs after my eviction by the screaming psychotic Joe-Anne. Tentatively checking out the darkened house for any activity of recent occupation by Trent or any other illegal intruders, and then rushing to my bedroom to make sure it hadn't been ransacked during my long absence over the preceding 10 months, Or since the court procedures to secure an intervention order a month earlier, Illianna quickly removed any vestiges of the male outer clothing she was forcibly being encouraged to wear whilst convalescing down at Joe-Anne and Warwicks, “Vowing” Never again to have to suffer the touch of male clothing against my body. Then I quickly removed all of Ian’s male clothing from the dressing table drawers and wardrobes in my bedroom, depositing the lot into the wardrobe and dressing table drawers in the back bedroom that was previously Trent’s, then just as quickly removing any of Margaret’s female clothing from the rest of the dressing table drawers and wardrobes in our bedroom, depositing that lot into the wardrobe and dressing table drawers in the other back bedroom that was previously Tracey’s, Then I spent the rest of the night unpacking my suitcase and bags and putting all my clothes away delicately into what was now going to be solely Illianna’s own bedroom. When this was all done I slipped into a nightie and climbed into my bed and slid between the sheets and eventually cried myself to sleep. From the next morning I was determined that nobody was ever going to call me “Ian” ever again, and spent the whole weekend composing letters and cards to all my relatives both here and overseas, and also all my neighbours and friends received an explanatory letter in with their Christmas card too, explaining everything that had been going on, and explaining what was likely to be happening to myself and my body, and stating that everything was going to be alright with me, as this was the real me, and I was always a girl from when I was born, it’s just taken me a little longer than most other girls to reach my female puberty. Letters were also composed to all my account holders and business acquaintances and utility suppliers explaining my gender change-over, and the legality of respecting my upcoming name change certification that I would be sending to them in due course.

After I was sent crying back to my home that weekend I was forced to starve all the rest of that weekend, because of there being no cash in my purse or in either of my bank accounts, not until my sickness benefits were paid into my bank on the Monday morning, and also as there was nothing at all left in the cupboards, (as Trent took everything when he was evicted by the police). I was very lucky that I had built up a good name with my utility suppliers  until then as well or else everything could have been disconnected by the time I’d managed to regain occupancy of my home, as unknown to me Trent had not been paying any of the electricity or the gas or the telephone or the water accounts since he moved himself in to my house the previous February, So here I was as “Illianna” having to start out in my new life with a stigma against my name of being a slow bill payer, which meant that all of my accounts from then, and still until now are having to be paid monthly instead of quarterly as previous to Margaret’s death and my convalescence down at Carrum Downs.

I was at that time still officially employed by Holeproof, (albeit on permanent sick leave) with the payments coming from Centrelink, (after being deemed unfit to return to work after my third and hopefully final prostate operation) until ironically I finally terminated my own employment with Holeproof on the ninth of January in 2002. This was the same date in the year that I had originally started working for Holeproof-Prestige Apparel, as an electrical apprentice way back on the ninth of January in 1956. But now I was being forced to leave their employment, only through sheer economic necessity, just to gain access to a part of my superannuation money. As by ceasing my employment with Holeproof, I could then get my superannuation converted into a roll over, so I could access a portion of the termination payment, so as to be able to clear all of the current outstanding debts still overdue. Unfortunately and financially painful too as I came to find out later, Because by retiring just that little bit early I forfeited upwards of a $40,000.00, company retrenchment payout, when half of their existing employees were retrenched, only four months later in May, when the whole textile section of the Pacific Dunlop Company business, was taken over by a newly established Pacific Brands Company when the Pacific Dunlop Company folded. After leaving work I was forced to live solely on the benefits of the disability support pension, as the sickness benefits ceased when I was no longer in gainful employment, which meant it was converted into a disability pension. A disability pension that I was finally forced to go on to, through being unable to go back to work or seek other employment, because of the astonishing amount of heavy ongoing grief and deep depression, that had been initially brought about by Margaret's sudden death, then worsened by the terrible pain of the ongoing prostate problems, that had taken so long to get fixed, and the physiological impact of the deep seated resentment from my children, of the path I was contemplating taking, and the continual uncertainty of being harassed into moving backward and forwards between my home in Belgrave South, and my nephew Warrick and wife Joe-Anne’s house in Carrum Downs. All of which was sending me into a deeper and deeper depression, as well as by the then unknown implications to me at that time of my body fighting the effects of the cancer that was invading my body, along with the side effects from the female hormones and testosterone blockers that I was taking to feminise my body, as evident by the fact that my breasts were starting to get to a size where they were going to be noticed shortly, by someone at work, if I were to return to the maintenance department if my health and dizziness were to sufficiently improve for me to be allowed to go back to work.

In the time it took for the real estate agents to sell my house with the first real estate agents (Bells) not getting a buyer in their allotted three months, Trent would often appear at the top of the driveway, glaring down at the house toward me in a threatening manner, but I was hesitant in calling the police, as I didn't want him to get into any further trouble. One night after quite a while having still not sold the house, my neighbour knocked on my door and he started explaining to me that Trent had contracted testicular cancer, (as Trent was working for my neighbour at his factory in Moorabbin). After I invited him inside he explained that Trent had let the pain in the groin go on for so long that it was now so serious, that the surgeon was immediately forced to rush Trent out to a country hospital, to get a vacant operating theatre immediately, so he could operate on Trent straight away to possibly save his life. I immediately felt so awful for the way I had been avoiding Trent, and told my neighbour that he could tell Trent, that he could contact me if he wanted to have my help; When Trent contacted me I said to him that I would take him to his appointments, at the radiation clinic every week if he wanted. But when I said I was now dressing as a female fulltime, he declined the offer as he said he didn't want to be embarrassed, if I'd turned up to pick him up, and one of his mates might see me dressed as a woman. But I did let him come around home after that, but then as he got gradually better, and then eventually got the all clear from the doctors, he started to get back to his old aggressive self again and kept trying to intimidate me, So much so that the day before I moved out of my house in Belgrave South, At Ian Tomlins insistence I made the decision to not tell him where I was moving to, I had my friend Ian down for lunch, and all of a sudden Trent came speeding down the driveway in his car, Then when he came running toward the house with a piece of wood in his hand, I just panicked and ran straight down to my bedroom and hid in the back of the wardrobe, Ian casually locked the security door and when Trent tried to open it, Ian asked for an explanation about the lump of wood in his hand. Trent turned it over explaining that he had burnt, into it the name he wanted to call his house and hang over the entrance to the property, and he was in such a hurry, as he had visitors already waiting at home, and wanted to pick up his mail and papers first from my place. So Ian unlocked the door and let him come inside, After Trent had gone home, Ian asked me if Trent knew where I was moving to, and when I said I'm going to be telling him tomorrow, he said "don't you dare! You nearly had a heart attack just before", and to this day Trent has no idea (hopefully), where I have moved to. He eventually tried to find out my phone number and address from my mate Graeme McPherson in June 2004, just before I went overseas, stating as a reason to wanting the details from Graeme was that his cancer had come back and it had spread right throughout his whole body, and that he only had three months left to live, but as Graeme explained to Trent at that time he himself didn’t have my current phone number, he got Trent to leave his phone number with him instead, but unfortunately the mobile number that he left Graeme was incorrect, and I wasn’t able to find out and I still haven’t been able to confirm since if he is now dead or still alive since my return from overseas. But I’m also too terrified to look too hard, in case he's looking to harm me or cause me further trouble. He apparently even tried manhandling Paul Woodhouse (Tracey's very large cousin), to find out where she was currently living too, so that makes me doubly nervous of why he was trying so desperately to seek out where either of us are now living.
I left mine and Margaret’s very loved home at Belgrave South at 12.30pm on the eighteenth of August 2002 for the last time. Leaving behind a lot of close memories and also a lot of hard work and blood and sweat and tears, I still miss that place, as Margaret and I had built not only a beautifully landscaped garden, But a home from where our teenage children grew up and moved away, to the memories of Margaret spending the last two and a half years of her life, completely armoured with her beautiful granddaughter Maddison Jade Sirrianni.

My niece Andrea had arrived early in the day on the eighteenth to help with the packing and cleaning of the house as the removalists packed up all my goods and chattels, My friend Cynthia had come down to help me too with the heavier things from around the garden and also conned the young removalists guys to help her lift the old garden water baths that I’d given her into her van, Everything was done and packed and we left my Belgrave South home for the last time around 12.30pm little knowing that one of the young guys helping with the removalists had purloined my mobile phone that I’d left in the bedroom so I could change over the flat battery, 
Dropping off the keys at the real estate agent in Belgrave and checking with my solicitor that everything was all cleared ready for me to get the keys to my unit at the real estate agent office in Rowville as soon as I got around to their office, what a muck up it entailed! just getting the clearance from the vendors solicitor before the agents would hand over the keys, Eventually late in the afternoon the vendors solicitor returned to his office and belatedly gave the o.k. for me to take the keys from them and gain access, leaving me with the removalists sitting on their backsides waiting until 3.30pm before I could even get access to my unit, Thereby costing me another $450.00 in cash for the overtime they’d worked before they’d finally finished unloading all my furniture, Luckily they helped with setting up my bedroom first and Cynthia got stuck in to unpacking all the bedding and clothing for in there, Andrea unpacked everything in the kitchen and made us all a very welcome cuppa, After all the furniture was unloaded and assembled in their prospective locations it was just the unloading of over a hundred of those large removalists specialised packing boxes, All the garage bits and pieces and gardening equipment had been unloaded from the other truck on to the driveway in front of my garage while they were waiting for me to get back with the keys, (luckily it wasn’t raining). Moving into my new Unit in Ferntree Gully filled me with trepidation, not only from the sight of the packing boxes stacked nearly to the ceiling, in the lounge room and also filling the garage as well, (little knowing that in amongst a lot of tears of helplessness it was going to take me all of three months until the last packing box was emptied and the removalists contacted to come and pick up the flattened empty cartons), 

Here before me was the beginning of a new life, In reality my new life was now stretching out before me and I thought to myself what direction is it going to take. Am I going to be alone for the rest of my life, and is it going to be a long or short life, and what would my new neighbours be like, It was great at first having all these take-away food shops around, Cooking took a back stage to all the different varieties nearby, But that soon came to a halt when I realised how much it was eating into my pensioners meagre budget,
This whole story was first formulated in May 2000, as a condensed version of what little I could recall of my childhood and of my life’s experiences up until that time, and originally 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, but writing this story 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 through my relatives and gradually remember more and more details of the turbulent and tormented lives that I’ve had to endure so far in my lifetime.

The introductory few pages were extended extensively to include the secretive hidden parts of my life, and upgraded in January, May and August of 2002, and upgraded again in January and May of 2003, just before I went into hospital to have my reassignment surgery that changed my whole life and changed my body into something similar to a female one at last. This story was redrafted and added to in September 2003, and then printed out in November 2003, so I could take a copy down to the Woman’s Spiritual Meeting in Foster, for presenting as a verbal descriptive reflection on my life. Amazingly after further dramatic revelations came to my memory while sharing my story out aloud with all the other ladies at that spiritual meeting and over the rest of that same weekend, I added to and altered major parts of the story after some of those horrible revelations about the Church of England Home were withdrawn from my memory (painfully I must say) over that weekend at the woman’s spiritual meeting, and resubmitted  back into the computer in March 2004, And further horribly atrocious memories added that were recovered with the help of Sue Cox my counsellor, with more added in the June, and July 2004, just before leaving on my second trip to England since being deported as a young child in 1949, flying out of Australia this time on the seventh of August as, (Illianna) carrying my own female passport. More details were added in November of 2004, after receiving a lot of information from my Aunty Cathy, (the youngest sister of my Dad) and cousins Margaret and Dorothy, (the twin daughters of my mother’s sister from information supplied from her to them over the years) while in England in 2004. And more still was added after a dramatic rebuild after my computer crashed in December 2004, I've added more and filled in a lot more gaps during the month of January 2005, before I did a whole lot of extra typing and restructuring during May 2005, after my big fright with coronary arterial disease, which started with the first angina attack on the seventeenth of February and continued getting more and more painful, until after being re-diagnosed at the Alfred hospital with a heart problem as against a previous unknown viral infection diagnosed by the relieving doctor at the Prahran Market clinic as Dr. Strecker was away on leave,

The Alfred heart medical team operated on me on the twenty eighth of April in 2005, and fitted a stent in my coronary artery, and I’ve added more again after suffering another fright from coronary arterial disease and further painful angina attacks again on the twenty first of July and being rushed to the Angliss hospital by ambulance and then being rushed by another ambulance on the twenty second of July to the Alfred hospital and operated on again, Culminating in having to insert another stent into the same coronary artery, With more adding and editing of my story and dividing it up into two parts after I started feeling better during August and September of 2005, hoping finally I might just get a chance to finish my full story at last, but alas I still have more gaps to fill in though and I must get stuck into finishing it in case it becomes my obituary,
Hope to be finished sometime soon,? or  in the near future. 

THE END

Of the story called MY TORMENTED LIVES
This final chapter Part 2 of my story titled
ILLIANNA ARRIVES begins in the early hours on the 
         second of December 2001 continuing on from Part 1 of
my story titled IAN REMEMBERS which began
on the fourth of June 1938 with the marriage
of my Mother (ADA APPLEYARD) and Father
(WALTER COOPER CUPID)
This part of my story is dedicated to that other hidden special person in my life as part of me who has had to put up with a lot of pain and heartache but managed to last the distance until I could bloom into Illianna namely the now unnoticed and hidden Ian Cupid.
IAN CUPID
The twelfth of March 1940 to the twelfth of March 2002

(Written by) ILLIANNA ADA CUPID (Authoress)
(Formerly known as IAN CUPID)

Dedicated to my daughter TRACEY MARGARET CUPID

And my two granddaughters
MADDISON JADE SIRIANNI 
Born on the 21 0f February 1997
EMMERSON MARGARET CRUICKSHANK
Born on the 20th of December 2005
All of whom I will always love most dearly
And now baby Euan Harper Cruikshank born on the 30th of October 2009
Its a long time since I wrote in my story,

On the beginning of 2000 I was diagnosed with S.T.L.E.
(Short Term Life Expectency)

 (From being exposed to cancer which has manifested itself in my left lung apparently from repeated asbestos exposure accrued over my working life), I have so far escaped the initial prognosis of 3 days and then less than 30 days and reached a 6 month stage in my recovery, which we all know is a fallacy as at this late stage it is a foregone conclusion of when the outcome will arrive,
It has meant a lot of pain and medication and hospitalisation having to undergo chemotherapy every 3 weeks, not a pleasant experience leaving me weaker with each visit and procedure,
It makes me realise how important it is to have such close friends and family around like Tracey and her family and Teneil,
