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~ This ·GUY 
... (No. Kidding) 
· .Says ... 
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(Continued from page 13) 
passed me as a fit male and did 
not seem to be even in doubt 
about niy sex. He looked at my 
face and chest a trifle queerly 
and scratched his head. But he 
seemed to 'take the view that 
such oddities were not the busi­
ness of an army doctor and pass­
ed on to other business. 

But in the examination room 
there was a medical orderly who 
was much sharper than the doc­
tor. He sniggered as he watched 
me dress, and I blushed in a most 
unmanly way. 

I had not been in the barracks 
very long before some of my fel­
low recruits were looking side­
ways at me and whispering. Oth­
ers stared and guffawed. Wash­
ing naked from the waist, bath­
ing and showering were mental 
and emotional agony. 

At last I could bear it no long­
er ·and I determined to shower 
by myself. I made elaborate prep­
arations to do this-sneaking off 
from parades, getting leave, pre­
tending to be on other duties and 
in other ways. 

But, of course, the relentless 
system of the Army was bound 
to catch up with me. 

I was in the showers one day 
when a little, gray-faced, beady­
eyed corporal came in and de­
manded to know what I was doing 
there at that time. 

I tried to look nonchalant and 
said that I had been unable to 
take a shower during the regular 
period because I had been on 
duty. 

His beady ey~s wandered over 
my body. 

"So," he said. "I believe you're 
the 'it' the men are talking 
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Follow the lead of thousands 
of happy people, and END 
pain and itching of piles with 
MILLER'S HAPPY LOTION. 
Not a messy ointment or sup­
pository but a pleasant, easy 

, to use liquid. Month's supply 
$1.25. 

MILLER'S 
25 Airport Rood, Hoxsie, R.I. 

about." 
"The what?" I asked, pretend­

ing not to understand. 
"The 'it', " he said maliciously. 

"The thing that is neither he nor 
she." 

I did not reply, and the cor­
poral said, "Get your clothes on 
and come with me." 

"Why and where to?" I had 
the courage to demand. 

"We shall go to the captain 
and see what he has to say," said 
the corporal. 

The corporal paraded me before 
the captain and said he had 
found me in the washrooms when 
I bad no right to be there. 

I felt like an outcast, unwanted 
by my kind because I differed 
from them. Desperation gave me 
courage and I decided that truth 
was my best possible 
action. 

"Why were you there 
at this time of day?" the 
captain demanded, look­
ing at me curiously. 

"Because I am a 
man who is turning 
into a woman," I re­
plied. He stared at 
me, and I thought 
he was going to ex. 
plode.· 

But as he continued to stare, 
anger gave way to perplexity 
and perplexity to doubt. At last 
he dismissed the corporal and 
when we were alone, he said, "ls 
this true, what you tell me'?" 

"It is true," I said. 
The captain took me to a sen­

ior medical officer-a major­
and told him the story. The major 
examined me, and when he had 
finished, he was amazed. 

"Of course, we cannot keep you 

in the Army," pany ordered me to dress as a 
he said. man, except when on stage. I 

"I have no protested against this, but he 
wish to stay insisted and, most reluctantly, I 
in it," I re- complied with his instruction. 
plied with Imagine my astonishment when 
considerable I was stopped on the street by 
feeling. Italian policemen and ordered to 

Within four dress "properly" as a woman. 
hours I was F~om that day on, I never 
discharged,and agam wore men's clothes. 
my discharge Nature made one iionic slip 
papers were in my change of sex-there has 
marked, "Dan- been no full emotional change. 

When I was a boy, I had girl 
gerous p h e- friend.s because I wanted them. 
nomenon for But sirtce I have been a woman I 
the Army." have not wanted them, though 

Freed at last, I returned. to many men have asked to take 
nightclub and variety acts, and me out. 
lived as a woman. One difficulty But I am happy only in the 
remained-and .still remains. I company of women. 
was (and am) legally a man. Perhaps, in the end, I shall 

Perhaps to compensate for my achieve even a complete emotion­
humiliating and painful experi- al change, for I have already de­
ence in the French Army, I cided to undergo an operation, 
bought new and more beautiful and am waiting only until the 
dresses as my income as a vari- doctors tell me it is time to have 
ety artist went up. All my gowns it. 
began to come from Dior and Who knows what may follow'? 
Balmain. 

Then I heard of the case of 'r(r'V'-._ .. ,h.Wrl'h~·.VJY..;. 
C:hri,.tin" .Jor17pn;;en. the AmPri- :; ST AMMER I NG ~ 



By COCCINELLE, glamorous 
Lls told to Eric Bell-Smith) 

1\\e f antast\c 
Story ot a \\OY 
V4bo eecame 
~ S\r\\l\ler 

striptease artist 

For 10 years I have been turning int? a wo.man - I, who. was once a b~y 
with scarred knees, growing up among boyish thmgs and playmg hard, rough 
games in the streets of Paris. . . . . 

This fantastic trick that nature IS playmg on me IS still not complete, but 

I hope that it will be TJ~f y LA ~'~r[Jl) soon, with the help of 
surgerJ:' and ~he marvels . 
of medical science. 

So nu111v won1en have 
asked me ~vhat il is like lo 
change sex, and so 1nan:y 
men have looked wonder­
ingly al me, reluctant lo 
ask the same question, that 
I feel I should tell. 

Many times, as I have done my 
striptease act, I have watched 
men watching me, and have had a 
queer sense of understanding 
two worlds. 

I was born 29 years ago-just 
another baby boy. They chris­
tened me ·Jacques and registered 
me as Jacques Defresnoy, a male. 

If there was anything that was 
not boyish about me as I grew 
up it was, perhaps, a slight deli­
cacy of feature. But it was not 
sufficiently marked for other 
boys to notice or to jeer at. 

I left school at 15 and started 
to work for a hairdresser in Rue 
Blonde]. There was nothing ne­
cessarily unmasculine about that. 
Plenty of lads do it. I had girl 
friends at this time, and took 
them out and kissed them when 
we said goodnight. 

Some of our clients possessed 
a French sense of fun and a Pa­
risian insight. It was tht!y who 

''noticed a dertain girlish'ness aooul 

WHEN I TOOK 
A SHOWER IN 
my face, and for fun , several of 
them tried to persuade me to 
dress up as a woman. 

All my upbringing and still 
dominant masculinity rebelled 
against this, but the girls, though 
joking, were insistent. They said 
I would make a fine female im­
personator, and that I should see 
myself in the part by dressing 
up and going in front of a mirror. 
Perhaps significantly, I had from 
time to time had fleeting ambi­
tions to go on the stage. 

THE ARMY 

At last I consented, and one 
evening after work, three or four 
of them brought along a fine 
dress and stockings and under­
wear belonging to a girl who was 
about my size. 

With much laughing a;,_d joking 
they helped me put the clothes on. 
Then) .,Wa§ verst)aded to. sit in 
'a 'chai?! whi1~ 'one tof tlfoni inaae 

up my face. 
They led me to a full-length· 

mirror and at last I saw myself 
in woman's clothing for the first 
time. They say that tiny things 
often trigger off the great events 
and affairs of life, and I am con­
vinced that that moment trig­
gered off the sex-change that 
was already latent in my body. 

As I gazed at myself, some­
thing mysterious happened to me. 
It was as though I gazed at a 
secret second self. It was a mo­
ment from which there was no 
going back. 

So profound was the change 
that from that moment on girls 
cea~~d to alttah~ ·rn.~ - inti · Jolin ,.,,J.. 

I continued to have some attrac­
tion for girls, it steadily lessened. 

I was fascinated by the sight 
of myself in girls' clothes. I did 
not like parting with the dress 
when at last the time came to 
t~ke it off. The girls who had 
arranged the masquerade laughed 
at my reluctance. 

I bought girls' clothes secretly 

at first, but always with pleasure, 
I began to follow feminine fash­
ions in the papers and magazines, 
and to know offhand what few 
men normally know - the price 
of women's clothing. 

All this happened between the 
ages of 15 and 17. 

I was now becoming sensitive 
(Continued on page 13) 
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