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From Super-Macho

To ‘Pure Femininity’

Eleanor Schuler, Now a Demure, Middle-Aged Writer,

Used to Be a Scientist, a Double-Agent, and a Man

By Judy Bachrach

Marine-Biue shadow haloss the eyelids. They do not
lower under heavy serutiny. They do not do anything
but stare back, questioningly but without anxiety,

“What do you think?” she asks, for she relly doesn’t
imow ¥ she is pretty, “Judging from the number of
men that chase me . . ." The low voice trafls off. Voices
::umtchmgemymuch.mn when everything elss

What you think cannot seriously be called thinking at
all The mind speeds uncertainly past a check-list of
vital signs: makeup by Revion, melon-colared peasant
blms:withllun;.!ullrmskm,hrgepmubyhu
side which someons should have warned her against,
anil polish too pink for this season. She crosses legs
that kre long and slender with enviably small ankles

“I don't wear pants,” she says with earnest emphasis,
for gravity is her trademark and possibly her refuge,
“I don't want to compete with men on any level. I don't
nmmhemmmbuﬁmmmwhn'lgom
through this is proud to be a woman, I'm not going to be
& woman's lib-butch-type aggressive woman"

No, Eleanor Lorraine Schuler has not just completed
B course in Fascinating Womanhood. She has lived one.
Once she was a double agent for the FBI, packed a gun
and was for the expulsion from this country
of 8 Russian embassy official who was charged with

When she was p man she was called John Huminik,
and had a wife and four kids who lived in the suburbs,
All this finally ended about two years agn, when he left
his wife and children, underwent a sex-change opera-
tion, altered name, social security number, profession,
sexual preference—in short, altered an entire lfe as a
he—and became a she.

"What you see here” she says, dispassionately and
without pride, “what you see here is prue femininity,
It's nothing T was taught by my mother, or anything like
that.™

‘What you see here is 8 demure middle-aged lady (her
mood sinks visibly at the observation on her age) who
now checks anxiously into the mirror for blemishes,
What you see here are u pair of arms—not the arms of
i &verage woman, but lghtly muscled and angular,
terminating in large hands with big knuckles, their size
emphasized by 2 huge amethyst ring. What you see here,
in other words, is a question mark.

And the question is—What is 8 woman?

It pever crosses your mind to ask Eleanor Lorraine
Schuler ‘that question. Virtually alone among us, she
has no doubts about what she is.

"No, | wonldn’t Kleep with 3 man on the first date.”
She shakes her head for emphasis “The longer a man
waits, the longer he gets to know a person, and the more
of a bond there is.

“T'm not 2 prude at all It's just that I fee] sex is better
with & good relationship.”

What you see, finally, is not exactly what you get
Eleanor Lorralne Schuler's boyfriends do not yet know
what she once wes. “It's gonna fresk them gut” she
says—no doubt with perfect.accuracy, “But we've learned
that when boyiriends or potential husbands discover

Today, Eleanor Lorraine Schuler, left;
formerly, John Huminik, above.

.t.hll,kmnkaunndlﬂerence. Because they fall in love
who they see”
And what you see has been helped along.

“She always picked out her own clothes™ says Alice
Huminik. “We msy have looked through catalogs to-
gether. I might have sald, ‘This would make & nice look-
ing evening gown.' Or, ‘This would make you look more
slender.’ That kind of thing”

And Alice Huminfk was in & great position to figure
oul the lady's tastes. She was married to her for 20 years.

“You belleve what you see,” Alice Huminik says sim-
ply. “It's like 2 plsinclnthes policeman. They pass . , .
Eleanor is attractive, tall, And she has 2 reasonbly nice

"

figure,
But two months into Eleanor Schuler’s reincarnation
See SCHULER, B2, Col. 1
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Marine-Blue shadow halves the eyellds They do mot
lower under heavy scrutiny. They do not do anything
but stare back, questioningly but without anxiety.
“What do you think?" she asks, for she really doesn't
Imow if she is pretty. “Judging from the number of
men that chase me . . ." The low voice trails off. Voices
do not change very much, even when everything elsa
does,

What you think cannot seriously be called thinking at
il The mind speeds uncertainly past a checklist of
vital signs: makeup by Revlon, melon-colored peasant
blouse with s long, full rust skirt, large purse by her
side which someone should have warned ber against,
nail polisk too pink for this season. She crosses legs
that are long and slender with enviably small ankles.
“T don't wear panls,” she says with earnest emphasts,
for gravity is her trademark and possibly her refuge.
“I don't want to compete with men on any level I don't
want to be in the spy business. Anyome who's gone
through this is proud to be & woman. I'm not going to be
1 woman’s lib-butch-typa aggressive woman.”

No, Eleanor Larraine Schuler has not just completed
2 course in Fascinating Womanhood. She has lived one.
Gncash!wu:dunhlul.gmtlnrmu FBL packed a gun
and was resp m this country
ufanuaﬁlnamhawnmwmwnchuged with
spying.

Once she was & man.

When she was 8 man she was ealled John Huminik,
and had a wife and four kids who lived In the suburbs.
All this finally ended about two years ago, when he left
his wife and children, underwent a sex-change opera-
tion, nltered name, social security number, profession,
sexual preference—in short, altered an entire life as a
he—and became a she.

“What you see here she says, dispassionately and
without pride, “what you ses hare is prue femininity,
It's nothing I was taught by my mother, or anything like
that."

What you see here iz a demure middle-aged lady (her

mood sinks visibly at the observation on her age) who

now checks anxiously into the mirror for blemishes.

Wh:t]rauanhmmlpll:utaml—mtthaamsﬂi
an average woman, hut lightly museled and angular,

iu-nﬂnmngin large hands with big knuckles, their size

d by a huge hyst ring. What you see here,

in other words, is & question mark.

And the question is—What is a woman?

It mever crogses your mind to ask Eleanor Lorraine

Schuler that question. Virtually alone among us, she

has no doubts about what she s

“No, I wouldn't slesp with a man on the first date”

She ghakes her head for emphasis “The longer a man

waits, thelungwhﬂgmmhnw;pmnu.mmsmm

of a bond there is

"I'm nntlprudas?.lﬂ It's just that I feel sex is better

with a good relationship.”

‘What you see, finally, is not exactly what you get.
Eleanor Lorraine Schuler's boyiriends do not yet know
what she once was. “It's gonna freak them out," she
says—no doubt with perfect accuracy. “But we've learned
that when boyiriends or potential husbands discaver
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leanor Schuler: From Macho to Fi emininity

SCHULER, From Bl

the eldest child saw her father, And
this (s what she has to say about her:
*Eleanor logked like a little old lady,
Over made-up. She always, always, al-
ways wore skirts. At first I thought
—'She's just learning about makeup.
Give her time" “It occurred to me
she wasn't developing the proper
fdeas of what femininity waa all
about.” .

“Tha only girl 1 ever dated, I mar
ried,” says FEleanor Schuler. *I did
everything that was expected of me

Not, of course, that it started out
that way, John Humumnik. son of Jobn
Huminik Sr. who played in the Navy
band (and repaired Instruments), went
on active duty with the National
Guard, then got into welding sehocl
with the Ailr Foree, then Joined the

Chemieal pany.

John Huminik married at 20, wors
dark sults always, washed (this s bis
daughter’s recollection) his car every
couple of days, much lo the astanish-
ment of his

Your
moments your gender speaks to you
the loudest. But no one in my past

my father
He'd say, 'Can

read mbout transsexuals, they always
g1y, Tha children adjusted beauti-

"Well, the children DIDN'T adfust
‘beautifully.”

When John Huminik Jr. told his
eldest daughter he was leaving home
and going to become a woman, Yvonne
was in her last year of high

"It worried rat,” she
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point I didn't trust her encugh
av__lg“ believe her.
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“In your idle moments your gender speaks to you

the loudest. But no one in my past could have felt

I was feminine. Because my major goal was to kill
' that femininity if I could.”

could have felt I was feminine.

we'll never pay the rent' I was g
7 hearing,

ways ‘As soon aa this desl

comes through .. /%

The father says, “I never took

money from her” But there Is one
Eleanor Schuler does say, *1

hld:nyf.tnlnﬂnmnrnh.r(nqm

In 1963, John Huminik quit his old
job and became president of Chem-
::li;, l.mmtlaj.tmnbnm
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“But when you know something can

be done, it becomes intolerable”
But even when you know gome-
thing can be done, you must also en-
dure the seeming absurdity of your
desires. We do not live in & society
women who were born

of status involved, a final reling
ing of all the anviable prerogatives of

render and go to femininity was ap-
palling to me*
And yet that is exactly what she

bectuse “I wanted to work in the
medical flsld to
muum-lﬂa.aulw“umtolmiul—

someone who thought he was a super.
stud, & lady’s man." So a friend fixed
her up with an Army major,

He never knew.

She decided to keep ber little secret
to harself, forever. Thought better of
it, later on.

She had a nose job.

She surrendered,
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child looks at. this
of her fathec's life rather

the movie, the bitparts she might
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