Joy and Joanna ‘do’ straight Paris
Friday 5/5/2006 afternoon: Joy panics as Joanna is held up by a line closure. Joy says to the train driver "We don’t want to miss Paris and the Moulin Rouge this weekend". He says "Eurostar?” She replied "I've been on stage with the Ladyboys of Bangkok but I’m no Diva, I just sell them on my Ladylikeshop website!”
However all was well as we met up in time at Waterloo International and were soon sitting back on Eurostar and heading for Paris. On arrival at the Gare du Nord, we decided to use the Paris Metro and what a battle we had as our cases, groaning from all their girly delights inside, objected to all the steps there and at Villiers Metro station! We are now Metro experts, but initially went in the wrong direction – so no time for Joy to dress the first night at our hotel Jardin de Villiers. However, Joanna was determined to start being the stylish lady she usually is, like so many Parisian women. So she dressed quickly, and we soon faced baptism by fire. Joy got Joanna’s first photo as she entered the Metro train in her pretty dress with an avalanche of dark and dodgy-looking residents!
All was well of course, and after a short walk from Alma Marceu past the famous Crazy Horse "revue sexy”, we soon were tucking into what the French may well call “le nosh posh”, duck and salmon complete with top wine, at the elegant La Fermette Marbeuf. Ian (Joy) was the one feeling out of place dressed in drab but displaying tight ladies’ zip-up-the side black trousers, since they didn’t allow jeans! The waiters showed the utmost courtesy though. This restaurant has a spectacular Art Deco ceiling and décor which is well worth seeing.
“Lunch kills half of Paris, supper the other half” according to Charles De Montesquieu, but Paris was buzzing as we revived ourselves on a moonlit walk all the way back to our hotel, seeing the spectacular Eiffel Tower lights, Champs Elysees, Arc de Triomphe and pausing for a photo at Louis Vuitton’s shop. “Etes-vous les dames perdues?” “No we’re not lost thanks!” we replied as an elderly lady saw us study our street plan. This actually happened again later on, with a younger man this time!
Saturday: We made up and dressed quickly in tops and jeans, looking forward to the warm spring day. The breakfast room was cosy but welcoming, as were all the hotel staff and indeed everyone we met. For instance the hotel manager had given us still-valid Carte L’Orange transport passes left by other guests. These are much better value than the Carte Verte offered to tourists, even if we’d had to pay. Enclosed was a book of discount vouchers which we used too.
Strolling through the nearby picturesque street market, more photos, before making our way via a café or two to shop at Galeries Lafayette. Now here was a chance for us to buy a few presents, including French stockings of course, a peach skirt at 40% off for Joy, and a free bag for both of us! We ate there, then repaired to what we thought was the wedding gowns floor for a rooftop view of the city. Printemps Haussmann beckoned, so we strolled through its many floors next door too and admired more designer outfits we couldn’t afford, before joining the merry throng outside - there was hardly room to walk on the wide pavement (bloody tourists)! “The first thing that strikes a visitor to Paris is a taxi”, or so said 1940’s comedian Fred Allen. It wasn’t quite that bad but the traffic was manic, as we returned to shimmy into slinky cocktail dresses to look our very best for the Moulin Rouge!
The doormen at the Moulin Rouge greeted us with a “Bonsoir Mesdames” and we were treated as ladies throughout, even as we had our cameras confiscated and were led by a flunky to our table. We couldn’t believe our luck – although we had the “meal-deal” seats, we were to have the best view in the house right next to the stage! We immediately got talking with the friendly English couples on either side as we ate and sipped our complimentary champagne. (Just as well it was, as more drinks were a minimum of 97 Euros [£66.52] per person). One couple Paul and Sharon were only on their second very romantic date, yet chatting away to us about relationships. In the interval Sharon, who had been taking covert photos of us, asked Joanna “Would Joy mind if I put her hair up better in the Ladies?” Oddly enough, she didn’t! We were shepherded by a harridan from the queue four-by-four into each stall and after washing, in full view of the cream of well-dressed Paris females, Sharon arranged Joy’s long red hair into a becoming “sprout” style, as she told her she loved to do that for her daughter. Now that’s what I call style!
“In Paris, everybody wants to be an actor; nobody is content to be a spectator”. So said film director Jean Cocteau. We so knew the feeling, as wave after wave of “Doriss” girls in sexy costumes to die for, ran up the ramp onto the stage, so close that they were actually touching Joy several times! A Pirate story; Circus acts with Pierrots, Siamese twins, soft furry animal costumes and real miniature horses; and Parisian Women through the Ages were some of the themes. Every girl’s costume is fantastically designed, and toning but quite different from the next girl, so that every scene must  require lots of work backstage.
It is not possible to describe adequately the variety acts; the orchestra and singer during the meal before the show; the acrobatic Peres Brothers; Terry Parade who played drums with ping-pong balls blown from his mouth; the wacky Eric Boo who took the piss out of Japanese photographers; the very good male dancers; and of course the scantily-clad siren who wrestled pythons underwater in a glass tank which rises out of centre stage! But none of this was why we had to go there. “It is all done in the best possible taste”, as Kenny Everett would have said; it is very clearly traditional theatrical entertainment. Above all it is a celebration of the sheer beauty of the human body, including (sometimes) a variety of beautiful bare breasts, not to mention a professional makeup lesson for us too.
As the show grew to its climax we saw jive, boogie, skimpy wartime uniforms, 50s dresses and the famous frou-frou Can-Can quadrille from 1889. This was not the end; it culminated with dozens of dancers in enormous pink feathers five times the size of their bodies which they could individually illuminate, at several different height levels. Far too soon it was over, we had to go, as the next show started in 15 minutes! We met all four neighbours again afterwards for drinks, photos and the exchange of email addresses before a rainy taxi ride home for welcome beds at 1.30 a.m.  
Sunday: No time to lie in bed, lots to do. A swift breakfast, then the Metro to Opera to pick up the yellow bus for Montmartre and the funicular railway and steps to the Sacre Coeur, with its city views and little fair below. What could be more French than to go for a warming curry afterwards, washed down with beer straight from the Ganges, followed by an inevitable brief sojourn in the Ladies? Later on to the sunny top deck of the Grand Tour discounted open-top bus visiting the usual tourist sites, with free headphones for the commentary and a different discount book. We met two more lovely real girls from Birmingham to chat to, and were easily accepted and encouraged to exchange girly confidences about clothes and bags with them. They were grateful to us for warning them that jeans were not allowed at Moulin Rouge. It was such hot work taking their sexy photos that we had to get off for a cold beer.
We saw lots and lots of lovely dress shops (ooh yes please), including the most amazing wedding poutfits. Then a massive demonstration with flares in the vast Place de la Concorde and a wedding, all on motorbikes! Then in all the millions in Paris, who should we meet but Paul and Sharon in the middle of a traffic island. More photos of course! Then it was womanfully on, to rest our weary feet in the Bateaubus for an evening river trip on the Seine to Notre-Dame.
We found a very French place but didn’t fancy the frogs legs! So time for another typical French meal (not), this time burgers and chips! But no, these were fresh-cooked and home-made, totally different from McBurgers. Joanna had already powdered her nose and paid 20 cents for the privilege, but Joy got a “Pour la toilette, Madame” freebie coin from the waiter! Joanna got a broad wink as we left. Then three lines of Metro carried us surprisingly quickly back from the far side of Paris, to sleep like logs.

Monday dawned with Joanna up early, but Joy was still packing the last remnants of femininity. As we checked out of the hotel back in our male attire the receptionist held the dorr for us and bid us “Au revoir Mesdames “ which made us smile. We were soon onboard and sat back and savoured a last taste of French wine on the 11.43 Eurostar home.
“Going out in Paris was like going out in the '30s dressed like the Andrews Sisters. It was everything I'd seen in books at my grandparents' house, only it was our generation.” So said fashion designer Christian Lacroix. This perhaps sums it up for this May 2006 weekend. We must return and do all that we missed!
