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I knew 1t _wvas all about love. Iidee my mother could only love
one person. “Eike I had to be worthy of love. " umise my mother had
to put up with being put down in order for har lover to go down. =3
mear-Jts all about being loved and being afraid that you won't be
or can't be or shouldn't be.
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_ parents- It

-Gomrieh my, gr@ndmother & my mother not knowing who the other really

is. It deesn't- even ‘havve~to~do-wath the woman that fears I'll take
my mother away from her.

. . Ca ot
pat. VT, TNV from a place inside of me that knew I was my own
separate person. I had my own identity. And I could form my own
definition of love and loving because what happened in my home was
not what happened on T.V. o in my friends homes. So I didn't have
to be what anyone else was. (The one thing my mother always told me
to do was to love myself.)

I want to believe that I have broken the cycle. I have taught
myself how to love. And that I have given that love to my mother
& my grandmother and even a little to mMmy motied ‘s lovel.

I think the day my mother said she was proud of me and doiesss
she loved me diktneeveonmadibhindammimend heard me say that inspite of

everything I loved her -- I realized the war was over. I had the
battle scars to prove it. I still hear the sounds of mortar fire
and strafing runs going of in my head.

But I am here. I'm alive. I am loved. And I love. And it

doesn't matter what sex, size, shape, or shade. Love has no
prejudice. No borders. Once you love the other in you, you can
love the you in others. That's what I learned in my different-

than-normal-slightly-screwed-up-desparate-to-be-loved family.
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My dad was out for eight years in France in the '60's but he
came back to the states and met my mom and apparently they fell
in love I mean I suppose they really did but it was more like
with the pressures in society, my dad really wanted to have
children in the '60's you kind of only did that in the context of
a family so anyways they got married and had me and had my sister
and they stayed married for, like, probably almost 12 years.

I think they thought they could make it work and the
couldn't. e e e B S e e T e R e

What I am more willing to believe is that my father didn't
couldn't really find the courage in himself to stand up for who
he was or he thought the world was too much against him. I mean
the other relevant point is that when my father came out to me
and my sister basically he said, "I'm gay and there are people in
this world that want to kill me for that and you need to know
that."

Those years were so weird. No body was giving us any clear
information and my parents didn't really have clear information
to give us. And my sister and I ... children will adapt to
anything. So like my parents had separate beds and we you know
made up stories to try to understand that, not only for ourselves
but for our friends and so we'd say "Oh well you know my mom
tosses and turns and steals all the covers and my dad lies still
when he sleeps and so they need separate beds." And that really
made sense to us, I think at a really innocent level we bought
that.

At the same time my father was also very consciously
introducing me and my sister to his gay friends so we were
getting this idea of gay men and who they were and that they were
totally cool and_ great and it was shown to us as something
separate liké my father was not relating it to himself at all and
for a long time we were going on the assumption that all of Dad's
friends were gay but dad's not. Of course he's not because not
only was Dad not saying he was gay but none of his friends were
fathers.

My mom was totally behind him, maybe more behind him than he
was behind himself. She was just like the mom, the wife. And
all the men loved her. "David's got the cool wife that's putting
up with everything.'' My mother did not give us any negative
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stuff about my dad being gay. Ever.

I was fifteen and I was getting in trouble and that woke my
mother up to the fact that there was something really wrong. And
we all went to family therapy because of me and that was kind of
a real trip in itself cause I was clearly not the family problem.
But for what ever reason it got us there and I just remember the
therapist hearing what my parents were doing and just looked at
them and she said "Do the two of you know the meaning of the word
separate? You're not doing it and you've got to do it."

So at that time my mom and dad really separated and started

having separate dealings with us. By the time I was in high
school, my dad finally met his lover, Bob. Bob did not want to
meet my mother. Later, it turned out to be very important that L
everybody had their own boundaries and their own clarity about #{[ )
who they were in this picture. It was like a foreshadowing. Eﬁ(fﬁ
g . =Yg
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I'm not sure if it occurred to me whether to think of him as *'‘ ’
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family or not, but Bill and my dad were living together for about
five years. That's a long time for my dad-he doesn't have such a
hot track record. It was when they started living together that
I figured out my dad was gay. For one thing, they had a one
bedroom apartment and both their names were on everything. Soon
after that, when I was 13, we took a vacation, my father, his
mother and I went to France and England. And he came out to me a
Paris hotel room.

It was kinda like when your parents talk to you about sex.
"There's something I've been meaning to talk to you about." And
your like "Well, yeah, I pretty much already knew."

NATALIE

NAT
I know everything about my mother's life like what she's 5:;;?

feeling and I can really empathize with her and so therefore my

Dad was always made out to be the bad guy. My father is a great

guy my mom is a wonderful woman they just don't mix.

In fourth grade, my parents were getting a divorce and
around the same time she told me'"I love Lani like I would love a
man, like two people love eachother and that means I'm gay''and
she explained the word gay.” ‘'And so we're going to be together"”
I asked her a lot of question -"Do you get married?" she said
"Well we're gonna have like a ceremony but not a real big one
because you know people don't understand. Now I suggest that you



don't tell your friends, but we are leaving it up to you to make
that decision yourself." I think my mom was worried that my dad
would use it against her. But I thought this was great ‘cause
this was one more secret I had about my mom. And I asked "How do
you have...what do you do, you know, sex with a woman and stuff?"
She said "I don't think that you'd understand that right now, but
you can ask me that when you're older but if might make you feel
uncomfortable."

MIKE

My dad's divorce from my mom had as much to do with his
alcoholism as it had to do with his homosexuality. Its almost
like the sex 1isn't as important to her - like she would have
stuck with a marriage to a gay man who loved her but she couldn't
stick with a marriage to a guy that was abusing her, who was an
alcoholic.

When he began actually physically abusing her, we had to
just leave. I don't really remember when it started, but it had
started with spats and like throwing...wine. It was like classic
ugliness. Actually on the night we left, I knew, I mean I was
waiting...All the cliche's about kids feeling like they are to
blame if their parents split up or just wanting their parents to

be together. I think for me I was just like - "Let's get out of
this situation. This is awful." It took awhile, actually, it
was a disfunctional family situation for a long time. N s
C\wair
NATALIE

She always told me she was an alcoholic. "I'm not allowed
to drink." Shee=sai#d "You can do anything you want, talk to me
about any sexual experiences" and I was always open to her about
everything. "Don't you dare ever drink. Cause there is this
problem in the family." And everyday I had to hear about
statistics. But she still drinks.

See her lover Lani and I, we don't talk about these things.
Lani still has a problem believing that there is such a thing as
alcoheolism. She sees it as "If you loved me you wouldn't"

But I walk in, see my mom, drunken stupor, folding laundry
to Mozart. (laughs) You go upstairs and you think "Well that's
her and I'm me and I'm gonna go to bed now. Thank Ged I live on
the third floor."
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My mother has always told me that I'm special which did two ;;etf
things. It kind of sort of gave me a big ego but at the same
time it made me feel like I had to live up to those expectations.
And it made me feel different from other people. So I was always
the outcast. At the same time, I have a really high charisma.
Soc there was always a core of people who really like me or hated
my guts. But people almost never fall in the middle with me.
Because I hate mediocrity.

I mean my mom would say things like "You know, Guy, you're
so much smarter than your little sister." "No, it's just that I'm
living with my grandparents and Jennifer's 11v1ng with you and
we we are being raised in two totally different environments.

dovren

I think mom thought she was encouraging me. I think the end
result was a kid who was on this tremulous balance between,
"Well, okay, mom says I'm better than everybody else, but nobody
really likes me. So I mean, how much sense does that make? You
know?

So seventh grade was a really bad experience. Plus my mom
had - not just - but like six months earlier separated with my
step-father and she was going though lover after lover and they .- Jn -
were all pieces of shit. And at one point there was this woman’i g

living with us by the name of SUE. 5o =AY
o i
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When I was younger, after my grandfather died, my mom told *
the whole family that he had done stuff to her... She started
going to support meetings and that's where she met Betsy. Unm,
Betsy and her became good friends.

She never really told me...I went to my parents' room to uSz-
borrow something of my dad's and there was Betsy and my mother on
the bed hugging each other and. ...I...was surprised...so I
left. And my mom came after me all "Why did you come into my
room? We were just upset we were just hugging each other because
we are both going through a divorce...blah blah blah." So I said
"Okay that's no big deal."



Then my mom and Betsy started living downstairs in the
basement apartment and Betsy's son, my little brother and me and
my father were living upstairs.

Then that summer, I went to San Francisco to visit my
grandmother. My uncle is gay and um, I overheard my grandmother
reading a letter to my uncle admitting that ‘SBel ..um... was in
love with this woman and she was going to divorce my father. I
mean my mom was breaking up our family. I said something to her
about it and she said "You're just crazy." It was a really
screwed 'cause I knew it, you know, I knew it was true. I mean I
asked my father and he knew it was true. And then she was
telling me I was crazy and I was making these things up in my
head.

One day I came home and she had left with Betsy and her son -

and my younger brother. They figured I wouldn't have gone. I
probably wouldn't have but how could she leave me without even £ l.an
asking? T
MIKE ,
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My relationship with my dad was not good. We were not &\

close. I considered him kind of a let down. He was not doing the
dad stuff at all. Pinewood Derby I had to make my own damn car.
I never did Little League. I think it was a combination of his
trying to come out and not being happy with his work and ...
everything else. He was very caught up in his own problems. -

And I remember after they split up, he made an effort to
spend some time with me I think he was really afraid that there
was going to be no connection. And then he'd do all the big
ticket stuff, we'd go to amusement parks and movies.and all that
stuff that I never did with my mom or with him before. And I
kinda saw through that..

GUY

I have a really really selective memory. I just realized, I
swear to you, I had no idea, my mother was married to my step-
father, Stuart, for eight years. I have enough memories to fill
up about a month. This is a man, who started as a truck driver,
addicted to speed, smoked pot, serious sugar addict -- I mean
he'd pour sugar on his beans, okay,-- he'd drink coke's like
water, eat Lucky Charms four times a day, and he had all the
energy of a three-toed-sloth on valium. He was a nice guy, don't
get me wrong, but he was not there, he was not there.
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Lani is such a saint to me. We're not close close, but we
would both do anything for eachother. Lani and I don't have a
separate relationship. My mom is the kind of person that needs
to know that she's number one. And Lani will let her know that.
Its okay to Lani that my mom needs attention from other people
and that she loves me and that she has a daughter and Lani
doesn't...

Lani's whole attitude has always been "The girl's confused :i-
enough, I'm gonna stay back. If she needs me I'm always there
for her. I don't see Lani as Mom I see her as Lani, I don't see
my father's wife, Tracy as mom. I have a mother a father a Tracy
and a Lani.

GUY

I never looked at my mother's partner's as parental figures.
But any man who is older, who I find attractive, who is talented,
I latch onto as father figures with the speed unrivaled by a
Japanese train. But my mother's 1lovers or partners were just
that. They were usually addicts in a passive way and then she
found the active ones. It was really unhealthy for a long time.

NATALIE

When the three of us are together, it's very comfortable. _
They don't display any physical affection in front of me. They &
pinch each other on the hinny and they kid around but that 4

"t

doesn't make me feel uncomfortable at all. I've never seen them ~.
kiss and they're not gushy "Oh honey, you're so wonderful, I love o
you." And I thought about it and I hate it when my Dad and Tracy

are like that. At first I thought it might be wierd and I tried
to imagine it, but they're just not that type of people.

GUY

- v
I think my mother was a 1little embarrassed to be] Qf'J<
affectionate with women in front of my little sister Jennifer and (%3~

I. Before with my step-father, Stuart, they'd kind of hug
sometimes or kiss a little bit. Then once a month they'd say
"We're off to the submarine races," For the 1longest time, I .Soux
actually thought of them at the [Golden Gate Bridge watching e
submarine races... .
w i 7 " '.."-\r; ’
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Then by the time I hit adolescence, I was still really ot
bumming at the lack of a father and all the stuff that I'd come &-¥""
up against that was much more of an uphill battle without a
father. And also, I went to a boys' school when I was in 7th &

8th grade and the ultimate put down was like "Eh you FAG!" 1It's L
like I couldn't Jjust let that go. I was real sensitive. I mean it N
would stick. So I became kinda of closeted in a way. I don't
ever recall that I couldn't accept it myself but I think that my
father took it that way. My issue was more telling other people _ L
or their response. -,
SAM L
e
Everybody gets called a fag...it doesn't mean...It's just a _ﬁ'-
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way to diss someone. I mean I know my mom says it issmi# cool. -F=-
maak, Yyeah, I've called people it before 'cause if I didn't
they'll start to wonder what's wrong weith—ne. They already
wonder about my mom. My dad remarried so I usually go to school
stwff with him and my step-mom. It's not that I don't want my
mom to go...but I don't want her to bring her friends...

MIKE

I remember once on they had parents day, I was like "Oh man,
don't put me though this." Not only did I have to deal with my
parents spending this day together but also my father was still
in his fashionably obvious stage. Mid-life crisis is almost too
trite. It was a little hard to explain why my father was wearing
purple spectacles...but then again...even some of the most
homophobic people are stupid about picking up clues like that.

And I've even met a lot of gay people who don't even consider it
possible that he could be a gay parent. It doesn't add up tolﬂx —
thenmn. : - i

NATALIE
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One summer, I went to an arts camp...and there were lots of {&4'
gay and bisexual teens there. I didn't know that many gay or
bisexual teens, so I thought that was prety cool. And I wrote a
play about two teenage lesbians and I was reading it to a friend
of mine and she says "How do you know shit like that?" "I don't Sovre
know, I watch people." "No, no it's something else. Are you
sure you're not..." "Oh, yeah, that's right, my mom's gay."
"Oh! See. I knew it had to be something."

I mean its not something you bring up in casual
conversation, "Hi. My name is Guy and by the way my mom's a
lesbian, pleased to meet you."

But when you're in a situation where you are making art, due
to the incredible confessional nature of art, you don't have much
choice.

My mom was convinced that my teacher in junior high was gay.
She was pretty sure everyone was gay. It's like this little dyke
radar.

This is something that I find so humorous. I'll be sitting
in a conversation with someone that is gay and they'll say "Dhy,
so and so is gay." How do they know? Like some famous
celebrity, "Oh, honey he's gay!" "Richard Gere and Cindy Q/\%(
Crawford...?" "Oh she's a lesbian and he's gay, they just got
married out of convenience."

It's 1like the only person in Hollywood the homosexual (;?:4
population won't claim is Sharon Stone. — .
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NATALIE

It's real easy too because my mom doesn't look very dikish,
Lori does but my mom is really cute and my guy friends always.
have a crush on her so they are not gonna think "God forbid she/d
be that awful thing a lesbian, ahh" And she's a real feminist
she's got stuff everywhere that men suck and so they just thought
that my dad upset her so badly that she just couldn't deal with
men and so she never wanted to remarry or that "She's probably
still in love with your father." and I'm like" yeah maybe,"
whatever. People have their theories. People don't see what
they don't want’ to see that's basically what it comes down to.

SaM < f

I can't deal with that feminist stuff. Almost every girl@EGUd
I have ever met says she wasn't a feminist. But if you give them
a chance, they'll eventually say something you could call



feminist. Like people who go nuts when they see car ads or beer
commercials with women in bikinis. I mean they do that 'cause
it works and people respond to it ... It's not something I need
thrown in my face.

I remember once I was waiting in the van for my mother to be
done with this women's meeting, a dp&gls one woman ran out crying
and she started screaming at me “gﬁck you you male-chauvenist..."
and all that stuff. I was five. I mean my mom wasn't like that
but some of her friends were.
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GUY

Anyway, after a series of shitty relationships, my mom met
Tara. Who is wonderful. And they are still together. Five and
a half years. Tara is a totally cool human being. But she is
also incredibly tough. You know? To people who threaten my mom,
Tara is basically "Kill them" you know? 'Cause my mom can be
incredibly irritating. She's the person who gives people the
finger on the freeway. "Mom they're pulling out an UZI for God's
sake."

So Tara, I mean Tara is just wonderful. She got offered a
job up in Portland. And they found a gorgeous house...so cool, I
love going up there. But I was into high school in the east bay
with my best friend and my mom said "We're leaving now, would you
like to come?" I said no. She said "Well, talk to your
grandparents." So I did and I stayed with them.

NATALIE
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My mom told her parents, but ker+is mom still doesn't know
and her dad never knew and its never gonna come out and its
really sad she has to hide and god forbid if anything happens to
Loxi my mom won't be allowed to keep the house. My grandmother
thinks its fine, she doesn't quite get it but it's okay and she's
little out there. The other day she was making my mom 1laugh
because she mentioned something about maybe being a 1lesbian.
"Whatever Grandma" "And if I was I, the woman down the street is
always coming over, you know these things happen.” "Like what

ol

things? Oh I don't want to ask." a.‘y F_

MIKE

I was really on my own a lot and I think I would have
benefitted from having someocne to work this stuff out with. My
dad wanted me to send him clear signals of how I felt and how I
felt wasn't clear.

I went down to LA this one time when I was 16 to visit my
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dad and he took me to Alcocholics Together, the gay AA, with the
leather queens and the whole thing and I was like, "Yeah, I'm
this straight young teenager and your making me hang around these
gay alcoholics? What are you doing?" And he took me to this
party and it was completely gay people and I don't think it even
occurred to him what this would be 1like. It was 90% gay men.
And it was the '70's so people tended to wear it on there
sleeves. It was somebody's birthday party and he was getting
gifts like phalic soap that everybody was passing around and I'm
like "I don't want that." So stuff like that was really hard.
You know I was Jjust like in kinda of in shock ‘'cause it was
really in my face.

SAM R

I don't 1like hanging out in the Castro with my mom and &2t
stuff. 'Cause I am not gay, okay?! ~

My mom's always telling me it's okay if I am. She tells me
what it's like..."If you ever have feelings for any of your guy So¢
friends you can come talk to me about it."

I mean being gay is their gig, it ain't mine. Zx .
[ EAR

MIKE

I remember the first time I came out about my father it was m\\<
horrible. When I was in high school I was really miserable. I ( . |
wanted someone that I could be open with about these issues who -.
would be more mature than I was. Someone who understood. Well,

I was in this youth group at church so I went in and talked with
the Rector and told him about my dad. What he came up with as a
response was "Well of course you and I both know that this is ™M Al
unacceptable.”" It-was—aimestlike—lUWerl you and I_are innocents
agalnst these gay’_pegple__that__are-tryxngn.tg-f015t their
Iifestyles on decent people like u us." And that wasn't my take—on
it—at all. If he had blamed me for it, that would have been
better because it would have seemed more ludicrous where as this
seemed almost plausible. After that I just Icouldn't risk what
other people's reactions would be. Well the Rector subsequently

had a mid-life crisis and he ended up cheating on his wife and it

was this horrible scandel. , Dol

NATALIE

We had all explanations about who Lani was planned out. The N AT
house was all set up, you know, we'd close certain doors. And we



had all the Lani jokes for when I started dating. Lani goes in
the closet for the Prom. Lani said "Oh like I'll get a maid
suit. Or I'll say "I'm just the janitor. I'm just fixing the
pipes here, can I take a few pictures while I'm at it?'"

I didn't feel like it was keeping anything from them because
why do they have to know what my mother's sexual life was. I knew
that they would make decisions based on their parents and it
wouldn't be them deciding they couldn't hang out with me. I
didn't want to have problems with my friends it wasn't as if I
was ashamed of it, it was that I, knew that they came from
families and lived in an area where 2 lesbian was like having
5 heads. So I didn't want people to feel uncomfortable like, "Oh
your mother's a lesbian, it must run in the family, so you must
be a lesbian too. So not only are you jewish, you're a dyke. So
you're a kyke-dyke."

GUY

I_mean the problems we have do not stem from my mother being
a lesbian. For the most part the family, my family's been really
cool about it. My grandfather, I really don't think he cares.
My grandmother thinks it's weird but but but doesn't think it's
bad she just thinks it's weird. But my Aunt Wynona and her
husband John--they don't mention it at all. You know it's 1like
if you don't talk about it then it isn't real.

My Uncle John, I mean he's a nice guy, but his beliefs are
screwed up. He thinks that all gay should be killed. It makes
me feel like he's a moron. I mean I mean...I I I understand that
he grew up with a really conservative family in New Mexico. And
I can't fault him for that. But at the same time when I go to
visit them and we're watching, you know, this thing on the AIDS
Conference. "All those fags fault." And I say "Excuse me,
John." And I talk to him for awhile and he says "Well you're
stupid."” And I say "Well, you are misinformed." And and and I
mean you know...I'm not going to hate him for it. But I'm not
going to let him get away with it while I'm with him. I mean if
he ever said anything bad about my mother...but he wouldn't first
of all lesbians aren't really gay. That's what he thinks.

And then I argue with some of these incredibly militant
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homosexual people, who drive me up the wall. "ehr—ead Ql\o

heteresexval—people—ars-had'-and "You hetero piece a shit I otta

urinate down your throat!" And I tell them that are some really
nice and open heterosexual people. And_thedix—ad] "No, nah nah"
"Oh yeah, did I mention that my mom i¥gay and I'mlheterosexual?"
And it is just like the H-bomb in the argument. You know? 1It's
mean, but it works.
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NATALIE

I remember just telling everyone at Hampshire about my mom.
I'm older now it doesn't matter and I don't have to deal with the

suburan mentality. Now if they're going to be like that now I
can call them an asshole. Before "Your parent's an asshole I
understand."

When my mom drove me to Hampshire College there were these
women kissing, and my mom's like "Look at that! I wanna go to
this school. That's not fair I've gotta go back to suburbia and
you're going to be living here!"

MIKE

Paul and I first drew the worst room on campus, a one room double
with no closet. It was the kind of place where you would really

be stuck with who ever you were with. So I went back to my
freshman roommate and said "Well I got a room but there's this
problem." And he said "Oh _who_are you roomming with." "Paul blah M &3¢
blah." And he's like "Oh_ I think I know the problem." I was just

like "Well wait I haven't told you the problem yet. The problem

is that we got a lousey room. What were you going to say?"
JPaul's gay." Ami—F—was like,—oh—great.

And I was just bringing back all the old fears about what
other people would think. I don't think I was really worried
about sexual issues, except the same thing I would worry about
with a straight roommate "Is he going to bring a lot of people
back and is it going to be a drag?"

But anyway I went and saw the Dean of Residential Life and
he was this really tough black guy. And uh, I mentioned it to
him and he's 1like "Well I don't see anything different about
living with a gay person or living with a black person..." I was
like, Oh great, as soon as he said "black person" I was like
okay, he is not going to sympathize at all. And then I told him
the situation with my dad and I basically told him, you know I'm
open to this but its really hard for me. And he just flipped, he
couldn't believe it I think I blew his mind. And he was like
"Okay...well we'll see what we can do for you at least in terms
of getting you a room with a little more privacy." So he ended



up giving us this sweet room...and it ended up being a great
situation. I grew up a lot from that. I was a lot more out
about my father too. Paul, my roommate, thought that I must be
much more mature with my own sexuality and it was probably
because I had to confront that aspect of "Am I gay?" And that
ends up being a big bonus point because there are people with
tremendous stuff to work out having to do with that issue.

GUY

My relationships tend to be...I'm very co-dependent in the
classic meaning of the term in that I like people to depend on
me. So I hang around with very dependent people who depend on me
because I enjoy them depending on me. So I depend on them
depending on me.

And I'm good at finding them girls. You know what I mean?
I mean I walk into a room, it's like (sound effect) "I'm taking
her. I'm taking her now." I don't want to mention any names,

because you might know some of these people...but these
relationships, they are really good. They love me and I love and
I love the fact that they love me. You know? But I'm not a very
touchy-feely guy. And um, sex still scares me. Which is...which
is my mother's fault.

NATALIE

I talked to my mom about the guys I was seeing. She didn't
male bash all my life - she had that undertone so that I would be
careful and then she realized that I was so criticising and she
was always "Give him a break" If a guy's a nice guy, she's
thrilled "Thank God there's some."

GUY

It's weird 'cause I've been in situations where I could have
had sex but I didn't and 1like the girl was, not so much
disappointed, but really really really surprised. Because
apparently a lot of guys are real shitheads. And and and I'm a
shithead, but in a sort of special subtle way that takes about
three months to notice. But apparently, guys are real fucks
about sex. - - e T .

MIKE

Now, it's great to talk to him about issues about sexuality
because he has such a unique perspective and I think I really
understand where his is coming from and I think I understand him
a lot as a gay man. And I understand gay men a lot through him.

6
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Its funny in recent years, people have thought that I'm gay
and I now I think it's kind of an honor. I think having a gay
parent sort of includes me in the gay community. I mean I go
down to the Castro and I'm very comfortable there and I'm not
uncomfortable about getting looked at or whatever which is what
most straight guys Jjust can't handle. I know they're not going
to make a pass at me. Most of these guys flatter themselves with
what they think gay men are going to want to do to them. It's
like my father says to straight men who fear queers, "With so
many willing ones out there why would I go for you?"

NATALIE

I remember telling Brad, I was with him for three years, I
trained Brad, he's a great guy, too bad I'm not in love with him
anymore but he's not like everybody else in that 1little town.
Especially around gays. He's been dehomophobed.

GUY

I have only had sex with two people in my 1life. Patti,
which was pure fun and pure sex. And after awhile she got really
dependent, and as much as I like people who are dependent, I
can't stand dependent people so after a while it made me really
sick. So we broke up. And now we are really good friends. But
the sex part was really good. The two times I had sex with Kelly
were for all the wrong reasons and at the wrong times and it was
really really really bad. It was really bad. So that was bad.
So the last tiem I had sex, was what, a year and a half ago? I
don't know. And I mean I don't crave sex. I mean I could
masturbate until the sun goes down. What I like is the intimacy,
the touching, the cuddling...and strangely enough it's a lot
easier to get. 'Cause for some reason having sex with your
friends is bad. When you're cuddling or messing aroung with your
friends it's okay.

NATALIE

Dad was always afraid I was going to turn out like my mom
cause my mom was always telling me about '"men are bad and your
father was a man and he did all these bad things."

GUY

My mother went into painstaking detail about how any sexual
contact with a man was hell. And any time the penis enters the
vagina it hurts. And anything is rape. And everything is bad.
And male-female sex is like shit. And I really, I don't Kknow
what the fuck she thought she was doing! I mean here I am this

M A



pubescent kid, who who who loves looking at girls, I mean, I

mean, I mean, I do! And she was telling me this stuff. And I
don't know if she was purposely trying to make sex a living hell
for me. But that's what she accomplished. D
.':>\ ':4,'
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In 1988, I was in my second semes
my mother appeared at my door at five
tell me that my dad (pause) had AID
hospital. And (long sigh) I mean it re
Three months before, over Thanksgiving
sick? Do you have AIDS or something?" -And-he—actually-locked—at
me—and “said "No, I don't. And I don't every want to hear you say. M &t

that again. Bob nor I have AIDS. . o
S

We walked in the hospital room and there was my father lying N

on the bed and there was Bob. He saw us and started to cry.

"Thank you so much for coming." And-my.sister—and-I.were like

"Of course. Of course we're here." Apd-fre=satd "I didn't know. A&

I wasn't sure. Some children might not have come to e/“

hospital." I Jjust remember thinking to myself that hlS

perspective 1is so skewed about this illness. There had never

been any question of homophobia--never, never, never. But he was
so obviously moved by the fact that we were there. ,

I mean...(sign) It was so awful. It was so awful. My dad’
was so afraid. And um, he was such denial about it that by the
time he got sick, he got sick with everything. He had KS, he had
toxoplasmosis, he had pneumonia, he had been in bed for ten days
in fear de%s and hadn't eaten for ten days so that by the time he
got to the hospital he was like totally dehydrated and had no ‘////
energy, he was just a mess.

Bob was waiting to gett#me his test results. His sister was
his only living relative and she had blown him off when he came



out. My mom and my sister and I sat him down and said "In the I ¢
event that you are actually positive and in the event that you f("
ever get sick the three of us will be there for you the way
you've been there for my dad." (sigh) T

My dad had known that he was positive or a year and a half.
And when I found out I was like "What! OH MY GOD!" I was furious -
that I had been worrying about it becausé I knéw he was in a high
risk group. And he kept saying "Don't worry, don't worry" as if
that's going to make me not worry. I was totally mad that he had
lied to me.

So one day I went in his room, god he was so sick, and I
said "Dad I want you to know that I really wish you had told me
that you were positive." And he said "Well, I didn't want you M ag
and Andrea to deal with it any sooner then you would have to. .
And somehow in that moment all my anger got let go of. I -
realized that love is about more than just the little things that ™
drive us crazy, Some how it is bigger than us. And my dad's
whole illness turned into a series of events 1like that.
Logically it didn't make sense that his former wife and his lover
would both take care of him without conflict but somehow they
did. We all knew that what was going on was bigger than us.

- -

Bob took really good care of my dad for 16 months until he? h
died in May of 1989. -

We and Bob spent that summer trying to get through it
because my Dad was why we were all together so without him it was
really hard.

So six months later, early winter my mother met and fell in
love with Betsy. And that was the saving grace for our family.
Betsy was perfect she balanced us all out. I don't know if she
filled an empty space or gave us something to distract us, I
don't know what but with the addition of Betsy, the five of us
were a complete unit again. She just came in and connected with
all of us and made my mother so happy and that was so long
overdue. ==
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Thinking about all this there is no way I could have gotten
through that experience without my sister. We are really close
in age but we have really different outlooks on the world. But
we Jjust could not have gotten through that without each other.
And to this day, she is the one person I admire the most in this
world. I have so much respect for her; she is so strong and so
incredible. We just rescued each other like right when the other
was going to lose it. .

’ Three weeks into his illness, I went to the National Lesbian
Conference 1in Atlanta, the Gay & Lesbian Parents Committee
International, GLPCI, was paying for me represent them there.

My mom called me to tell me that Bob died. I remember
sitting there 1in the hotel room at—the—Natiomarr—Teshian
Cenfarenee. realizing that the last man in my nuclear family had
died and that my family was only women and here I was at the
National Lesbian Conference and it was like an epiphany. -

-
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MIKE

My father pokes a lot of fun at male couples that are long fa
term committed because he thinks that they are grimly paired 0T
together because of AIDS and that they are getting the worst of
heterosexual lifestyle. He sees this horrible tension and people
hating each other and all the awfulness.

eI
St ¢

There was that joke about "What does a lesbian show up to
the second date with? A U-Haul. What does a gay man show up to
the second date with? What's a second date?" I mean that is
definitely a big stereotype. Because certainly there are gay men
I've known who are dying for committment and there are dykes that
are so independent I can't imagine them committing to anything.

I do worry about my dad getting sick. When my dad was an
alcoholic, he was very careless and he's been very lucky. We
always joked that he has a guardian angel. And his HIV status
would kind of jive with that. He's still really healthy. We
assumed when his lover, Bill, died in '86 that he'd probably been
infected since the early '80's, but he'd refused to get tested
until a couple of years ago. He's a doctor so he was more
interested in monitoring his T-cell count...

He says he's not afraid of death. He is afraid of losing
his mind. He's really afraid of AIDS demensia cause it so
undignified. Right now he's just trying to prolong his period of
health. He's of the opinion that he can either be depressed or
he can be glad that he's got the day that he's got and enjoy it.,1

. . N ..;”-‘ C.
He says 1its a pretty simple choice. 1
/"/, = ~ —;\
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I definitely spent those years of my childhood protecting my
dad because of his orientation or his identity. I was always bL&a™
watching out for homophobia because my father was gay but I never
really thought about it in terms myself. Lesbians weren't really
an issue in my father's community. The images of women I saw in
that community were straight, beautiful women who were there to
serve cocktails at parties or whip up food or escort these men to
their company parties and stuff. But I never ever ever ever met
a lesbian until I went to Washington.

Earth Day in D.C... There was a huge march on the Mall with
500,000 people, stars, celebrities. And a friend of mine was
coordinating the sign language interpreters of this event. I was
a new interpreter. I hadn't even interpreted before 50 people let
alone 500,000.

And I met the most incredible woman I'd ever seen in my
life. I didn't have too much time to think about what was
happening but we ended up really connecting that day and very
soon after that ended up getting together. ___
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I didn't really come out to my mom in a "Mom, I'm a lesbian"
kind of way. Actually a while later my mom finally said to me,
"So do you want to tell me what's going on with your girlfriend?"
And I was like "No, not really."

Bob was alive at that time and was a totai jerk about it.
He told me I was Jjust going though a phase and he thought the
woman I was involved with was actually dangerous because she was
somewhat butch and drove a truck. There was incredible misogyny
and lesbian phobia and a very hard thing about that was that both
my mother and Betsy were convinced that had my father been alive
he would have had the same reaction. And I remembered that I
couldn't handle the thought of that.

When this woman and I broke up, I got completely
heartbroken. I spent like three days in bed crying. During that
time my sister was scheduled to come for a visit. I hadn't come
out to my sister and I really and I would have done anything not
to come out to her because I was really so afraid that she was
going to feel isolated and it was going to be all gays and
lesbians in her family except for her and I didn't want her to
feel alone.

So she showed up at my apartment door and she was just like
"What's wrong?" And-—f—saidy "Oh my god, I'll tell you but I have
to tell you sgmgthlng first." And_she.said."Oh well I know that
you and so_dhd-so have been together since April so what is it?
Did you break up or somethlng’". And I~was—tike—¢sobbing) "Oh my
god, how did you know?" "Hope I like totally know you. What do
you think, I'm totally ignorant?" She spent that whole weekend
with me and there is nothing better than a sister through a
heartbreak.

And now I have come out with my extended family. And they
have been very accepting. Some of them told me that the reason
things were strained with my parents and them was because my
parents never came out and told them what was really going on.

What I have come to call the "second generation of gay and
lesbian children"wthose of us that are gay or lesbian that have
gay or lesbian parents And there is a definite invisibility
being playing out in straight mainstream society and also more
unfortunately really playing out in the gay and Llesbian
community. It wasn't like there was negative talk about it, there
was no mention of the fact that they might be having chlldren who %
might be gay and lesblan, quite to the contrary what they would ¥
be doing is assurlng each other that their kids were going to be '33
straight and that in some way that was validating the fact that Py
they were indeed okay parents because their children were coming !
out as straight. Q

C Mx r
MIKE e

My dad's always said that he would never wish his son to be ™ <@
gay because it was such an ordeal. Even if your family is 'gr-:-.
accepting of it you still have to go through society. I think

—



most gay people feel the same way. They are proud to be gay but
if they had a choice for someone else they wouldn't wish it on
anybody.

HELEN

And that only perpetuates homophobla even 1in the gay
community because it perpetuates that it is somehow bad to have a
gay child. It's frustrating...what good is it really to have
these gays and lesbians deallng with issues of acceptance if they
are not going to broaden it out for the next generation. I mean
that comes out all over the place, like gay parents go "Oh I hope
my kid is straight." Or they tell their kids "oh it is so much
easier to be straight in the world."

MIKE
In terms of my relationships, my father's homosexuality has
always been a point of pride and enlightenment. And with most

women I've been involved with we kind of laugh at how homophobic
and awful most American Culture is. And I've never encountered a

woman who had a problem with my father being gay. It would be 7’0
hard for me to imagine being attracted to somebody who thinks ¢Wha
like that. —_
M Ea
NATALIE Lo
Cx 1L—
I think that my mom and Lani are the best couple I've ever — .. o
seen. I think that women make great couples, that's just what I ﬁlA/
have to sa
C§+;
e o T R e e R R e . Its been really
calming to grow up with my mom and Lani's energy. A sense of
sisterhood. And its been great because my mom has a whole
history with men so it wasn't like I felt completely removed from
their life.
scyened
She hates dykes. Well a lot of them are up because._. ; -
of society and they feel 1like they have to be loud and prove . |
themselves and its hard to be this hated minority so if you are ;. -
going to come out you've got to come out all the way and prove “: ~
yourself all the time. And she thinks that in the gay community /
they're all sleeplng around she thinks its childish.  "I'm not a
to T S rr;’,
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GUY

I haven't ever asked my mom why she said those things to me.
It was a long time ago when I was still pretty young and she was
still pretty unhappy. I mean I know my mom loved me but I think .
for a while she wasn't sure about how to explain what love and'
affection meant in a positive way, because maybe for a long time
it wasn't so positive.

Now she and Tara have this disgustingly healthy

P

relationship. It's so adorable it's terrible. They're so cute.

I mean they're really cute. They make little bunny faces and

they make jokes about dental dams, and oh god.. é;/%’
I love seeing my mom happy. C)&Vﬁ

HELEN

Community is so important. Gays and Lesbians know that and
experienceﬁWhen they come out and start meeting people that have
had similar experlences and similar struggles and that very thing

I think it is llke an eplphany The same way
coming out is like one door shutting and another door opening.
For children with gay and lesbian parents it is like one door
shuts and huge gigantic line of doors open.

(&FA A rie el oo |) sam
I mean I love my mom and everything. 1It's just this is her
choice to be gawmnyand stuff, but it affects my life too. She

tells me that she knows it is hard for me and that she's proud of
me and stuff. (pause)

NATALIE

Everything in your life changes and shapes you so it is a
big part of who I am. I like to open up to new things and I
always had friends that were really different from each other.
Cause I always liked understanding people, I felt like the more I
experienced the more I could relate to people.

)

I never felt like it was a burdon on me, actually I felt (.~

guilty. My mom felt guilty because I had to hide it. But I felt
guilty because my mom had to hide because

O fT\L, (Qr_:\.\__.



MIKE

I think when I was younger he expected a lot of me, I think
he wanted me to show some leadership. We didn't get along well
then. But now that our relationship is between two adults, it's a
lot better. We have a really good relationship now -- which I
never would have expected ten years ago. I definitely value it
and I feel like I'm closer with both of my parents than most
people I know.

See, I think here jin San Francisco, I think a lot of the
kids  have gay parents who by choice ame having children. And I
think the issues are different because I think they've got
parents who are aware from day one that they have got to deal
with this stuff.

HELEN

My identity is in a large part that my father was gay and my
mother is a lesbian absolutely. I am also a lesbian who wants to
have a child one day SR -

- s oo : ’ S : Su ere 155G 29
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JOERETEeTYTesenesee®® Right now, I am figuring out how all

this applies just to me. I'm not for my parents, I'm not for my
children.

MIKE

I guess in an ideal world, people would just accept that
.there are certain things about people, like their sexuality, that
aren't their choice, and aren't good or bad but they should be
welcomed as differences because we can all benefit a lot from the
experience That for people who are as young as I was, it can be
traumatic to have your assumptions about sexuality challenged.
Its like cold water in the face. What does not kill you makes

Y S L L0 Sl T T T S s S —p = I
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you stronger. But its more than that. I think it's something Erii
that everybody has to confront sooner or later. So those of usFL__T_
who are in whatever way on the fringes have a lot more insights Ve -
about that. a

SAM [in

I remember once when I was younger, I asked her if it was

hard being a lesbian. And she said being a lesbian was tough butéHUD
being a feminist was tougher. And I kinda think it's cool that Sty
e’ -~y

my mom is doing the hardest thing there is to do.

.
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NATALIE

Its really good that people understand that this is just a < -_

way of 1life and its not going to warp people and its not
somethlng to get through, I mean it is in a way its a hurdle and
there is a lot to deal with in soc1ety, but it can workw

W And the problem is w1th soc;Lety not
with 1lesbian parents its with society telling those 1lesbian
parents that they're wrong. I even went to catholic school for
Christ sake people telling me that its a sin and "oh my parents
sinned when they got divorced now my mom's sinning every night

when she goes home with Lani. Oh well. ¥en=g:uafs-are all stupid. El

!_,;*

GUY

I mean the thing...the thing that I really hope someone gets . .,

out of this is that when it comes right down to it we all

basically have the same fears you know and the same love. And -?_
people are people and we are products of our environment. My =
environment is just a little different from yours. (ﬁ.” [
\J".
HELEN

+

The first women's festival I went to, this woman did my
astrological chart and she looked at it and said you're not going
to change the world by like wrltlng a book or being a public(Vv &>
speaker, she said you are going to change the world just by
living your 1life and people are going to learn simply by your
example. And that's like, not enough for me. I think my sister
is changing the world incredibly 3just by living her 1life as a
straight woman with all gay and lesbian people in her family.
But I would like to somehow change this world on a little bigger

scale than that. But then again, I can't be responsible for
everyone's epiphany. Maybe just a few more... s
~ -
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ip Form

COLAGE Membersh

(on reverse)
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Children of Lesbians and
Gays Everywhere and
Piper Dreams Productions
invite your family to

Works by Qa Nters and sons of lesbian, 97y
and blsew:? parent-s from around Hne
country Wil be presenteq, featurng +Hne
premier of He play‘;s;od- of My Parent's
Closet"

Motfer's Day weekeno:
Fricay, May b at T00pm
Saturgay, May T at t00pm ang T:00pm
SunGay, May 8 af wopm

K shows are at- Hhe Women's Bulding in San Franclaco,
3543 1B+h S+ (45) 431120,
Nomission Is $10 per person, or $25 per Family,

No one wil be turned away for lack of funds,
Ctvidcare wil be offered during Hhe afternoon
performaces, Or as rescrvations demand (please caf)
For info on Chiairen of Stoneiw or Chiairen of Lesbian a0y
Gays Everywhere, odl (415) 206330,

Ths redy cod event s doo a benefit- for COLAGE

B @
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Contact List

Company Name Name Contact Title Phone
Noel Black 708 -735-5791 S0y,
Playboy Dorothy Atcheson Editor, Non-Fiction 212-261-5000 @ s2Capt:

Gaybies-c/o First

Unitarian Church

COLAGE SF/East Bay

JFU Boston

March 21, 1994

Michael Beebe
thh}een
gﬁ%gﬁggoBullen
Lisa Ross

Shannon
owman-Sarkisian
Ry

ShEiekiangen
Katrina
Kate

BaRR3Pa"BARs e

Hope Berry

Holmes

Stephanie James
Andrea Heinly

Linda Columbus

Butr

Alex Fagelson ewsfg%ger Editor

Emily Gmerek Co-Director

Anna Heller Conference
o-Qrdinator
Molly Heller on grénce

Co-Ordinator
Tara Rose

Jennifer DiMarco

Wxﬂ&mﬂkx_abdhﬁa
Wo, S?telv\

3\_71:\() @Z/u,;v\_, ~?

303-440-0673
415-824-7143
415 664-1589
718 382 5175

Wi Mi{h.m

408-356-0196 WC’“’()I‘“

731-6332
415 221-6634
415 897-0985
703-715-9570
821-2204
647-4223
386-4381
510-521-8949

Member relations/Group413-585-6209

814-862-4047
310-396-2191
617-628-3251
617-666-1344
213-934-1338
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e

&
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Page 1
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Contact List

Company Name Name Conttact Titie Phone
*- Yankee Clipper Travel Jim Boin Travel Agent 1 800 624-2664
Operation Concernc Saralie Pennington 415-626-7000
Rainbow Clinic Dr.Tamar Gershon pager
Partners t(u-3=k [45) @o(o\ T8l 1519
Alyson in Wonderland( Sascha Alyson 617-542-5679
Toto Tours No Dan Ware 312 935-9933
Beyond the Closet Books
Camp Lavender Hill (_ Chris Van Stone 707-544-8150
Alternative Family Project? Cheryl Deaner 415-641-5566
Lyon-Martin Women'sC. ~ Cynthia Chan 415 565 7667
»-The Family Next Door Lisa Orta 510482 5778
Momazons ,
.DFLAG 94 Conference 'db'ﬁmjulia Thoron Conference Chair @\Q\ qrl- o 9 OL
Mountain Meadow (. Rebecca Subar 215 843-0332
Camp It Up! R Ellie Schindelman 510 524 6945
Berkeley Child Art &ﬁ;& Miriam de Uriarte Director 510 849-3385
Family CampOUT @n T Miriam Callaghan 503-223 6281
Pacific Reproductive Sherron Mills 415 861 3558
Just Dessert Katherine Grant  ( (o ("oxd daogfing ) 330 3800
Ta’whk Resles [ Lowniy) | Q00-Tb5- 136
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¢hildren of Stonewall
8ite Relatad Issues

WE NEED:

Partitions (Susan hag one)
Cork Board

Push pins

TV/VCR & CART

Stereo/Boombox

Child Care (call Leanne - J.J. Hernandez)
Make tickets

Closets

ASK ANITA:

Do they have some one for childcare? Do they have to be
certified?

Do they provide CHAIRS? (25
Do they have a locked storage space?
Is there someone on site during event? Who? (<%

Can we sell refrashments? «<S

CAN WE:

Charge a small fee for child care?
Can we make buttons to sell? (Dan MacKaben)

INSTALLATION

AR

We will need to

-Prepare the space.

-Prepare the artwork (mounted, trimmed, etc)

~Hang the material using
-Partitions ~ 3D, can shape to sgpace, and sturdy
enough to hold art work (I have a wicker type one)
=Cork Boards - hang on walls

-Strike it

«Move it

TRAT (TMHHDTM 4N 3N T 44N MuUT 7AeT PR/TA/SA



CONSENT FORM
YQUT OF MY PARENT'S CLOSET"

I __ do consent to the recording and
reproduction of any or all portions of this interview taken on
. I give Suzanne Pullen permission to use any
or all portions of this interview in conjunction with the
production of "OUT OF MY PARENT'S CLOSET" and for any future
productions she is associated with.

Yes, my name may be used in connectlon with this or any
future productlions.

No, I would not like my name used in conjuction with this
or any future productions.

I would like to be consented prior to the use of my name
in conjunction with this or any future productions.

I understand that the rights to this interview belong to
Suzanne Pullen and that this interview may or may not be used as
either background information or as material for the play "Out of
my Parent's Closet" or for any future productions.

Signature of Interviewee DATE

(Parent/Legal Guardian of
Interviewee 1f under 18yrs)

Address of Interviewee

Signature of Interviewer DATE

£89 773AI @yYHOIS 40 S301440 mun 6a:21 Pe-1T/£08



CONTRACT
CHILDREN OF STONEWALL

This 1s a contractual agreement betwaen COLAGE and its co-founder

STEPHAN LYNCH and SUZANNE PULLEN (PIPER DREAMS PRODUCTIONS) for the
production of CHILDREN OF STONEWALL: A COLAGE EXPERIENCE,

BOX OFFICE PROFITS:

C\GT) ébk of the Gross Box Office profits to be given to SUZANNE
PULLEN,

20% of the Gross Rox to be divided among the actors/c<rew not
. including Suzanne Pullen or STEPHAN LYNCH.

{f{af/Fkuéaa of the Gross Box to be given to STEPHAN LYNCH.
' CONSESSION PROFITS:

100% of the profits from consession sales of all items
purchased or produced by COLAGE shall go to COLAGE.

CHILD CARE PROFITS:

¥ of the profite from the monies received in exchange for
child care go to the persons providing child care.

N y of the profits from the monies recelved in exchange for
& c¢hild care go to STEPHAN LYNCH,

The rights to the material collected and used in "THE CHILDREN OF
STONEWALL" is jointly held and may be used in the future by STEPHAN
LYNCH, COLAGE or SUZANNE PULLEN as long as the consent of both
parties is given.

The rights to the play "Out of my Parent's Closet" shall remain
with Suzanne Pullen and any future use of it or any portion of it
must be by the consent of Suzanne Pullen.

STEPHAN LYNCH " DATE
COLAGE REPRESENTATIVE DATE
SUZANNE PULLEN DATE

badra 7} M3AI qaBHO I 40 S321440 Myl 80:2T Pe-/11/£0
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Time Line:

April

4-6 Stefan obtains access to as many queer parent’s/families mailing lists as possible.
9 Stefan delivers draft of final press release to Suzanne to go over

9 First Draft of Poster finished by Ava

10-13  Press releases faxed and mailed

13th Final Draft of Poster finished by Ava and Stefan

14th Poster is adapted to a 8 1/2” x 11” flyer and a 5 1/2” x 4” invitation by Stefan
15-16 100 Posters, 100 Flyers and apx. 200 invitations are photocopied

17 Posters are hand-colored by a group of people assembled by Stefan

18-22  Invitations, flyer’s and posters are sent out by Stefan and help

23-24  Posters and Flyers are distributed by a group assembled by Stefan

May

pray
at some point: Call all those parents groups in the Bay Times
Mailing Lists of individuals to send invitations

\/ OLAGE

GLPCI @ o (/ :
PFLAG East Bay, South Bay, San Francisco (North Bay??) ‘LE_B/M.\Q(T% SYT-Y6S7T

\/ Family Next Door SANG. T 3= =T
- ’ . - 4o I. 0 1/(
/ NCLR’s list from the brunchék L o MV\ lesa g1 arlek

vSpectrum’s Parents ¢ . Dy
South Bay Gay Parents¢_ A C (_‘7’_/5,3/0—/ e
/Tamar Gershon ¢ ““3—&" =
Lyon-Martins < 4 SS~T7e74 e 8 .
~Santa Cruz Lesbian Mother’s Group dwud 10 o Yo box S2406 ) Sawta CVT LA Q50D
The Kid's Klub, Chico("
Amity Pierce Buxton’s list ¢~K plown —2¥ aaex
ORMNAKXAG A (o A ¢ b P =
Places to Poster and Flyer by Area

Castro

Cafe Flor, Noe and Market

Whiptail Lizard Lounge 18 at Noe

Josie’s Cabaret and Juice Joint 16th at Market
Different Light Bookstore

Bagdad Cafe, Market St. at 16th

Bella’s Bistro, 2367 Market

Leticia’s, 2223 Market St.

The Sausage Factory. 517 Castro at 18th

the Mission
Women’s Building. 18th and Valencia

Rl o St 198 Mt “”ﬂ;{ W‘% e ot
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[IMPORTANT IMPORTANT IMPORTANT IMPORTANT IMPORTANT IMPORTANT IMPORTANT I

Children of Stonewall Submitter Information

Thank you for your submission to Children of Stonewall: A COLAGE Experience. The show will go up
Mother’s Day weekend 1994, and we are hoping to have over a hundred people attend. After that, the
work will hopefully go on display elsewhere in the Bay Area for the following months, and then as much
of the material as financially possible will be brought to the COLAGE conference in New York at the end
of June. After the conference, your work will be returned to you if you indicate that below. Please include
a check for return postage if your submissions are heavy.

Please complete the following information as soon as possible What you write below will be an important
part of the production. We need to start putting together the installation and finalizing the production as
soon as possible, there are only a few weeks left, so please send this back to us as soon as you get it.

Video tapes of the event will be available, we’ll sell them at cost to contributors, we’ll let you know how
much that will be.

Thanks again!
Instructions: /magine you 're telling a group of lesbian and gay parents and their kids about yourself and

your work. You may fill this in or send us separate pages. Please be sure to include the last page of this
Jorm, however.

Please print your full name and 'age ljen “ 1‘1[‘6 r A nMa D I/M grco Z J

Please print your address and phone #'s 62 46 7_/1 oma.yg E oa 0/ N

Radnor, Ohio 93066 . 619-999-2793.

1 Children of Stonewall Submitter Information



2) Please talk about your submission (possible topics: why you did it, it’s significance to you, what it
has to do with lesbigay familics, meanings, processes, etc.)
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Surviving
by Jennifer DiMarco
When I was three years old, my father was killed and his body was
never found. I learned very quickly that living is harder than dying.
Two years later, my mother married a woman and told me what the

word survivor meant.

"My daughter was born during an incredible thunder storm. She was

energized at birth by the Goddess’ electrical light show." --Mama

I remember the studio apartment. The wallpaper had tiny flowers
beneath the dark stains. The carpet was worn thin and scratchy on bare
feet. There were four of us: Mama, Mumu, baby Angel and I. Life was
over-alls from the Salvation Army, parents who worked more for less
pay, and an eldest daughter with long, wild hair and eyes full of

dreams. Full of pride.

"Remember: As a woman, nothing is ever handed to you. You have to

fight for everything. And a fighter faces the world head on." --Mumu

We had nothing, so we took nothing for granted. I never expected
more, didn’t know what more was, but was taught to always reach for it.
Always demand better. And we did have love. I knew what love was; The
power behind holding hands as readily as you could make a fist.

Strength through protection.



"My daughter told me something today. She said, ‘Mama, only a
coward hates, so I’m going to be brave.’ And I told her, ‘You don’t

ever hate anyone, except a bigot.’" --Mama

I never knew what school-shopping was, and new clothes meant Mumu's
old ones. Everything was shared, from toys to tea to time. Even
working double shifts, one of my parents always seemed to be home to
tuck me in, kiss me good-night. And when exhaustion found them asleep
on the couch, I would be the one to bring in the blanket and wish them
sweet dreams.

True, at dinner time there wasn’t always food on the table, but we

still gathered together.

"Dear Goddess, thank you for this time together and for our strong
girls. Bless and guide them with courage, strength, faith and love.

Walk with them as they grow and face the world." --Mumu.

Courage, strength, faith and love. These are the things that made
my soul. These are the things that my parents gave me. I knew they
were important. I felt them and lived them. But I never knew that
they could be weapons and armor as well, until I was ten years old.

I went away for the summer. I had always dreamed of traveling. My
parents wanted the world for me. The trip seemed perfect. I would

stay with family and family meant safety. I felt perfect. I stood an



inch over four feet, my eyes perpetually wide, taking in everything
about me -- a young owl, ready to try out her wings for the first time.
I flew from Seattle in a huge plane to the huger New York city, and
into the arms of my great uncle who had offered and paid for it all.

"She’ll learn culture,’ he had told my parents with a wide grin
that showed his teeth. But his idea of culture had nothing to do with
Broadway plays or art galleries. ‘She’ll see all of New York.’ But all
I saw were the three rooms of his house, drawn blinds, locked doors,
hard walls and harder floors.

He never had any intention of showing me New York. No intention of
showing me anything outside the darkness of his home. He had lied to
my parents. They had no idea the danger their daughter was in. He was

the first person I ever knew who lied.

"God lets bad things happen to good people to test their faith, but
the Goddess knows the faithful and knows that bad things make people

stronger. And there’s nothing wrong with stronger." --Mama.

And so it was with courage that I held my head high, even when my
chin trembled. With courage that I kept breathing, living, even when I
was terrified.

‘You feel free to call your parents when ever you want. The phone
is right here.’ He sneers as he speaks. His eyes gleam shadows. He
stands so close to the phone that his shoulder touches it. He watches

me. He is always, forever watching me. When ever my parents call me



he stands with his hands on my neck, locking our eyes. He knows I'm
too afraid to even touch the phone. With his sneer he pounds a slice

of beef for dinner.

Blood splatters on the phone...
The wall...

The floor...

The sheets...

All summer long.

Once more, there is a shadow blocking the doorway, sucking the
safety from my borrowed room. The shadow says, ‘I pray to God every
day, and light candles at my church, so that I’1ll never do this again.’
But every night ’‘again’ happened, and so it was with strength that I
lived, even when I was too scared to open my mouth and scream, no....

During the night, my blue eyes would stare into the darkness for
hours. I would measure my breathing, slow it down so it made barely a
whisper. My body ached but I did not move from my tight, curled
position. I worried if my thundering heart was making too much noise.
I knew I mustn’t make a sound. Never must the blankets rustle or the
headboard creak, because that would tell him I was awake. That would

bring him to my room, to me.

And then it would begin again...

His hard hands...



His crushing weight...
His thick breath...

All night long.

During the day, his deep set eyes watched me. To say he watched me
constantly, would be an understatement. I was never left alone. He
was never more than one, two feet away. I was always where he could
reach me. Eating, bathing, walking aimlessly from room to room, using

the toilet: I was never without his stare.

Never without his presence...
His snarls...

His glare...

His ugliness...

All day long.

I was not allowed out of his house. I was not allowed to open the
blinds or unlock the doors. Day was not safe. Night was not safe. I
was not safe. But I fought despair and fear to stay alive. I fought
the living, breathing horrors my life was suddenly made of. I fought
by living. By opening my eyes each morning. By continuing to breath.

And it was faith and love that brought me, scrambling, sobbing with
joy, to the phone, after he finally went out, finally left me alone,
nearly sixty days after it all began. Faith, that even after so long,

the sun still shone beyond those dark shutters, and that beyond the



locked doors, the world still existed. Love, that told me I would have
enough time before he returned with his threats and violence, that
there would be enough time for Mama and Mumu to answer my phone call,
to hear in my voice everything, to believe me, and bring me home.

And they did.

"Everyday heroes go unnoticed. They look darkness in the eye and
still shine their light. Everyday someone goes without recognition.

My daughter will never be over-looked." --Mumu.

There were long nights after that summer. Too much fear to explain
and a lot of denial. I questioned life, ‘Why?’, and death, ‘Why not?-’.
There were night-terrors instead of nightmares, skin-memories instead
of safe memories. I wondered if there would ever be an end to the
hurt, to the haunting darkness. I wondered if I would ever find myself

again, if I still knew who I was.

"This is for you. A real book, but with blank pages, for you to
fill with anything you want. And you can keep it all to yourself... or

you can share it with the world. Because I love you." --Mama.

Words. Words had become more and more sparse for me. Words were
truth and the truth was hard. So hard. But my parents made a space
for me, and place where the truth could be my own. They did not ask me

to forget my experience or stop me from realizing that others felt pain



as well. They let me see the world as it really was. No, it wasn'’t
all safe, but there were still safe places.

So, it was words. My parents’ teachings had been the reason for my
survival and now, surrounded by their love, words became my healing.
Words became my expression, my voice, my activism, joy, rage and
release.

By the time I was eighteen, I had filled up dozens of journals and
notebooks. I had written twelve novels and four stage plays. First I
would write, face my emotions on paper, then I would be able to live
them. I reclaimed my power, my energy and my life with a passion. I
wrote until I cried, until I laughed out-loud. I wrote books about
strong women, and men, facing the world head on, demanding that it do
better. I wrote stories that never got told, the true ones. Stories
that reflected life, that weren’'t always safe, because life wasn’t
always safe. I wrote for me. I wrote for others. I wrote to make a
difference.

With words I battled issues of abuse, of bigotry, of hatred. They
allowed me to deal with the world around me, to make sense of it all,
to put it in perspective. I wrote to continue to live my life, instead
of relive my past. I told my parents, ‘I write to bright light to the
shadows and voice to the silence. To shed light on misconceptions,
bring light into the darkness. To speak for those not spoken for, to
speak the truth.’ They held me tight. They told me I was brave and
bold, that I was their warrior.

I said, ‘I’m not afraid.’ And my truth was bright.



"Healing comes from inside. From within. Healing is a constant,

shining, powerful process." --Mumu.

I went on to speak at high schools, conferences and community
centers. I spoke about crossing over the boundaries of prejudice to
embrace each other, about the power of challenging the world, reaching
for your dreams and accepting only the best. I shared the courage and
faith I had grown up with, the fear I had fought with strength and
love, and the words I had used, and still use, to reach out and touch

the world.

"From the fires my daughter has risen. She was born in lightning,
she fought with lightning, and now she will live like lightning: bright

and brilliant." --Mama.

And when I fell in love, I fell with all my heart and soul.
Unconditionally, loyally, completely. Just like I had been surrounded
with, just like I felt inside my whole life.

My Love, she turned to me with pride in her eyes, beneath her wild
curls, and told me she was dying of cancer. She waited for me to run
away. She said, ‘It’s a risk to love me.~’

I took her hands in my own and returned, ‘It’s a bigger risk not

to.’” And I ran no where.



In my twenty years I have learned that the world can take women’s
rights. It can invalidate our love, beat us down, rape us, make up our
minds for us. The world insists, that if we are strong women who love
men, than we’'re really Lesbians. And if we’re Lesbians, than we hate
men all together. 1If we’re beautiful, we must be stupid, and if we
don’t kill ourselves to stop their rape, than we are to blame.

A lot can be taken away from a woman. A lot can be done to break
her. Fear is a disease, and hatred and violence are the symptoms.
There are those who wish to crush us, defeat us. But we must not, we
will not, grant their wishes. 1Instead of crushed, we will stand
strong. Instead of defeated, we will be victorious. I will never
forget these facts. I will never for an instant doubt. Because
through the fear, the hatred and the violence, we are indeed standing

strong in our victory. We are surviving.

I was raised by two women. I was raised in a feminist household.
I am very proud of my family and my herstory. My parents taught me
more than I could ever tell in one story, perhaps more than I could
tell in one-hundred. But my soul is still made of courage, strength,
faith and love, even as it is tested by fire, by pain, by struggle. My
parents gave me these tools of survival and someday I will pass them on
to a child of my own. I will continue the fight.

Even if I could, I would never change anything about my life. My
life has made me who I am today.

I was raised to survive. And I will.



A Message To The Warriors
of past, present and future

by Jennifer DiMarco
© /8/93

Power. Strength. Courage. Pride. The four commands of a
warrior. In a world where people are so afraid of difference that
they have made hate a family value and bigotry a blessing, we are in
constant need of Warriors. Those who are afraid of nothing -- but
inaction.

As a nineteen year old Lesbian daughter of Lesbian parents, I know
a lot about bigotry, prejudice, censorship, lies and hatred, because I
fought them before I was old enough to attend grade school. I know
that cowards can hide anywhere and they usually travel in packs under
banners of their holy words, repressive politics and segregated
morals.

But more than all of this, I have seen those who stand against
them. Those who stand for choice, freedom, truth, voice and love.
Those who raise their fists, their words and their wills against
discrimination. Those who fight fiercely. The warriors.

It is not always easy. It is never easy. But it is needed.
Having the power to live, the strength to match blows, the courage to
love and the pride to stand up and tell the rest of the world --

We will not be conquered.
We will be victorious!



J. DiMarco
Ready Or Not...
c 12/02/92

Ready Or Not...

There is a difference between what we are told, and what we know.
There is a difference between what we are taught, and what we learn.
And there is no one who can tell us that difference is wrong.

No one who can tell us who to love.

I knew when I was ten years old that I was different. I knew that
people hated difference because it wasn’t what they knew, and people
are afraid of what they don’t know.

I knew that I would never let anyone stop me from being me. That I
was going to make my difference into something beautiful, something

powerful. And I did.

My name is Jennifer DiMarco. I write Gay and Lesbian Fiction for a
living, and I am a Lesbian. I am also nineteen years old.

I'm five foot two, with auburn hair and blue eyes. I teach martial
arts and work construction. Besides novels, I've been known to write
poetry, plays and songs. I was raised by my Italian mother, a truck
driver, and my Irish mother, a psychologist.

This 1s who I am. No one can take this from me.



As Gays and Lesbians we are told our whole lives what we can’t do.
We can’t hold hands. We can’t touch. We can’t even love each other.
We are told that we are an unfortunate minority and that we deserve
the names we are called, the bashings we receive and the prejudice
that we live with.

Sometimes, we are told that we don’t exist.

But we do. Here we are. In every color, every size, every shape
and, every age.

Whether we are ten or one hundred and ten, we can still be Gay or

Lesbian. Our age does not govern our heart or limit our love.

The first thing I taught myself, is that before anything, I am
Jennifer. I am a human being. I am a woman. The first thing I am is
not a writer. The first thing I am is not a Lesbian. But, Jennifer
is both of these, and without either she would not be Jennifer.

I learned that I don’t have to be butch or femme, aggressive or
submissive. I learned that I don’t have to have short hair, wear
purple triangles or call myself a dyke. But, if I want to, I can.

I learned that despite what some try to tell me,

I do not have to be closeted.

I do not have to afraid.

I do not have to be ashamed.

I have no right to be. I have no reason to be.



When I was growing up, I was told that I would never amount to
anything because I was a girl. I have had people tell me the same
thing because I am a Lesbian.

I laugh at these people.

Just living is victory enough.

Sometimes you have to go against what you are told to embrace what
you love. To embrace the truth. Your own truth.

The way I love is right for me.

I am a Lesbian. I am nineteen years old. I grew up poor. I never
knew the ’'right people’. But now I speak to auditoriums full of

students. My books sit next to Dickens’.

I have fought for the right to walk down the street arm-in-arm with
my partner. I have turned the other cheek to prove a point and
matched a stranger blow for blow when he attacked a Gay friend.

Despite the hate,

Despite the bigotry,

Despite the discrimination,

I am victorious.

I will never let anyone stop me from being who I am,

loving who I love,

living how I choose to live.

Nothing can stop me from being Jennifer. Nothing.



Don’t let anything stop you.

Make your difference beautiful.

Make your difference powerful.

Make it your own.

You do not have to be closeted.

You do not have to be afraid.

You do not have to be ashamed.

There is no reason.

You have the right to love who you want to love. You have the right
to be who you are. You have the right to stand up and be proud.

Turn to the world and say, ready or not, this is who I am.

You cannot change me.
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Children of Stonewall Submitter Information

Thank you for your submission to Children of Stonewall: A COLAGE Experience. The show will g0 up
Mother’s Day weekend 1994, and we are hoping to have over a hundred people attend. After that. the
work will hopefully go on display elsewhere in the Bay Area for the following months, and then as much
of the material as financially possible will be brought to the COLAGE conference in New York at the end
of June. After the conference. your work will be returned to you if you indicate that below. Please include
a check for return postage if your submissions are hecavy.

Please complete the following information as soon as possible What you write below will be an important
part of the production. We need to start putting together the installation and finalizing the production as
soon as possible, there are only a few weeks Icft. so please send this back to us as soon as you get it.

Video tapes of the event will be available, we’ll sell them at cost to contributors, we’ll let you know how
much that will be.

Thanks again!
Instructions: /magine vou ‘re telling a group of lesbian and gayv parents and their kids about yvourself and

Your work. You may fill this in or send us separate pages. Please be sure to include the last page of this
Jorm, however.

Please print your full name and age Maﬂ/ A NDERSED BLACA‘ /)-l :yeka‘s Ot epmH

Please print your address and phone #'s 902 N, B\ &T. (0 SPLS P co
80904 (HA)(3%-97¥8 o of sappL ~ (10%) #35 574

1 Children of Stonewall Submitter Information



2) Please talk about your submission (possible topics: why you did it, it’s significance to you, what it
has to do with lesbigay familics, meanings, processes, etc.)

3 Children of Stonewall Submitter Information



(Read November 9, 1993 at Grace St. Paul's Episcopal Church for the memorial service of

Phillip James Black, March 2, 1945 - November 7, 1993)

I have been struggling for the past few days to put a few simple words together to honor
my father publicly. I saw Dad at the beginning of the summer. He looked terrible. His
weight has dropped to around 130 Ibs. and he had aged considerably. But for some reason even
the morphine pack he had strapped to his waist was still a fashion statement: Dad always did
things with class. Ironically, he and I struggled in the past two years to overcome this outward
trademark of style and elegance. We both had to put away our pride in order to meet as human
beings, father and son for the first time; to meet beyond all appearances after a tremendous
amount of difficulty communicating when I was growing up. We struggled to connect:
struggled, as Matthew Arnold says in "The Buried Life", "to unlock the heart, and let it speak.”

"Blessing” is not the first thing that comes to mind when one hears the word AIDS.
Indeed it was the furthest thing from my mind when my father told me that he had the HIV
virus five years ago. The pain and grief that AIDS has caused men and women around the world
could hardly be thought of as a "blessing." But, like most "appearances,” we should rarely and
reluctantly take them at their face value. My father's AIDS, despite the pain and grief, was, in
my eyes, a blessing. It was a key that allowed us to "unlock " the doors of our hearts and see, as
Arnold states again, the "unregarded river of our life. . . our buried life." We had a limited
amount of time to know one another and I want to thank my father now for opening his heart
to me in the face of great pain and inward strife. Last Christmas he spent four days telling me
his life story in installments, and on the last day, after the infamous New Year's flood, we walked

to the Sabino Dam as we talked, listened and watched the flood waters sweep away the years of



confusion and miscommunication. I would like to read the last letter that I wrote to my father

two nights before his death. He never got it, and so I read it to him now:

Dear Dad-

It is important for me to tell you how much I love you. We have come so far in
our relationship and I couldn't have done it without you. I feel so lucky! Some people
never gert the chance to pur aside their differences and see one another as human beings.
I am so proud of you Dad. You have lived courageously, compassionately, and
deliberately. I will never forget the sound of your voice rising above the flood waters
barrelling over Sabino Dam. You told me everything I needed to hear, honestly and
sincerely. This was all I ever wanted and so it is with great confidence that tell you now
that I have litde else to say. I feel that we have reached an understanding beyond
anything left unsaid, an understanding beyond words. I love you! and that is all thac
matters,

Your son, Noel Andersen Black.

I would like to thank friends and family for being here today, and especially David
Johnson for his undying love, care and committment to my father as friend and partner. He
couldn't have done it without you.

In closing, I would like to read one of my father's favorite poems: "The Swan," by

Rainer Maria Rilke:

This laboring through what is still undone,
as though, legs bound, we hobbled along the way,
is like the awkward walking of the swan.

And dying--to let go, no longer feel
the solid ground we stand on every day--
is like his anxious letting himself fall

into the water, which receives him gently

and which, as though with reverence and joy,
draws back past him in streams on either side;
while, infinitely silent and aware,

in his full majesty and ever more

indifferent, he condescends to glide.

--1907/1908
Translated by Steven Mitchell



1. Please tell us about yourself and your family.

[ am six feet tall, though I often feel shorter. I have green eyes for the most part--
sometimes they are blue. I am Danish and Irish and Welsh--I’m white, and 1/16 Native American.
I date women though I think some men are very attractive. I like to telemark ski, write poetry, sit
in front of my computer for long periods of time, take my shoes off and feel the grass between my
toes, watch people, and think about form. My mind is a hand. Most of the time it is clenched in a
fist--holding on to my worries and problems like a baby blanket. Sometimes I can let go and
spread my fingers, feel the sweat in my palms evaporating and the cool wind filtering through
webs and creases: [ am alive.

My father, Philip Black, died of AIDS on November 7, 1993. I have his ears, his build,
and his hairline (high forehead with slightly receding cul-de-sacs.) My father asked my mom how
she knew that I was really his child. “Look at his ears,” she said—-that was all the proof anyone
ever needed. My father was an architect. He liked a good bowl of artichoke bisque, a nice even-
yeared Merlot, Armani clothes, and anything that he couldn’t afford. The last words he said to me
were, “Hi Noel.” He died in his hospital bed 24 hours later. He took me to see the Mexican
poppies blooming fire engine red in the Arizona Desert--Spring Break, 1992. He told me his life
story as we watched flood waters pour over the Sabino Canyon dam--Christmas, 1992. I forgave
him for 20 years of silence and he gave me every word in the English language. His last gift to me
was The Compact Oxford English Dictionary-- the only true treasure I own.

My mother, Nancy Wilsted, is a lipstick lesbian who spends her summers on her hands
and knees in the dirt, whispering to Iris, Gladiola, Violet and Black-Eyed Susan. She raised me
by herself--no father, no live-in partner. Her lovers were often abusive.

Cille--charcoal black--drank Wild Turkey and smoked reefer that was hidden behind the
prescription pills in the kitchen cabinet. She had the Playboy channel, and once she threw me up
against a hook when I talked back. My mother wields a speculum from 9 to 5. She was the first
Registered Nurse in Colorado Springs to start a private practice for women’s health issues. The
greatest thing my mother has ever done for me is nothing--she let me discover my life.

My grandparents on my father’s side live on a farm in Oklahoma. My grandmother, Trudy
Black, hunts water moccasins so that they don’t bite the cows’ ankles when they go to drink at the
slough. My grandfather made stilts and rubber band guns from old 2x4’s and innertubes, taught
me how to catch catfish, and lost all of his upper teeth by the time he was 55. He traded cars and
trucks like baseball cards, but managed to hang on to thg blueberry Ford tractor with the red brush-
hog for 15 years. My grandparents did not know that my father was gay, or that he had AIDS
until a year before he died.

My grandparents on my mother’s side learned how to live during the depression when the
only way to eat was to work and work harder. My grandfather, Donald Wilsted, owned a
furniture and carpet store. He drove a yellow forklift and moved rolls of carpet like a true
Arthurian in a joust. When he retired to Green Valley, Arizona he learned the art of delivery--joke
delivery--and told every waitress the latest. He never let on that he had read each joke in the back
of that week’s Reader’s Digest . He died two years ago--March 14, 1992. My grandmother,
Barbara Wilsted, creates abelskivers --Danish pancake balls--with the dexterity and timing of a true
artist. When she drives, she twiddles her thumbs on the steering wheel as though she were
keeping time with the anxieties of the world: the conductor of one vast symphony of worries.

I have three aunts: Laura and Linda Black, and Mary Wilsted; one uncle: Tom Wilsted; and
three cousins: Trudy and Charles House, and Jeff Wilsted. But friends, teachers, and creatures
are all a part of my extended family, and I give a gracious nod to all those who have supported and
loved me through the years: John Eastham, Barry and Marc Huebert, David and Elinor Johnson,
Shelle Chasnoff, Pam Johnson, Christopher Bland, Sara Voorhees, Heather and Colie Campbell,
Irene and Rosalinda Del-Mogus, Doug Shakel, Derek Riker, John Newlin, Julie Goff, Wendy
Pillsbury, The Abeyta’s, Chet Huntington, Frosty, Cally, Blanche and Toby Jo, Tim and Carla
Muskat, Phil Simmons, Ron Miller, Ben and Jacquie Goluboff, and Josh “the Pfeffel” Pfeffer.



2. Please talk about your submission.

I submitted the two elegiac poems and the elegy I read at my father’s funeral because I
think it is important that I, and others, start talking openly about homosexuality and what it means
to be children of gay parents. The process of coming out, as many children of lesbi gay families
know, is not limited (o the parents. For 20 years I was just as closeted about my parents’ sexuality
as they were. Writing poetry is, for me, a way of coming out of the darkness of my own
homophobia, and a way of dealing with the griel of my father’s death. I believe in the healing
power of the word. Unheard voices become diseases. AIDS, I believe, is only a metaphor for
those unheard voices--a direct result of the silence caused by homophobia. Only when all people
end the silence of oppression and taboo will we begin to understand the true nature of AIDS.
AIDS is not a punishment--it is the disease of repression proliferating in our sociely. Everyone
will die, that is no secret. But nol everyone gets a chance to live. When you have no voice you
cannot live. I spent years of my life believing that my parents weren’t good enough because they
were gay. Ispent too long thinking that other kids were lucky to have straight parents they could
be proud of. I had other friends with lesbian mothers, but I didn’t know anyone else who had a
gay father. As aresult, much of my own “coming out” process has been facing and giving voice
to my father’s silence. This uncovering was the primary impetus for the poem “Prayer {or My
Father’s Secrets.” I wanted to present and re-present all of the clues and objects that led me to
discover my father’s homosexualily and contraction of HIV. Much of my anger toward my father
comes from his inability to effectively communicate what it meant [or him Lo be gay and what it
was like for him Lo have AIDS. Children suffer when they do not hear the stories of their parents
and ancestors. | had to create my own story for too long-—-I lied to myself. “Remembering You on
the Train from Chicago” was a poem that I wrote shortly after my father died. The poems
significance, [ believe, lies in the simplicity of remembering. Our memories are our only true link
to identity. Even if we try to hide our memories, they will remind us--“tap” us on the shoulder.
We can only lie lo ourselves about homosexuality and AIDS until the memories themselves
demand (o be told truthfully. The elegy was written to publicly honor my father at his memorial
service. Although our relationship was difficult and brief, I did come (o love my father
profoundly. I hope that the text of the elegy can speak for itself.

To all children of lesbigays, parents, and friends: write, write, write, and let your voice be
heard!

Noel Andersen Black
Lake Forest College
April 18, 1994



Prayer for My Father's Secrets Noel Andersen Black

My Father’s love for men lay quietly

Beneath his bed, hidden in

Drawers: magazines and books and

Three XXX videos on the top shelf. \

And the HIV he kept concealed in letters to my Mother
Only whispered in his withering body--

Secrets dying ten pounds at a time.



Remembering You on the Train From Chicago

Rooftops shuffle past

Like faces in a deck of cards

While the incantation of the
Click-Clack

And the rhythmic droning of the track
Remind me like a gentle

Tap

That you are gone.

Now Aoepsen Bunc.
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much that will be.

Thanks again!
Instructions: /magine vou 're telling a group of lesbian and gav parents and their kids about yourself and
Yyour work. You may fill this in or send us separate pages. Please be sure to include the last page of this

Jorm, however.

Please print your full name and age mafqmc_ A N.anL @0 lo’ ) 0.0.

Please print your address and phone #’s /16 A J;lmSah 5‘{&& ) Late féetfb///
NY. 10537 (914) 53¢~ ¢lo9
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1) Please tell us about yourself and your family.

My name is Melanie A. Gold, D.O.. I am 31 years old, a
pediatrician/adolescent medicine specialist and one of three
daughters of a lesbian mother and gay father. My parents met
through their families as teens, and in their early twenties
married each other. My father recalls always feeling "different"
from other boys as he was growing up - he knew he was sexually
attracted to men. However, he also felt he had to please his
parents and live an "acceptable" lifestyle. He did as he was
expected - he became a doctor, married my mom, and had children
(me and my younger twin sisters), but he always continued his
sexual liaisons quietly on the side. My parents loved each other,
but more as friends and companions, than as lovers. Externally we
had a quite "normal" looking family. My mom never acknowledged or
expressed her feelings for women until after my father "came out"
to her about his sexual orientation and they moved into separate
bedrooms.

When I was 15 years old, I told my dad I knew he was gay. I
suspected he was because he had a large number of very attractive
male friends and spent a lot of time hanging out with them in
Greenwich Village, NY. Both my parents were relieved that I told
them I knew about their orientation and were completely "out"
within our family six months later when we told my sisters.
Because we had been raised outside of New York City, and my
parents had taken extra care to teach us about many kinds of
people, my sisters and I easily adjusted to our family
uniqueness. For most of my teens and early adulthood, I had a
large, supportive, extended family composed of my parents, their
lovers and circles of friends from the Village. Gay Pride Day
became a family holiday and every year we watched, and later
marched in the parade in NYC.

Ten years ago, my mom moved out to New Mexico and my parents
divorced a year ago. Although my mom and dad are no longer close
friends, my sisters and I remain in close contact with each of
them. Both of my parents feel the best thing that ever came out
of their marriage was my sisters and me. We three believe we had
the most supportive and openly communicating family in which to
grow up. Ironically, despite our parents assurances that is was
fine to be gay or bisexual, my sisters and I all turned out
straight.



1) Please tell us about yourself and your family,
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2) Please talk about your submission

During my medical school and residency training, I became
increasingly aware that there was little, if any, mention of the
gay or lesbian family. As a pediatrician, I knew that physicians
were not receiving any training in how to approach the unique
challenges facing gay and lesbian families, although the needs of
other challenged families such as single-parent, poor or divorced
families were addressed. My article "Children of Gay or Lesbian
Parents" is the result of my longstanding belief that gay and
lesbian families can be exceptionally nurturing and supportive
environments in which to grow up.

The article will be published in August 1994 in Pediatrics
In Review which is a nationally subscribed journal for
pediatricians and pediatric trainees. The article is the product
of research I did during my adolescent medicine fellowship for
the Committee on the Psychosocial Aspects of the Child and Family
from the American Academy of Pediatrics. The committee wanted to
produce a statement on the positive impact of the gay and lesbian
family environment on child growth and development, yet no one on
the committee knew if there was research to support such a
statement. The article reviews the existing literature on gay and
lesbian parents, and more importantly provides guidelines for
pediatricians caring for the children of gay and lesbian parents.
This article is the first one of its kind in the pediatric
medical literature, although similar such pieces exist in the
nursing, psychological and social work milieus. Even more
exciting, I have just submitted a chapter commissioned for Robert
A. Hoekelman’s text PRIMARY PEDIATRIC CARE, 3rd edition, on gay
and lesbian parented families which should be published in 1996.



2) Please talk about your submission (possible topics: why you did it, it’s significance to you, what it
has to do with lesbigay familics, meanings, processes, etc.)
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I understand that my submission to Children of Stonewall will be displayed in public, and my name will
also be used in conjunction unless I initial below.

Y lmie G- tf D0 el

(name) (date)

Please do not use my full name for Children of Stonewall (initial)

[ understand that Children of Stonewall, COLAGE and Piper Dreams Productions will make all
reasonable efforts to secure the safety of my work. However, they are not liable should my work be
damaged. lost or stolen while in their possession.

eyt G Nl D0. ulluly

(name) (date)

I would like to donate my work permanently to COLAGE for subsequent shows of Children of Stonewall
and other educational and entertainment purposes.

iy Lo B T D0, i

(name) (date)

-_(check here) Please return my work in July, 1994 . I have enclosed the cost of postage.

Please return this form to:

COLAGE

2300 Market St. #1653
San Francisco, CA
94114

Questions? Call Stefan Lynch at (415) 206-1930
If you are in the Bay Area, please come to Children of Stonewall. The show goes up four times: Friday,
May 6 at 7pm, May 7 at 1pm and 7pm and Sunday at lpm. All shows are at the Women’s Building in San

Francisco, 3543 18th St. at Valencia. Admission is $10, there will be childcare available both afternoons,
and one performance (yet to be determined) will be sign-language interpreted.
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INVISIBLE CLOUDS

Between my father and me there was much, and distance, too.

we spent a winter in Boston when | was younger, though it wasn't really
cold. | complained that there wasn't snow and there were no big parks with
hills, anyway, so we couldn't go sledding. He wrote a poem about 1t; that
time in Boston, not my complaints. | didn't like the poem, but when you're
thirteen you don't like poetry, especially if it doesn't rhyme. That's part of
the deal. Reading the poem now, it's more complicated than that, like him.
It does rhyme, though, in a different way. He also didn't Tet me read all of it
when he wrote it. | found that out later, though.

You stretch out on the other bed, big
and unrefined as a W.P.A. sculpture
called BG/g Boy Reading .

You are a big boy. This is not poetry.
You read a book on children and their
parents | gave you with my marginalia,
jotting with a hotel pen your own.

Your legs transect the air like the
lines outside the Hirshorn. You sway
them practicing your teenage-

hood which begins all too soon

next week.

| think he made up the sculpture part. | would've done that. And
"marginalia.” | didn't know what that meant, but | use it now, borrowed like
the hotel pen.

Sometimes when | reread the poem it's like | wasn't there, like it's
someone else’s father writing about someone else’s son. But other times,
especially now, if | ignore the words and concentrate on other things, | know
that it is me. And it's him. Big words and all. No one else, | think, could
write with such big words and strange references; maybe that's how most
people, or poets, write, and | just don't know it. | kind of don't want to
know. He always said | didn't read enough.

Boston is a fun city, even if you do have a big rental car. In Toronto,
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where we live, there is the CN Tower. No one except tourists and school
groups go up it. | only go when my relatives visit. They're from North
Carolina, but theyre nice. They have to go up the tower whenever they visit,
because where they live the tallest building is three stories high. The CN
Tower, in case you don't know, is almost two hundred storfes tall, although
you can only go up to about the hundred and sixtieth. My little cousins used
to aim the pay-per-view telescopes south, hoping to see their house, but it
was always cloudy. My uncle would say that they'd have to wait til next
time when the weather was better. Then they'd be able to see it.

In Boston they have the Hancock Building. My dad and | went up twice.
The first time we went it was too foggy to see much, so we watched the
movie re-creation of Paul Revere's ride, and saw the model of the British
and Americans fighting in Lexington or wherever. My dad told me the real
storfes afterwards. We sat in a corner, right up against a window, and he
told me how the only reason Paul Revere's ride 15 so famous 1S because
someone wrote a poem about it, and that there was actually a woman before
that who had done a longer, more important ride. | snuggled up between him
and the window and he told me about the slaves that the American
forefathers owned, the pox-infected blankets that George Washington sold
to some Native Americans who were supposed to be allies, and about the
rich Boston merchants who got their money from the slave trade. We looked
around to see If anyone was listening, and then he said how silly it was that
no one except opera singers could sing the U.S. natfonal anthem. He tried,
but couldn’'t reach the high notes; he kept switching octaves. We sang the
Canadian anthem after that, so loud | think people stared.

The next time we went up it was clearer. He took a green pen and one of
those black notebooks he always had. He wrote his dreams in those, and
thoughts, and poems. | haven't got to them yet. And he wrote while | looked
out the windows and sucked on peppermint Lifesavers he bought me at the
gift shop. While | was watching the planes land at Logan, and thinking that
one of them shouid have been Bill's plane, though he was in the hospital, |
think my dad wrote some more of the poem.

This trip as never before you chasten my
quirks that might

embarrass you in public, but sitting
beside me in a cab, or on a marble bench,

Sy




or anywhere, you rest

one hand on my knee or throw an arm
around my back and say

how glad you are we're

together even if our feet

are sore.

Not many really big words in that stanza; he was in a simple mood, |
guess. Maybe he was thinking about me reading it while he wrote. This is
the part of the poem that embarrassed me the most, and | think that's why |
didn't remember it until now. Psychologists would call it repression, and
they're right, it is, but the word sounds bad, and | don't think it was bad that
| forgot about the poem. I'm glad | forgot he studied me like that, like
sculpture. Like | would study him.

Another time in Boston | remember (why is it | remember s and he
writes about e ?7) we were in Faneuil Hall buying bagels. We always got
these very gourmet pumpernickel bagels that cost ten cents more each.
Some Bostonian with a real heavy accent walks in through the double doors
leading a troop of tourists, probably his relatives, and he's telling them that
this is Faneuil Hall, only he's pronouncing it more tike “flannel” than
anything else, totally mangling this pretty French name, and not a head
turns, like what this guy has sald fs perfectly natural. Our Canuck ears
couldn't handle this, and we both laughed out loud at the stupid American.
Well, the stupid Americans certainly didn't see anything funny, so we took
our bagels and left, giggling at all of them under our breath, laughing out
loud when our eyes met. [t was that night, | think, that he wrote the last
stanza of the poem, at least the last stanza he showed me. | always thought
it was the end of the poem. It's not. | haven't figured out how | feel about
that.

Tonight as we dawdled along Commonwealth
Avenue

yakking about cabs

a shopwindow backlit you and cast on me
your figure, grown:

a sculptured pickup idling

by my blousier sedan.




That would have been a good ending. | think he carried the sculpture
thing a bit too far, though. And | never quite understood the tast few lines,
especially the "your figure, grown" part. | asked him once and he said that it
was foreshadowing. | didn't stop to think that you have to foreshadow
something . Maybe | repressed that, too.

Bill dled while we were In Boston. His parents were there, and he went
quickly, but my dad never forgave himself for being away. He didn't know, of
course. That Bill was dying. He was just under observation. My dad called
Bill's parents on the phone every week. They didn't tell my dad that Bill was
in intensive care. They didn't tell him about the morphine drip that kept Bill
unconscious for his last week so the oxygen tubes running through his nose
and into his lungs didn't hurt as much. They were too ashamed that their son
had AIDS, and jealous that Bf1l was ours and not theirs. We made it back for
the memortal; my dad wrote the eulogy on the plane. It wasn't the first
time, he said. Then | had to go back to school, and we didn't talk much about
Boston except when he let me read the poem.

| do remember one more time in Boston, though. We were at an Italian
restaurant in the section of the city called Back Bay, and my dad's friend
Tom (he's dead, now, too) was telling us about when he used to teach sailing
on the San Francisco Bay. All the stewardesses would come to get lessons
when they had to stay In San Francisco, so Tom met all these women from
around the world. The funny part 1s that he found out years later (this was
in the fifties, | think) that the stewardesses really didn't care about sailing.
They just came to flirt with him. Apparently he had gained a reputation as
one of the cutest available men in San Francisco. Well, Tom had no clue
about any of this, and of course couldn't have cared less. My dad thought the
whole thing was terribly funny, but | didn't even smile. My dad asked me
what was wrong, and | was going to tell him | was hungry and we hadn't even
ordered yet. | didn't want to tell him the truth then. | told him that | didn't
think 1t was appropriate table conversation; | did it to spite him. The rest
of the dinner went all right.

When my dad died is when | found the rest of the poem in his files.

The Tine of your chest brooded
as the black of the rectangle
in the Rothko we saw today




shook against vividest apricot,

the outline of your chest our future

1T I'm here. Tonight marks four weeks
of coughing, I've begun

to fret: pneumocystis, its velocity.

He wrote more, but it ended there for me. The memories of Boston were
pulled from their place, like they had been ripped down from the corkboard
covered with pictures of friends and funny newsclippings, like they didn't
belong there anymore. He knew ¢hat early.

My parents sent me to a therapist while they were breaking up. | was
young, and when he asked me to tell him what | was thinking, | told him.
When he listened to me, and nodded some, and asked more questions, | talked
more. | visited him for a while, and he was always nice and he had toys and
he played with me while | talked or drew pictures. | had good memories of
him, and always called him "my friend, Jim." After the divorce, | learned
that my parents had paid him to be like that. | hated thinking about those
visits then. Memories are not sacred, no matter what people say. He knew
that early.

At the airport, there was a mix-up and we got sent to the wrong gate, By
the time we checked in, there were no seats next to each other on the plane,
so he sat by the wing and | sat near the tail, where he said it was safer
When the seatbelt light turned off, he came back and knelt in the aisle
beside me. | said | was scared of flying, so he started telling me about the
first time he'd flown in an airplane. I'm not sure why, but after he finished
the story | didn't want him to tell me anything more, so | said | wanted to
take a nap. He looked at me I1ke there was something else he needed to say,
but | pulled the airplane blanket up closer around me. He looked out the
window for a while, coughed, and went back to his seat.

Stefan Lynch




Sou thern Caly PO e
Dear Gerald: | ((19§5¢ﬁi)

College is going all right. Southern California lives up - to
all the stereotypes. I met this really neat girl, and I like
my classes. I’m spending a lot of times thinking, so people
think I’m depressed, 1 don’t argue; I get attention. Please
take care of yourself and Jonathon. Write soon.

Love Justin.-Los'Angeles 9(12“

Dear Justin, R N e

It"s good to hear from you, it sounds like things are working
out; & great relief for all of us, especially you. I remember
when I went to college, it was a shock. I guess the most
surprising thing was meeting other gays. Remember when you,
Jonathon and I went to my parents for seder when you were
little, and you called me “"dad" and my father coughed up a
matzoh ball? He’s gotten more liberal than when I lived
there. Not an easy Place to grow up knowing you’re different
and not being able to tell anyone because you have a
legitimate fear of being kicked out of the family. Jonathon’s
family was a lot like mine, I think. But I gquessyou’d know
more about that, you used to visit them before didn’t you?
Anyways, Jonathon thinks you must be the biggest stud on
earth to have a girlfriend already (or what did you call her,
a "neat girl"? Come on, were not that oblivious.) Of course 1
reminded him how when I met hi» it was at a bar called The
Spike, and he was wearing nothing but black leather, and he’s
accusing you of being a stud. Never fear, I shall defend your
honor while you’re away. I have to if you keep using
euphemisms like "neat girl”. (Is she "neat" in bed? I won’t
tell Jonathon.) Well I guess I°m rambling. Quick up date on
everyone’s favourite invalid, the night sweats have decreased
so he’s getting a lot more sleep, Dr. Phillips says it’s
probably the AZT. Write soon, it’s like You don’t exist;
Jonathon can’t wait to hear all the dirt he thinks you don’t
tell me.

Love Gerald. NYC 9/18
Dear Gerald,

How are you? You talked about Jonathon’s health, but you
didn"t say how you were doing. Ever since you moved out of
the house, you don’t talk about yourself. You haven’t told me
about your apartment, you haven’t told me how Fiscus is doing
(shedding as usual, of course, stupid me.) You haven’t even .
told me if you®ve met any "neat” boys yet. (Okay, Phoebe
(that’s her name) and 1 slept together once, and yes she is
good in bed, and yes if say one word to Jonathon 1’11 bash
your head in. I°m totally serious. Like, totally.) The
relationship is purely hands off now (until she dumps her old
boyfriend (!')) So besides the momentary 1lull in that area,
things are pretty good. The weather is incredible (or should
I say "awesome"?) and even though 1°m one of the worst
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Players on the Lacrosse team it’s pretty cool. They recruited
all these Canadian players thinking it was going to be the
next big sport in Southern California. They were way wrong,
but at least I can learn a lot from:them and we get to travel
a lot because only a couple of the schools around here are at
our level. Speaking of travelling, it looks like we’ll be -in
New York for a couple days in December to play some of the
schaols around there, and I was wondering if I could stay at
your apartment? The coach says it’d be all right, and I just
don®t think that I could live at home after being in college,
s0 get back to me if possible. Whatever works out, it’ll- be
nice to see you {it”I1 be really nice to see you; it’s’only-
been a month, but it’s been the longest month in recorded
history, and I miss NYC.) Well, my Psychology paper beckons,
so take care and be good (or don’t be, I certainly haven’t
been!)

Love Justin. LA 9/30
Dear Justin,

Tell me more about Phoebe, will Jonathon have-little
grandchildren running around soon? (I°11 probably end up
babysitting.) You have to tell me more about her, actually
you have to tell Jonathon more about her. I was over there
today and and all he did was bitch about not getting any
letters from you. He said he’s mailed two letters, have you
gotten them? I checked and he has the right addrests (or at
least the same address I sent my letter to, and apparently
you got that one.) Maybe you should phone him.

Yes, you can stay in my apartment, Jonathon said he had
the exact same reaction to going home after his first
semester in college (I still think he was a little
disappointed.) We’re both looking forward to seeing you play
lacrosse again, especially without those stupid high school
crowds. We never really got along with the parents of those
jocks and cheerleaders (that one women, the mother of the
head cheerleader was so unbelievable at homecoming. She’s the
one with the cheap rhinestone necklace and immovable coiffe
that was going on about Future Homemakers of America and how
good it had been for her daughter. I got this vision of all
these bleached-blonde cheerleaders in Home Ec. making tuna
casseroles and talking about the apq}iances they wanted when
they got married. I almost)

No news on the boyfriend front, 1I’°m too busy and too
disinterested to make a concerted social effort. I’m really
glad that Jonathon and I managed to stay friends. I miss you!

Love Gerald, 10/10
Dear Gerald,
I’'m real pressed for time because Phoebe and I just
about to go stand on line for a few hours to get tickets to

the They Might Pe Giants concert (they’re this band that
write the craziest songs. They have one called Youth Culture



Killed my Dag which everyone here listens to constantly, and

they re Fhoebe’s favorite group.) Anyways in response to your
incessant questions about her. she’s a soccer player. one of

the best on the women’s team (she Plays forward.) She’s from

Vancouver. Canada (and has a really adorable Canadian accent

that she’s totally self-conscious about.) And she’s wonderful
and not blonde (one of about three.) I miss you too!

Love Justin,
LA 10/15

Dear Justin, e = Sa
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I™m really glad to hear about you and Fhoebe getting along so
well. You had such., a rough time last summer with Jescica. It
has to be one of the most frustrating things for parents when
their kids get older, that they can’t just say a few
comforting words and make the boo-boo (or feelings) all
better. Flease tell Phoebe hello and that she’s welcome in
New York anytime.

Jonathon has been having ahardtime getting through to
you, after you didn°t call last weel (and he still hasn’t
gotten any letters, did you send any?) he tried phoning your
dorm, but it sounds like the guys on your hall didn’t take
thee messages. He was in the hospital all day today, he made
it there himself and called me to take him home because all
the tests they took wore him out. He said he wrdte you
another letter that should be in the mail (it’s probably
already there by now.) It looks like he miight have to go off
the AZT, he’s prabably among the fifty percent of people that
can’t take it because of bad reactions. His is anemia; the
drug’s fairly toxic and it seems to be suppressing his bone
marrow (he says it suppressing his brain, because he can’t
write poetry, but it’s probably due to the complete lack of
energy.) Just to let you know, Graham died last weel:
Thursday. That’s one of the reasons Jonathaon tried calling.
It was quick, Allen said he’d be all right without Graham, so
he just let go and died a few hours later. Herb Spiers
(remember him from Fire Island?) doesn’t look like he’11 hang
on much langer. Allen said that he caught Graham’s parents
going through all his things and putting stuff in a big
cardboard box. He asked what they were doing and his father
said that they were taking what’s rightfully there’s. So
Allen snuck into there room while they were out at dinner and
took all #he stuff back. There was still a vase missing
though, and Allen casually asked about that the next morning
(apparently Graham®s parents were too afraid to bring up the
re—taken items) and Graham’s mom said that the vase had been
something Graham had always cherished, and that they couldn’t
do without it. The next day Allen Ppicked up the phone to call
the funeral home, and Graham’s dad was one the other
extension, yelling at his mom for only getting %45 for the
vase; he told her to polish it. I still have hope for your
grandparents. What are you doing for break?

Love Gerald, 10/22



Dear Gerald:

The amount of work I have is inconceivable. Fhoebe’s a 1it
major, and has been helping write some of the papers, but 1
still don’t know where some of my teachers get off. We went
to the symphony last night and-she wore this incredible deep
blue dress with a very low cut back (and front.) Quite a
difference from muddy shorts and a-t-shirt. Actually it was
sort of similar to that dress you wore to the party at Alan
Berubé’s house, except she didn’t get smashed and puke all
over it (you dufus-head.) e R

1°d forgotten how damned stoic Jonathon.can be: o - .. .
sometimes. Why doesn’t he take care of himself? T feel like
I’m the one doing all the work to stay healthy (counselling
and all that B.S5.) while he's the one that’s sick. I wish you
could talk some sense into him, or maybe just some emotion.
He can be so damned devoid of affect even when he writes.

I’m going to Vancouver for break with Phoebe. That
starts in a couple weeks (if I get through all this hell-sent
homework.) I’m looking forward to clean air.

Love Justin,
LA 10/22

Justin,

This is short because things here are hectic right now. Your
father was in the hospital for almost a week. He’s out now,
but he spent a day in intensive care. I’ve been phoning you
every day, I even tried Phoebe’s extension (you never told me
her last name, but she’s the only Phoebe enrolled there) and
I haven’t found you and you haven’t called back. I don’t know
what you’re doing, but you should call vyour dad now. he’s not
very well. Apparently the fatigue was due to PCP (he’s
recovering) and it was a scary few days. Call.

Gerald 11/2
Dear Gerald,

I just got your letter, and I have two things to say: 1) As 1
told you before, I have a lot of homework, and I’m sorry but
it’s been hectic here too. I can’t Play bicoastal nursemaid
to every one of Jonathon’s little illnesses. 2) Please don’t
call Fhoebe, she’s not a part of any of this.

I just tried to call Jonathon, but someone’s on the
phone and I have to go to class. 1°11 try later if I have
time. If I don*t get through to him by the time you get this,
tell him I’m glad he’s out of the hospital., I know how much
he hates it. I°11 also try calling from Vancouver next week.
Take care of yourself.

Love Justin.
LA 11/8

Dear Justin,



Jonathon and I want you to come home for break, the enclosed
check is for airfare. We both know how much you want to be
with Fhoebe, but he’s not doing well, it’s not just one of
Jonathon’s “little illnesses, " they’ve readmitted him to the
haospital for observation. I think Herb’s memorial upset him
too much.

- Pneumonia finally got Herb. Thank God.

I don’t understand what you think:- is going on here, but
Joonathon really needs you. Get the plane ticket, call Mt.
Sinai (he is room 412) to tell him which flight you®1l be on,
and I’11 pick you up at the airport.

See you soon,

Gerald 11/64
Geraild,

I called Jonathon befare 1 left and explained that I already
had the plane ticket to Vancouver and that Phoebe’s parents
wre expectingme etc. He sounds awful. All did was try to make
me feel guilty foor comingto school in California which
really makes me angry because I thought we’d all be through
that already. You both have to understand that I’m in college
now. I have my own life, I have finally met someone who loves
me without a lot of strings attached. Jonathon will be fine.

He always is. You should know that by now. I’1l1 call you when
I get back to school.

Justin 11/15 g
Gerald,

I don’t know what the fuck you thought you were doing, but
this is the last letter I am writing you. I told you that
Phoebe plays no part in these problems three thousand miles
away. You had no right to call her and tell her what you did,
no matter how sick you think my dad is, she hasn’t spoken to
me since you told her about Jonathon. She probably thinks
I’ve infected her or something. The next thing you’ll be
doing is calling my Dorm Director or something. I know he’s
sick, and just because he has pneumonia again doesn’t give
you or him the right to screw with my life. It’s not like
he’s on his death bed, I°m sure 1’11 know when it’s time for
him to die, and it’s not now, no matter what you think or
what you think Dr. Phillips thinks. il

Tell Jonathon I love him, and I’11 visit him when the
lacrosse team comes there in two weeks.

Justin 11/18
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I will if you will.

NO. NO.

I will whether you will or not.



pressed in the pressure cooker
NOT I

at least I tried not to be.

wish I could say what I found out
The frying pan, the fire--?

its not.quite like that

Its given to us.

Life 1s glven to us.

Our choices, our courage, our downfall,
all given-out stories,

webs inborn in us to spin,

my web, my center, my fire

Credit? take credit?

I can't take credit

all is given. on the ellen-

certificates



according to

in accordance with

(charm, wit) of

alone in a tempest

delighted

alone for myself

alone with struggles

opened up apple barrel

hang on to aloneless

hold on to the center of aloneness
Diamond

Lone-1ly



three conversationsS..e.

Listen Ellen I believe in non-monogamy.
I just have to grow in different ways
with different people.

Well, I don't want to do it. I think it

just turns into a lot of pain...but I'll try it.

Listen Ellen I've just fallen in love that's all.

I have to leave town & go be with her.

Well, ===



We destroy
We re-write

We re-make

We smell & touch & make love
breathing is good

we smell so good together
we argue so good together.

I shall argue my desire of her.

She is green plants to me.
She 1s a socialist revolution to me
(and not just my own private one)
Where are the po-em words
for her from me?

THEY'RE COMING

If T want to reach Amanda
where do I reach for?
0.F.

closed face,

open up to me.

I will weasel around you

and seduce you.

Happy Birthday
Happy Birthday

I been yer lover, honey
almost fer two years
and two of yer birthdays,

and I like it, bein with you,

it's got substance.



I'm writin' a poem to you
I'm writin' a poem to you.
Don't believe what I say
Don't believe what I say

Believe what I do.

Look at who holds the power, the power
and look at how 1t gets used.
Look at who holds the money, the money

look what it makes us do.

Believe what I do

Belleve who I love.

Lets let it all come through.
She drinks
She reads books

She 1g alive.

4 <k A

I am a detaller, a chronicler of my time.
I've been through a lot of my times!
groovy trips, not as a success or star

or even solld middle line upholder in
any of them.

I am a woman with my mind made up.

My writing is uneven

(Where do the words
Soon, it will not be come from inside of

me)



The spiritual lover woman

who offers you intensity

and a home in the country

is workingclass!

must be something political in that.

She's not into groovy trips.

She got real angry when I tried

to talk about

the economic basis of your leaving
me for her--

how long I shall say in my letter,

do you think your intense love will last
given conditions for lesbians now.
given our need for groovy trips
[what else is there but pain].
In your home in the country
Four walls and "her"---
how long do you give it?
our "co-munity" is young, (white, middle class)
our co-munity is in big cities.
What bonds can we make

beyond romance, substitute for security?

and lesbian cultural capitalism

substitute for community

beyond the cities

San Francisco
beyond the graveyard:

tomb of Sappho.

What bonds, longtime lover of mine. The letter

ends.



What we do in joy

what we do in despair
what we lack, what we are
how we can complete

what we have begun

with ourselves.

How we can order our own desperation
how we can sustain

ourselves, ourself, the very own,
breath and body,

dream and delight,

How we can

command and containe.

How, indeed, and what

can we then walk this earth,
go through all the stages
that are required of us,
pass through the ages we

are offered

and, then, all the time

what can we be

when we can't answer to the
time

to the day, to the hour

the hour envelops, disorders
awakes us, forces us, causes us

to draw the line




ELLEN'S POEM

Wu Wel

Letting be; cherishing being and time; belng in it.

See the positive intent and action of the Way.

Sits drowsing in the sun

Me-Me-Me

Sings on mesa

Bringing up the sun

Me-Me-Me

Warm sun, warm blood

Singing

Desert/city/desert

San Francisco window on the sun
Green chair, carrot juice, healing

Foing toward that desert

Mesa, singing for the sun
Singing for the world

The children, the people

I am singing for the world also
Me-me-me-me

I, the same warm skin, warm blood
Wearing this dance as we =0

Around the sun

This skin, this daily self, these acts
Poems and songs of the desert

Are in my mind. Deep in me



Later note. I have to live with my own record.

I have to live with my own journal. If it embarrasses me,

its part of it. Maybe its the whole of it. I have, I must
reveal myself to myself. Live with its shame, fear, self-

hatred, ugliness, POVERTY.



ﬁeuven Goldfarb, Cynthia 0'Connell and Julle Roterts
are responsible for selecting the material for thls collection.
It is a representative sampling of Ellen's later writings.
Other collections may focus on earlier periods in her life.

Ellen Margaret Clark was born in Schenectady, New York
on June 6, 19Ll;, was raised in Syracuse, attended Barnard
College in New York for one year, lived in Japan for several
months in 1962, and received a B.A. in English from Syracuse
University in 1967.

That same year she moved to San Francisco, worked as a
mail delivery person and did meny other kinds of work over the
next thirteen years. She was a founding member of the Mother
Courage Commune and thé 29th St. Feminist Day Care Center, and
an active participant in many cultural and political movenents.

This is her first published work and, regrettably, it is
being printed posthumously. ©Tllen died of intestinal cancer

in San Francisco cn December 10, 1980.

Publishing date: June h, 1982
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of thirty-six numbered copnies.
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