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An inspiring and courageous artist and writer once said, ÒIf you ask me what I came into 

this world to do, I will tell you: I came to live out loud.Ó  

 

I am excited to be here today, to speak to you about my living out loud, in my journey as 

an out gay woman and professional.  I can do today what no one was given the 

opportunity to do for me, when I was in high school, and thatÕs to describe to you a life 

thatÕs truly blessed Ð with love, professional success, and inspiration. I have a wonderful 

partner, Michelle, of 8 years Ð sheÕs a public interest lawyer whoÕs worked on womenÕs 

rights and environmental causes.  We have three kitties who are like our kids. We have a 

large circle of friends, gay and straight, of all ages and backgrounds, who embrace us and 

our relationship.  WeÕve attended lots of gay commitment ceremonies and weddings over 

the years, and many of these couples are now starting families themselves.  Two of our 

friends were the first gay couple whose wedding announcement was featured in the New 

York Times, three or so years ago.  My parents are mostly supportive of my relationship.  

For work, I get to go into corporate boardrooms and share the message of how powerful 

the gay community is, in terms of buying power and as a potential talent pool Ð and not 

only are they listening, theyÕre paying me to tell them this!  I have ÒoutÓ friends at senior 

levels of major companies and non-profit organizations.  All in all, I feel fortunate to be 

gay because it gives me a unique, hard-won vantage point, and a commonality with 

others whoÕve also struggled to believe in their difference as a source of strength, 

regardless of which difference it is.  I am honored to be in their company.  

 

Goals for Today, and Positioning 

 

My plan is to speak for about 20 minutes, and then we can spend the remainder of the 

time answering any questions you might have, or hearing comments.  IÕll take you 

through some defining and important childhood experiences and college memories, and 

then discuss my current life, with my wonderful partner Michelle, and my professional 



status, as a leadership and diversity consultant.  Some of my insights might seem obvious 

to you Ð not all of us get to go to a school such as Brearley, in New York City, with such 

fabulously enlightened teachers, fellow students, and families!  Your generation has the 

benefit of so much more openness and information on this topic that you can google 

Òcoming outÓ and know that thereÕs a whole world of support, understanding and 

guidance out there.  When I went through this process, we didnÕt even have the internet at 

our disposal Ð and certainly no gay/straight student alliances!  So rather than tell you 

statistics you can read about online, my approach today will  be more personal.  IÕd be 

happy if something we talk about leads you to think more positively about somebody gay 

you know, or sparks some untapped courage in you Ð perhaps it will push you to reflect 

on whatever piece of yourself you havenÕt shown the world, and to make a plan to show 

it.  Just as this is critical for gay kids, itÕs critical for all kids Ð girls especially Ð as we 

have so many more obstacles to making our own path.  What will you stand for?  What 

will you fight for?  What will your life be about?  These are tough questions to answer at 

your age Ð or any age!  In fact, at your age I was busy conforming to my parentsÕ and 

societyÕs wishes for me and my life, and it wasnÕt really until college that I heard my 

strongest inner voice.  It didnÕt hurt that college was also 3000 miles away from home! 

But given my background, education, and upbringing, itÕs highly improbable that I would 

have ended up where I am today Ð it was only through a very honest journey, and a little 

courage to be different, that I got here.   

 

Childhood 

 

When I was a kid, no one was officially ÒoutÓ in my life, in the media, anywhere Ð but 

now I realize of course that gay people were there Ð I just didnÕt have the framework or 

context to understand them, nor the words to describe them.  I remember joining in with 

my friends to make fun of my camp counselor because she didnÕt dress and act 

ÒfeminineÓ enough, in our view.  While spying on her and her female friend, we caught 

them holding hands.  Our spying on them was as much about curiosity as it was about 

typical kid cruelty Ð we learn early to punish and make fun of things outside the norm 

without thinking itÕs malicious, but I was certainly intrigued on a whole other level by 



what I had seen.  I had had physical encounters with boys Ð and a few girls, like my best 

friend from third grade Ð and I didnÕt at the time relate my experimentation with my 

friend to my counselorÕs same-sex romantic bond with her friend.  Luckily, I felt very 

little shame or embarrassment about my curiosities Ð this could have been, in part, 

because I remember my mom saying at one point, Òoh honey, itÕs very normal to have 

crushes on older girls,Ó so I assumed that I wasnÕt alone, and that other kids might be 

having similar experiences.   

 

But donÕt get me wrong Ð I am not one of those people who can say, ÒI knew I was gay at 

a very young age.Ó It wasnÕt like that, for me. All through grade school and high school 

and part of college, I was affirmatively boy crazy.  95% of my romantic energy was 

directed at boys Ð and I wasnÕt forcing it!  I was practically a serial monogamist from 

about age 14 onwards, and dated everything from the athletic guys to the nerds to the 

tortured artists.  I threw myself into these relationships Ð indeed, I think I defined myself 

largely in this period by my interactions with guys, and my exploration of love, lust, 

attraction, etc.  I was a big flirt Ð and somewhat vain Ð in that way some girls are Ð 

spending an hour blow drying my hair every morning, big hoop earrings, make-up. I had 

crushes on male rock stars É  mostly just Duran Duran (although interestingly, Boy 

George from Culture Club too!).  Externally, and mostly internally, I definitely fit the 

image of the typical 80Õs Southern California heterosexual young teen.  I got made fun of 

a lot for this, believe me, my first year at Middlebury College. One point IÕd like to make 

on this topic is that itÕs become very politically accepted, or desirable, to say that people 

are Òborn gayÓ Ð that itÕs nature, not nurture.  The thinking is, if we convince others of 

this, our enemies will leave us alone because, Òwell, they canÕt help it Ð itÕs biological.Ó  

If itÕs biological, it canÕt be a moral choice Ð and hence something you canÕt change 

about yourself.  My path to today has clearly been a more complex combination of nature 

and nurture Ð which will probably take a lifetime, if that, to understand.   

 

I brought this straight identity with me to college, when I came to Middlebury in 

Vermont, and promptly started going to fraternity parties and dating athletes. Looking 

back, I donÕt think I was trying to be interested in guys Ð I just really was, at that point.   



But I also, my freshman year, got an out-of-nowhere crush on a girl that was almost too 

strong to ignore.  She was a singer in my a cappella group, had a voice like Joni Mitchell, 

and played a mean guitar.  She also played field hockey.  She seemed so smart, 

independent, strong, funny - and our voices blended really well so we had some solo 

duets together Ð during which of course I would turn bright red and avoid making eye 

contact with her, or anyone!  I was constantly trying to be near her Ð go to parties where I 

knew sheÕd be, in the hopes of seeing her, and my heart would do little flips around her.  I 

never disclosed my feelings to her, and I have no idea if they were reciprocated, but we 

did have some very intimate conversations that led me to think there was an attraction.  I 

remember thinking to myself, would it be so bad to kiss her, and realizing that I actually 

wanted to Ð and that intellectually I couldnÕt find anything wrong with that. I couldnÕt 

picture what would come next Ð IÕd really only been with boys Ð but I figured it would 

take care of itself.  I didnÕt have the mental language to picture what two people of the 

same gender might do to express romantic love.  You didnÕt see that 15 years ago, and 

you still donÕt see it.  Even now, it depresses and angers me that the mainstream media 

still studiously avoids portraying same-sex romantic love Ð even kissing.  Sure, the show 

Will and Grace depicts two gay people Ð but youÕll never see Will have a boyfriend that 

he kisses onscreen.  HeÕs effectively neutered, because thatÕs all most American viewers 

can handle right now.   I find it strange that American audiences are comfortable seeing 

so much violence in movies Ð bombs blowing people up, gunfights, savage attacks on 

women Ð but they shy away from showing two people of the same gender in love. We 

have a long way to go on that front.  

 

Anyway, back to my story.  The first time I met an officially ÒoutÓ gay person was when 

I went home with a college boyfriend for Thanksgiving, and met his gay aunt and her 

partner.  They were an older couple Ð had been together for many years Ð but it was 

thrilling for me to watch them and ponder what their lives might be like.  I saw that the 

family understood and embraced their relationship.  I donÕt know why any of this was 

such a revelation, but at the time, this was new to me.  I tried to integrate it with a book I 

was reading at the time which also had an enormous impact on me Ð Tom RobbinsÕ 

ÒEven Cowgirls Get the BluesÓ, which chronicles a bunch of strong women cowgirls and 



quirky characters, of all romantic preferences, living happily on a ranch.  The author is 

sort of a hippie, mystic, feminist writer, and he is clearly influenced by Native American 

spirituality and its views on the feminine, and his characters in the book lament that 

modern civilization has become a Òcircle, squaredÓ Ð with the circle representing the 

feminine, and the square representing the masculine.  One cowgirl points out, ÒThere are 

no squares in nature É the earth is round, the wind whirls, the womb is no shoebox.  

Where are the corners of the egg, and the sky?  The square is a product of logic and 

rationality.  It was invented by civilized man.  ItÕs the work of masculine consciousness.  

Primitive tribes and matriarchal cultures always paid homage to what is round.  The male, 

in his rebellion against what is natural and feminine in the universe, has used logic as a 

weapon, and as a shield.  The whole object of logic is to square the circle.Ó  Well, in 

those intellectually hungry days, this just about sent me over the edge Ð I loved it!  It 

connected the threads in me, of loving women, and fighting for womenÕs rights, and 

making the world a better place, and prompted me to ponder whose expectations I was 

fulfilling, for my gender, and to look critically at the popular frame of reference that 

societyÕs created for women. 

 

My first womenÕs studies class in college then gave me the cold, hard facts to stoke the 

fire.  For example, we studied the history of marriage and I learned the origins of women 

changing their names to their husbandÕs, and in those days, losing their property and legal 

rights in the process.  We discussed reproductive rights and how our government, run 

traditionally by men, has dictated what we can and canÕt do with our bodies. Sometimes I 

would look around the classroom and think, ÒIs anyone else in here as moved by this as I 

am?Ó I still feel bad for the one guy in that class, who I remember had enrolled because 

he needed the credit Ð oh, the beating he took! The readings and discussions pushed me 

to think outside the box about gender and sexuality, and clearly showed that there was an 

extensive body of scholarship on this topic, that womenÕs oppression was a well-

documented fact that I had somehow missed, and that no self-respecting woman can 

ignore our history.  For the first time, I saw the ÒscriptÓ that had been written for me, all 

my life, and how I had been participating in it, almost totally Ð from the boyfriends to my 

dress to the way I acted.  For a time, I tried to reject some of these things Ð breaking up 



with the boyfriend, not shaving my legs, not wearing make-up.  I played around a little 

with my gender, testing the boundaries and asking myself for the first time, why do I put 

make-up on in the morning, when men donÕt have to?  When I dress ÒsexyÓ who am I 

doing it for?  Thus, my politics and my sexuality began to entwine, and they continue to, 

to this day.  

 

When I finally had the opportunity to be with a woman for the first time physically, it felt 

very wonderful, fulfi lling, and natural for me.  Everything fell into place, intuitively.  

She, however, had a very different response initially.  Our first kiss took her completely 

by surprise, and she locked herself up in the bathroom and cried for several days.  I think 

her whole world Ð how sheÕd seen herself growing up - came crashing down when she 

realized she was attracted to me, and to women in general - she had never realized why so 

many aspects of her behavior and identity had felt like a lie up until that point, and the 

truth of it hit her like a truck.  I felt, however, elated - what had always been missing in 

terms of an emotional connection with guys was there with her.   

 

Parents 

 

Once I had this milestone under my belt, I knew I had to come out to my parents.  They 

had never spoken to me about the possibility of not conforming to the straight world Ð I 

think this would have required true enlightenment on their part Ð but they had no 

familiarity with the topic, and more than that, every parent wants to protect their child 

from a sometimes cruel world.  My mom had gay friends Ð in fact, growing up, we knew 

on some level that a Girl Scout leader friend of hers was gay, and my mom was very fond 

of her Ð but when it pertained to my and my sistersÕ sexuality, it never came up.  In this 

world, you never have to come out as ÒstraightÓ Ð itÕs assumed, of everyone Ð kind of like 

innocent until proven guilty.  ItÕs assumed about me, today, 19 times out of 20. My 

favorite is, ÒSo, are you married?Ó  

 

My dad took my coming out differently than my mom Ð he had more actively negative 

stereotypes to confront in himself, and continues to work on this to this day.  He replied 



to my coming out that he regretted that I would Ònever know the joys of a familyÓ and 

that I would have made a great mother. He also worried about my career (I was a singer 

at the time) Ð that I would come out publicly and jeopardize my career because nobody 

would give a lesbian jobs, especially if I have to Òplay straightÓ.  What if I canÕt?!  Or 

what if itÕs not believable?!  I donÕt know if most of you, being 20 years younger than I, 

could brush this off, but for me these words still hurt just to remember them.  But from 

his angle, they are honest questions, not meant to hurt Ð it just shows his limited 

understanding of why people are gay, and what life for a gay person can really be in 

todayÕs world.  He was telling me, itÕs not a friendly place out there for Òpeople like 

youÓ, and that I couldnÕt be a well-paid, successful professional with a loving life partner 

and potentially kids, and a wonderful circle of friends, and be out at the same time.  He 

couldnÕt be more wrong!  I stand here today, and I have everything he thought I couldnÕt 

have.   

 

And THAT was just what the OUTSIDE world would do to me.  For him 

PERSONALLY, same-sex romantic expression made him very uncomfortable.  Michelle 

and I were once at a bar with him in Times Square, and I had my hand on her knee as the 

three of us were talking.  He leaned over and asked me to remove my hand from her knee 

Ð I was 27 years old at the time, so you can imagine the effect that had.  We ended up in a 

screaming fight on the sidewalk in the middle of Times Square, where I demanded that he 

accept me and my relationship.  That was eight years ago.  I think he could handle the 

hand on the knee now, but to this day I certainly am not demonstrative with Michelle in 

front of my parents in the way my two straight sisters are with their husbands.  I think as 

IÕve gotten older, IÕve realized that there are just some battles I donÕt want to fight Ð and I 

think over the years IÕve made my point with them in other ways than forcing it down 

their throats. Without meaning to, they still marginalize Michelle, and our relationship Ð 

forgetting birthdays, not caring enough to record when our anniversary is, although they 

certainly know when my sisters and their husbands are, leaving her off family emails Ð 

and I just gently remind, remind, remind.  I have less and less ability to get upset, the 

older I get Ð which I think is how we survive, as humans.   And they do get better with 

every passing year.  I have two younger sisters who have been nothing but supportive 



since the beginning Ð they go so far as to go to bat for me with my parents over a 

comment or a slight, which feels incredible Ð for a gay person, when you donÕt have to be 

in the ÒeducatorÓ role all the time, and you can let someone else speak for you, someone 

straight who Ògets itÓ, and feels the pain you feel. There is no feeling like that in the 

world!   

 

After college I moved to Boston, and once there I located the Cambridge WomenÕs 

Center and, after a scared moment or two, took the plunge and attended my first coming-

out discussion for bisexual and questioning women.  This led to my finding my first 

groups of lesbian, bisexual, or questioning women to hang out with, and we had a lot of 

fun.  With them, I experienced my first trip to Provincetown, Massachusetts, a quaint old 

Portuguese fishing village on Cape Cod thatÕs become one of the biggest gay meccas in 

the US, my first Gay Pride Week and March, my first gay clubs, bars, bookstores, etc.  

As I came to know the size and diversity of the gay community, I started to feel even 

more that I was in the right place, and for me, my membership in that group isnÕt just 

about who I sleep with, but about its incredible fight for, and contribution to, justice and 

equality. At this time, I was working for a non-profit called City Year where I could 

channel this energy, and start building leadership skills and diversity awareness in 

organizations, which would eventually lead me to the work I do today.  I met my first 

long-term girlfriend there, and her greatest gift to me in retrospect was her belief in me as 

a professional, specifically as a musician and performer.  She pushed me to invest myself 

fully in the career - I had been singing and performing classically and with jazz and rock 

groups in the Boston area for several years, but hadnÕt made a full-time commitment to 

getting serious vocal training and going for the big auditions.   I did eventually go to grad 

school for music, in New York, and after a few years of doing theater, I realized that it 

wouldnÕt sustain me as a career over time.  Part of the reason was because of the 

disconnect between me and the characters I had to play  Ð the old-school musicals like 

Oklahoma, Carousel, etc. are big on traditional gender roles. I knew IÕd be stuck playing 

a lovesick, straight (of course) 18-year-old for the foreseeable future.  And as you may be 

starting to see, thatÕs not me!   

 



Once I left being a performer for a livi ng, I got another masters in Training & 

Development which I believed would springboard me into more interesting work in the 

leadership and diversity arena Ð and it has!  Over the last 6 years, IÕve been working in 

that field, traveling the world doing training for companies and non-profits, on a variety 

of subjects. The most powerful kind of training I get to deliver is sessions on diversity Ð 

both diversity as itÕs been traditionally defined in the workplace (mostly based on race 

and gender) and lesbian/gay/bi/trans diversity, specifically.  Sessions on the latter require 

me to come out as a lesbian Ð no sidestepping that! If IÕm challenging others to examine 

their views on stereotypes and inclusion, how could I not share with them my own main 

fact of difference?  This doesnÕt mean itÕs easy, but I force myself to do it, in boardrooms 

across corporate America, in front of strangers.  ThereÕs that moment of free fall, right 

after I do it, when you can hear a pin drop and theyÕre sitting there, blinking at me.  Once, 

a woman broke the silence by saying, Òwow, that was so brave.Ó In that same session, a 

young guy stopped me in the hall on a break and thanked me quietly Ð sending me a 

message of ÒI am, tooÓ but that he doesnÕt feel comfortable being out at the company.  

This was just two months ago!  IÕm surprised this fear still exists Ð living in New York 

itÕs easy to forget Ð but then again IÕm also pleasantly surprised when I meet a senior 

executive whoÕs very out, and successful, in his or her organization.  I can only imagine 

what theyÕve endured, or had to brush off, or had to confront, on their journey to that 

position, and that success.   

 

All of us who do this work struggle to advise our HR and Diversity counterparts in 

corporations Ð because you can have every corporate equality policy and get your name 

in all the magazine lists for the Òbest company for diversityÓ, and yet that doesnÕt mean 

that the gay woman in Accounting feels like she can be out to her team, or her boss.  

LGBT identified employees spend a lot of time and energy hiding their personal lives, if 

theyÕre not ÒoutÓ, and also spend time taking the temperature of their co-workers and 

managers to determine whether their careers will be impacted by disclosing their sexual 

orientation.  I get calls from Directors of Diversity from major Fortune 500 companies 

that have scored 100% on the Corporate Equality Index, published by the Human Rights 

Campaign, to tell me that they know, off the record, that gay people are quitting left and 



right because they feel afraid of the consequences of coming out.   These diversity 

professionals ask me, ÒHow can I make the senior executives care about this issue Ð itÕs 

hurting our bottom line.Ó  In a nutshell, my work with them includes communicating the 

value of diverse teams for innovation, explaining that employees who feel safe and 

valued in the workplace contribute more to the bottom line, and making the point that 

proactively managing diversity issues can prevent major public relations and legal 

problems.  Besides that, itÕs just the right thing to do (and that argument works more and 

more these days!)  

 

Even if we just had the economic argument for understanding and supporting the gay 

community, it would be a strong argument.   The purchasing power of the gay 

community is somewhere between that of Asian Americans and Hispanics Ð we number 

approximately 15 million in population - and corporate America has taken notice.  ItÕs 

also taken notice of the fact that if they want to sell to the gay community, they had better 

have pretty progressive policies and protections in place for their gay employees.  Gay 

consumers do their homework, perhaps more than any other group, and wonÕt buy from a 

company that has horribly discriminatory policies internally.  Companies compete over 

who can get the best score on the Equality Index I mentioned before, and strong positive 

scores have become a recruiting tool for Human Resources departments everywhere.  

Gay people are some of the most intense email users, and they wonÕt hesitate to spread 

the message about this or that corporate bad actor Ð or good actor Ð and there is not a 

company out there that can afford bad press in the gay community. Ford is in the hot seat 

now, in fact, as theyÕve responding to pressure from the American Family Association by 

pulling all of their advertisements from lesbian and gay publications Ð and believe me, 

their advertising has been splashed across gay publications for years.  Alternatively, 

Wells Fargo Bank has done the opposite, and in response to pressure proudly stated that, 

yes, they do give money to gay causes, and that they will continue to do so.  I think as a 

result, the AFA has issued a boycott on Wells Fargo.  

 

But, good or bad news notwithstanding, the knowledge of our presence, prominence and 

power in the business world has played an important part in my ability to be out Ð every 



time I stand up, there are millions Ð of dollars, and people, behind me.  Plus, gay people 

today are some of the bravest, coolest, most enlightened people on the planet.  IÕm 

especially impressed with teens today Ð itÕs not uncommon to see straight teens leading 

Gay Straight Alliances at high schools Ð as a recent Time Magazine article pointed out, 

members of these alliances are sometimes heterosexuals who find anti-gay rhetoric as 

offensive as racism Ð as well we all should. I have waged a personal war against the 

phrase that seems to be on every straight teenÕs lips (you know it) - ÒthatÕs so gayÓ, and 

even confronted my 24-year-old sister and her boyfriend about it, when they used it in 

front of me and Michelle.  I was incredulous Ð how could they possibly use a phrase like 

that in front of us - but only when I challenged both of them about it, did they realize the 

literal meaning of what they had been saying all these years. My sisterÕs boyfriend then 

made the connection that heÕs never met a real gay person, before us.  Lesson learned.  

But then I worry weÕre sliding back again when I see a movie like Wedding Crashers 

(donÕt ask É it was a long flight from Europe this week!) where thereÕs a gay son in the 

family whoÕs a complete caricature of the sad, lonely, depressed, and sex crazed gay teen, 

who eventually believe it or not makes an awkward move on Vince VaughnÕs character 

because heÕs so sex starved.  That bothered me on a lot of levels.  Why couldnÕt he be 

well-adjusted, cute, confident, and all those things?  

 

But on the subject of gay teens, itÕs important to realize that thereÕs a chasm between gay 

adults that grew up in the last couple decades, and gay teens today Ð a very different 

mentality, about being out, about how to approach politics, about the need to stick 

together for strength in certain neighborhoods Ð which led to the gay communities in 

Chelsea, the Village, etc.   I donÕt have a lot of time to go into more details on this, but I 

recommend you read the Time Magazine article from October 10th of this year, on Gay 

Teens, if you want to know more about the landscape, and specifically on the 

phenomenon of Òex-gaysÓ and ministries who are targeting converting gay youth to being 

straight. 

 

Even though I do this work for a living, I still struggle with my internalized homophobia, 

and my need for acceptance by the straight community.  I still make constant choices 



about how much IÕm going to disclose, and it feels horrible sometimes to know that IÕve 

taken the Òsafe routeÓ as opposed to the ÒhonestÓ route.  Whether itÕs the split-second 

impulse to drop MichelleÕs hand as we walk into a restaurant because I donÕt feel like 

dealing with the staring, or kissing her cheek instead of her lips in the morning when 

weÕre saying goodbye outside of our building near our doorman, or not being too 

physically demonstrative with her in front of my parents, IÕm sure my uncertainty stems 

from the desire not to make others uncomfortable, or get into conflict Ð or have our safety 

jeopardized.   ItÕs more than a little ironic that I have such a charitable impulse to protect 

the sensibilities of others, and yet I have to sit there on the subway and watch a straight 

couple (usually your age, actually) making out for minutes on end.  If a gay couple were 

to do that, what do you think would happen?  When we hold hands in public, Michelle 

and I have been followed and harassed in the Village, of all places.  WeÕre a little careful 

about being affectionate in public, but on other days, we feel more brave and safe, and we 

say, Ôif they donÕt like it, too bad.Ó  Easy and hard moments Ð keeps life interesting.    

 

WeÕre living in exciting, and troubling, times for gay people (and the straight people who 

love them).  Six countries, including Spain and just this week the UK, now offer gay 

marriage or civil unions with full benefits so that gay people who are in committed, 

loving relationships and have lives together can get legal recognition under the law.  

Indeed, why shouldnÕt gay people be able to inherit their partnerÕs property if their 

partner passes away, or ensure that a child that they adopt is legally bound to both 

parents? And who would have thought weÕd see so many gay characters in the media - I 

donÕt know how many of you have crushes on Jake Gyllenhal or Health Ledger, but 

theyÕre in a new movie where they play cowboys in love with each other. On the flip side 

we have groups lobbying against the right of gay people to adopt kids, which is especially 

sad when you consider that these kids often wouldnÕt have loving homes and parents 

otherwise.  The gay parents I know Ð and no insult intended to straight parents Ð but the 

gay parents I know have fought tremendously hard to be parents, and gone through great 

expense (legal and medical), as well as physical challenges in the case of insemination 

and fertility treatments, to be parents.  You have to really want it.   

 



Let me just answer a few questions quickly: Do Michelle and I want to get married?  

Maybe.  But are we in a committed, monogramous relationship?  Yes.  Do we want kids 

É not sure, maybe someday.  Who would get pregnant?  Probably me.  Would we adopt?  

Yes, definitely Ð probably from the Filipines.    

 

In closing I can tell you about a real situation where my courage was tested recently Ð an 

opportunity for me to stand up and state my identity proudly.  My high school class 

started a list serve, and many classmates wrote in, to fill everyone in on their lives.  As I 

read the postings, I saw that many of the girls IÕd known, it turns out, had followed the 

script É my old heterosexual script É pretty much to a T Ð you know, two kids, married 

to their college boyfriend, werenÕt working, redecorating their houses - and probably 

expected me to have done the same.   I took a big breath and plunged into the truth about 

my life Ð that I am living as an out gay woman in a happy partnership with a successful 

career wherein I am also out Ð it felt good to write it Ð but my heart did start beating 

faster when I hit the ÒsendÓ button Ð like throwing a grenade and running for cover!  I got 

a few great responses that made it all worthwhile Ð but most important, I had been proud 

of my path, and my life, and IÕd electronically shouted it from the rooftops.  And I got 

another wonderful surprise recently Ð my dad wanted to know if Michelle and I were ever 

thinking of having kids, how weÕd do it, and just generally showed positive interest in the 

concept.  He actually seemed to be encouraging me Ð always asking for more grandkids!  

I fell out of my chair!  That was my reward for years of tears and frustration, and putting 

myself out on a limb so someone could understand me better Ð and my voice would be 

heard.  Which he finally is starting to do .. at age 70.  Not bad!   IÕm not sure if that 

trepidation, hitting the metaphorical ÒsendÓ button, will ever go away Ð but each time I 

hit it, I get a little stronger Ð and thatÕs the important part.  

 

Thank you.   

 

 


