10 ¢ Fepruary 13, 1992 » Tue GAZETTE

ReadeGAY[LESHIAN
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ODD DROVE THE FORTY MINUTES from
Truro totheairportlistening to Billy Bragg.

Actually, it was just one song: Sexuality.
He couldn’t stomach the Christmas music on the
radio. He played the song over and over and over
again. He had even become fluent in the cockney
accent, fluentenough to sing the song in the same
tones as Billy. Somehow originality doesn’t
always matter.

The weather was clear when he reached
Halifax International. Todd had been hurt when
Simon left for McGill. He had planned for the
twoof them to continue going to school together.
Now, he was glad to miss him. He had had the
chance to see a solitary point of view.

Four months ago, a week after moving into
Howe Hall, he moved out. He hated it. When his
mother asked why: “I just can’t play hockey all
the time.” He was lucky enough to find a room
open with four others on Vemnon St. He had seen
an ad posted in the Student Union Building:
“Gay positive environment.” He practically ran
out of the SUB the first time he read it; then he
studied it a hundred times a day before calling.
He was surprised when a female voice answered.

“Uh, hi!” he paused, “I’'m calling about the
room, is it taken?” hoping it was. It wasn’t. He
askedifhe could seeit. Yes. He hung up. Walked
out the door; stopped; tumned around, picked up
the phone again: “Hi, [ just called...”

“Oh, yeah?”

“About the room?”

“'Yeaj]?ﬂ

“Where’s Vernon Street?”

“New in town?” She laughed.

“Why, does it show?”

“Well, a little, I'm Jenn.”

“Todd.”

“Where are you Todd?”

“Howe Hall.”

She told him to go one block up, to the
Capitol store and turn left.
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SimMoN was AT MIRABEL an hour too early.
He spent some time thumbing through
L’Etranger but he couldn’t read it without the
French-English dictionary he felt too conspicu-

ous to pull out. The time passed slowly. He felt
he hadn’t talked to anyone since leaving Truro.
He wanted totalk to Todd. He didn’t want to talk
to Todd.

Simon had spent the term immersed in work.
He almost never went out, he lived in the librar-
ies. He knew some people on his floor and some
in his classes but hadn’t made any friends. His
marks were great. The thought of being in uni-
versity scared him. But he had chosen to be far
away from the people he knew. Home had
become small, even before he left. He felt sure
that Jean, his ex-girlfriend, had figured out his
relationship with Todd.

He ate the food; drank the three drink maxi-
mum, and fell asleep circling Halifax. He was
almost hungover when Todd met him at the
baggage carousel. “Thanks for coming.”

“No problem, Si, good to see you!” Todd
smiled, holding out his arms asking for the hug
he thought he deserved. It didn’t come. Todd
established a physical ease by putting his hand
on his friend’s shoulder. They picked up the
bags.

During the drive back to Truro, Todd told
Simon more about his new home, Simon wasn’t
impressed by the stories. He was relieved that
Todd hadn’t told anyone in Truro about his new
home. Simon felt amixture of fear and envy. He
wanted to tell Todd that he didn’t want to sleep
over any more, but he couldn’t find the words.
Simon had always thought that Todd would
want (o be married, have kids, stability, respect-
ability. It just hadn’t seriously occurred to him
that Todd would want to be openly Gay. They
had always dated girls. “Tknow, I've always had
better luck, but luck changes, doesn’t it?”

The conversation changed as Todd turmed
off the highway into Truro, Simon talked about
the second hand stores on Rue St. Denis, and the
strip clubs on Ste. Catherine. They tumned left,
drove behind the mall and up past the tracks into
Bible Hill.

They ate with Simon’s parents. Michael was
as excited about seeing Todd as he was about
seeing his own son again. Todd and Simon both
knew this. Neither minded, Todd’s father had
been dead for nearly ten years. Michael was a
surrogate for him. Afterwards, the pair headed to
a gathering of their high school friends, a wel-
come home party.
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“L0o0K, WE’VE BEEN THROUGH THIS.”

“Two years ago.”

“And nothing’s changed.”

“Well things have for me. You don't under-
stand what it’s been like. I talk to people, other
people, who know what it’s like being gay. I live
with them.”

“Have you told them about me?”

“I"ve told them about us.”

“Shit.”

“Simon, I want people to know who I am.”

“Shit!”

“I'm sorry, I can’t lie (o people anymore.”

“Why expose yourself to the ridicule.”

“Thaven’thadto face any ridicule. Since I've
comeout, noonehaseversaid anything negative
to me.”

“To you, no. But what do they say behind
your back?”

“I don’t know.” Todd paused. “But I can’t
control that anyway.”

“They label you. They make jokes about
you.”

“So what.”

“Soit’s all they see! They forget about Todd
Philips the person. They only see Todd the
faggot.”

“Well,” Todd felt smug and campy, “if they
think it’s interesting enough to talk about.”

“I'm serious.”

“Soam I. At least, at the very least Simon, I
don’t have to laugh at their homophobic drivel.”

“So why don’t you tell my Dad?”

Todd felt defeated, “I thought I'd ask you
first.” Simon was right, there was fear. Simon
had hit on the right chord. It wasn’t as easy as it
should be. At Dal he assumed people knew that
he was gay, sohe never had totell anyone. If they
knew anything at all about him — they knew he
was gay; he wore it like a badge, sometimes to a
fault. But home was a different story. Here there
were people who could be honestly shocked,
people who counted. People who could reject
and hurt him. “Why does this have to be so
difficult?”

“Too much at stake.”

“Jesus, Simon, what do we have in common
with these people anyway.” He had never felt
close to their high school crowd but the question
wasrhetorical. “Seriously, I’ve only seen a Peter
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excerpted from a longer story

a couple of times this fall, and he lives closer to
me now than when we lived here. Ionly ever see
him in bars.”

“What bars, Rumours?” Simon was preoc-
cupied.

“No, I've only been there once, but no.
There’s a really funky place downtown,
Barrington St.— gay, straight, whatever. We go
there a lot.”

“Does he know?”

“Well, if he does, I didn’t tell him, and he’s
never asked me.”

“Have you slept with anyone?” Simon
stopped himself from adding the word “else,”
but it was in his voice. He let the car slow down;
felt his skin colouring. Usually everyone but
Todd scares him. Usually Todd made him scare
himself. But Todd was never the source of fear.

“Well,” Todd sensed the anxiety, “to be
honest,” he felt the car slow again, “I have slept
withone guy.” Todd smiled to himself — Simon
deserved to feel anxious. “T couldn’t help my-
self. Actually, Peter got us together, but he
doesn’t know anything about it.”

“What’s his name.”

“Oh, now, I can’t tell you that. He, well, I
promised I wouldn’t tell anyone.”

“What did he look like?” Simon was hurt.
The car was almost completely stopped. He felt
suddenly distanced from Todd.

Todd continued teasing him: “He’s blonde,
blue eyes, about five ten, good build, but he
could stand to loose a pound or two.” He put his
hand on Simon’s neck, “and he has the strangest
divot at the bottom of his neck.”

“Fuck you.” The car started again. They
laughed. Simon finished driving to the party.
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DURING THE PARTY THEY BECAME Sepa-
rated by circumstances. Simon left to talk to his
ex-girlfriend — Jean wanted him back. Todd
spent some time reminiscing with Peter, and
went home early, knowing that Simon would let
himself in the basement window.

Al three o’clock, Simon went to find his
friend. As usual, he found Todd asleep in his
mother’s basement, a gin and tonic on the floor
beside him. He found the bottle and poured
himself one, then sat at his friend’s feet. He
listened to the remix of Small Town Boy that was

playing. He thought of how the disco music and
melancholy lyrics seemed irreconcilable. The
tape ended and he didn’t turn it over.

“You always fall asleep early, don’t you?
Hell, probably better that way. It’s the only way
to talk without you interrupting. Y ou know what
I’'m thinking anyway; so what does it matier.

“Thad a miserable time in Montreal. I missed
having someone totalk to. Youdon 't know what
it’s like do you? I know it’s my own fault. Why
should anyone talk to me first? I haven’t even
been drunk. Funny that. I've wanted to drink
more often than not. Once I went to the Dep —
the comer store, like Green Gables; my room-
mate was away. | bought a bottle of wine and sat
in my room and got pissed, and went to sleep.
You would have been proud. I was so hungover
the next morming. I thought I was going to die. I
really could have used you mom’s bacon and
eggs. You know, grease to kill a hangover.

“Do you know I actually miss Truro. Jean
thinks I'm crazy. I shouldn’t have told her. I
ended up lying again. I said it was miserable
because I missed her. 1 didn’t. I don’t think I
could, not if she jumped off the planet. That
pisses me off. I thought she could be special. I'm
sure she will be, for someone. Maybe, if, if she
was older. I suppose, I could have loved her.
What's the use, she just doesn’t make it. Hey,
that’s your line isn’t it.; ‘just don’t make.””

“Thisisa pretty one-sided conversation, No,
don’tget up. I want to get married you know. No,
you probably don’t. They ‘just don’t make it.” I
know. They could though. Some make it big
time. I could have stayed with her tonight.” He
went for another drink.

“God, what is it with you. I do love you. I
know I do. But, it *just don’t make it.” How can
I get you to understand that? How do I get me to
understand that?

“I'm fucked. Here’sto ya! You'rea guy,I'm
aguy.l guessthat’sit. It's been fun but. .. Jesus.
Todd, there are good women out there. We —
you— just have to go out and find the right one.
You'rea virgin. How the hell do you know? Itis
different.

“Jean. Well, Jean didn’t work out because
she’s not the one. But the sex was fun.” He
emptied the glass, raising it up; “To sex, with
Jean, never again.” He sighed. “Yes, we have
fun, but I think, I think I need something to
drink.” He refilled his glass and walked back

over next to Todd.

“Does this sound rehearsed? Stop me if it
docs. I guess I have practised it, but don’t really
feel sober.

“We have sex because we love each other but
I can do Jean because I love her sex. Does this
make any sense to you?” He scoffed, “no, of
course it doesn’t, you're quite passed sense
aren’t you?

“Well, wake up. I'm trying to have a conver-
sation with you.” Simon battled the comatose
man’s head. “Come on.” He leant down and put
histongue in Todd s ear. Todd stirred. He turned
his head, and the two friends kissed for the first
time in four months.

“Hello,” Todd yawned, “am I missing the
party.”

“Well, we’ve been having a very deep, im-
portant talk, and you've been sleeping all the
way throughit.” He gave Todd the drink that had
been left beside him.

“What we were talking about?”

“Nothing, let’s get very drunk?”

“Get me another drink then, and put some-
thing on the stereo.”

Simon did as he was asked.
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SmmoN wokE vp FIRST. The seven o’clock
sun was pouring in the attic sky light. The
alcohol woke him. The sun got him out of bed.
He stood and watched the frost on the ground
outside. The trees had silvery ice growths that
were shining in the light. He could hear the sun
shining — droplets of water were beginning to
form and fall from the roof. He could hear them
just above the sound of Todd’s sleep. He closed
the curtain and crept to the bathroom. He didn’t
flush the toilet.

Simon moved back into the bedroom; stood
in the doorway, watching his friend sleep. The
debates he had been facing were miles away. He
studied the deep movement of Todd’s side under
the blankets. The long slow movements of his
shoulder, upanddown. Simon laughed at Todd’s
open lips, wet with drool. He wished for a
camera. He wished for time to stand still. He
prayed, to himself, to make this moment last
forever. When the cold caught up to him, he
climbedbackinto bed; slowly moving himselfin
close to his friend. a4

My Lesbian Alphabet
B. Bunting

androgynous, Anne (Queen),
AC/DC, Amazon, Alther
(Lisa), AIDS, Allen (Jeffner)

bulldyke, black lesbians,

breasts, butch, black triangle,
belly, Bilitis, bisexuality.
Bemhardt (Sarah), brush cut,
biologists, Bechdel (Alison)

CCloseted, clitoris, Colette,
come, culture, coming-out,
CKDU, cunt, crossdressing,
community, Califia (Pat)

dyke, Desert Hearts, diesel,

Deitch (Donna), disabled,
Dickinson (Emily), desire,
doctors, dancing, drag kings,
dental dams, Donahoe (Amanda),
Douglas (Michelle), Dietrich
(Marlene)
Eelhics, Earhart (Amelia),

eroticism, Etheridge (Melissa),
erotica, ejaculation (female),
equality, ethnicities

female, Frank (Anne), fucking,

fist, femme, frigging, Frye
(Marilyn), feminism, Forrest
(Katherine V.), family, fingers,
Ferron, freedom, finances

gay, going-down. groin,

gorgeous, GLAD, gaybashing,

Gaezette, G-Spot

Hall (Radclyffe), homophobia,

health, Human Rights,
heterosexism, HIV, hairy legs,
humour, hormones. The Hunger

inversion, immigration, incest,
illicit, intellectuals, illustrations,

g : The Cawses of
isms, issues st |
Joan of Arc, Journal of s :
3 Homosexuality E e My attlt,ude toward
s = % anybody’s sexual
K.Y ., King (Billie Jean), A ’ i - =
KKinsey Re_%ért ) ¥ ’#&I\\R e p;rsuasmn l.S ﬂ:l]S.
Lesbian, Lang (K.D.), Lesbos, | (. "4 without deviation ﬁfom
love, lust, lasciviouvesness, \l \ k RN -. . me nom‘l, progress 18
lawyers, living wills, LUPPIES, (b 7 W A : »
leather, lace, lavender, lesbian @_‘_—,izj e 1" not p0531ble.
detective novels, libido biokogicatly determined... Frank Zappa
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Books — Lesbian

Books — Gay Men Rubyfruit Jungle, by Rita Mae
A Boy's Own Story, byEdmund White Brown )

The Celluloid Closet, byVito Russo
Cirty of Night, by John Rechy

Sinking, Stealing, by Jan Clausen
Chamber Music, by Dorns Grumbach

Fadeout, by Joseph Hansen ,L Memory Board, by Jane Rulg
Gay Spirit, edited by Mark Thompson Patience and Sarah, by Isabel Miller
In‘Heat, by Larry Miitchell The Price of Salt, by Claire Morgan

The Male Muse, edited by Tan Young Contratt with the Werld, by Jane
One Teenager in Ten, edited by Ann Heron' Ryle :

ASingle Man, by Christopher TSthWQO'd We Too Are Drifting and Torchlight
Tales of the City, by Armistead Maupin to Valhalla, by Gale Wilhelm
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titillation, tribalism, Toklas
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military, Miller (Isabel),
marriage, Madchen in
Uniform, mothers, menstrual
cycle, multiple orgasms '
N.O.W, Navratilova
(Martina), Naiad Press,
nipples, NDP
ovaries, Off Our Backs, On

Our Backs, ouling, orgasms.
ordination, O"Keefe (Georgia)

Phranc, philosophy, potlucks,
periods, PMS, professors,
perversion, power, pormography,

peace, Pandora, pride

queer, Queen Christina, Queer
Nation

Rule (Jane), Rubyfruit Jungle,
Roosevelt (Eleanor), Ru-
mours, Rites, rebellion, rape

Sappho, S&M, sixty-nine,
Sackville-West (Vita),
sexuality, Smith (Bessie), Stein

.| (Gertrude), separatism, Sisters,

safer sex, spinsters, spinsters,
Shockley (Ann Ellen)

(Alice B.), therapists, tel-
ephone bills, transcontinental
lights, Two nice girls,
Troubridge (Lady Una)

unconventionality, underarm

hair, universality, underwater
Sex. uncompromising, under-
standing

Vvagina, vanilla sex, Viven
(Renee), vulva, vampires,
vegetarianism, vibrator, variety,
violence, virginity, visibility,
voice, voluptuousness

Woolf (Virginia), witches,

warme schwester, Well of
Loneliness, Wollstonecraft
(Mary), wet, woman, work,
Wittig (Monique)

x x-rated

Y yummy, youth (as in lesbian)

zeitgeist, zzz (the sound a

lesbian makes after too much
good sex), Zami: A New Spelling
of My Name, Z Budapest




