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Opening







Oh gosh, where do I begin?


The first thing you should know, readers, is that I don’t really like to watch myself on my daughter Kathy’s television show. I think I look different than I really look. My voice sounds different than I think it does. Seeing myself on television makes me hate the sound of my voice. I think I look and sound dumb.


Really, I think I look and sound crappy!


But then my friends or my kids tell me, “Well, that’s you.”


I know they don’t mean the “crappy” part. I’m pretty sure what they mean is, I come off natural on television. Well, I’ve always had a good rapport with my youngest, my daughter Kathleen. I’ve certainly always felt natural with Kathy. At ease. But as you all may know, she loves saying things on television she knows I don’t want to talk about. Certain things she does to provoke me, I could kill her for. And all that foul language! Christ. But I do the best I can. I go along with it. When you see me on My Life on the D-List, look at my body language, look how I sort of pull my arms and legs in close, getting ready for whatever she might say next; it must look like I’m warding off some impending storm when I’m on camera with her.


As long as I’ve watched her do stand-up, that moment has always come. She starts with, “Oh, I’ve got something to tell you about Maggie . . .” and it’s all I can do not to try and figure out what it could possibly be she’s going to tell about.


Usually all I can come up with is, “Oh my GOD, now what??”


I love Kathy, but I’m totally unlike her in many ways. First of all, I hate controversy. Hate it. I hate to hurt anyone’s feelings. And I really like people. Mostly, I just like them to like me.


But when you watch Kathy imitate me in her act—all the swear words, the tough-sounding voice, and the complaining—even I get to thinking, “Gee, that Maggie really is a hard old dame!” Sometimes it’s fun to play along. Some nice young kids recognized me recently, and they asked if they could take a picture of me. I said “Sure,” and then they wanted to know if I’d flip them off for the camera. So I stuck my middle finger right out there and smiled. Well, why not? Maybe it’s fun to have people think of ordinary wife and mom Maggie Griffin as being a little naughty once in a while!


People are generally really nice to me when they meet me out and about. They’ll say, “I wish I had a mom like you!” Or “You’re just like my mom!” And I think I know why. I’m a regular mom. I’m not a mother who pampers Kathy and caters to her. I love my daughter, and I’m immensely supportive of her, but hey, I tell her off. I know how to give her the business. I put her down. Not in a bad way, and I don’t mean putting her down like a sick animal. That’s a different kind of putting down. Again, I don’t like to hurt people’s feelings, but I’ll say what needs to be said. “That was TERRIBLE, Kathy!” Or “I don’t like that part!” Or “Enough already with the bad language.”


Christ, that foul mouth gets old, Kathy.


Other times, when people on the street meet me, they refer to “your show.” I may correct them—“Oh, it’s not my show”—but I’ll be a little devilish about it later and goad Kathy by telling her what they said. “Since when did it become ‘My Life with Maggie Griffin’?” Kathy will say, and that makes me smile.


I get the whole thing about her giving me a hard time. Her goal is to provoke me, to confuse me, to rattle me, and let’s face it, probably to make me look stupid. Then everybody laughs. It’s very natural, what she and I do. Kathy doesn’t make me mad, though, because I know why she’s asking me those things. She’s a comedian—a wonderful one, if I do say so myself—and if all I have to do is answer her the way I feel like answering her, and it’s apparently funny, then fine.


My daughter Kathleen put out her memoir last year, Official Book Club Selection, which was real nice except for the controversial parts. But now I have a book. It’s my turn, Kathy. I have some things to say, too, without having to be all controversial like you were. I have things to say about you. About me. About you about me. About where I came from. About the way the world has changed. About being a mom. About Hollywood. About wine. About my gays. About my dear departed husband, John Patrick Griffin. About how disgraceful children’s clothes are these days. About how wonderful Bill O’Reilly is. That’s right, Kathy. Bill O’Reilly. “My boyfriend,” as you call him. He made you Pinhead of the Week once.


He got no argument from me.


In fact, he got a “Tip it!”














A Note Slipped in by Kathy







Hey everyone,


Maybe, like you, I picked up my mom’s book hoping to find out how to be a tough, happy nonagenarian, for Chrissakes. Frankly, I also wanted to learn how she ended up getting a stronger gay fan base than I have.


But I’ve noticed that certain passages are—how shall I put this?—not entirely forthcoming about our relationship. Where I see my mother as a spotlight-hogging, wine-tipping muumuu wearer with a sailor’s mouth, she sees herself as a good Catholic girl who through no fault of her own raised a potty-mouthed, trash-talking comedian who’s shamed the family. This is the eternal struggle of our relationship, and—I’m guessing—isn’t unlike a lot of mother-daughter relationships. And I guess when you get your own memoir, you’re allowed to write what you want about yourself, and leave out the inconvenient parts, which I did not do in Official Book Club Selection, now available in paperback everywhere.


But since she’s my mom—and since I know she’s not going to reread her manuscript because she’d rather be watching Judge Judy or tippin’ it—an opportunity arose for me to take a pen and add my two cents’ worth without her ever noticing.


So I did.


Which means throughout this book, I’ve done only what I had to do as a concerned teller of dick jokes: crash the party, with my own “inconvenient” comments and observations. In some places I confront my mother outright. Think of me as Judge Judy when she has to get the truth out of a reluctant layabout. Or Nancy Grace when someone isn’t paying enough attention to her twins.


There are plenty of sweet moments that need nothing from me, but other parts are just too crazy-sounding—I had to intervene.


So to use one of Maggie’s favorite turns of phrase, I’ll speak to you further!


XXOO
Kathy














You Say Muumuu, I Say Duster







Muumuu, duster, housedress, apron, caftan, smock, Mother Hubbard dress . . . Whatever you want to call it, I like to wear it. So sue me. [Okay then, but the stretched-out Sears & Roebuck 1978 girdle underneath becomes Exhibit A.] They’re so darned comfortable and convenient [so embarrassing when Mom swears like that], no matter what Kathy says. Even back in my prime mothering days when women started to wear jeans and sweatshirts or T-shirts as their at-home clothing, I stuck with my dusters—which is what I always called them—because they were real handy. I’m not so modern, I guess, which is probably why my kids tease me about muumuus. [So glad my mom wasn’t one of those whore-moms who wore jeans.]


When I was a kid, my mother wore a fresh pullover apron every day that was really like a dress. Sometimes she’d then put on another apron over that, the kind you tie in back. As I got older, though, you started to see aprons with snaps down the front, or zippers, that were easy to pull on, easy to pull off [where is this going, Mom?], and at the end of the day you could just throw it in the laundry. The name “duster,” which is what I grew up with, says it all. You wore them while you did your dusting and other housework. [Whew.]


Let’s face it, a woman needed something in between pajamas and dressy clothes if she was housebound but faced with the possibility of visitors at any moment. If a traveling salesman came to the door and you were wearing pajamas, that’d be far from nice. Not only would you be ill at ease, you might give a stranger unnecessary thoughts about you in the bedroom. [Dear Penthouse Forum, I never thought this could happen to my mom . . . ] Well, there’s nothing seductive about a duster. It’s loose-fitting, presentable, and makes you look relaxed (even if you’ve just been on your hands and knees scrubbing away at a stain thanks to one of your damn kids).


Most of them had two big pockets, too! I could keep tissues, keys, whatever! Even a piece of banana bread if I were visiting a neighbor and she offered me one. [In those days, “banana bread” was code for “wine.”]


Now, you always wore a bra and underpants underneath your duster. You may be indoors mostly, but there’s no reason to be goofy. Also, hey, we lived in Chicago, where the winters got so bad, you sometimes had to wear pants under your duster to stay warm. That look wasn’t so hot, I’ll admit. But who cares? You’re not supposed to feel sexy. The idea was to be comfortable. Do you come home from work and throw on sweats and a T-shirt when you know you’ll be in for the evening? Is that really any different? [Whoa, take it down a notch, Miss Defensive.]


Of course, Kathy would have you believe there was nothing else in my closet but muumuus. [And one of my relatives in the clergy.] But the most I’ve ever had was maybe five. That way I could wear one while another was in the wash. I tried real hard to find polyester or seersucker dusters, too, so I wouldn’t even have to iron them! [Sorry, Planet Earth!]


As much as I love dusters, however, I was self-conscious about going to the store in one, even when the store was right up the street. I guess I thought it looked a little too domestic, like maybe I was there not just to shop, but to clean the shelves as well. Because remember, your duster wasn’t always in great shape. Slipping out of one to put slacks and a jersey on was still pretty easy, though, so for an errand run I’d do that, and then as soon as the door to our house slammed shut behind me, it was back to the duster. But sometimes I’d be in the grocery aisle, and there’d be one of my neighbors, picking up a few items in her duster, and envy would set in.


“I wish I had those kind of guts,” I’d think to myself.


In the end, whether they’re around-the-house dusters or colorfully patterned muumuus like you see in Hawaii, they’re addictive. [Calling Dr. Drew.] My best friends Irene and Rae and I often say that at our ages now, we’d love to be able to go out in our dusters instead of having to get dressed. Really, I could live in them, you know? [Imagine a world . . .  ]


Well, I’ve got a bombshell for you, readers. Kathy has not only worn one a few times—when she’s been over and doesn’t want to wrinkle her fancy clothes just sitting around, in which case I give her a duster to put on temporarily—but she also recently said something kinda shocking.


Referring to one of my simple, nice cotton dusters, she said to me, “Gee Ma, something like this would be kinda nice around the house.” Excuse me, but isn’t this the same woman who likes to portray my muumuus as some stamp of lazy, crotchety fashion sense? If I’d only had my darned camera those times she wore one! Somebody at In Touch would be getting a package in the mail. [Why not Pony Express or mule train while you’re at it?]


See, I remember what it was like to go to the Groundlings and watch Kathy do a character based on me, wearing a muumuu and slippers and curlers. (And smoking, too. I never smoked! Where did that come from?) [Breaking news: Every once in a while I exaggerate. Calling Nancy Grace.] Of course, Kathy would never tell me when she’d taken a few from home for the act, and the first I’d know is sitting in the audience as she walked out onstage. If her uncle Maurice and aunt Mary knew how the nice muumuu they brought back from Hawaii was being portrayed, they’d have been furious!


And now we’re at “Gee Ma, something like this would be kinda nice around the house.” Has a nice ring, doesn’t it? [Snap! In my FACE!]


Well, well, well. If being ninety has taught me anything, it’s that the things you make fun of when you’re younger, you find yourself embracing later on. We’ve all said it. “Oh God, I’m getting to be like my mother.” Every girl’s fear.


Anybody want to bet that my daughter changes her tune about muumuus completely and starts wearing them within ten years? [I’m wearing one now, and going commando.] Of course, the kind she gets won’t be like mine. It’ll be very, very expensive, probably, and handcrafted by some big shot designer so that you can’t just throw it in the washer. Kathy will tell me how much she paid for it, and I’ll shake my head and probably faint because I’ve never spent more than $12 on one. Then they’ll become the rage, somebody will come up with a stupid name for them like mow-mows or moogly mooglies [or an Hermès Birkin bag, but I digress], and you’ll have to spend a fortune for one that already looks faded and dirty and filled with holes, and then some poor cute starlet will be caught wearing one without anything on underneath and in some compromising position. [For God’s sake, Demi Lovato, zip up that muumuu!]


Is nothing sacred? [Nope.]
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One of my kids took this. Ha ha. But newspapers do keep you warm!














Muumuu Fun Facts







MUUMUU FUN FACT #1: Protestant missionaries first introduced the garment to Hawaiian women more than a century ago as a body-covering alternative to wearing grass skirts and showing their fofties everywhere!


MUUMUU FUN FACT #2: Drummer Jon Fishman of the scroungy rock band Phish has been known to wear one while performing, because it doesn’t restrict his movement!


MUUMUU FUN FACT #3: The word “muumuu” stems from the Hawaiian word “mu’umu’u” which means “amputated”!


MUUMUU FUN FACT #4: “Muumuu” makes for a great word when you’re stuck with all four “u” tiles in Scrabble! (“Tumultuous,” too, but how likely is that?)














My Gays







When I say I get a lot of nice things said to me on the street, it’s mostly from gay guys.


I still don’t know a lot about homosexuals. And certain things about homosexuals I don’t want to know. [That’s weird, because they’re dying to hear about your sex life.] But I’ve found they’re such great people in a lot of ways. So many of them are delightful, they’re very compassionate, and their sense of humor is fantastic. They’re very creative, the gays. They’re writers, artists, wonderful makeup artists, wonderful designers. [I hear one time there was a gay attorney!] Most of them make a damn good living and are really smart.


People are people, I say.


Now, at first, when we moved to Los Angeles, I have to admit I was surprised at how many were around. Kathy would have a party, say, and there’d be all these cute guys who were so adorable and funny, and I’d have such a good time talking to them about movies, show business, Judy Garland, whatever. [Mostly Judy Garland.]


I’d run over to my daughter and say, “Oh, Kathy, I just met this guy and he’s so cute! Why don’t you put the make on him?” [Is that like taking a hit out on someone?]


And she’d say, “Ma, he’s gay.”


“What?”


“He’s gay.”


Well, I just didn’t know it! I couldn’t tell, honest! I would just be laughing and talking with a guy and never catch on. [Really, Mom? The quoting of lines from The Wizard of Oz didn’t set off any bells?] I don’t know how many times I’ve had the “Ma, he’s gay” conversation with Kathy. It seemed as if every cute guy at her parties was gay. Then again, the condo that my husband, Johnny, and I lived in in West Hollywood turned out to be half straight, half gay. We had these two fellas across the hall from us who were simply delightful, Randy and Steve. [Can you still say “fellas,” or is that considered un-PC?] Very smart guys, one worked for the World Bank for years, and the other did something at UCLA. [Hair?] A teacher, I think he was. [Oh.] Anyway, one day I was talking to Randy, and I mentioned that I didn’t think I’d ever known a gay guy until I’d moved out to California.


“Maggie,” he said to me, “you knew them. You just didn’t know they were gay.”


And that was surely the truth! In our day it was this silent thing, and it had to have been awful for them. I always thought certain guys were just effeminate, or—God help me, this is the word we used then—sissies. [Oh shit, here we go.] And I just never got beyond that. I never knew what we’re finding out now, that you’re actually born gay. I thought you wanted to be gay. Really, that’s what our generation thought. There was one kid I remember from high school—Jim [I guarantee you, now it’s James] I’ll call him since I don’t really recall his name—who I’d pass by occasionally, and he’d have makeup on. [Maggie’s first drag queen!]


I’d say, “Hi, Jim, how you doing?”


“Pretty good, Marge,” he’d say.


Maybe I’d say, “Are you playing ball tonight?” [Oh yeah, just not the kind you’re thinking of, Marge.] But that was really it. I’d wonder why he was wearing makeup, but I honestly didn’t know then that gays sometimes wore it. Later, after I was married, there was a fella that Johnny worked with that people thought might have been gay. He was good-looking, a darling guy, and he came to all the parties. And I remember later, he would bring a guy to some of our parties, and this guy he brought was very, very out. He might have described him as a “buddy” or a “friend.” But he was so cute, I’d always ask if he’d found a girlfriend. I’ll be honest, I was very dumb about gays then.


Better-Looking Than All the Girls


KATHY: Mom, let me ask you something. When I was “dating” Tom Murphy in high school, who is now out and proud and has a nice boyfriend, did you ever think Tom was gay?


MAGGIE: Never. As God is my judge. All I knew was, I always thought he was so cute. Remember when you guys were in that Babes at Sea with all the sailors?


K: Dames at Sea, Mom. So the fact that I was in a musical called Dames at Sea with my boyfriend, who wore a sailor’s suit, and who was better-looking than I was, wasn’t a red flag?


M: I tell ya, he was better-looking than all the girls in the cast! I said to your dad, “I hate to say this, but Tom’s better-looking than any girl onstage!”


K: “Better-looking than all the girls.” You didn’t associate that with being gay?


M: Never.


K: Didn’t your generation have the term “confirmed bachelor”? When you saw someone who was good-looking, in good shape, and hadn’t married, what did you think?


M: That he hadn’t found the right woman, or just didn’t want to be married.


K: Well, both of those things could be true. What about in the movies of your day, Mom? There was always a flamboyant sidekick in those thirties movies.


M: Well, we loved those characters. They were very funny. Like, I always heard Noël Coward was gay.


K: What?? Noël Coward was gay?


M: Ha ha, Kathy. But you see, he was so great, who cared? I didn’t. All I knew was, he was funny as hell.


K: Did you ever hear that songwriter Cole Porter was gay?


M: Now see, I was shocked by that when I eventually found out, because he had a wife. He had . . . what do you call them? Ringers?


K: Ringers? You mean like a cock ring?


M: No! No, no, no. A somebody, a companion . . .


K: A beard?


M: Yes, a beard.


K: How did it go from “beard” to “ringer”? Mom, if you went into a gay sex shop and said, “Give me a ringer,” believe me, they’re not going to give you a single woman.


M: Anyway, as I said, we never really knew what “gay” meant. We certainly didn’t think it meant they would want to marry other men . . .


K: Or flip houses in Palm Springs. So somehow, in your generation, it went from calling them “sissies,” pointing and laughing in church, to hoping to God that if you buy a home, it’s from a gay man. Because you wouldn’t want to buy a house from a straight person, would you?


M: No. There’s been a tremendous change.


As you can guess, it was really through Kathy that I got educated about gays, and only after we moved to Los Angeles from Chicago. I remember when she was performing at the Groundlings in the eighties and she’d tell me about doing a walk for AIDS. “Ma, you’ve got to donate something,” she’d tell me.


“All right, I’ll give you ten bucks,” I said.


“Ten bucks! I need more than that,” she said.


I gave her $25, which she was more satisfied with, but as I got to know some gays through Kathy, it became clear how much more needed to be done. It became very easy to contribute whenever I could, especially as Kathy started to do more benefits for their causes.


I’ve Never Seen Costumes Like That in My Life


KATHY: Okay, Mom, hold it. I want to give you some props here when it comes to gay awareness. Remember when I was in my twenties, and we were living in that Santa Monica apartment, and you came home once and said, “Dad and I stumbled upon the greatest thing.”


MAGGIE: Oh yes. The Halloween parade on Santa Monica Boulevard in West Hollywood.


K: Yes! You said, “There were all these guys . . .” and I knew you meant “gay people.”


M: Right. I said I’d never seen costumes like that in my life! They were doing skits and everything.


K: You said some were dressed as cheerleaders, and one guy was running around as Joan Crawford yelling, “No more wire hangers EVER!”


M: Of course. Johnny and I picked out a café and sat there all night and watched the show. It was very enjoyable. I had never seen anything like that before, and I’ve been to a lot of parades. We realized it was their way of showing they were glad to be out. Of course, they could get a little outrageous about it. A little in your face. There was always somebody as a nun.


K: Always a Baby Jane. Always a Cher.


M: If not Judy, there’d be a Liza. The leather stuff I wasn’t keen on.


K: It’s not like you haven’t seen gay guys in assless chaps, Mom. Because you have. Certainly a different scene from the Fourth of July parades in Forest Park, Illinois. Let’s face it, Mom, you actually exposed me to gay pride parades.


M: And then we went a lot after we moved to West Hollywood.


K: You lived three blocks from it.


M: We wanted to support it. Of course, after a while it got pretty crowded and raucous. It became harder to get a good seat, because they’d be taken up so early. But for a long time we went every year.


K: You and Dad went to gay bars, too. I mean, that was the neighborhood.


M: A great bar is a great bar. We’d go to any bar.


K: And your favorite was . . .


M: Rage.


K: Okay, now you see a bar called Rage, and what do you think the name signifies?


M: It could be “We’ve got a rage for this bar!” I never really gave it a lot of thought.


K: Were you regulars at the Mother Lode?


M: I don’t think so. But you know the funniest thing Johnny and I ever did? We did it so innocently. We were looking for a book, and so we went to that one bookstore . . .


K: No!! Circus of Books?!?!?


M: When I think about that, oh my God . . .


K: Okay, now I don’t need to explain Circus of Books for my gays, but for everyone else, it’s so obviously a gay porn bookstore, from the neon sign to the mass of gay hustlers just standing around outside in tight jeans and smoking cigarettes. Mom, what were you thinking when you saw the male hustlers outside?


M: We didn’t know they were hustlers. We just thought they were guys hanging around. But then we were hardly in the door and every book was nudes and poses and all that stuff. They were poses I’d never seen before and never want to see again.


K: Guys in missionary positions?


M: Don’t say “missionary,” Kathy. You’re offending my religion.


K: Sorry, I didn’t know I was going too far while you were in a gay porn bookstore.


M: Anyway, we did laugh about it. Johnny and I just looked at each other and thought, “We’re not gonna find The Catcher in the Rye here.”


K: Well, a different kind of catcher and a different kind of rye. Mom, what did the guy behind the register do when he saw you and Dad come in?


M: He kind of looked like, “What are they doing here?” We actually laughed about it.


K: Do you think he thought you wanted to swing?


M: Probably.


K: Were you each other’s ringers?


M: Maybe so!


K: So he was probably disappointed that he lost your business.


M: Oh God, so after we were laughing, we thought, “Uh-oh, what if, as we’re walking out, our friends drive by and see us?” They’d wonder what in the world Margie and John are doing!


K: Whoa, whoa, stop for one second. In a million years, what were the chances that the remaining friends of yours that were even living were going to drive down Santa Monica Boulevard past Circus of Books with its throngs of male prostitutes, on the way to church, and say, “Hey, there’s John and Maggie Griffin!”?


M: Kathy, it could have happened. Anyway, we’ve been to other gay bookstores. Another neighbor we had, John Morgan Wilson, had a book coming out, and we went to a reading he gave at another one . . .


K: A Different Light?


M: That might have been it. Anyway, that was really nice. Swellest guy you’d ever want to know.


K: Don’t swear, Mom. “Swellest guy.” If that’s not gay, I don’t know what is.


As I got to know more gays, I got to see how different many of them are. If you watch Kathy’s show, you might remember the contest she held in which the prize was for someone to come live at Kathy’s house with her for a weekend. He’d get to see her perform, get wined and dined and shown Hollywood, and be treated like an honored guest. Now, the gays I’d gotten to know were pretty savvy about everything Hollywood. Some of them were so up-to-date with what’s going on, they’d know more gossip than Kathy did! That’s pretty hard to imagine. But at the very least, gays know about people like Bette Davis and all the old stars, but they also know the real young hot new stars! Even a gay who lives in Peoria!


Well, this one young gay who won the contest was from Cleveland, and it was funny, he didn’t know anything about Hollywood! He literally knew nothing about that kind of lively gay style, or gay anything. I think it was very frustrating for Kathy. So I said, “All I know is the difference between a Cleveland gay and a California gay? Worlds apart!”


No one can say all gays are the same, I guess!
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Me with those lovely lesbians Ellen DeGeneres and Portia de Rossi.


Take lesbians. I don’t know much about lesbians, but don’t you think it’s kind of a shame we always assume lesbians are kind of husky and mannish-looking? Maybe that’s because that’s what they’re shown as on television. But there are a lot of beautiful lesbians, too! Of course, when people see a couple of girls out together, nobody assumes they’re lesbians. Straight girls are famous for living together, going out to eat together, seeing movies together, shopping. They even call each other girlfriends when they’re really just friends. But when two guys are seen out together eating or at a movie, they’re thought to be gay. And I don’t think it’s right to assume that. Even if they are gay! [Like when Ryan Seacrest goes out to dinner with Clay Aiken. It’s wrong for people to assume anything.]


But what I really don’t think is right is the discrimination and prejudice that gays still encounter. It’s shameful. And the nasty things people do, beating them up and stuff like that. People who do that are cowards, real jerks.


These guys and women who are brave enough to come out, I give ’em a lot of credit. A lot of gays who recognize me on the street and start talking to me will tell me that their parents have disowned them. That’s so sad. Usually it’s the dads. Fathers are apparently more upset, and the mothers come around most of the time, I hear. That’s why I was so excited to be with Kathy last year as a part of the West Hollywood rally against the gay marriage ban Proposition 8, which you might have seen because it was covered on Kathy’s show. I went even though I really don’t like to be in big crowds. But I got to be in a wheelchair at least—I don’t know how Kathy walked as much as she did. [God knows I wasn’t the only one in four-inch heels that day.]


Then, when I saw everyone with signs, I wanted one, too! So I got one to hold in the wheelchair that said GAY MARRIAGE, I’LL DRINK TO THAT! I thought that was funny.


But I was there because I had something to say as a parent. We got up onstage and I told the crowd I wanted to encourage parents to stick up for their gay kids when they come out, and that them wanting to get married is a wonderful thing. Because when I hear these sad stories from gay sons and daughters, I think the parents are the ones who lose out when they shun their own kids.


I could never cut off a kid. It would be my loss.


It’s got to be hard, but at the same time, what these young men and women are doing by coming out is also wonderful. I look at that “don’t ask, don’t tell” policy in the military and I think it’s nuts. I know there’s a lot of prejudice still, and I don’t think gays would go after straight guys in a military situation, but a good soldier is a good soldier. [And a naughty soldier is even better.] What the hell’s the difference?


That’s why it’s so great that the gays have come along like they have, establishing their own places, raising kids, and doing such a nice job at it. I think gay marriage is going to happen. It might take a little longer than the gays want, and it’ll be a fight, but that’s just because it’s a totally different concept for a lot of people—especially from my generation—and it’ll be hard for them to accept at first.


I’ve been asked how I can reconcile fighting for gay marriage when I was raised a traditional Catholic. Well, on one level, it’s pretty simple. We never talked about gays then! You were taught to be a good parent, to be a good wife or husband, not to cheat. Good things, you know? We knew this other gay couple in our condo building, each of the men had been married before and had kids. Then they came out, because they had to do the natural thing, and now the kids they’d had from their marriages were in high school. Well, when you’d talk with them, they’d discuss their worries about the kids getting with the wrong crowd, or into drugs, how they wanted their male kid—who’s straight—to meet a nice girl, and not one of these flibbertigibbets [read: whores], and how they wanted to put their kids through college and how expensive it was, but it was the right thing to do. And I listened and thought, “Gee, I feel like I’m talking to regular parents.” The same concerns, the same worries we all have.


Anybody who’s a good parent, I’m all for.


Kids have been damaged enough by all the divorce and cheating and stuff that goes on. Maybe it’ll be a lot better for them if gays get to marry. Being new at it, just being allowed to do it, gays and lesbians might treasure it a lot more, because it’s something they will have fought for. They’ll be on their best behavior, probably!


I still have friends who wonder why I feel this way. I don’t try to convince them, really. I know some wouldn’t mind it, if it wasn’t called marriage. A union, maybe. Nobody bats an eye at “He’s my partner” or “I’m her partner” anymore. But see, the words are different. And a lot of gays won’t accept that, because it makes them different once again. But don’t try to convince me we shouldn’t have gay marriage because straight ones are automatically better. Not with the amount of divorces I see.


Younger people accept the idea of gay marriage more, I notice. And that’s where it’ll have to be won. It may sound morbid, but it will be a lot better when our generation dies off!


So keep tipping it, gays and lesbians!
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