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“A courtship, a marriage, a baby—can there be any fresh dispatches from coupledom? Happily and emphatically yes, on every page of Homo Domesticus, which made me want to move in with the whole Valdes Greenwood bunch. This is such a dear book—beautifully observed and very funny. I love the wry eye at work here, and the tender heart.”

—Elinor Lipman, author of My Latest Grievance  and The Pursuit of Alice Thrift


 



“[A] touching, humorous memoir.”

—Booklist


 



“For those whose familiarity with gay culture doesn’t extend beyond stereotypes and caricatures, prepare for a shock: this sweet, funny, true tale of same-sex romance is probably too tame even for a Lifetime TV movie. . . . Valdes Greenwood keeps his story of meeting and falling in love with his future husband . . . surprisingly fresh. . . . He lets his life with husband, baby—ups, downs, and all—speak for itself. It’s a convincing, heartwarming argument.”

—Publishers Weekly


 



“At last—a memoir of a life worth living! With deadpan wit and dishpan hands, David Valdes Greenwood documents the high cost of domestic bliss these days. This is a frank, funny book about the fragile finances and tender hearts on which we stake our happiness.”

—Michael Downing, author of Breakfast with Scot  and Perfect Agreement


 



“These days we all know married couples whose relationships seem light on love and heavy on mutual torture. That’s why we can’t get enough of [Homo Domesticus], which explores the ups and downs, ins and outs, and crazy sideways and byways of a life-long, committed relationship. In hilarious, easy-to-devour prose, the author paints a beautifully candid portrait of his marriage.”

—Zink Magazine


 



“A happily-ever-after story with a twist, this memoir takes a lighthearted look at the ups and downs of a committed two-men-and-a-baby partnership.”

—Body & Soul


 



“In this sweet story of same-sex domestic bliss, Valdes Greenwood charmingly recounts the everyday details of gay marriage and parenthood.”

—OK! Magazine


 



“[A] delightful new book. . . . Greenwood is a born storyteller, and the story he tells is one you’ll be delighted to hear.”

—The Gay & Lesbian Review


 



“With refreshing candor and an excellent sense of humor, David Valdes Greenwood recounts the ups and downs of his 10-year marriage.”

—Bay Windows


 



“Makes for an extraordinarily memorable memoir.”

—Seattle Gay News
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For Jason and Lily:  
my true loves







“The sea rises, the light fails, lovers cling to each other, and children cling to us. The moment we cease to hold each other, the moment we break faith with one another, the sea engulfs us and the light goes out.”

—James Baldwin






Hello, Young Lovers
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Why We Marry

THERE ARE MYRIAD REASONS WHY TWO PEOPLE MIGHT marry—sudden pregnancy, desire for a green card, federal benefits—but only two good reasons to have a wedding: so that you may shamelessly solicit presents and so that you can make people cry.

When I look back on my wedding day, I do not think of the controversy that was already swirling around the topic of gay marriage, even in 1995. I do not pause to consider whether my vows that day began the inexorable decline of our society, as preachers kept implying. And I don’t actually think about all the swag we got from friends and relatives simply for saying “I do.” No, I think about how this blessed event reduced very old, very cranky people to tears.

Our wedding was to be on New Year’s Day, 1995. My husband-to-be, Jason, still had a few living grandparents who would attend, and Grampa Greenwood, the patriarch of Jason’s clan, was just about the least likely person you could  imagine ever being involved in a gay wedding. I had never met him before the eve of our big day, and I can’t say that I was initially looking forward to the prospect.

Irascible, tart-tongued, and somewhat immune to the emotional frailty of others, Grampa had been quite a figure in Jason’s childhood. With cultural opinions that can be most charitably described as vintage, Grampa had at one time or another bad-mouthed just about every category of person he did not himself belong to, including gays. Of course, it’s easy to let invective fly when you don’t know your grandson really is  a sissy.

But Grampa Greenwood was no caricature either. That November, when Jason and I had announced we wanted to get married on New Year’s Day in Boston (not considering the scramble for air and hotel reservations that would ensue), Grampa did not hesitate: he immediately booked himself a flight from Arizona and a hotel room in Copley Square. On the day before his flight, when he asked us to pick him up at the airport, he was in fine form already, declaring, “I’ll be the one in a cowboy hat!” That’s right, we weren’t to look for the face that I knew had loomed over Jason throughout his entire youth—we were to look for a cowboy hat. And so we did.

The next day, there he was, hat towering above the crowd around the Delta desk, and he looked damn pleased with himself. During the cab ride to his hotel, he did most of the talking, cheerfully referencing people of color and women’s anatomy in language typically poo-pooed by us uptight East Coast liberals. I glanced a little nervously at the cab driver to see what he thought of this colorful stream of conversation, but it was clear Grampa’s speech hardly qualified as a revelation to a Boston cabbie. When we dropped Grampa off, he made a point to tell  us that he hoped we’d be okay with him leaving his hat on during our wedding. “A real cowboy,” crowed this former insurance man from Connecticut, “never takes off his hat.”

The morning of the wedding, he hosted a Greenwood Family Brunch, a family tradition. At brunch, his cowboy hat was indeed on, which distinguished him as the head of the table, around which crowded a stereotype-defying blend of business-savvy Republicans and former hippie potters. I sat among them, sipping my mimosa, happy to revel in all the attention. I know that sounds shallow, but come on: wallflowers don’t have weddings; they elope. Weddings are designed specifically  so other people will fawn over you all day. I was ready for some high-grade fawnage, and Jason’s relatives were happy to do the honors.

 



My own family would never provide such a thing. It’s not that they weren’t loving people. It’s just that their first love was a rather scary version of God, heavy on the Old Testament and not a bit down with sodomites. I grew up Seventh-day Adventist, a faith I describe as soft-core fundamentalist: they take the Bible literally but don’t picket AIDS patients’ funerals. Applying the old saw of “love the sinner but not the sin,” which makes them loving and me a sinner, my family could claim to love Jason and me without coming to our wedding. While Jason’s family members were filling themselves with French toast and eggs Benedict at Boston’s Copley Hotel, mine were far away, wondering how I could have fallen so far.

I had known it would be this way. I had come out to everyone else in my life long before I ever told my mother. A single parent who had raised two boys while battling poverty, depression, and lupus, she’d grown ever more faithful to the  church as she grew older and her life got harder. As close as we had always been, I’d had a pretty clear vision of her reaction to the idea of a flaming homosexual son and—sissy that I am—I waited to tell her until she broached the subject.

It was Thanksgiving Day, just over two years before my wedding, and I was home from Emerson College, where I was doing graduate work. Home was Norridgewock, Maine, a town of “3,000 friendly people,” at least according to the optimistic sign that welcomes you as you descend onto the tiny Main Street. As far back as my memory goes, my family had lived in my grandparents’ colonial-era house on Upper Main Street, except for several brief intervals when my mom had found cheap HUD apartments for the three of us to live in on our own.

By the time I came out, my grandfather was long dead, but Grammy was still—and I will be gentle here—the opinionated woman she had always been. Only her hearing was failing; she sat close to the television that Thanksgiving night, so as not to miss a single vowel on Wheel of Fortune. Across the room, stuffed into easy chairs, Mom and I were talking about a queeny old man in her church. She suggested he might still someday marry, and I snorted that he was pretty content in his closet, lined as it was with velvet drapes and costly antiques.

“You seem to know so much about it; do you have a closet to come out of?” she asked, eyes bright and expression playful. Having vowed never again to lie about my sexual identity, I responded, “Only at home.” Her face froze, a dot of pink appearing on each white cheek. As she fell silent, I could hear on the television a well-chosen letter occasioning a series of dings and audience applause. (Let me just say, there’s something perversely, satisfyingly all-American about coming out during  Wheel of Fortune.) When Mom finally managed to speak, it was a whisper through tight lips. “If I’d thought the answer was yes, I wouldn’t have asked the question.”

That night began a slow dance of rejection and acceptance that became a pattern. She didn’t speak to me for weeks, and when she finally picked up the phone to call, she made it clear that, though she couldn’t accept the gayness, she wanted me back in her life. Meanwhile, I was to swear never to tell Grammy, whose weak heart would officially expire at the news.

My grandmother, a woman who should never have been underestimated, was listening to this entire conversation on the other phone. Annoyed that anyone would dare try to keep her in the dark, she bypassed my mother and sent me a letter in which she sniffed that nobody had to tell her I was gay. “I may be old but I’m not stupid,” she wrote in the tender voice for which she was known. After making it clear that she believed that this was a phase and reminding me that she loved me even so, she closed with this brilliant p.s.: “Time is short and Satan desires every one of us.” Yes, my grandmother could take her loving guilt-trip all the way to the apocalypse.

Meanwhile, my mother was alternating between saying the wrong things—like “My prayer group is praying you out of it!”—and trying to show a comfort with things she perceived as gay: “Have you seen that RuPaul? I just love him!” But theoretical acceptance of an enormous drag queen is very different from acceptance of one’s practicing homosexual son. When I started seeing Jason seriously in the fall of 1993, and had the audacity to talk about this with her, it was a development she could not accept. She made it clear he was not invited home with me.

I, in turn, made it clear that if he wasn’t welcome, I wasn’t making the trip north either. That winter, the months without  seeing me passed slowly for my mother and grandmother. By the summer of 1994, they couldn’t stand my absence anymore; then, in a nifty bit of emotional timing, my grandmother had a teeny little heart attack, just big enough to offer Mom an excuse to summon me—and Jason—home. I wouldn’t say my grandmother faked the attack to get me up there, but I will point out that when Jason and I arrived the next morning, she was wearing shorts and pulling up weeds in her garden. To our relief, after a frosty welcome, both Mom and Grammy took to Jason so much that they started hounding us to agree to spend Thanksgiving with them.

Thanksgiving is only five weeks before New Year’s Day, mind you. Considering how my grandmother beamed with pride as Jason kept eating and eating and eating, and how my mother hugged us both tight before we left, it would seem reasonable to expect that they would have considered attending our wedding just over a month later. But Thanksgiving is not an institution created by God himself in a leafy garden and thus can’t really be desecrated by same-sex pie eaters. A holiday dinner was fine, but we could think again if we imagined them tossing any rice on our big day.

This position reflected my grandmother’s firm beliefs about marriage, many of which she had outlined to me over the years. She believed that her eldest daughter had had too many marriages and her youngest daughter too few. She told me that divorce was reprehensible unless the husband was a pervert, in which case all bets were off. And she was convinced that new towels from Renee’s department store were the only wedding gift worth giving, which is why nearly every relative and friend who married received a set with her compliments. But nothing in all her years of experience allowed for marriage to involve  fewer than one woman and more than one man. Our wedding would be a mockery of a sacred institution.

Frankly, this cut-and-dry opinion was no surprise; both from the faith I was raised in and from what I had seen in the media, I had grown up expecting that rejection was all a homosexual could rationally expect from this world. But, damn the old rules and my family’s adherence to them, plenty of others were determined to prove that notion wrong.

When the day came, I called home and let my mother know that twenty-eight of Jason’s relatives from eight states, including two elderly grandparents, would be celebrating our union. Jason’s mother, Nancy, I pointed out, who hated to be up in front of people, was planning to begin our ceremony by walking to the front of the chapel to pin boutonnieres on our vests. I told my mom that it would hurt terribly when I looked through the assembled crowd for my own family and their faces were absent. When my mother started to protest that this was unfair, I said I didn’t have time to argue about this because I had a brunch to go to—which, by the way, may be the gayest possible way to cut short a conversation.

 



Just an hour later, as I found myself surrounded by enthusiastic future in-laws, I had a perspective shift of soul-stirring proportions: this was proof that we didn’t have to settle for the cold shoulder, that we could bask in the warm embrace of family. With so much love around me, it’s no wonder I felt so relaxed. Or perhaps it was the second mimosa. I’m a good former fundamentalist, which is to say, an alcohol lightweight—two mimosas can do me in.

As Jason and I bid good-bye to the brunch set, we didn’t especially hurry to get to the Arlington Street Church, in  whose tiny chapel we’d be tying the knot less than two hours later. It was cold, but no blizzard had materialized—a peril of planning a winter wedding in Boston—so we enjoyed our walk, taking time to enjoy the ice sculpture displays left over from the city’s New Year’s Eve celebration.

When we rang the church doorbell, a rumpled man in a dirty T-shirt and jeans answered the door. It was the church prior we’d been required to hire for the service. “Sorry,” he said, “I was in the fridge.” Literally, inside the unit, fixing it. It hadn’t occurred to Jason and me that the guy who’d be letting in all our guests would also be doing the church’s repairs. It was our first taste of the unpredictability of even the most perfectly planned wedding.

Our friend Lee Anna, whose own wedding had been a massive extravaganza of pink fabric and soap bubbles, had given us one piece of advice: expect at least one thing to go completely wrong on your wedding day. Count on the likelihood that something you can’t predict will get screwed up, and then, when it does, just roll with it. When it happens, say to yourself, “This is the thing that was supposed to go wrong.” Get over it on the spot and then tell it as a story someday.

The prior in hobo attire was not “the thing” Lee Anna warned us about. Nor was the circus-train speed with which the pianist would soon play Bach’s Prelude in C Major from the Well-Tempered Clavier, requiring our attendants to hurry down the aisle like contestants in a speed-walking race. (To the pianist’s credit, this apparently was a historically accurate tempo, but we’d only heard the kinder, gentler version favored by children at recitals.) “The thing” wasn’t even the family of five complete strangers who would later attend our wedding  reception because the restaurant owner couldn’t bear to turn them away, thus providing three very young children with an informal education in progressive causes.

No, “the thing” that went wrong was this: I forgot my pants.

It’s not as if I was actually naked, attending my own wedding in (shudder) a thong. It’s just that I was still dressed for brunch in an outfit that was more casual, less poet-gone-wild than my intended wedding ensemble. The black jeans—here let me pause to shake my head: black jeans?—I had worn to brunch were just fine in a hotel restaurant, but they’d never do for, say, a wedding, especially not for the groom. Either of them.

We did not discover this little snag the moment we walked through the door. We arrived at the chapel exactly one hour before the wedding, because that was all the church would allow us for rehearsal. Six of our friends were there, ready to practice being attendants—not bridesmaids, since one of them had a penis—along with the pianist and a friend who would deliver the homily. We were a boisterous bunch, and our laughter echoed off the tiled marble floors and Tiffany stained-glass windows.

Now, I’m a bit of a control freak, I admit. I like to plan and to oversee the execution of my plans. But on this day, I was feeling so smug—I did it! I pulled it off!—that I let the conversation roll on a bit instead of immediately forcing everyone into their places, which would normally be my inclination. “A bit” means I graciously waited a full fifteen minutes—and that is a lot of time for a control freak—before finally marshalling everyone into order. We’d lost a quarter of all the time we had before I had us walking through who would stand where and do what.

I cannot recall what it was that made me think of my wedding outfit. There is a photo of me at just about that moment, clad in jeans and issuing orders, with a tense look on my face. Somehow it hit me: I have no pants. I could clearly picture my white silk poet shirt (did I mention it was the nineties?) on its hanger in the church restroom, along with the brocade wedding vest made with love by Nana, Jason’s grandmother on his mother’s side. Just as clearly, I could see my wedding pants laid out on a chair in my Somerville apartment, two towns away. The wedding was to be at three o’clock and it was two twenty when I ended the rehearsal, hurling myself into the car of the lone male attendant, heading pantsward.

Neal had been my friend since college and was the first straight guy I had ever told I was gay. I had made quite a drama of the thing, coming out during my last semester in a seven-page letter that I sealed in an envelope and handed to Neal; then I sat stricken at his side while he read my assurances that he had nothing to fear from me and blah blah yakkedy yak on. Poor guy: he later told me it took every ounce of reserve he had not to laugh out loud. Not at my orientation, but at my pathetic, abashed state. Flash forward to my wedding day and his task was to keep me calm. “We have plenty of time,” he assured me, maneuvering off Beacon Street and onto Storrow Drive, an often-clogged route that was—thank you, televised bowl games!—nearly empty of traffic that afternoon.

As if we’d been teleported, we were at the door of my apartment just a few minutes later. Jason and I lived three floors up in a slope-walled attic that had been optimistically billed as a two-bedroom unit after the landlord threw up two  divider walls in the space. As I hurried up the stairs, rising above the clouds of pot smoke that surrounded the landlord’s first-floor unit, I unbuckled my belt and tried to climb even while removing my jeans. This was an ungainly trick, and when I opened the door to our place, I toppled into the room, one leg still in the jeans. Once I had that leg free, I grabbed the wedding pants and, having learned nothing, attempted to put them on while descending.

I did have a brief vision of falling, and I imagined the mortification of lying there half out of my pants, possessed of a secondhand buzz, as the paramedics found me. But I made it to the car without incident, and soon we were flying up the street.

A man in such a hurry ought to have singular vision at this point, right? Think again. As we careened up Massachusetts Avenue—it was now twenty minutes before the wedding—I happened to glance out the window at the restaurant where we would later be holding our reception. We had asked for things to be kept simple: white tablecloths, which a friend would adorn with single strands of orchids. But, as we drove by, I caught a glimpse through the restaurant windows of something I simply could not abide: the linens alternated table by table, red then white then red, with the next row reversing the pattern. It looked like an ad for Prince spaghetti night.

“Stop the car!” Something in my voice must have made it clear that I actually meant this, and Neal pulled over just a block after my cry. I ran to the restaurant and paused at the door, not bothering to enter. I simply shouted in at the owner, “I said white!” He looked around at his improvisation, shrugged, and said, “This is festive!” Sounding petulant and commanding all  at once, I bellowed back, “White!” He flashed me his charming smile. “It’ll be white.”

 



Meanwhile, as I was barking instructions through the restaurant door, Jason was back at the church, clad in his wedding finery and trying not to vomit. Jason, like his mother, does not like to be in front of a crowd. He’s a family person and appreciates ritual, so a wedding made sense to him, but he is not a performer, and the very thought of being one of the two stars of this show made him want to hurl. That had been true even when he thought I would be there to calm him down; it was now exacerbated by the fact that it was ten minutes before our wedding and I was nowhere in sight, leaving him to do all the greeting.

This was not Jason’s idea of a good time. Consider another day, just seven months earlier, when the spotlight was also to be on him. It was the day of his first professional presentation during a grad student internship. Knowing he was nervous, I walked with him to the train, but we hadn’t gotten far when he stopped in his tracks to discreetly toss his cookies. While that kind of stage fright has since lessened to a great extent, it was still in play at the time of our wedding. And if there was anything more nerve-wracking than the thought of us being in front of everyone together, it was the hurlworthy possibility of him being in front of everyone alone.

 



Jason’s fear of being trapped in the spotlight has a companion trait in his emotional encounters: not at all prone to big emotional displays, he hates being under the gun to provide them. If I waited a million years, he would never make a big gooey  declaration of his feelings for me, especially if he knew I was waiting for one. He is perfectly content to let me be the Grand Gesture person, while he is more the Quiet Proof guy. He has no problem being openly loving, but likes to display this in his own eminently practical ways. Despite my sometimes embarrassingly romantic nature, I love him for this. In fact, my first inkling that I should keep him around for a while came during a typically unshowy demonstration of his affection while I was in full hysteric mode.

It was April 1994, and Jason and I had been dating since the previous fall. Alone in my dorm room at 2:00 a.m. one night, I felt unimaginable pain, as if a boogeyman beneath my bed were pushing up through it with a long, hot knife. Color me male, but I was convinced I was dying—that thought filled my head and sent me stumbling to my desk, searching for the phone to call 911.

While I waited for the ambulance that I had just ordered like a pizza, I felt compelled to write a note to my boyfriend. It was telling that after less than a year of dating my gut instinct was explicit. The note contained only the name Jason Greenwood, his phone number, and the words “I LOVE YOU.” In retrospect, I can see how melodramatic I was being, not to mention how morbid it would have been for a paramedic to hand Jason a note found in the bathrobe pocket of my corpse. But, hey, I was dying, right? Who had time for sanity?

Turns out, I didn’t need the note: I was going to live, albeit without my ruptured bile duct and my swollen-to-bursting gallbladder. Lying on a gurney, anaesthetized, in an operating room queue, I was signing forms: I will not sue for this; I will not cry foul at that; I will not hold the hospital responsible for  damage to my teeth. My teeth? I laughed, thinking that if they hit my teeth on the way to my gallbladder, someone would have to be very badly lost.

I woke hours later to a series of indignities: the night nurse missing a vein; the first drip of Demerol making me puke; and every nurse within miles refusing my requests for water. When daylight filled the room, time dragged. Pain made me grumpy and my thoughts turned to Jason with less than charity.  Why hadn’t he come to see me yet? What kind of boyfriend would make me wait whole hours for a visit? Maybe my sudden illness had scared him off—maybe he was afraid I was a bad health risk. Damn him! Didn’t he know that when I wrote what I thought were my last words in the world, they were to him?


Meanwhile, pragmatic as ever, knowing that I had not died and was in no peril of expiration, Jason had gone to his morning classes before coming to see me. He couldn’t have imagined, when he stepped through the door, what sour air he was walking into. What I meant to say was “I’m so glad you’re here.” Or “I love you.” What came out—surely it wasn’t me talking—was whiny, shrill. “Why didn’t you come sooner?” I railed on. “They’re so mean to me. I can’t have any water and they won’t change my medicine and the middle-of-the-night nurse hates me!”

“Shhh,” he soothed—did I detect a note of amusement? I refused to be patronized! So I grabbed my IV stand and hobbled to the bathroom, turning my back on the one visitor I had wanted, just moments after he arrived.

In the bathroom I tried to compose myself. But when I turned to face the mirror, I began to wail. “My teeth!” There was a puzzled pause before Jason knocked at the door and asked me to repeat myself.

I let him in to see. I was already insecure about an existing paper-thin gap between my front teeth; now a breathing apparatus used in surgery had widened the gap to what I saw as a yawning chasm. We both looked at my reflection in the mirror: sweat-matted hair pasted to my scalp, face splotchy and mottled, and this new grand canyon. Lovely. I was sure Jason would flee, repulsed.

He didn’t. Instead, he led me back to the bed and found a wordless way to assure me that everything would be okay. Having sized up the situation and knowing the only cure was rest, he climbed onto the bed next to me, let me settle my damp head on his chest, and placed one arm under my neck. “You just go back to sleep,” he said. I could hear his heartbeat as I closed my eyes, and I remember thinking to myself, I could marry this guy.

 



Indeed, I would, once I got inside the church. I had to ring the doorbell to get into my own wedding, but there I was, minutes to spare, sliding a bit on the slick floor and skidding directly into the path of my pacing honey. Our photographers caught the next moment: Jason’s hands rest on my chest as I gaze up into his eyes; his lips are parted as if in laughter. We used this image—so very romance novel!—on our thank-you notes and wedding announcements, but the truth of the matter is this: I am telling him to breathe, and he is not laughing but saying, “I think I’m going to vomit.”

Just about that moment, the music began to play. We had to get down the aisle, and by the pace of the sonata we were hearing through the chapel doors we didn’t have much time. We joined hands and prepared to embark on our future. Would civilization collapse if we took those steps? Would happily  married heterosexual couples suddenly feel awash in discontent? Would God smite the church with lightning?

I can’t answer the first two questions, but I’m pretty sure no smiting took place. The next few hours were rich with everything we imagined a wedding would entail and also a few things we had not, from the friend of mine listening to a football game on a not-entirely-discreet earpiece during the service, to my mortifying-beyond-goyim pronunciation of “mazel tov” when we stepped on a glass as a nod to Jewish relatives. The good news, though, was that I never again lost sight of my pants and Jason kept his breakfast down.

Afterwards, as guests hugged their way through our receiving line, we had an encounter that became one of the highlights of the day. There was Grampa Greenwood, cowboy hat in hand, his white hair exposed and his eyes full of tears. I was so startled at the sight I blurted out, “You said a cowboy couldn’t take his hat off.” Voice thick, Grampa replied, “A cowboy can . . . but only for the most special occasions.”

He wasn’t the only grandparent to shed surprise tears. I found out later that when my grandmother had heard what I said about not being able to see my own family at my wedding, she had cried all day. I will never know what exactly her tears involved—hurt? shame? wounded pride?—for she didn’t call me to say.

But I do know this. Exactly one week later, a package arrived at our Somerville apartment. In it, a set of Renee’s towels, proof positive that I was married.

It was a gift that made me cry. And isn’t that what weddings are all about?
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Where Husbands Come From

NO MARRIAGE STARTS AT THE ALTAR. DESPITE THE FACT that the dj at my wedding decided it would be sweet to play the Carpenters’ ballad “We’ve Only Just Begun,” it simply isn’t true. You can’t start up the aisle until you’ve gotten to hello and, from there, rounded a few bases, endured a few fights, and found something worth defying our country’s divorce statistics for. Considering all the things that can go wrong along the way—say, unreturned affection, a wandering eye, family disapproval—it’s a wonder that anyone ever makes it to the church in the first place.

In the movies, the construct of Love at First Sight takes the worry out of that process. The first time the hero and heroine spot each other, a slow motion shot and a special musical cue heighten the moment. No matter what follows, the audience has been clearly instructed as to the outcome: these  two are made for each other. But how do you replicate that in real life? How can you tell if you’ve found The One when time doesn’t slow down and no touching soundtrack plays in your head?

The first time I laid eyes on the guy I would marry, I saw a cute young bohemian in a Guatemalan vest and cloth bracelets, who was edging his way through a restless crowd into my line of sight. No, we were not in a dance club; we were on the Boston Common ballfield, which had been filled with folding tables and banners for the Emerson College fall orientation fair. I was working the fair as president of the awkwardly named EAGLE: the Emerson Alliance of Gays, Lesbians, and Everyone.

It was my job to sit at the EAGLE table looking gay and approachable, so that prospective members would stop by and sign up for our meetings. As a graduate student, I was something of an anomaly in EAGLE, the membership of which was 90 percent undergrad, as evidenced by the cherubic faces of baby dykes and queer bois swarming the table in search of free buttons and vulgar bumper stickers. So when Jason, all of twenty-four, stepped forward, it was a relief to me to see what I considered an actual grown-up. And one who was easy on the eyes to boot.

Dark blonde hair fell across his forehead and parted to reveal bright blue eyes. His smile made a soft V in his beard, which—combined with the hair—gave him a Jesus-goneindie-rock edge. He seemed comfortable with his body, a slender frame with a long torso, and he looked like a guy who could dance. But there was something else, a hint of playfulness mixed with guardedness, that made him very appealing. I began to worry about whether I looked all right in my Queer  Nation attire: a black beret pulled down in the back, a suit jacket over a T-shirt, and several of those metal-object-on-leather-string pendants so popular at the time. I tried to sit up and look less, well, short and overweight.
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