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“Unbelievably heartwarming and hysterically funny. Dan Bucatinsky’s stories are beautiful, capturing the ways children challenge and teach their parents about living.”


—ROSIE O’DONNELL


In 2005, Dan Bucatinsky and his partner, Don Roos, found themselves in an L.A. delivery room, decked out in disposable scrubs from shower cap to booties, to welcome their adopted baby girl—launching their frantic yet memorable adventures into fatherhood. Two and a half years later, the same birth mother—a heroically generous, pack-a-day teen with a passion for Bridezilla marathons and Mountain Dew—delivered a son into the couple’s arms. In Does This Baby Make Me Look Straight? Bucatinsky moves deftly from sidesplitting stories about where kids put their fingers to the realization that his athletic son might just grow up to be straight and finally to a reflection on losing his own father just as he’s becoming one. Bucatinsky’s soul-baring and honest stories tap into that all-encompassing, and very human, hunger to be a parent—and the life-changing and often ridiculous road to getting there.


 


“In Does This Baby Make Me Look Straight? Dan Bucatinsky captures the joys, terrors, and absurdities of being a gay parent. But this funny, touching book is for all parents—gay or straight.”


—DAN SAVAGE, author of The Kid


“This book will make you laugh, cry, cringe in sympathy, and delight along with Dan, his husband, and his two adorable kids.”


—AYELET WALDMAN, author of Bad Mother


“Oh my GOD, I LOVE this book. It’s a hilarious account of Dan’s journey through life, love, Hollywood, and fatherhood. It’s brilliant and SO funny.”


—GWYNETH PALTROW
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DAN BUCATINSKY is an actor, writer, and producer. His credits include the indie comedy film All Over the Guy and with producing partner, Lisa Kudrow, the Emmy-nominated HBO series The Comeback, the Showtime series Web Therapy, and NBC’s Who Do You Think You Are? He lives in Los Angeles with his husband and their two kids.
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Praise for
Does This Baby Make Me Look Straight?


“I read Dan’s compelling and ‘modern’ book in almost one sitting, and when my face wasn’t in my hands laughing myself silly, I was touched and moved by Dan’s ability to stay in his heart.”


—Jane Lynch


“Okay. I know Dan. We’ve worked together for almost ten years. I’ve never seen him naked. But after reading his book, I feel like I’ve seen him without a stitch, no cover, completely bare. I also saw myself in this as a parent and thought, ‘Oh, I’m not alone with my thoughts.’ It’s good not to be all alone with these feelings and as is usual for me, Dan is the perfect company to keep.”


—Lisa Kudrow


“Few people make me laugh as much as Dan Bucatinsky, but I was not prepared this time to be crying between the guffaws. This is a book I will return to again and again for its humor—that’s a no-brainer—but for its sly wisdom as well.”


—Terrence McNally, Tony Award–winning playwright


“I had every intention of simply enjoying this book on the toilet, but after reading the first page it went to my night-stand and from there to the family room, where I read paragraphs out loud to friends. This book is hysterically funny and beyond bold. Dan Bucatinsky just goes for it and says the things you didn’t realize you were thinking.


—Max Mutchnick, creator of Will and Grace


“Loved how Dan bounced from crazy silly to gut-wrenching and heartwarming. His humor was the sugar that made the crystal meth of his life go down. I will be a better parent because he went places and made some mistakes so I don’t have to. Adoption is so difficult and just being in a relationship is hard enough, but as he made clear in the book, so frickin’ worth it.”


—Tom Arnold


“This is a smart, funny, relatable, and altogether human book. How are families made? With love, and courage, and laughter, and grace—all abundantly present in this terrific story. I wish Dan Bucatinsky lived next door to me so we could kvell and kvetch together about our beautiful kids and the complexities of modern parenthood.”


—Dani Shapiro, author of the bestselling memoir Slow Motion


“Once I put my kid to bed, this book made me laugh out loud late into the night. The perils of parenting as told by Dan are hilarious and heartbreaking and utterly recognizable to anyone who has a child. Brilliant.”


—Shonda Rhimes, creator of Grey’s Anatomy


“I devoured this book. I love Dan’s story, his kids, and his writing.”


—Jennifer Garner
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chapter one

Wake Up and Smell the Fingers


Daddy?”


I’m in my five-year-old daughter Eliza’s bathroom rinsing her toothbrush when I hear her chirp from behind me on the toilet.


Even now I’m oddly caught off guard sometimes by the title “Daddy,” as though I’m suddenly looking down at a new suit I don’t ever remember putting on. But I like it. It fits me. Makes me look thinsy.


“Yes, monkey?” I reply, distractedly.


She holds her fingers up to my face. Then come three tiny words. Oh, how those words repeat in my head, over and over again, echoing in slow motion: “Smell . . . my . . . fingers . . .” Nothing good ever comes after those words.


I flash to where her fingers may have been. A field of lavender would be my first choice. But that’s not likely at this late hour. Any chance it’s the perfume counter at Bloomingdale’s? No. She doesn’t have her driver’s license yet. She’s five, remember? My brain is losing its desperate battle to steer away from the more likely candidates.


On the one hand, I don’t want her to feel any embarrassment or guilt. Her body is her temple. It’s all beautiful. And my love for it and her is unconditional. On the other hand? Smell your own damn fingers, kid. What about me looks like I’d like to smell your fingers? Tell me now so I can change it immediately and no one ever makes this mistake again.


But there’s no time to get into all that. I find myself obliging. I hold her adorable, glitter-nail-polished fingers to my face and I smell. There’s definitely something there. Some smell. What is that? Is it ass? Could be.


“What is that, darling?” I ask, trying to hide my anxiety, although my voice is starting to climb north.


Eliza giggles. “It’s my tushy, Daddy.” Okay. Not great news. In fact, I feel light-headed. But it’s not her fault. Maybe she hasn’t mastered the finer points of the bum wipe. We’re in the early days of this particular skill set, even though she is five.


“Darling, we don’t touch our bum-bums, okay? Did the toilet paper slip? That happens, sweetie, but with practice—”


“No, Daddy,” she says with a conspiratorial grin. “It’s my front tushy.”


I don’t know what happens next because I’ve blacked out. The room is spinning. Images flash from my past—or maybe somebody else’s past, I’m too panicked to watch carefully.


All I can think is How? How the hell did I end up here, in this particular conversation, with this little girl, holding these particular fingers up to this face? I can’t seem to remember the series of events that led to this moment. Any of them. It is the same sensation I have after plowing through four bowls of cereal while watching The Biggest Loser.


Even though it feels like I was somehow propelled through time and space and then plopped unceremoniously in this moment, in this bathroom, with this funky-fingered cherub smiling up at me, I know it happened in real time. Evolving into the man I’ve become: the son, the husband, the “Daddy.” It was life, happening one terrifying moment at a time, the result of big decisions and small ones, some easy and some daunting as hell.


I guess the Big Bang would have to have been around the filming of Under the Tuscan Sun. I had two and a half minutes of screen time with Diane Lane, which thankfully took six weeks to shoot in a beautiful countryside in Tuscany. I had become quite close with the director, Audrey Wells, who was there with her two-year-old daughter. She spied me playing with little Tatiana and asked if I’d ever thought about having kids. The answer of course was yes. I had. But my boyfriend had mixed feelings. (Ah, it’s been almost twenty years, I shouldn’t say “boyfriend.” I should say “partner.” Too cold. “Lover”? No. Too moist. Okay, “husband,” but only in California ever since Tom Arnold agreed to marry us on the patio of our house, our two kids as witnesses, only a few weeks before Prop 8 went into effect in 2008.) Don and I always managed to come up with perfectly good reasons why we shouldn’t have kids. Audrey, though, proceeded to give me an impassioned speech about “discovering the father in one another,” which really got to me. I remember calling Don from a pay phone and yelling, “I want to discover the father in—” Click. The line went dead as I ran out of minutes on my calling card.


It took about a year for Don and me to get on the same page. After all, our options were limited. We couldn’t just “forget” to take a pill. Don kept waiting for someone to leave a newborn in a basket on our doorstep. Our close friends Michael and Mary urged him to be a tiny bit more proactive.


“That’s bullshit!” I remember them saying. “Nobody is going to leave a kid at your feet. If that’s how you really feel, go out there and get your baby!” It was all Don needed to hear, apparently, his “aha” moment. Because after that we started making the necessary calls.


Surrogacy was the popular option. But Don was convinced we’d wind up using my sperm and he’d instantly feel left out by the two-against-one shenanigans. He grew up with two brothers and avoids triangulation at all costs. More importantly, he was uncomfortable with the idea of surrogacy, felt it was nothing more than “womb leasing” and wanted no part of it. I knew adoption was the only other choice. And since there are so many children being born every day who need parents, we both thought this would be the best. I’d be lying, though, if I didn’t say I had some hidden trepidation.


I don’t like to admit it but I was petrified about my own ability to bond with an adopted baby, a child with no genetic ties to me. It was lack of experience, really. Maybe ignorance. Fear? What will it smell like? I’d think. How will the baby know I’m its daddy? Let’s face it: I was an idiot. That was until the day of the birth. The second Eliza was lifted into the air, like Kunta Kinte in Roots, I fell in love. And I mean that second. Which made the road to get there, worth every gut-wrenching, nerve-wracking, tear-squirting moment.


The process of making an adoption plan isn’t easy. For anyone. But for same-sex couples, it’s even more of a challenge. Foreign adoptions for the “gays” are impossible these days. Homophobia is more the rule than the exception. In most parts of the world, like China and Guatemala, the words “I’m a man looking to adopt a baby” must be the same as “Sociopath seeks naked hugs and finger fun!”


No. Our best bet was something called open adoption, where we’d be chosen by a birth mother and then keep in some contact so that our child would have a healthy understanding of who she is and where she came from. At least, that’s our hope. We needed information. And courage. So we talked with other couples who had adopted and read every book we could find. We derived not a small amount of inspiration from Dan Savage’s book The Kid—a wonderfully funny and honest account of his and his partner’s journey through the adoption process.


After a meeting with an adoption lawyer, background checks, fingerprinting, and registering with a family services agency, the very next step was creating a “birth mother letter.” It was more of a brochure where we described ourselves, our relationship and our life together as a way of enticing birth moms to call us. Smile till it hurts. Don and I struggled with this process for several weeks. I mean, how could we paint an accurate picture of ourselves in a way that communicates what perfect parents we thought we could be without sounding immodest or entitled or, you know, not gay-gay?


The key was to understand what kind of person our birth mom might be. Our lawyer told us that the majority come from Vegas and usually fall into one of two categories: the college coed or the stripper. Believe it or not, he said we’d be better off with a stripper. The coeds, he said, often had multiple partners, were binge drinkers and in denial about being pregnant at least until after finals. Strippers, he said, were more responsible and used fewer substances. I guess it’s not so easy to swing naked from a pole on crystal meth. Naturally, Don and I were all about tailoring our brochure for our particular exotic-dancing birth mom. But where would we start? How much should we let her know? I was dying to tell her about my first professional showbiz job as a backup singer/dancer for a Playboy playmate in a hideously tacky variety show called Truly Outrageous. Don was adamant I bury those details with the sequined wrestling singlet I wore for our “Steam Heat” number.


“How do you know she won’t respond to that?” I asked.


“How well did people respond who saw the show?” he asked. Good point. My parents, who came out to see their son in his first professional job as an entertainer since graduating from Vassar, described it as “not their cup of tea.” Generous, I think, given the racy show was a “one-night-only” engagement, at midnight, on Yom Kippur—the most solemn and holy of Jewish holidays. The show was truly outrageous and not in the way that might help us get a baby. No. We had no strategy which highlighted the fact we had no real idea who our birth mom was.


Don thought he knew: she was a thirty-eight-year-old mother of two who did volunteer work during the day and only stripped at night to put food on the table. Yeah, okay. Uh-huh. I was convinced I knew strippers better than Don. After all, I was the one who went to a Vegas bachelor party for my friend John a few years back and saw, much to my horror, a girl named Phenomenon pour ginger ale through her vajayjay and into John’s mouth. I was pretty sure she wasn’t wrapping up her gig at Nude Awakening to race home and put the kids to bed so she could finish her thesis on Chaucer.


“We should write that we like the outdoors,” I said, as we opened a blank page on the computer to write our BML (birth mother letter).


“No. We’re not writing that,” Don argued. “We may as well say we’re Navy SEALs or circus clowns.” Don hates the outdoors. He likes big, dark hotel rooms, room service, and twenty-four-hour HGTV.


“Put down water-skiing!” I said.


He rolled his eyes. “You haven’t water-skied in twenty years.” He wasn’t wrong. But what version of “me” did I want the stripper to know? I mean, I do love water-skiing. That was the truth. So what if I hadn’t done it in a long . . . long time? Better than what Don wanted to put in the letter:


“Hello. My name is Donald. I’ve always been a movie buff and an avid reader. I love Jane Austen. And I don’t know how to throw overhand.”


“No way!” I argued. “May as well write ‘Your baby will be a class A nerd, destined to be stuffed in lockers and toilets.’ No. Even I wouldn’t give my baby to that.”


“At least it’s honest,” he defended his position.


“So? Are you trying to have a family or give a deposition?” I said, self-righteously.


If we went with the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, we’d have to say we preferred malls over museums, we worshipped at the altar of TiVo, and while we loved movies and documentaries, who were we kidding? More often than not we could be found watching Amazing Race, Project Runway, and Intervention, a show with gut-wrenching stories of young people shooting up in a Taco Bell bathroom before being forced to get clean! Now that’s entertainment.


Next came the grueling task of picking photos to include in this brochure. Dan in front of Harrods in London. Don on a quaint street in Rome. “See, birth mom? With Don and Dan, your baby will get to see the world!”


We wanted her to know we could be good male role models even though our only relationship to sports was watching figure skating on TV and making fart noises with every triple salchow. That’s not gonna get us a kid. Instead we had to turn to the hard sell. Here’s an actual quote from our BML:


“Dear Birth Mom: First of all, we want to thank you. We know there are many couples asking you to consider them and so we want to say how much we appreciate you taking the time to read our letter.”


I read it back, horrified by how we sounded: We know you have a choice when it comes to air travel. Thanks for choosing Dan and Don Air!


Whatever we did, it worked. Twice. First, with a young woman from Las Vegas who was three months pregnant and picked us to adopt her baby. It didn’t ultimately work out. But on my birthday in September of 2004, we got a call from a plucky yet sweet nineteen-year-old, already a mother of twins, from Wisconsin who did want to fly Dan and Don Air. Her name, let’s say, was Monica. And she wasn’t a stripper. And she didn’t care about our brochure. She picked us because she and her mom were fans of the television show Queer Eye for the Straight Guy and thought we’d make “ahhsome dads.”


I’ll never forget the day we first laid eyes on Monica, coming down the escalator at LAX. We’d talked on the phone a bunch of times and we’d noticed how she had a loud, slow, gruff voice. Her mother told us she got nervous around new people and did not like to be photographed. We immediately pictured a clinically obese girl with thick glasses and a stained Hello Kitty sweatshirt, teetering on the edge of “mentally challenged.” She turned out to be a beautiful, wide-eyed, tough-talking, pack-a-day teen in stretch jeans and her boyfriend’s football jacket, as if she had literally been conjured from the pages of a Don Roos screenplay. Chain-smoking and Slurpee-drinking, Monica was the epitome of “street smart.” She was affable, confident and had an enormous heart. She was, she is, affectionate, stubborn, playful, proud, funny, opinionated, and of course, generous. The sacrifice she was able to endure? I am forever changed by her and inspired by her strength and courage. Okay, she could’ve learned a thing or two about birth control. But she always insisted “birth control just doesn’t work” on her! I kept wondering if it wouldn’t have worked better had she remembered to take it out of the box and put it in. Or on. But then, imagine if she had? Unfathomable. It was Monica’s lack of impulse control that made the creation of our family possible.


The whole experience bonded us. And then, in that delivery room Don, Monica, and I held hands as first Eliza and then, two years later, Jonah were cut from their umbilical cord—and from their nine-month lifeline to Cinnabons, Mountain Dew, and Marlboro Menthols. Tears streamed down all our cheeks. It was clear, as sentimental as it may sound, that our kids were born out of the hearts of three people. Not just two of us. And not just the one.


It’s funny, though, becoming a “Daddy.” I fully expected to discover what that director had spoken to me about, the “father within.” But what I never imagined—what I could never have ever predicted—was finding the mother within me. There is no doubt that when Eliza got home, I fully took on the role of mother to my cub. If I could have stuck a boob in her, I would have. And I always became defensive when people assumed I didn’t know what I was doing. Like when we would be traveling and every woman on the plane would offer us important advice, like “Don’t forget to feed her” or “Air pressure makes baby’s ears go ouchy.” I’d be, like, “Really? And here I was about to stuff her in the overhead compartment!”


It’s like that Elizabeth Stone quote: being a parent is like deciding to “have your heart go walking around outside your body.” I wanted the world to know that something had changed in me. Shifted. On a cellular level. Something that made certain things like her gestures, smells, and particular smiles make me want to burst into tears. What is that? Sadness? Joy? Pride? Being a parent.


    •   •   •


Back in the bathroom, Eliza looks up at me with a little shrug. It’s cute. But clearly I’m meant to do something, say something. I wasn’t prepared for this. Why wasn’t this in any of the books we read prior to having kids?


“Hey, listen, polka dot. It’s your body and you’re the boss of it. Yeah? But not so much with the fingers in your, you know, front tushy, okay? You just want to keep all of your areas, um, clean.”


Not bad, given I had no lead time to prepare my response. Anyway, it’ll have to do. But let’s face it. “Front tushy” instead of just saying “vagina”? I got work to do.




 


chapter two

This CAN’T Be Love


It was the fall of 1992, and I’d recently moved from New York to Los Angeles for a one-year trial to kick-start my acting and writing career in film and television. I was performing, but not making money performing, a two-person show I’d written about relationships and love—a topic I realize now I knew absolutely nothing about.


To pay the rent I got hooked up by a friend with the glamorous job of selling pencils, CDs, and T-shirts for the musical Forever Plaid at the Canon Theatre in Beverly Hills, which is now the Montage Hotel. To this day, whenever I’m in that hotel’s lobby, I feel the impulse to ask people if they want “small, medium, or large.”


That Valentine’s Day, I began a sneaky little affair with this guy—I’ll call him David—who also worked at the theater. David had a house, dogs, a coffeemaker—oh, and he wore a gold band so he also had a husband. Oops. For some reason, these were all things I found very attractive, perhaps in their power to symbolize the guy’s capacity to love. I had never before given much thought to having a relationship. It certainly wasn’t that high up on my list. I was always far more focused on my career. But the feelings I had for David were bigger than me. I thought only about him. It felt like there was a magnetic force drawing us together. And when we were apart, I was counting the minutes until I’d see him again. I guess it was as close to a drug addiction as I’ve ever come.


Oh my God, I thought to myself, this must be love. I felt powerless in the face of it. And, at the same time, so relieved that I was capable of it. For years I had feared I just wasn’t cut out for love.


Our relationship was all very passionate and exciting except for those times we’d be in his car and he’d see someone he knew and make me duck down by the floor mats. With some dried mud and a piece of gravel against my skin, it occurred to me: This can’t be love, can it? But I somehow convinced myself to keep going. I was young. And I believed David’s assertion that he was capable of loving two guys at the same time. All that, paired with my powerlessness over the seductive nature of our affair, convinced me that what I was experiencing was the very definition of “true love.”


Six months later, I’d grown some balls. Not a lot. Maybe more like a ball. It was enough to break up for the third and last time: “If you aren’t ready to choose me over Tom, then we must never, ever speak to each other again.” We burst into tears. We might as well have burst into flames: it was a ridiculous, can’t-catch-your-breath, over-the-top, way-too-gay kind of grief. I fell to the ground as I looked up to the skies and thought, WHY? Why is this happening to me? And why is there always gravel digging into my skin?


A short ten days later, I’m trying to keep busy at the theater box office, listening to Bonnie Raitt’s “I Can’t Make You Love Me” on a loop. I’m not just riding the self-pity bus but driving it—feeling sorry for my sad, puffy-eyed, pathetic self. That’s when my close friend Linda walked into the box office to invite me to play Celebrity with a bunch of her friends. She didn’t hide the fact that she was using the party as a chance to fix me up with a thirty-seven-year-old screenwriter named Don. She was, however, ignoring the fact he didn’t want to date someone so young and an actor. I didn’t want to date anyone so much older and well established. She was also ignoring the fact I was in mourning over the end of my love affair and trying to nurse my broken heart. I was shocked she’d think I could date anyone so soon after the breakup—or ever again. I went anyway, grateful for the distraction and free food.


I was most definitely the youngest person in the room and, besides Don, the only other guy. It was a circle of women, Don’s closest friends, sitting on the couch like a quilting bee, a firing squad, or perhaps a judges’ table. One woman in particular was sitting on the floor, leaning against the couch, where Don sat giving her a back rub. She was—how should I put this gently—very plain-looking. She was heavy, with thick eyeglasses, too-short hair, and a big gummy-tooth smile. Within a minute I got the story: her name was Mimi, she was dying of cancer, and Don was her primary caregiver. Hi! Welcome to the party!


I’d never met a dying person before. I remember feeling suffocated by the information, like it was way over my head and out of my comfort zone. Just get through the night and you never have to see any of these people again, I thought. As I mentioned, I was still in my twenties and easily intimidated. Scared, maybe, I wouldn’t be able to rise to the challenge. Or maybe scared the whole dying thing might somehow rub off on me.


As it turned out, I liked Don. We got each other’s sense of humor and could talk really easily. Over the next few weeks, Don and I spoke on the phone almost every night. We finally met for coffee and I had the super awesome good sense to spend every minute talking about David and my broken heart. Don tried hard to hide his rolling “check please” eyes. I couldn’t imagine why he’d give me another chance, but he did.


We made a date to have dinner. We met at an Italian restaurant in West Hollywood. He apologized for being late, as he’d had to stop at Mimi’s to bring her food and cigarettes. Yes. Don and Mimi were smokers at the time. Benson & Hedges 100’s Menthol. Cartons of them. It confused me.


“Should she be smoking with, you know, cancer?” I asked.


Don shrugged. “Well, what’s the point? She’s terminal. And she knows it. Who am I to police her?”


I kicked myself. Like maybe if I had an ounce of compassion, I would’ve thought of that. Don was the manager of her care, and I decided to leave it alone. I had just returned from New York, so I brought him a bag of Zabar’s coffee. He brought me a pack of cigarettes. We sat on the patio and smoked. Clearly, or perhaps ironically, back then, smoking was reserved for those he cared the most about.


Don was a real grown-up—smart, confident, and blessed with a magnanimous personality. He’s always been funny, sharp-witted, and unapologetically honest. One had to have a tough skin around him. His verbal sparring was hilarious but could leave a mark. He’d even joke about Mimi’s illness, which surprisingly put everyone, especially Mimi, at ease. After another bad doctor’s report, Don would simply ask, “Honey, why does God hate you so much? Maybe he’s jealous of all the attention.” Or he’d tell her, “Hey. Quit whining, will you? It’s not like you’re dying. Oh, wait. You are.” And she’d laugh and laugh. Or she’d be stuffing her face with donuts: “Don’t hold back, angel, those tumors need their strength!” It was disarming. But it also took the ominous tension right out of the situation. Mimi just loved it. We all did, the seven of us who came together to help Don take care of Mimi.


I loved his rough edges paired with such sweetness and generosity. I’d never met anyone like him before. I knew I wanted to pursue a relationship with Don. In my head. My heart, however, was still pining for David, who was no longer even living in L.A.


Don knew I thought he’d be good for me. “The healthy choice,” he called it. Nutritious. Like he was the oat bran muffin with omega-3s rather than the caramel chocolate donut with buttercream frosting. Making matters worse and conspiring against our relationship, Mimi’s health was deteriorating. The more involved Don became with me, the needier Mimi was becoming. Not so odd, actually, as we all knew she was in love with him. And why wouldn’t she be?


Her own family had disowned her for reasons I didn’t quite understand. She seemed to have only Don in her life. And his friends. And now, me. Don had spent a year taking her to support groups or waiting outside hospitals. He even took her to Lourdes, even though she was Jewish, because she read an article about the healing effects of bathing in the holy water. She was getting desperate for a cure. And he was committed to learning how to “care with respect” as he had learned in Shanti. “Let the patient be in charge of her own illness,” they told him. “Never try to know more than she knows . . .” Patients talk to their own doctors and make decisions about their own care. Don had learned from his mistakes. He’d had two friends die of AIDS and gotten too involved in the medical side of their care. He was determined to do it right this time.


I learned, slowly, how to be a caregiver. But I felt awkward and ill-equipped, at best. Impatient and mean, at my worst. Just die already, I’d think to myself when she’d hijack a romantic weekend in New York by keeping Don on the phone to describe the consistency and frequency of her poop. I’d get so mad. And then furious and depressed about being the guy who was wishing a dying woman would just get to it. I’d wonder what she’d do if we weren’t around to help her. My thoughts ran like a news ticker in my brain: Who else could she call? And why doesn’t she call them right now? Why doesn’t she ever feel guilty? And why is she so fucking fat after all that chemo?


I began to question everything. Maybe I didn’t know what love was after all. Maybe I was incapable of real love—of nurturing. Though having kids was the furthest thing from my mind at that time, I do remember wondering if I would ever have a parental bone in my body, given my inability to care for Mimi and nurture her and love her unconditionally. But it all felt too intimate, intense, and ultimately sad. I wanted out. And Don sensed I had one foot out the door. But his closest friend, Susan, and my friends Linda and Jodi worked tirelessly to encourage each of us to stay the course. They all seemed to feel that Don and I belonged together and so we went on blind faith and stuck it out. Much to Mimi’s dismay. She resented me despite my efforts to help her, bring her lunch or groceries when she was on bed rest. She tried to act like she liked me. But after a minute or two, all conversation would turn to our boyfriend “Donny.” How I hated how she said that Don-ny. “Where’s Donny?” “What’s Donny doing now?” “Could you evaporate and rematerialize as Donny?” That last one she said with her eyes.


Six months into my relationship with Donny, on Valentine’s Day, I heard from David. We spoke and I felt . . . normal. Two people making small talk. There was no power in our conversation. No heat to speak of. Just two old friends. I was so relieved it was finally over. I wondered if it had ever really been love or was it some unconscious wish for me to be the kind of guy who could find love and succumb to it? But then look what happened: I had stopped trying so hard and, at long last, I had fallen in love. With Don. Despite the gravitational pull of Mimi’s progressing disease.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/bm1.jpg





OEBPS/images/bm.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
does this baby
make me
look straight?

Confessions of a Gay Dad

DAN BUCATINSKY

A TOUCHSTONE BOOK
Published by Simon & Schuster
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here












OEBPS/images/copy.jpg









OEBPS/images/ta.jpg










OEBPS/images/9781451660746_cover.jpg
“Iwas laughing out loud as I read Dan’s book of parental
(mis)adventures. He’s a gifted writer with a hilarious voice and
arapierwit.” —NEIL PATRICK HARRIS

DAN BUCATINSKY

does this baby
make me
look straight?

Conf






OEBPS/images/fa.jpg





