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To Thomas Tupper & Kate Spencer, our perfect storm







Remember what I said, as you lay down your head
The only thing we take with us is love….


—Antigone Rising’s “Borrowed Time” (K. Henderson/N. Camps)








Prologue


From the beginning of our relationship, we knew we wanted children. Each of us had moved up the ladder with relative ease in our chosen career fields, so we naïvely thought the most difficult thing about getting pregnant would be making the decision to do it. We were wrong. First one of us tried, then the other, with no success. And then, all at once, we were both pregnant: on the same day, with the same donor, and with due dates that fell three days apart. Immediately, every single person we knew had one question: “How are the two of you going to do this?” Easy, we thought—there are two of us. One of us would run errands. The other would offer foot rubs. We’d rotate the late-night dog walks and order every meal in. Since we’d conquered the music business and the publishing industry, a little morning sickness would be a piece of cake, right? We pictured a sort of pregnancy fire brigade, each of us pitching in to help the other until we got too big, at which point we would … well, we hadn’t thought that far. “Let’s just celebrate!” we told our friends and family.


And thank God for our friends and family! It’s like they knew when asking us the fateful question of how we were going to do this, the real answer was “You’ll be helping us, sillies!” By the time we were in our ninth month, our home had a revolving door on it—with mothers delivering meals, siblings lugging baby shower loot, fathers assembling things they never knew existed, and friends dog-sitting and driving us to appointments.


Our grand delusions about the joys of pregnancy were squelched by the second trimester. Between the two of us, we experienced every pregnancy-related ailment listed on www.Babycenter.com., from numb hands to swollen ankles to inappropriately timed laughter. “I knew this was going to be fun,” one of us would mumble sarcastically in bed, and the other would mutter, “I just had no idea how much fun,” finishing the sentiment. Then we would roll over and snuggle with our individual body pillows.


But with our unlikely twins growing inside of us, every moment of those nine months taught us more about life—and our relationship—than any baby book, therapy session, or birth doula could. We learned, for example, that our mothers are always right. We learned that God has not come up with a better way to get a baby out than to have the body turn itself inside out like a tight-fitting pair of your favorite Jordache jeans from 1984. And that homeopathic remedies like moxibustion and traditional therapies like Pitocin and epidurals all work—depending on your definition of the word “work.”


This book is our family’s personal story. But in many ways, it’s a story for anyone who has ever taken a pregnancy test and felt the heart-wrenching disappointment of a negative result. It’s for families who would go to any lengths to conceive a child. It’s for anyone who has ever been told their way of life is not acceptable. But mostly, it’s for any woman who has fervently wished that her partner could just understand what it was like to be pregnant. Let this book be your empathetic partner, because our story redefines what it means to walk in another person’s shoes. Trust us, we’ve been there … Times Two.




Times Two








Chapter 1
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She’s Leaving Home


Sarah


From the time I was young, I dreamed of being a successful businesswoman. In the seventh grade, I enlisted my friend Conrad to steal a copy of his older sister’s science test. Knowing our teacher, Mrs. Truckenboat, never bothered to change the test from one year to the next, we then sold it to students for a buck apiece. In college I pursued more honest work: My best friend and I started our own business cleaning houses, walking dogs, and taking care of the elderly. Although we lost a dog and an old woman almost died on us, we still deemed the summer gig a huge financial success.


When I graduated from college, I met with a junior-level headhunter who helped me find an exciting job as an assistant to the associate publisher at the relaunch of House and Garden magazine. Working at Condé Nast was one big, heady party: I had a corporate credit card at my disposal and an impressive set of business cards. I was writing marketing proposals, managing events, putting gift bags together, scouting locations, and keeping schedules. Within no time I was promoted to coordinator; a year later I was promoted to merchandising and events manager. Eventually I needed more action, so I decided to work for a weekly and got a job at New York magazine. I was there just a year when I received a great offer to be the merchandising director at InStyle. Within two months of taking that job, I found myself lounging poolside in Lake Como, Italy, for our sales meeting. “This is how I like to roll!” I said to my coworker as we clinked our champagne glasses.


To the world, I looked like I was on track to achieving my dream—but inside, I felt like a fraud. I was gay and living two very separate lives. I worried that being “out” would hurt my career. Once in a while, if I knew someone was gay, I would say something like, “I’m going up to P-town this weekend,” meaning I was planning to spend the weekend in the well-known gay enclave of Provincetown, Massachusetts. Later, that was the kind of coded statement that would annoy me when other women did it. But back then, I was the one dancing around the issue: I just wasn’t ready to exist in the world as a gay woman.


I’m sure my hesitation to come out had something to do with my upbringing, which couldn’t have been more traditional. I grew up on Staten Island, New York, in an area called Todt Hill, probably the most conservative neighborhood in all five boroughs, and one of the wealthiest. We lived in a Cape Cod–style house surrounded by a white picket fence. My older brother, Spencer, and I were sent to private schools and spent the summer swimming and playing tennis at our country club. If you need further convincing, my parents’ names are Barbara and Ken!


Ken and Barbie Dream Houses and Dream Cars might have been popular then, but my parents behaved more like Carville and Matalin. They married right after college and were a classic case of “opposites attract.” My mother was a Roman Catholic Democrat and my father was an Episcopalian Republican. They argued over politics constantly but had an immense amount of respect for each other; my father could get my mother laughing like no one else could. At the time, my father worked as a businessman in Manhattan and my mother was an elementary school teacher. Standing five foot eight, with a chic brown Vidal Sassoon bob, my mother cut an imposing figure in our household. She would never call in sick to work and believed in honesty and integrity. Babs, as we like to call her, had strong opinions on how to live your life. “Never rely on someone financially,” my mother always told me. Every Sunday she took my brother and me to church, and as we walked past the pro-life activists collecting donations outside, she would say, “Don’t look at them; we’re not giving them money. Every woman has a right to choose—don’t forget that.”


Though I had a very privileged upbringing and was surrounded by love, I always felt like a piece of the puzzle was missing. My brother was always much more perceptive than I was; he would tease me and say that I was adopted, which I knew was untrue, but it would take years for me to realize why I felt so different. I had always felt most comfortable in the company of my girlfriends. Through my childhood and young adult years, I catapulted from one best friend to another: In fifth grade, Laura and I were inseparable, spending hours together creating volcanoes that erupted, riding our bikes around the neighborhood, and making each other “best friend” bracelets. In the seventh grade, enter Lisa, the swim team star: We traveled to meets together and kept time for one another when swimming a 1,600-meter race. That friendship ended in a spectacular scream-a-thon at a swim meet when I decided to hang out at the hotel with other team members rather than count her 1,600-meter swim. We never spoke again.


In high school, my closest girlfriend was Mia; she had the blondest hair and bluest eyes I’d ever seen. At five foot one she was petite, but she packed a lot of energy into that tiny frame; boys would trip over themselves trying to get to her. She was my best friend, so I had total access. I liked to talk about boys but had no real interest in dating any of them.


All teenagers are dramatic, but when these “fresbian”-style relationships ended, I felt a crushing sense of loss. What I couldn’t see then was that I was asking too much of these girls. They wanted to hang out at Baskin-Robbins and talk about boys. I wanted to hang out and talk to them … forever.


In 1989, I attended a small liberal arts college in upstate New York called Russell Sage College. My campus was only two blocks long, lined with brownstones from the late 1800s and enormous, old oak trees. My first few years of college were heavenly, full of fraternity parties, nights out with my roommates, and classes that challenged me. Yet something was missing. I would date men but it never amounted to anything. I found myself more excited to party with the reggae band at a fraternity house than to flirt with its members.


During my junior year, though, I did have a somewhat serious boyfriend. Chip, a conservative guy from Connecticut, fancied himself a wine and culinary connoisseur. If you didn’t know how to properly let a bottle of red wine breathe, you might as well have spit on his mother. Our relationship ended in the summer when I finally realized we weren’t a good match, and I returned to college ready to try something new.


The year was 1993, and it seemed as though the culture itself was conspiring to help me declare my identity. Newsweek had recently done a cover story called “Lesbians Coming Out Strong” that showcased a really attractive lesbian couple. The military’s “don’t ask, don’t tell” policy was on the table. And Bill Clinton was our president. Suddenly a new thought crept into my consciousness: Maybe I should try to date a girl. But far from feeling that vast sense of relief that many people describe when their “light” goes off, I felt as awkward and confused as I’d been during adolescence. None of the stereotypes of being a lesbian appealed to me—a wardrobe of plaid shirts and motorcycle jackets, the love of granola and all things natural, not to mention a childless future. Still, I decided the only way to find out was to try it. So I decided to take a mature and measured approach: I targeted the “token” lesbian on campus.


I’d seen Becky around campus for years. You couldn’t miss her: She had short, cropped hair and wore plaid shirts, pleated pants, and Doc Martens all year round. We were polar opposites—at the time, I favored floral tiered miniskirts and soft T-shirts—but what we did have in common was the only thing that mattered to me. I was determined to make her show me the way.


When I got back to college after summer break to complete my senior year, I was pleasantly surprised to find Becky sitting in the third row of my science class. I had no idea how to approach her, but as it turned out, I didn’t have to give it too much thought, because my feet did the work for me. As soon as the professor finished going through the syllabus, I strode over to Becky’s desk and gave her a big hug. Her face registered shock. I knew what I wanted to say: “Please help me figure out this gay thing!” But instead, I burbled frenetically about my summer and tried not to buckle to the floor with shame.


She must have sensed my nervousness, because she smiled and said, “It’s great to see you. You’re tan. Were you lifeguarding this summer?”


“Yes. I had, uh, a great summer,” I stammered, blushing. “This class is going to be hard, huh?”


Becky smiled. “Could be.”


“Science isn’t my strong suit,” I said, taking in her scuffed boots and the way she tipped her chair back while maintaining intense eye contact. “I think I’m going to need help to get me through this class.”


“You want to be tutored, huh?” Becky said. Was that a smirk or a smile?


“Yeah,” I said, adding, “We should probably get started immediately.”


Over the next few weeks, Becky tutored me in her small off-campus apartment. She actually did have a knack for biology, but I spent most of our sessions focusing on how pretty her features were. We spent hours after our sessions talking about our upbringings, friends, and life in general. I tried to slip hints into the conversation, like “I’m straight but not narrow.” When that had no effect, I was more direct.


Standing over Becky as she regarded my latest incomprehensible scribbling, I leaned in and said, “This girl thing is pretty hot.”


Becky responded with a coy smile: “If you like that sort of thing.” She was smart to play the game that way, because much as I wanted to do it, I was far too nervous to make a move.


One weekend in late October, a few of our mutual friends were taking a road trip to Boston. I knew Becky was going, so I enlisted my friend Marcy to make the trip with me. We arrived in Boston in the afternoon, and that night, we all headed out to a gay club called the Avalon. I proceeded to get very, very drunk—as drunk as any good lesbian would get on the night of her potential first kiss. I don’t remember much of that night, except that I believe I danced on a banquette and somehow ended up with a stack of glow-in-the-dark necklaces around my neck.


It was three in the morning when Marcy, Becky, and I returned to our friend’s apartment. Marcy stumbled off to bed while Becky and I shuffled into the living room to recap the night. I sat down next to her on the couch.


“That was fun tonight,” she slurred.


“Well, if you think that was fun … ,” I heard myself saying.


We sat next to each other in silence. By nature, I’m adventurous. I always want to try everything once. When I was younger, I liked to try dangerous things, like jumping off the roof of my house. This felt like a different kind of leap—one that led directly into my future. Feeling brave from the booze, I finally leaned in.


In that moment, I understood why all my straight friends had chased boys throughout my young life. That kiss was more than I had ever expected. I experienced a huge rush of endorphins and a feeling that it was “right.” We made out for an hour and then went to our separate bedrooms, where I lay in a drunken, happy haze, replaying each kiss over and over in my mind.


When I woke up the next morning, I urgently told Marcy we had to leave. I didn’t want to ruin the moment; I knew that with a whole day stretching ahead of me, I could only screw it up. First, though, I wanted to say good-bye to Becky. I found her standing over the stove scrambling eggs in the kitchen. I walked right over to her and put my hand on her arm and said, “That wasn’t a mistake.”


“Okay,” she said. “Then we’ll have to do it again.”


Marcy and I packed up our stuff and hit the road. “What are you doing?” she kept asking me during the car ride home.


“I don’t know, I don’t know,” I moaned.


“Do you think you’re gay?” she asked.


I could only answer, “I don’t know.”


Marcy herself was a few months away from coming out, but at the time, she was just as conflicted as I was.


As with most lesbian relationships that form to help one person come out of the closet, my relationship with Becky should have lasted only a few months. We had so little in common. But she was my first, and I didn’t know where to go from there, so the relationship lasted two years.


In 1995, I moved back to New York City. I was alight with excitement and anticipation, and yet I was still trying to figure out where I fit in. Where were the Yuppie lesbians—did they even exist? I certainly had not found them in Albany. At that time, I was twenty-three and just wanted to date. I had spent eight years of high school and college looking in the wrong direction. Now it was finally my time to try on different women for size. One night, I walked into a bar called Henrietta Hudson. And with that, I found the place I belonged.



Kristen


In many ways, I had a typical upper-middle-class upbringing: I grew up in a beach town on Long Island called Glen Cove. We lived in a big house with a pool that was a popular hangout for all the kids in the neighborhood. My mom taught English at my high school and my dad worked in advertising. But in other ways, we weren’t so run-of-the-mill: My mother came from a huge Italian Catholic family—each of her parents had nine siblings, so she was literally one of fifty cousins. After my parents married in 1965, they settled down in the town my father grew up in. Surrounded by my dad’s side of the family, my mom tried to give us the same childhood she’d had—filled with cousins, aunts, uncles, and Grandma Rosie’s big homemade dinners.


My father’s mother, Grandma Henderson, was the matriarch of our family and very much ahead of her time: She was vegetarian when nobody knew what that meant, taught yoga classes in her backyard, and held séances in her basement. She might have been the worst cook on earth—she’d leave a turkey in the oven all day only to realize she’d never turned it on—but was famously hospitable, hosting a huge, rollicking family dinner every Sunday night. Her two sons, my father, Frank, and my uncle Tip, took after Grandpa George—they were strong family men who were a bit more on the conservative side—but interestingly, out of the six kids they fathered, three were gay, and only Grandma Henderson seemed to have an inkling. When I was eight years old, I remember her pulling me aside and saying, “I love you, dear, no matter who you love.” A strange thing to say to an eight-year-old, and yet her words allowed me to know, on the deepest level, that in this family, at least, I was loved.


When I turned four, my brother, Tommy, was born. I thought he was my baby. I would crawl into the crib with him, rock him, and dress him. Ever since Tommy came along, I knew I wanted kids: I threw tantrums when I couldn’t spend time with him and forced my parents to let me quit nursery school so I wouldn’t have to miss a minute with him. As a teen, I signed up to be a camp counselor because I loved being around the kids. My ultimate goal was to work with children. But my dream was to be in a rock band.


For my twelfth birthday, my parents bought me a drum set. My older sister, Cathy, played guitar and the two of us spent every waking moment practicing together. Cathy got six other high school girls together, including a friend of hers named Jen who sang lead vocals, and we formed a band called No Comment. MTV was really hot then, and Jen and Cathy would pretend to be members of Duran Duran speaking with British accents to the press (that’s how we came up with the name). We did great eighties covers like “Hit Me with Your Best Shot” by Pat Benatar. Our first gig was playing my aunt and uncle’s wedding, but we soon became a popular little band around town. We played the Latin Club banquet at the high school, the middle school cast party for The Wizard of Oz, and a bunch of graduation parties. Still a seventh-grader myself, I spent my days rehearsing and hanging out with high schoolers, and I liked it that way. I was in awe of the older girls in the band, particularly Jen, whom I worshipped. With her long, thick red hair, she looked like a cross between Molly Ringwald and the pop singer Tiffany. I held her on a pedestal.


But my awe wasn’t romantic; I liked guys. In high school, it never occurred to me to be romantically interested in women. In that regard, my ignorance was bliss, because a lot of my current lesbian friends really struggled in their youth. Of course, some of the signs were there: I was a tomboy who played soccer, softball, and basketball and was always picked first for teams. Fashion-wise, I hated dresses, and my uniform of choice was Levis, sneakers, and Champion sweatshirts.


My first boyfriend was a guy named Carlos. I met him through the older girls in my band just weeks before my sixteenth birthday. My mom almost had a heart attack when she found out he was six years older than me, but I couldn’t stay away from him. He was a huge track star who rode motorcycles, raced Jet Skis, and was known around town for skateboarding off curbs into traffic. He kissed me for the first time at my sixteenth birthday party, and after that, we were inseparable.


When I was a senior in high school, Cathy left to attend college at Bucknell University. My parents had met there, and it’s also where my entire family—my grandfather, aunt, sister, myself, and eventually my brother—went to college. There, Cathy formed an all-girl band called Mistress for her Greek Week talent show. The lead singer was a girl from her sorority named Peppy, and when they couldn’t find a talented enough drummer, I found myself traveling to Bucknell on weekends to play drums for them at parties. By the time I was accepted to the university, I was part of an established band on campus.


I dated Carlos all throughout high school, but we grew apart and broke up shortly after I arrived at Bucknell. My freshman year, I developed an instant crush on a senior named Hilary. Again, I didn’t perceive my feelings as romantic, but I acted in ways that went beyond female friendship. I would go out of my way to position myself on the quad when I knew she’d be walking by. “Oh, what a coincidence!” I’d exclaim, fiddling with my Walkman. When she graduated and moved to Colorado, I went to visit her. And that’s when I had my first crystal-clear lesbian thought. Oddly enough, it wasn’t about Hilary, but one of her friends who came walking into the room and said hello. She had brown, wavy, perfect shampoo-commercial hair and her body was long and lean; she was a dancer. Immediately I thought, Oh my God, I want to kiss her. I was turning twenty and had never had a thought like that before. Hilary had to work the whole week I visited, so my days were spent four-wheel-driving, hiking, and picnicking with her friend. It never occurred to me to make a pass at her; of course, I wouldn’t have even known what to do. Instead, I spent the whole week immersed in a mad, wild crush—one I figured would pass when I returned to school.


In 1990, Bucknell was a pretty conservative place. I was president of my extremely straight sorority, where all the girls wore choker-style pearl necklaces over black turtlenecks for their composite photos. Most of the students drove Saabs or BMWs, and we all wore Blucher moccasins from L.L. Bean, with our shirt collars turned up. But when I returned to school that fall, something in me had changed. I wasn’t planning on becoming a lesbian; I just wanted to experiment. I thought I needed to kiss a girl and get it out of my system.


A girl on campus was rumored to be a lesbian; her name was Tracey. At the time, I was living off campus with Peppy in a four-bedroom house, and since Peppy was actually good friends with Tracey, I thought I’d float the idea.


One night we were hanging out in the living room and I said, “I think I want to have an experience. I want to make out with Tracey.”


“Do it!” she said excitedly. “We can make a fun night out of it.”


A week later, we invited a few friends over for dinner. I played guitar while Peppy sang, and Tracey stayed just a little too long. “It’s late, why don’t you crash here?” I suggested. “You can sleep on my floor.” I had a futon chair that converted into a single bed. As I was pulling sheets over it I said, “You know, you don’t really have to sleep on this. It’s uncomfortable and I have a big bed.”


Tracey gave me a sharp look. “You know what people have been saying about me. I don’t want anyone to say I tried to turn the sorority president into a lesbian.”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. “Just sleep up here. It’s not a big deal.”


“I don’t know …”


Fifteen minutes later she crawled into my bed. It didn’t take long to convince her to kiss me; she certainly wasn’t resisting. I had my “experience” that night and it was amazing. In the morning, she left to go to class. I could hear Peppy and my other housemate Dabney moving around in the kitchen. My head was pounding but I remembered every detail. Half of me was filled with regret, while the other half couldn’t wait to do it again. As I reflected on that first kiss, I felt overwhelmed. Holding my hand over my mouth, I ran into the bathroom and puked. Why had it felt like so much more than just an experience? Was I a lesbian now? I couldn’t handle the thought, which seemed to nuke my ideas of marrying a Bucknell boy and having babies.


That afternoon, I called Tracey. “We need to talk,” I said. “Can I stop by your dorm room?” As soon as I walked in the door, she grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward her. I resisted weakly. “Listen, this doesn’t need to turn into anything,” I told her. “I was just experimenting.”


“That’s okay,” she said. “I’m cool with that.” Boom—we were hooking up again. For the next year and a half, I spent my days flirting with guys and managing my duties as president of my sorority while sleeping with Tracey each night. There was no walking around campus holding her hand or “pinning” her with my sorority letters. I lived in constant terror of being found out. What scared me most was the fact that I knew I’d never been in love before. This was like nothing I’d ever felt.


Halfway through my senior year, Tracey broke up with me. “You pretend we’re not a couple, so we’re not,” she said, her voice laced with disgust. “You’re half-in, half-out. I can’t take it anymore.” I tried to protest, but she skillfully shot down every excuse I offered. I left her apartment destroyed; I knew I had no argument.


My roommates had no idea I was gay, but I could no longer keep my secret. My heart was broken, and I needed help. That afternoon, I spilled my guts to them. They tried to make me feel better, but I could tell they were surprised by my news. No one we knew was out. “I can’t say I understand how you’re feeling,” my housemate Kara said as we talked over beers one night, “but I’ll always be your friend, no matter what.” Her words sank in like a tonic; she had no idea how relieved I felt after that conversation.


After that, I made it my mission to date another woman. And so began my Tarzan style of dating—swinging from one long-term monogamous relationship to the next. Before long, I was a very different person from the closeted, “I’m just experimenting” sorority girl my roommates had known from Bucknell. I wasn’t alone in my awakening: It was an exciting time politically, too. Bill Clinton had promised to repeal the ban on gays in the military and a huge lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender (LGBT) march had just taken place in Washington, DC. I felt like I was part of a movement and wanted to submerge myself in gay culture.


Meanwhile, our college band, Mistress, was ready to re-form in New York City, with the addition of our friend Suzanne. But the name felt dated and degrading, so we decided we needed to come up with something else. Inspired by a Greek tragedy course Peppy and I had taken in college, we came up with the name Antigone Rising, after the Greek heroine who rose up to defy the king. We were all still working day jobs—my sister and I had jobs in advertising, just like our dad—but we ate, slept, and breathed music. The four of us lived within steps of one another in the West Village and played cover songs all night long in a little dive bar on Bleecker Street. We would start playing at eight P.M. and finish at three A.M., then go to work the next morning. Soon, we’d built a small but faithful following: We sold out bigger rooms like the Bitter End a few times a month playing original music. That led to gigs at Tramps, CBGB, and the Bottom Line. Within a year, we’d landed a manager, and we used our advertising connections to get magazine and media people to come to our shows.


In 1998, we got our first really big gig: a date at Lilith Fair. One of the sponsors of the tour, Levi’s, held a talent contest at its Upper East Side store to find new bands in each market. We played in front of a panel of judges and won. Later that summer, Lilith Fair premiered in Bryant Park. I remember standing in an area between the stage and the crowd, with my best friend from college, Mitch, watching Sarah McLachlan perform. As I waited to go onstage, Mitch had me turn to face the crowd. “Do you see this?” he said, making a sweeping motion with his arm. “This is how it’s going to be from now on.” My dream was becoming reality.


That version of the band was together for ten years, including our years together at Bucknell. Then Peppy called a meeting and told us she’d given the band everything she could, but she wanted to move to Boston, get married, and have babies. I couldn’t blame her. Even though we were selling out clubs up and down Bleecker Street, every major record label had passed on us. In July, we held auditions to find a new lead singer. We needed to find one soon, because we had a big gig booked in Chicago through BMI (Broadcast Music Incorporated). Our manager sent us the packet of a singer-songwriter who called herself Cassidy. “This is really weird; she said she used to sing with you guys,” he said. Cathy and I opened up the envelope and pulled out a black-and-white headshot of an attractive woman with curly blond hair.


“That’s the waitress from Houlihan’s!” I exclaimed.


Six years earlier, when we’d first graduated from Bucknell, Peppy had taken time off from the band to complete her thesis. My girlfriend at the time was working at Houlihan’s and told us the hostess, Cassidy, was a singer who reminded her of Peppy. For the next three months, Cassidy, Cathy, and I wrote and sang together. Then Cassidy informed us she was moving to L.A. That same day, Peppy called and said she was finished with her thesis and was headed to New York. Since then, we hadn’t given Cassidy another thought.


Now we stared at the headshot in front of us. It was unmistakably the same woman. Cathy shrugged and said, “Maybe it’s kismet.” We popped her demo into the tape player and turned it on. Her voice, which we’d remembered as strong, had matured into a powerful, nuanced, knock-you-off-your-feet instrument. On some notes it was husky, others vulnerable—she sounded like a modern-day Dusty Springfield. Cathy turned to me, her eyes huge. “We’ve found her,” she said.


I replied, “I don’t even want to hear anyone else.”


A few weeks later, the three of us met for coffee at a restaurant in the West Village. Cassidy seemed a lot more peaceful than I remembered. She had a Mother Earth vibe, with long, curly blond hair and an adorable smile. Though only five foot two, she seemed larger than life, as well as charming, funny, and comfortable in her skin. I could easily see her winning over our fans. For the next four hours we sat at a table in the window, talking about music and cracking each other up. We couldn’t have envisioned a more perfect pairing. Not only were we like-minded, but each of us brought to the table exactly what the other person needed at the time. Cassidy’s solo career was stalling, because she didn’t have musicians to play with. I was still working a day job and frustrated not to be pursuing my dream full-time. I wanted to leap off the cliff but needed a little nudge. Cass was a bit of a rebel, unfazed about going without health benefits. “The money will come as long as you believe it will,” she said, digging into her salad. When the words came from her, I was convinced.


By the end of the meeting, we were buzzing with electric focus. “From now on, we’re going to do things differently,” said Cassidy. “You’re going to quit your day jobs, and we’re going to jump in a van and tour.”


“Screw the industry,” Cathy added excitedly. “Who cares about shopping a demo and getting signed? We’ve created a huge market in New York; we can create buzz in other markets.”


“We can do this on our own!” I said.


We were determined to.





Chapter 2
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The Rising


Sarah


In the early nineties, you couldn’t utter the words “lesbian” and “New York City” in the same sentence without mentioning Henrietta Hudson. A lesbian bar that stood on the corner of Hudson and Morton streets in the West Village, it welcomed a hip mix of women from all walks of life. At Henrietta’s, I found women who were professional, young, smart, and attractive. I finally realized I could have bigger expectations for my future, as well as my future partner.


The first time I ever visited Henrietta’s was on Valentine’s Day in 1995. My college friend Darcy had recently moved to New York, and that night, we got dressed with a sense of anticipation. “I heard the girls there are hot,” said Darcy as she spritzed herself with Calvin Klein’s Obsession. I considered myself in the mirror: I was wearing a blue silk shirt and my favorite jeans; since it was snowing outside, I topped off my outfit with my mother’s hand-me-down mink coat. Teetering out into the street in heels, we hailed a taxi, not knowing that the bar was a mere two blocks away from our apartment. To our disappointment, the bar was nearly empty when we arrived. Before Darcy and I could even order drinks, a petite woman with long, blond hair walked up to us. “I’m Stacey,” she drawled. “Can I wrap myself in your mink?”


Stacey was, at best, five feet tall, yet she made her presence known, firing off one hysterical one-liner after another. She introduced us to her friend Dina, a cute girl with dark, wavy hair and geometric glasses. After that, Henrietta’s became part of our weekly routine: Dina and Stacey introduced us to their friends Lizzy, Christina, and Sophia, who all had cool jobs at MTV, top-ten law firms, and financial companies. We all had similar backgrounds: Our parents were still together; we’d attended private schools and enjoyed an upper-middle-class upbringing. The seven of us soon became inseparable, throwing extravagant birthday parties for each other, singing karaoke in Chinatown, having Sunday brunches, and planning trips to Cape Cod. Lizzy, a preppy girl from Wellesley, Massachusetts, with pin-straight brown hair and a ready smile, quickly became my best friend. She lived in a duplex apartment in the famed Archive building and worked at MTV. In her spare time, she traveled as the tour manager of a band called Antigone Rising. One night at Henrietta’s, Lizzy introduced me to the band’s guitarist: Kristen Henderson.


I wasn’t very impressed. She seemed nice enough but not all that exciting. Still, when Lizzy invited me to one of her gigs, I decided to go. While in line to buy tickets at the show, I noticed a woman standing in front of me, talking loudly to her friend. “Ugh, what is this, the line to the bathroom?” she complained in a raspy voice. “This is taking forever!”


“Calm down, Sally,” her friend said, glancing in my direction. I smiled and looked away. Then I stole a peek at Sally again. She was dressed in an Izod shirt with faded jeans; I noticed her yoga arms immediately. In fact, I noticed lots of things about her: The way she tossed her blunt bob back as she flashed a perfect row of teeth. Her minimal, expensive jewelry. Her groomed eyebrows, raised in a quizzical smirk. Too nervous to talk to her, I just smiled and went inside to see the show.
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