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“I hate the gays and I'll tell you why. They ruined a perfectly good word. It used
to mean happy.”

At 13, she found it mysterious as to why someone could hate an entire
demographic based purely on semantics.

“Maybe they picked it because gay people are happy?” She offered
innocently. This was met with an even harsher tirade of why “the gays” were
immoral and wrong. Even at 13, she thought it odd to be listening to this rant
at a bus stop and see this man so unashamed of his baseless hatred.

At 15, she met the boy who would become her best friend. She found it
strange to come across this perfect gentleman, who seemed so out of place in
our world, and so unlike any boy she’d ever met. Kind, funny, beautiful and
intelligent. Nothing like the brain dead drongos she was used to meeting. Her
friends gossiped that he would ask her out and her mum prayed for it, but she
didn’t mind that he never did.

At 17, she unexpectedly ran into the boy who became her best friend.
She ran up to him excitedly and he picked her up and swung her around like a
hills hoist. He told her his biggest news.

“Hey guess what? | came out.”

“Haha! | know! | came out to the city too!”

“No. | mean, I'm gay. I'm out.”

“Oh!” She paused to reflect for a moment. “So, does this mean you’re not
Christian anymore?”

He laughed, and she laughed too, even though she was still really
curious about the answer to her question. But then things were just as they had
always been. She did find it curious when her boyfriend, who had witnessed
the reconciliation, burst into a jealous rage because she never hugged him like
that and he was probably just pretending to be gay so he could sleep with her.
That's when she knew that relationship was over.

At 18, her best friend took her clubbing, and she found it unsettling that
men thought it was fine to put their hands on her without an invitation. An
alternative venue was suggested.

“But is it ok if I'm there if I'm straight?”

“The gay community is pretty accepting. You'll be fine.”

So even though she was nervous, she entered her first gay club and was
immediately surrounded by happy faces. However, on countless subsequent
visits, she listened to people’s stories of being disowned by their parents and
kicked out of home when they’d come out. She cried with them, finding it



impossible to comprehend how anybody’s love could have conditions based
purely on sexuality.

At 19 she fell in love for the first time. The problem was that he was gay,
and well, she was not a man. It was her burden to bear, never telling anyone.
It was illogical and irrational, and she thought it so queer how you couldn’t
choose who you fell in love with.

At 20 her popularity soared, becoming a perfect “girlfriend” for her gay
friends to take home to their parents. She smiled, held hands, hugged, kissed
and made polite conversation, all the while wondering how long this
masquerade would continue. How many years would her friends be forced to
conceal such a huge part of their lives and themselves from their family.

At 21 she lost her best friend. No one, including her, knew why. It was a
mystery that almost destroyed her.

At 24, she met the man she would fall in love with and one day, marry.
When that day came, she found it sad that some of her friends still couldn’t do
the same.

At 36, she was irate at the notion of her country voting to decide whether
two people who simply loved each other could be married. Despite that, she
and her family did rejoice when it was finally legalised.

At 37, she was honoured to carry a baby for her two uterus-less.| friends.
She couldn’t think of a better wedding gift.

At 41, her best friend’s death was still a mystery to her, and his thoughts
on how much things have changed, equally mysterious.

At 42, she noticed her daughters’ friends talking openly about their
sexuality, and she found it amazingly incredible.

At 44, when their daughter came out of the closet, both metaphorically
and literally, it was greeted with love, laughter and joy. And no one found
anything mysterious about it at all.



