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Preface



The votes are in: marriage is between a man and a woman.
What do two young people in love do, if those words don't
work for them? Carys and Jami may be girls, but Carys has
never willingly worn a dress and Jami, who has, is intersexed.
Though being a teenager in love is never easy, for Carys and
Jami falling in love with each other is a terrifying journey
in self-discovery and, ultimately, trust.


In my reading I had noticed that most young adult coming of
age / coming out novels feature somewhat stereotypical gay
and lesbian characters, with very few trans and no intersex
folks in sight. I decided to try and change that situation.


The main characters in Fool for Love are two eighteen
year old girls, in the final months of high school and home
school. (Of course "girls" is the label applied by the culture
in which they live; it's not necessarily a label with which
either of them is completely happy.)


Jami is intersexed. I am deliberately vague about the details,
because intersex is a complex topic. I didn't want to make it
difficult for readers to identify with Jami, and I didn't
want to bog the story down in esoteric medical details. Jami
is into photography, computers and thinking. Her main conflict
comes from feeling that she's actually something very
different from what she appears to be (a charming and
attractive young girl). To step out of that role is to step
into danger, on many levels.


Carys falls somewhere between butch dyke and transgender in
the genderqueer spectrum. She's a theater person, a clown
(literally) and a big Sherlock Holmes fan. Carys has some
problems with her parents and with school, where she's in the
GSA (Gay/Straight Alliance). As the kind of person who is
called "dyke" while she's walking down the street, Carys
has a rather different set of issues than Jami.


There are a couple of what I consider to be fairly emotional
scenes as Carys and Jami get to know each other. There is no
graphic detail, but I try to at least hint at the emotional
minefield that surrounds the question of sexual intimacy for
some people, and what it can mean to be involved with such a
person.


I hope my characters will be familiar to some of today's
queer and questioning youth who aren't eager to own one of
the usual labels. I know from experience how nice it is to
finally find yourself in a book, after being disappointed so
many times when characters who seem promising turn out to be
something else.


Please remember that this is a novel about two particular
people, not a political treatise about queer and/or intersex
identity in general. Neither of these people is me, or anyone
else I know, though I certainly drew on my life experience in
writing this book.


Finally, this is a "happy book." No one dies
deservedly, kills hirself, is beaten, raped, or even kicked out
of their home. Some bad stuff happens, of course, but things turn
out okay in the long run.


 — Lisa Lees, 2005



"Many people have suspected there is a hidden
transgender agenda. You are correct. We hope to immerse
everyone in high potency metaphysical concept solvent to
strip away the social facade that keeps our souls in shadow
and prevents us from interacting on the level of pure energy.
When one day we cast aside our prejudices in a planetary
embrace we will merge to give birth to a new sun and our love
will shine to the edges of the universe and the ends of
time!" — Carys



Chapter One


Jami walked down the empty hallway that connected the entrance
area to one classroom wing of the school. She had asked her mother
to drop her off early so she could look around before the other
kids began arriving. Helping teach the photography session at
this Arts Camp had been her idea, but as always she was more than
a little afraid of meeting new people, especially people her age.
Not that anyone actually had x-ray vision, but she never could
loose the fear that people could tell she was a freak just by
looking at her.


She had checked in, found out what room she'd be in, located the
room and returned to this hallway to watch the other students
arrive. Setting her camera bag on the broad ledge that ran along
the window wall, she hopped up and sat cross-legged beside it,
leaned her slender body against a pillar between two sets of
windows and pulled her laptop out of her backpack. The early
morning light in the hallway was interesting. Perhaps she'd find
a reason to take photos in this space.


She booted her laptop, created a new project directory with a
folder for Monday, and started to record her experience of the
first day of the All Schools Spring Break Arts Camp.


I'm here at this week-long Arts Camp, and I know exactly no one.
There are kids here from every high school in the area, so it's
not like I'll be an obvious outsider. Though I probably look more
like a generic teenager than the usual artsy type, since
home-schoolers have no need to stick out in a crowd, and I sure
as hell have no such desire. Still, no one will know everybody.
I'll probably go all day without anyone saying as much as 'boo'
to me, except in the photography workshops.


Which is not a good thing, I know. Since Joanne moved away last
year I have had no close friends. It wouldn't hurt to get to know
some people here. I must have something in common with some of
these people. So in addition to helping teach, and finishing up
my final homeschool walkabout project, I should try to make
friends.


Soon the students began arriving, checking in and going off in
search of the rooms for their first sessions of the day. One
girl, tall and stocky, with short brown hair, wearing overalls
and sturdy black boots, walked into the hallway and stopped when
she caught sight of Jami. The early morning sun was shining softly
though Jami's long hair, making patterns on her arms as she typed.
The sun refracting through a crack on one window also threw a
cascade of rainbows across the floor and up the opposite wall.


Holy shit, thought Carys, maybe I'm not in Kansas
anymore, please? And I do not want to go home. She slowly walked
closer. God, she's pretty! The back of the girl's laptop
was plastered with stickers, including—could it be? yes it
was!—a rainbow and a pink triangle. Toss those ruby slippers
in the trash!


The girl stopped in front of Jami. She let her pack and a gym bag
slip to the floor, bent to take a closer look at the back of
Jami's PowerBook, then looked at her face and quirked an eyebrow.


Jami stopped typing to watch the girl. Okay, she thought,
so much for my theory of no one noticing me. Maybe she's
lost and thinks I know my way around this building? Maybe she
likes Apple computers? Jami looked up and smiled helpfully, the
way she did when she was working behind the counter at the photo
store. The girl spoke.


"Hi. I notice you have some interesting stickers on your laptop.
Are you from Oz? Or is that just wishful thinking on my part?"


Jami looked puzzled.


"There's a rainbow sticker on your laptop. Over the rainbow?
Oz?" She bent to pick up her pack, pointed to the back pocket,
"See, I have rainbows, and triangles, too. That could mean we
have something in common? Or not?" She stood there smiling
hopefully, but her eyes were searching Jami's face for an
answer.


Now this was making sense,
thought Jami. "Sorry. I'd forgotten about those stickers. I picked
them up at a conference I went to with my parents earlier this
year. I couldn't figure out what you were trying to ask. Now I
think I understand, but I'm not exactly sure what to say." Jami
bit her lip. She certainly hadn't expected this.


The girl dropped her pack again and leaned against the ledge next
to Jami. In profile Jami noticed her short wavy brown hair, small
but well defined nose and serious mouth. She had the impression
that this girl was strong, and not only in a physical sense. Very
intriguing.


"Don't be upset, please," said the girl. "I can just keep on
walking, if you don't want to talk?"


Jami realized she'd been staring at the girl. "No, don't do that.
Keep on walking, that is." Jami chewed on her lip some more,
trying to figure out what to say.


"Don't chew your lip! Your mouth is too pretty."


Jami stopped and stared again.


"Sorry. That is kind of a personal comment isn't it? I don't even
know your name. Mine is Carys, by the way." She leaned closer to
Jami to look at her nametag. "Jami, from HBEP? That's a school I
don't know."


"HBEP stands for Home Based Education Program. Whoever made the
nametags wasn't paying attention. It would have made more sense
to say home-schooled."


Carys snapped her fingers. "That's why I haven't seen you before!
And now that I have seen you, the question is how do I make sure
I see more of you?"


"What?"


Carys smacked herself on the side of her head. "I cannot believe
I'm talking like this!" She cupped a hand behind one ear, then
spoke into her other hand. "Note to self. Self, write your dialog
before you say it, so you don't come across sounding like a fool,
even though you are a fool." She looked at Jami again. "I'm sorry.
There is an explanation. May I explain? Please?"


Jami nodded. She had no idea what was going on, but the more she
watched this person, the more fascinating she found her. "Please,
do. Keep talking, I mean."


Carys took a step back and motioned with her hands. "When I walked
into this hallway, you were sitting here in a halo of light and
hair, with patterns of shadow moving on your arms as you typed,
surrounded by a cloud of rainbows. Look, you can still see them
on the wall."


Jami looked where Carys was pointing, then noticed how the light
had changed in the hallway while she had been sitting on the
ledge. She shut her laptop, set it down, unzipped her camera bag,
pulled out a camera and hopped off the ledge. Grabbing Carys's
hand, she said, "Come on. Over here. I want to take your picture."


Carys let Jami pull her over to the wall. Ohmygosh. She
just grabbed my hand and is pulling me around. Now that they
both were standing, Carys could tell that Jami was only a little
shorter than she was, but more compactly built.


"Turn just a little this way," said Jami. "I'm not using flash,
so you can look right at me. Smile please, not a grin, but the
kind of smile that goes with a happy memory." She took several
shots.


"Now step right next to the wall. Don't lean your whole body
against it, but let just your shoulder rest against the wall.
Turn your head just slightly more toward the wall. Don't smile
now. Think of something or someone that has made you feel sad."
Several more shots. "Now straighten your head up, look at me, and
imagine a large spider dropping down in front of your face."


Jami took several more shots, taking a quick look at them using
the LCD panel on the back of her camera. "One more. I remember
what you said about a halo of light." She grabbed Carys's hand
again and led her back to the window. "There, just stand relaxed.
Let me turn your head just a little." Jami gently placed her
fingertips on Carys's cheek and pushed lightly. "Okay. Hold it
there."


She looked down at her camera and changed a setting. "Now this is
really rude, but I'm going to kind of stick the camera in your
face and take a reading. I need to expose for your face, not the
background."


Jami did so, then stepped back a few paces and took another stream
of shots.


"Okay, thanks. I could do this for a long time, though. Your face
is really interesting. Both strong and soft, and always under
control. I bet you practice, looking in a mirror?"


"That's very observant," said Carys, feeling somewhat dazed from
having been pulled all over the hallway by this girl she badly
wanted to get to know better.


Jami had pulled a small notebook from her camera bag and was
making an entry. "I realize I've been dragging you all over the
place and I don't know anything about you, Carys." She looked at
Carys. "You don't have a nametag."


Carys looked down. "Oh, that's right, I put the nametag on my
other self, because I'm headed to change and didn't want to
forget. I'm Carys, at least for the next few minutes." She
spelled her name for Jami. "It's Welsh. I go to East Lansing."


"I live in East Lansing, too," said Jami. Did nothing
this girl say make any sense?


"That's good, it's great! Assuming you haven't already added me
to your list of people to run from if encountered again?"


"Certainly not," said Jami, "and we have unfinished business. I'm
going to make prints of some of these shots and I'll want you to
see them."


"Is that a digital camera? Are you taking the photo class?"


"I'm helping teach the class, and writing up the teaching
experience as my final walkabout project before graduation. The
home-school thing, you know. And yes, this is digital. I'll show
you the shots on the LCD, but it's really too small. I don't have
time to upload them to my laptop now, though."


Carys stood next to Jami to look at the photos on the camera's
LCD. In spite of being incredibly conscious of Jami being only
inches away, she was captivated by the photos.


When Jami had finished running through the shots, Carys said,
"They look different somehow than anything anyone's ever managed
to take of me. I'd like to see them larger, but I do have to run
off to my class. Can I find you later?"
Please, I have to find you later, she thought.


Jami was about to reply when a boy stopped in front of them,
pausing just long enough to nod at Jami and beckon to Carys.
"Hey, come on clown, I think we're late!"


"Right! I'm on my way." Carys touched Jami's shoulder lightly.
"May I look for you at lunch? Please?"


"Sure. I don't know anyone here, so I'll probably be at some
table by myself."


"Awesome! See you then!" Carys grabbed her pack and bag and ran
off down the hallway. "David! Wait up!" She ran until she caught
up, then slowed down to keep pace.


"Who was that, Carys?"


"That was and is Jami. I just met her. She was surrounded by
rainbows, but I never finished asking her about Oz. She wanted to
take my picture, and pulled me all over the hallway. Then you
came to take me away."


David looked at her, snapped his fingers in front of her face. "You
are making no sense, girl. But I think I see stars in your eyes."


"She took my picture. Lots of pictures, good ones. She's a
photographer. She said she lives in East Lansing, and something
about teaching. She's home-schooled, which is why I've never seen
her. Almost as tall as I am, but smaller. Incredibly pretty.
Beyond pretty, but not in the usual way. Smart and observant. I'm
having lunch with her. I have to get an answer to the rainbow
question!"


"Yikes, Car! Should I reserve a room at the No-Tell Motel for
tonight, or are you going to slow down?"


"David, pull your mind out of the gutter. The odds are that once
Jami finds out more about me she'll run the other way."


"I thought you said she's queer?"


"No, I said I thought she might be from Oz. She does have rainbow
and triangle stickers, but she said something about going to a
conference with her parents. Maybe her parents are gay. She's
rather straight looking. No piercings or obvious tattoos, and
she's dressed in casual girl style. But there's something about
her."


"Maybe she's a trannie?"


"Anything is possible, until proven otherwise. But I don't think
so."


"I suppose if I have gay-dar you have genderqueer-dar."


"Yes, and Jami doesn't set it off, exactly. She doesn't have
that 'I'm not what you think I am' air about her. It's almost the
opposite, which doesn't make sense. There's something about her
that seems very under control, held away from the world. I don't
know what I'm trying to say, but she's definitely different,
somehow. I'm sure of it."


"Being queer does do that to a person. There's hope, kiddo."


"Well, at least she didn't stick a finger down her throat and
call me a dyke. But then she's home-schooled, so maybe she simply
isn't attuned to the subtle modes of expression so common in our
wonderful schools."


"Maybe she's polite? I know, radical concept, but there are nice
people in the world."


"Maybe I'll see if I can crack this case at lunch." Hope
springs eternal, thought Carys. Could I actually have
found someone I can click with? Sure, and what are the chances
she'll be interested back, once she knows more about me? Sigh.
Not for nothing did I choose Lovelorn as a clown name.


* * *


After the morning break, which she had spent in the photography
room, checking the computers and printers, Jami was outside in
the courtyard. The photography class was experimenting with
natural light in portrait shots.


"Try putting that reflector over here. You need more light coming
from below so the shadows on the face aren't quite so deep."
Suddenly she noticed everyone was looking behind her, and turned
around to see what was happening. A line of almost a dozen clowns
was walking along the sidewalk from the auditorium wing toward
the gym. They were waving and making faces.


One of the two tramp clowns looked at her and said, in a sad
voice, "Hello, Jami," as it passed.


Jami stared. The girl in the hall this morning. Her friend
had called her a clown. That's why she had the gym bag! No
wonder she had so much control over her face.


"Jami?" said one of the photography students.


Jami turned her attention back to her class, trying to put the
clown, and the girl, out of her mind.


"How's this?" asked one of the students.


"Better. But you don't want to light the face completely evenly.
This isn't a mug shot. Try moving the reflector a little that
way. Good."


Now Jami spoke to the boy modeling. "Keep that pose but, very
slowly, move you head from side to side. See how the shadows
change? Okay. Pose your model, take some shots, then trade
places. Move the reflector again if you like. Make notes so you
know which exposures go with which set-ups!"


She tried to concentrate on helping the students, but the face
she kept seeing in her mind was the one she had photographed
that morning in the hallway.


* * *


Jami had taken her lunch tray to an empty table and was watching
the door and the serving line for Carys. She was pleased when Carys
walked through the door, looked around, and headed for Jami.


"May I join you?"


"I was waiting for you."


"Great! Back in a jiffy." Carys dropped her pack and bag and
headed to the serving line. Soon she was back with a loaded
tray and sat down across from Jami. There was a fringe of
makeup along her hairline.


"You're the clown who said hello, right?"


"That was me," said Carys in a sad voice. Then she held her
hands up in front of her, making them into puppets having a
conversation: "Is this person smart, or what?," said the
right hand. "I thought this person was Jami," said the left
hand. "You're right!" replied the right hand. "No, I'm left!"
said the left hand. Between the banter and the expressions on
Carys's face, Jami couldn't help but laugh.


"That's me," said Carys, putting her hands down, "The clown. The
hungry clown." She took a cautious bite. "Hey, this food is
actually edible!" She had taken some pasta dish, rolls, desert,
milk and a can of soda. Jami had a salad, fruit and iced tea.


They ate in silence for a while, then Carys put her fork down
and opened the soda. "Jami, I'm sorry, but I've got to get
this over with. If I'm wrong, I'll just go off to the side
and fall on my fork." She took a deep breath. "The rainbow
thing. I have a rainbow patch because I'm in the GSA at
school."


Jami smiled. "That would be the Gay/Straight Alliance?"


"Yes indeedydoody."


"That's good. I picked up my rainbow sticker at a Creating Change
conference last year."


"I've heard a lot of great things about those conferences," said
Carys. "You said you went with your parents? That's awesome."


"I'm very lucky, I know."


Carys took a deep breath. "Are you gay, Jami?"


After a short pause, Jami replied, "There's no easy answer to
that question, for me."


"That's okay," said Carys. "I realize it's not necessarily simple,
that's why we have all those letters, GLBT and Q and even I. I'm
a Q at the moment, meaning that I'm not completely certain what I
am, but I know I'm different and I'm not happy with all the usual
implications of the label of 'girl' that goes along with my body."


Jami was silent for another moment. "GLBT, Q and even I. How many
intersex people do you know, Carys?"


"Well, none. They aren't common, and I don't blame them for
staying hidden. Trans people, transgender and transsexual, they
usually don't have a choice, they have to be out, at least for a
while. But intersexed people, well, I just don't know, really.
I've never even talked with an intersexed person."


I have to do this,
thought Jami.
I will not lie to or mislead
this person.
She looked straight at Carys and said, "You have now."


Carys swallowed. "Ohmygosh. I am a fool. Jami, I'm sorry if I've
said anything unusually stupid. It's just so hard to start talking
about any of this with a new person. I joke too much." She smacked
her forehead, hard. "I really am a clown."


"Don't!" Jami grabbed Carys's hand. "You didn't know. I'm kind of
amazed I told you. I never imagined I'd be talking about this at
lunch on my first day here. I'm usually so shy I won't say two
words to someone I've just met." She paused, giving voice to a
thought as soon as it formed, as she'd been doing all along with
Carys. "I guess I just trust you, for some reason I can't put
words to."


Jami realized she was still holding Carys's hand and let go,
slowly. Carys ate a few more bites, then put her fork down again.
"Are you done? Would you like to go outside and talk, where it
isn't so noisy? I can take my brownie and soda."


"Sure. I'm done," said Jami. "Let's go."


They took care of their trash and their trays and went out into
the courtyard, sitting on a bench, facing each other. The sun had
warmed the courtyard, and there was almost no breeze.


"I made a couple of prints from this morning," said Jami. "I
needed to demonstrate how in the photography class, so I used
some of the photos I took of you." She pulled the large prints
from a folder in her pack and handed them to Carys.


"Oh, my gosh." She looked back and forth at the prints. "I think
this is the first time someone has taken pictures of me and I
feel that it's really me. Do you know what I mean? I don't look
posed, and yet you posed me very carefully. Wow, girl, you know
your stuff!"


"Thanks. I do a lot of photography. I'm trying to document this
Arts Camp, from my own peculiar point of view."


"And what is your point of view?"


"It's a little outside of what most people think about sex and
gender."


"An intersex point of view?"


"No, intersex is way too complex for a single point of view. It's
my point of view. The Jami view on life, the universe, and
everything."


"I gotcha. Similar to, but necessarily different from the Carys
view on the ultimate question: why am I not like everyone else?"


"How are you different?"


"I don't know why, but I know that everything about sex and gender
that seems obvious to other people seems like a mystery to me.
Everyone seems so certain about everything. My clown friend David,
he's gay, but that's just a different set of certainties for him.
He says I'm confused, which I suppose is true enough."


"Confused about whether you like boys or girls, or about whether
you are a boy or a girl?"


"This is going to sound totally weird, Jami, but what confuses me
is the 'or,' the need to choose, the idea that there are only two
choices for everything. It drives me crazy! I don't get it!"
Carys had let herself go further with revealing her feelings than
she ever had before. Her eyes were misting up. She rubbed at her
face, trying not to cry.


Jami put a hand on Carys's knee. "Hey. You're not crazy. You're
just unusually sane. Almost no one admits they find sex and gender
confusing. No wonder I find you so interesting."


"You what?"


Jami blushed. "I mean intellectually, and esthetically. The way
you think, the way you look, uh, in a photograph."


Carys concentrated on breathing slowly. She looked at her watch.
"Damn. I really want to talk more with you, but I signed up for
script writing in the afternoon session, and it's time for class."
She grabbed her pack and bag and stood up. "I'm riding with David.
He has to leave as soon as the afternoon session is over, to get
to his job. Maybe we can talk more tomorrow?"


"I hope so! Oh, I almost forgot. May I tag along tomorrow morning
and take pictures of the clowns, when you all get into costume
and makeup?"


"I don't see why not."


"Cool. I'll talk with the photography instructor and see if I can
take time off from helping with the class. I'll be in the hallway
again, early, either way."


"Great!" Carys glanced at her watch. "Argh. I have to go. Hey!
Maybe I can I catch you at break later? Where's your class?"


"Sure. We'll be in the computer lab on the second floor, 204,
printing what the students shot this morning," said Jami.


"Two-oh-four. Got it. I'll try to stop by." Carys picked up her
pack and bag, suddenly felt awkward, not knowing what to do. She
settled for saying, "Uh, see you then!" and jogged off into the
building. As she neared the classroom for her script writing
class, she realized she hadn't asked Jami for her phone number.
She didn't even know her last name.
Idiot. What if I can't find her at break? What if she isn't here
tomorrow? You are a fool!


Jami, on her way to the afternoon photography workshop, was having
similar thoughts. She wasn't planning on taking no as an answer
to whether she could photograph the clowns tomorrow. Fortunately
Ms. Steffani, the photography instructor, agreed it was a good
idea, and asked only that Jami prepare an exhibit of the photos
and give a short talk to the class about how she went about the
shoot and chose shots to print.


* * *


Most of the photography students had gone into the hall when the
afternoon break began. Jami was standing by a printer, talking
with the photography instructor. Carys looked through the door,
saw them, and quietly walked over to stand a little way behind
Jami.


Jami noticed Ms. Steffani looking past her and turned to see
Carys.


"Hi," said Carys.


"Hi," said Jami, her face lighting up with a shy smile.


Carys took a step toward Jami, opened her mouth, didn't know what
to say, finally decided on, "I found you," said that, and just
stood there, feeling silly.


"Jami?" said Ms. Steffani. "Is this a friend of yours?"


"Oh, yes, sorry. Ms. Steffani, this is Carys. I just met her. I
took photos of her in the hallway this morning. She's one of the
Clowns. We had lunch together."


"Hello, Carys." Ms. Steffani smiled at them. "Why don't you two
go out in the hallway. We can talk later, Jami."


"Okay," said Jami. She stepped closer to Carys. "Hi."


"This conversation is in a rut, Jami. Let's go walk." Carys
grabbed Jami's hand and pulled her out the door.


Ms. Steffani watched them leave, thinking to herself, then went
to her desk for her thermos of coffee. Jami hadn't set off her
gaydar, but that other girl, Carys, sure did. She'd better keep
her eyes open. Jami seemed awfully naive, and somehow fragile,
different in a way she couldn't put her finger on, and without a
doubt, very talented. It looked like an interesting week. She was
glad she'd volunteered to teach at this arts camp, after all.




Chapter Two


When Carys turned the corner from the entrance area into the
hallway on Tuesday morning, Jami was sitting in the same spot as
she had been Monday, watching for her. They smiled and waved as
soon as they saw each other. Carys jogged up to Jami and stopped.


"You're here!"


"I said I would be."


"I know, but I realized last night that I never did ask you for
your phone number or your last name. Then I worried all night
that you were a figment of my imagination or something, and
wouldn't be here today, and I'd have no way to find you."


"I'm boringly easy to find." Jami unzipped a pocket in her pack
and handed Carys a business card.


"Jami Barton, Photographer," read Carys. There was a phone number,
email address and web address. "Thanks!" She tucked the card into
her pack. "I don't have a business card, though I really should,
for clowning. I just haven't gotten around to it."


"You are Carys Douglas, and I know your phone number and email
address."


Carys laughed. "Hey, I'm the one with the Sherlock Holmes
fixation. I assume you went to the authorities?"


"Yes. I told them I would be photographing the clowns today and
could I please copy down their names to simplify keeping notes on
the photos? Since I'm already helping teach the photography
workshop, they just printed the class list for me. I'm also good
at looking sweet and innocent." She tilted her head, widened her
eyes, wet her lips and affected a kind of smile without a smile
that left her lips partly open and her face with an obviously
happy look.


"You certainly look..." Carys broke off to give her head a slap.
"Stop now, before you get in trouble, for a change, you dumb
clown."


Jami frowned. "I hope you have a sturdy head, Carys. That's at
least the third time you've done that in the past 24 hours."


"A hard head is what I have. You got that right. So I take it you
have the okay to come with me this morning?"


"No problem. Ms. Steffani, the photo instructor, said I could
take the morning session away from the class for this."


"Great! You can see us get into clown and everything. Now where
did David get to? He was right behind me." She looked back down
the hallway and beckoned for David to hurry up.


When David arrived she made introductions. "David. Jami. David is
another one of the theater geeks at my school, and my partner in
clown. Jami is going to shoot us this morning."


Affecting a look of horror, David said, "I knew it was too good
to last. I only regret that I was not able to push the gay agenda
to its full conclusion. Go ahead and shoot!" He stood straight
and closed his eyes. When he opened them Jami was holding a camera
and had just taken a picture.


"Good Lord, you're fast!"


Jami blew along the top of the camera and returned it to a side
pocket of her pack. "I always have a camera within easy reach."


"You better watch out with her, Car. No telling what will show up
on film at eleven."


"David!"


"Don't hit me! I'm not in clown yet!"


"You're always a clown, you buffoon!"


"Did she say we were friends? I think I need to reevaluate our
relationship."


Jami couldn't help laughing. She stood up and grabbed her bags.
"Which way to clown alley?"


"Whoa! She knows the lingo, Car. I tell you, this is one
on-the-ball chick." Carys glared at him. "How about if I shut up?"


"Don't mind David, Jami. He's actually quite harmless, but he can
get carried away. Not that I ever do."


"I think you're both very nice."


"Hear that Car? She likes me!"


"I like you both." She looked at David, then at Carys. She and
Carys continued to look at each other.


"Ahem. I see," said David. "There's like, and then there's like.
Well, we need to get going. I'll lead, just in case you two aren't
paying attention to where you're going."


"Ignore him. He's just being difficult," said Carys. She slung
her pack over her right shoulder and picked up her bag with the
same hand.


Jami put her camera bag over her left shoulder, and picked up her
pack with that hand. While she was walking next to Carys she
touched Carys's left hand with the little finger of her right
hand. Carys took a quick look up and down the hallway, then hooked
her little finger around Jami's.


"Talk to me about clowning," said Jami, as they walked toward the
auditorium. "How did you two get the idea to be clowns?"


"For me," said David, "it was Halloween. One year when I had
outgrown last year's costume, I decided to be a tramp, a hobo
with a sad face. My mom and I whipped together a costume from
some old clothes of my dad's; a battered hat, a bandanna on a
stick, the whole stereotypical gig. Then I said something about a
face, and my mom found a picture of a tramp with a sad face. We
used a burnt wine cork to make me up. The next day I looked at
the picture and found out it was Emmett Kelly, one of the most
famous circus clowns of all time. I started learning more about
clowns, eventually found a clown class, and here I am."


"It was clowns at the circus, for me," said Carys. "My family
went every year when I was little. I know some kids are scared of
clowns, and most kids want to be acrobats or lion tamers, but I
was fascinated by the clowns. I started trying to be a clown at
home. It took a while for my mom to figure out what I was doing,
then she helped me make a costume. It was some time before she'd
let me do real clown makeup, though. I just used grease pencils
to draw eyebrows and designs on my face at first. I eventually
found a clown class, too, and learned how to really do it."


"Is it hard?" asked Jami. "Clown faces all seem to be different.
Does it matter much what you do?"


"Oh, yes!" said Carys and David together. David continued, "Each
clown face is different, but you always do the same face, at
least after a while. Your face and your costume and your name go
together to make a particular clown character."


"The faces aren't as easy as they look," said Carys. "Your face
has to fit your clown personality; and it has to fit your real
face, so expressions you make work on your clown face. It also
has to stay on through hours of sweating."


"That's the worst part," said David, "powdering to set the makeup
so it lasts."


"So being a clown is quite a production," said Jami.


"Definitely. Designing and making my costume, finding shoes and
props and everything, it took me all one summer, and it wasn't
cheap, either," said Carys.


"This leads me to the usual big question," said Jami. "Why?"


"It's a kind of theater you can do on your own," said David.
"Some people even earn a living at it. There are lots of
opportunities to do parades and festivals and events. There's a
whole thing about Clown Ministry, and there are Hospital and
Hospice Clowns. I don't know if I could do that. I haven't gotten
up the nerve to try."


"Clowns in the hospital? Sounds kind of, well, macabre."


"I imagine there's a fine line, yes. But there are kids in
hospitals, and kids dying in hospices. They often don't get much
attention. Who wants to visit a dying child? It's not a side of
life most people want anything to do with."


"There's actually a whole world of clowning that most people
don't know about," said Carys. In a softer voice she added, "It
lets you be a different person, too, one you get to design
yourself."


Jami was about to ask another question when David turned into
a hallway by the auditorium and announced, "Here we are,
backstage. We use the dressing room, through here." David saw
Jami and Carys unlink their fingers, winked, then preceded them
into the dressing room.


Two other students were already there. Four more came in soon
after they arrived. Carys introduced Jami around, explained she
was there to take pictures today, and then she got to work. Each
clown had a locker in the dressing room for their costume, and
each clown had their own makeup kit.


"We all have previous clowning experience," said David. "This is
kind of an advanced class. We work on our clowning skills,
especially skits."


"Who teaches the class?"


"A couple who have been clowns for more than 20 years. They should
be here soon. One of them went to a real clown school."


"Clown school?" Jami had taken out a camera, changed lenses,
fiddled a bit with settings and was thinking about how to shoot.
The light was difficult. Very bright around the mirrors, very dim
everywhere else. She decided the best thing to do was to shoot in
the mirror or obliquely, catching one person at a time. Maybe
later she'd bring a tripod and use a wide angle lens to capture
the whole scene.


David had continued talking while setting his makeup out on the
counter at an open spot next to Carys. "About forty years ago
there was a big shortage of circus clowns, so Ringling Brothers
started a circus clown college in Florida, which is where a lot
of circuses spend their off-seasons. For thirty years they trained
a lot of circus clowns. Now, of course, the problem is that there
are almost no circuses left. But clowning remains popular."


"What's the difference? Isn't a clown a clown?" Jami was moving
around, taking a steady stream of shots.


"Oh, no," answered a girl applying white makeup all over her
face. "Anyone can paint on a face and wear a few silly clothes
and call themselves a clown. Which is okay, but circus clowns
are, I guess you'd say more rigorous, and know more about working
in groups, as part of a bigger show."


"Then there are several types of clowns," added a boy who was
putting white on only part of his face, and a pinker color
elsewhere. "I'm an auguste, the only one here. Carla," he
indicated the girl who had just spoken, "is a white face like the
others, and David and Carys are tramps. Those are the three main
classifications."


"It's kind of unusual for a girl to be a tramp," said Carys, "but
that's what I eventually decided I wanted to be. I started out as
a pure auguste, though."


"Okay, Jami. I'm going to powder my first layer," called out
David. "Watch out!" He was holding a sock full of powder in one
hand, and began pressing it all over his face, shaking up the
sock frequently. A cloud of powder formed around his head.


"Wow!" shouted Jami. "You're all going to do that?"


"You bet. More than once."


"Maybe I should go check out the stage while the dust settles. I
don't suppose you all want me taking pictures of you getting into
costume, anyway."


"No way. Shoo!" said one clown, taking her powder sock out of a
plastic bag and wiggling it at Jami.


Jami grabbed her camera bag and turned to leave, almost running
into a fully dressed white-face clown standing at the door
watching. "Hello, there youngster! I hope you're not shooting all
my clowns? They need to be alive to practice!"


"Um, I'm using blanks. They'll be okay."


The clown laughed. "You have a sense of humor. I think we'll keep
you. Who are you, by the way?"


"I'm Jami. I'm helping with the photography class, and I'm Carys's
friend."


"Ah, Lovelorn could use more friends. Come out on stage and I'll
explain up to what we are."


Jami was still talking with the adult clown couple when the
students began to come out of the dressing room. The two tramp
clowns emerged first, followed by the auguste. They walked up
behind Jami.


"Hello, Jami," said a sad voice.


Jami turned to find a dejected looking clown holding a permanently
drooping bouquet of plastic flowers. The clown's nametag read:
Lovelorn.


"Lovelorn? Do I know you?"


"No one knows me. No one cares. I'm lorn because no one loves
me." Then Carys dropped out of character for a second. "It's kind
of a pun on my other name. The root of Carys is Welsh for love,
and the tramp is always a sad clown." She resumed her sad face
and looked at Jami, holding out the wilted bouquet.


"Are you always sad?"


Lovelorn nodded, made an exaggerated sniff, pulled a large
bandanna from a pocket and dabbed at her eye, then used it to
blow her nose, loudly.


Jami laughed. "You are wonderful."


Lovelorn's expression remained sad, but Jami saw a smile in her
eyes.


When all the clowns had come out of the dressing room, Jami asked
them to let her photograph each face, took a posed group shot,
then stayed to watch and photograph their practice session. When
the clowns headed back to the dressing room to get out of clown,
Carys told Jami she'd meet her for lunch. Jami went off to a
quiet spot to upload the batch of photos to her laptop, then
headed to the cafeteria to beat the rush.


She went through the line for her usual small lunch, then found a
table. She kept an eye on the door and waved when Carys entered.


"Hi, Jami! I'm glad you can find a table before I get here. I
don't have to lug these through the line." She dropped her bag
and pack. "Be right back."


When Carys returned with her heaping tray, they ate slowly and
talked about the clown session that morning.


"Why do you have the gym bag? Don't you leave your clown stuff in
the locker?"


"Most of it. But the clown costume is kind of hot, and we're
working on skits and juggling and all kinds of clown business, so
I sweat a lot. I'd be one stinky clown by Friday if I didn't take
some of my stuff home each night and wash it."


"That makes sense."


"Some of the kids take a shower in the locker rooms, but I'm not
a big fan of showering with other people. I'd rather wipe down
with a towel and shower when I get home."


Jami looked at her tray and didn't respond immediately.


"Does the idea of sweaty clowns strike you as particularly
horrible?"


"No, it's the idea of showering with other people."


"Oh. Right. Yikes. Is that one of the reasons you're doing home
schooling?"


"One of the reasons, yes."


"Sorry. Let's change the subject. When are you going to make
prints of the photos you took this morning?"


"I'll do that tonight. It's too hard to concentrate in the lab.
The equipment is okay, but it's not what I'm used to."


"Is your class in the lab every afternoon?"


"Yes. The students take photos in the morning and work on printing
in the afternoons. Ms. Steffani and I were able to swing the loan
of some decent printers and software from the photo store where I
work part time. We show the students how to upload their photos
and do some simple editing and correction."


"You know how to do all that?"


"Sure. I've been using computers since I could sit up. I've been
doing photography for at least ten years."


"Wow. But you use different stuff at home? Like Mac instead of
Windows?"


"My laptop is an Apple. I have a Windows machine, though I only
use it as a glorified printer driver. All it has on it is
Photoshop Elements. On my big computer I run Linux. That's where
I do web stuff and photo editing. But I prefer to not fiddle a
lot with my photos after I take them, other than to crop and
adjust for a particular printer. I'm kind of a minimalist that
way. I don't want to loose what the camera sees."


"Ohmygosh. So you're a serious geek grrrl."


"I suppose so."


"And you only pretend to look sweet and innocent?"


Jami ran a finger around the top of her iced tea glass. "This
morning you made a comment, about clowning, that it let you be a
different person, one you get to design yourself?"


"Yeh. It's not like being in a play, where you learn a role,
perform, then it's over. I can be a clown my whole life if I
want."


"Do you want to be someone else?"


"Not instead of. In addition to, an extension of. I don't want to
be the same person all the time." Carys frowned. "That's not
exactly right. This is hard to say so it makes sense."


"I understand," said Jami.


"I don't want people to look at me and label me. I want them to
look deeper, to realize how complicated I am. Does that make
sense?"


Jami nodded. "And I do want people to look at me and label me. I
don't want them to look deeper and find out how complicated I
am."


Carys looked at her. "Is that completely true, Jami? You don't
want anyone to figure out how complicated you are?"


"Okay, I mean in general. I know it's contradictory. If I
protect myself, I can't speak out about the problems that
intersex people have."


Carys sighed. "I hear you. Being safe and being outspoken are
definitely not compatible. I've found that out."


"You said you're in a GSA. I'm just me."


"In theory there's a whole GLBT community out there."


"Right. How well do they understand you? Protect you?"


Carys sighed again. "Not very well. I don't even have my own
letter. In practice, unless you're a G or an L, you're just a
freak, despite what people say about inclusiveness."


Jami poked Carys's hand with a finger. "Hi, freak."


Carys grabbed the finger. "Yo, yourself."


"It sounds like we're opposites."


"But we're not."


"No, we're not."


Carys lifted her soda can with her other hand. "I propose a toast.
Solidarity of the fringe letters!"


Jami clinked Carys's can with her iced tea glass. "An injury to
one, is an injury to all!"


They realized then that David was standing next to the table
looking at them. "I have no idea what I'm interrupting, but it's
time for the afternoon session, kids."


"Thanks for the reminder, David. We've been talking, and kind of
forgot the time."


David smiled. "And the rest of the world?"


"No, actually, we've been talking about the rest of the world.
Very deep intellectual stuff. Postpostmodernism and the
deconstruction of queer identities. You know."


"Uh, right. See you, clown. You too, Jami." He walked off, shaking
his head.


"But we were!" Jami giggled.


"Truth can be stranger than fiction."


"I suppose we should go."


"Yes," said Carys. "Should I come up to the lab at break?"


"I'd like that."


"Can I call you tonight?"


Jami hesitated. "I'm going to be really busy working with the
photos I took today. It's not that I don't want to talk with you,
I do, but I get totally focused when I'm working and kind of forget
about everything else."


"Like me?"


"No, dummy! Half the photos I took were of you. I'm not going to
forget about you. But I have to pay attention to what I'm doing."


"Okay," said Carys, "I understand that." Carys looked at Jami,
swallowed. "Maybe it would be better if I just sit and think some
tonight. I feel like I have so much to say to you, but I'm not
sure what words to use."


Jami nodded. "We can talk some at break. And tomorrow."


"And tomorrow and tomorrow?"


"Let's not get into that particular Shakespeare quote.
Relationships in Macbeth did not tend to work out well."


"True." Carys smiled. "I guess I'll settle for counting the hours
until I see you again."


Jami looked at the clock on the wall. "We'd better get going."


"Yikes! Yes!"


* * *


Jami was already in the hall at break, watching for Carys. They
started walking, happy for the chance to talk. "How's the script
writing going?"


"Good, I think," said Carys. "It's a group project, and we're
keeping it going at high speed. It'll be rough, but we'll have
something to read on Friday."


"Read?"


"Kind of a performance. We'll stand up and read what we've
written, each of us taking parts. Maybe you can come and listen?"


"Can I come and take pictures?"


"I don't see why not. I'll ask. Can you get away from your class?"


Jami thought a moment. "I think Ms. Steffani is planning to show
slides and maybe a video Friday afternoon. That's not anything
I'd need to be there to help with."


"Cool! Okay, I'll ask about you taking photos, but you're kind of
semi-staff here, so I'm sure there won't be a problem."


They walked up and down the hall, talking and ignoring everyone
else, until the break was over.


"Good luck with your printing, Jami."


"I'm planning on being here early to set up my little show, so
I'll be in the hallway on my ledge, as usual."


"I'll see you then."


"Yes. Good-bye, Carys."


"Bye, Jami. I'm going to sit and think about you tonight."


Jami looked concerned, then remembered their conversation at
lunch. "Just remember that I'll be looking at your clown face all
night," she said.


Carys smiled, decided not to say anything else, turned and walked
quickly away.


Jami watched her, bit her lip, and walked back into the lab.


"Jami?"


Jami looked up. "Yes, Ms. Steffani?"


"Are you okay?"


"Yes, sure. I was just thinking. I'll get to work."


Jami and Carys, thought Ms. Steffani, are more
than a little attracted to each other. I wonder what's bothering
Jami about this? Parents? Or something else?




Chapter Three


Jami arrived extra early Wednesday morning to put up her photo
exhibit. In the open space at the building entrance she set her
camera bag and pack on the floor, and set the box she'd brought
with the prints she'd made last night on the check-in table. She
looked at the display case where she'd been told to display her
prints,


This won't do, she thought, I can't fit half my prints
in there, the light is bad, and only a couple of people at a time
would be able to look at them. She asked the teacher sitting at
the table, "Do you think it would be okay for me to tape my prints
up along this wall, instead of using the display case? I'd like
to spread them out more, and let more people look at them at
once."


The teacher looked up from the magazine he'd been reading, noticed
Jami, looked at the display case and the wall, and said, "I don't
see why not. People stick things to the walls all the time. Do
you have tape?"


Jami reached into her pack and pulled out a roll of tape. "Gaffer
tape. It's what stage hands and roadies use to stick stuff where
it needs to be. It'll hold my prints for a day or two." She took
the stack of mounted prints out of the box. She'd just tacked the
8x10 prints to 11x14 boards, so they'd be light weight. Besides,
she hadn't had time to fully mat them. She'd been up until 2:00
this morning as it was.


"Sounds good to me," said the teacher, returning to his reading.


Once Jami had the prints hung to her satisfaction, she put the
empty box and roll of tape in the bottom of the display case so
she wouldn't have to carry them around with her. She positioned
one last board, with notes about the photos and a larger version
of her business card, in the center of the display case, then
slid the doors shut. Picking up her bags, she walked to her usual
spot in the connecting hallway to wait for Carys.


Settling down on the ledge with her laptop, she typed notes.
Could it really be only Wednesday? It seemed to Jami as if an
awful lot had happened in just two days.


 

It's the third day of this so-called Arts Camp. I guess the
camp part derives from summer camps, which have a reputation as a
place for parents to dump their kids for a few weeks. This is a
place for kids to be during a week they can't be in school, if
they aren't lucky enough to be going off on vacation. The arts
part comes from the fact that so many schools have had to cut
classes and programs in the arts. This is a tiny attempt to make
up for that.


Some of the kids are here because they really want to be in these
classes, and meet kids from other schools who have the same
interests. The classes here aren't organized by age, but by topic.
So I guess it is quite different from what most of these kids do
the rest of the year.


There is some pretty neat stuff going on, though.


The clowns, for example. This is a great opportunity for them.
Then there's a class writing a script; they'll do a staged reading
on the final day. Those are examples of things that don't fit
into the way schools are structured. I know about them because
Carys is in both those classes. I should ask what David does in
the afternoon session.


Nominally I'm here as the photography assistant. But really I'm
here to spend more time around people my age. I'm not very
outgoing (she writes, sitting on an out-of-the-way window ledge)
but I am fascinated by people. Their differences, their
samenesses, their secrets.


Speaking of differences, there is one person I've met here who
stands out. Way out. Her name is Carys. She's a clown, she's
funny, she's perceptive, and she's in the GSA at her school. I
astounded myself by telling her Monday that I'm intersexed. She's
shown no signs of freaking out or wanting to avoid me. On the
contrary. We spend all our free time together. I like her. I
don't want to think about not seeing her again once this week is
over.


Okay, Jami. Ask yourself the really hard question: Why am I
sitting here feeling like the most important thing in the world
is seeing Carys again? Deep breath. Come on, answer the question:
Could I be falling in love with her?


Wow. That's scary. It's something I want, of course, even
though I'm not certain what it means. Maybe we're just becoming
friends? But it doesn't feel the same as it did with Joanne. We
were always together, until they moved away. But that was just
fun. This is different, like a part of me is missing, and Carys
is that part. More than that. I want to be as close to her as I
can get. I want to touch her. And I want her to touch me.


Which is beyond scary. What do I do next?
 


Jami saved the file and closed the laptop. She sat watching the
light change in the hallway, thinking about how little of the
beauty of the world could be captured by a camera. She was totally
lost in thought when Carys found her.


Carys turned the corner from the entrance and saw Jami sitting on
the ledge, still, staring across the hallway. She silently walked
up and stood in front of her, waiting for Jami to notice her.
When Jami looked at her, Carys extended her arms and Jami took
her hands. Carys drew Jami up to stand before her.


"Jami. Those photos are all yours!" Her eyes were shining.


"At the entrance? Yes. I had to agree to make the exhibit so I
could spend time with you and the clowns, yesterday morning."


"Everyone's gathering down there. They are absolutely gaga about
your photos! Your teacher is there, just about pulling out her
hair, not knowing where you are. I said I'd find you."


"Oh, no! Is Ms. Steffani upset?" Jami stuffed the laptop in her
pack and hopped off the ledge.


"Upset? Jami, do you really have no idea?"


"What?" She backed up against the ledge. Have I done
something stupid? I asked if I could tape the boards to the wall!


Carys realized that Jami was freaking and stepped closer to her.
"Your photos are wonderful. You're wonderful." She put her arms
around Jami and hugged her. Jami hugged back. They stepped apart
again. "You've got to go down there. Now! They want to talk to
you. Go! I'll bring your stuff. I left mine down there."


Jami set off toward the entrance, suddenly conscious of the
noise of people talking.


Carys picked up Jami's camera bag and backpack and followed her.
"I'm right behind you, Jami!" Jami, Jami, Jami. It felt so
good to hug you. What did it feel like for you? Will you let me
do it again? Do you want me to? How am I going to tell you what
I'm feeling about you?


Jami walked quickly down the hallway. She thought the photos had
turned out well. She'd taken a couple hundred shots, plenty to
choose from. She'd done very little cropping. Just some adjustment
for color casts, because the light was pretty strange for some of
the shots. But she'd spot-metered, so it wasn't too bad. She
thought her selection for printing had been decent. But she knew
there was a fine line between portrait shots that people liked,
and ones they found upsetting. Maybe she was on the wrong side of
the line? She steeled herself and turned the corner, not knowing
what to expect.


"Jami!" Ms. Steffani yelled at her. "Over here! Come here!"


The area was packed with people. The whole photography class, all
the clowns, tons of people. Jami felt overwhelmed, but made her
way to Ms. Steffani.


"Jami. I'm going to have to be careful what I ask you to do! This
is stunning work! How could you have done this all in one night?"


Okay, so I guess I'm not in trouble.
"Thanks. I didn't do much of anything else last night. I just
made a selection and printed them. They didn't need a whole lot
of work. I don't like to do tons of post-processing on my photos."


"Then I am even more amazed. Your eye for composition is, well,
amazing. If these are 'just prints' you really know your camera
equipment. I'm very proud of you, Jami."


Several people started talking with Jami. She noticed Carys
standing off to the side with their bags and packs. Carys was
just watching her and smiling. She smiled back and made a small
wave.


"May I have your attention please!" It was Mrs. Giddings, head of
the Arts Camp. "These wonderful photographs will remain up for
the rest of the week. Correct?" She looked at Jami, who nodded.
"Yes. So let's please get to our morning sessions now. Thank-you."


As the group of people gathered around Jami dispersed, she walked
over to where Carys stood. "Thanks, Carys. I didn't expect this.
I'm a little flustered."


"Haven't you exhibited your photos before?"


"Not really. I've entered some contests, done work for a few
people. I didn't think that what I did was all that great."


"Haven't people said they liked your work?"


"Well, sure. I know I'm competent. So many people don't even know
how to use their cameras and their software."


Ms. Steffani had walked over to stand by Carys. "Your work goes
way beyond competence, Jami. We need to talk. There are some
people I want you to meet. I'll help you with a portfolio. You
need to do an exhibit at the Old Towne Art Gallery."


Jami was speechless for a moment. "I'm not that good!"


Ms. Steffani put a hand on Jami's arm. "Yes, you are, Jami. You
must, you simply must. I'll help you. I know it's terrifying to
come out in public." She noticed Carys flinch at that phrase,
winked at her and added, "With a photo exhibit, I mean, Jami."


Carys, making a sudden decision, reached for Jami's hand. "I'll
help, too, any way I can. I'll go with you, if you want."


Jami closed her hand on Carys's. "Please. I'd like your help."


"We'd better get to our classes, now," said Ms. Steffani. "Don't
be too long Jami. I'll see more of you, Carys, I'm sure." She
headed off down the hall to the photography classroom, leaving
Jami and Carys alone.


"I've got to go get into clown, Jami. I'll see you at lunch." She
didn't want to let go of Jami's hand.


"Yes. I'll save a table." Jami bit her lip. 


She looks scared, thought Carys. Is it because of
the attention she's getting about her photos, or is it about me?
She let go of Jami's hand. "I'll see you soon."


Jami nodded. Carys picked up her bags and jogged off toward the
auditorium wing.


Too much is happening to me, too fast, thought Jami.
I feel like my whole life is about to change, if I let it.
Do I go forward, or pull back? She picked up her pack and camera
bag and walked toward her class. Forward!


* * *


Lunch was chaos. So many people came by their table to comment
about Jami's photos or ask about the clowns that Jami and Carys
didn't have time to talk. They went to their afternoon sessions
with a feeling of loss.


At the break Carys headed to the second floor and the computer
lab. She was almost to the stairwell at the junction of the two
classroom wings when David saw her.


"Hey, Carys! Hold up a minute."


"Hi, David. How's the acting class?"


"Good. We've been doing a lot of exercises, theater games, monolog
practice, and some method and character work. The instructor
knows his stuff. Where are you headed?"


Carys hesitated. "To see Jami."


"I should have guessed." He smiled. "I take it that the attraction
you felt the first day has turned out to be mutual?"


"I think so. It's not like we've been able to spend much time
together."


"Which, I take it, is a hint that you'd rather I not tag along?"


"Well..."


"Hey, no problemo. I need to go get something to drink, anyway.
See you at the usual time and place, kiddo."


"Thanks, David. For the ride, and for understanding."


He gave her an exaggerated wink and a thumbs up, then took off
down the hall to the cafeteria. Carys took the stairs to the
second floor.


As Carys left the stairwell on the second floor, she saw Jami in
the hallway, looking out a window. She walked quietly up to stand
beside her, thought about putting her arm around her, but settled
on a soft, "Hi."


Jami turned toward her. "Hi, Carys." She smiled. "I was hoping
you'd be able to come." She moved a hand toward Carys, who eagerly
took it in hers.


"I thought about you last night, Jami."


"Let's walk," said Jami. She led them down the hallway, away from
the computer lab. "I thought about you, too. I'm surprised my
prints turned out decent, actually. I wasn't concentrating very
well."


"Your prints are fabulous!"


"I'm a little disturbed by the reaction, to tell the truth."


"Why?"


"I'm serious about being distracted last night. I think I could
have done better with more time and more concentration on what I
was doing."


"You sound like an artist, unsatisfied with work that everyone
else thinks is great."


"If it happens again I'll have more confidence. Ms. Steffani is
right that I should do an exhibit. It's easy to be endlessly self
critical. I need to know what other people think about my work."


"I think it's great, and I think you're great."


Jami stopped walking, turned to look out the window again. "You
know what I am." She pulled her hand away from Carys's.


"Jami? Do you want me to go away?"


Jami turned at the agony in Carys's voice, saw her face gone
pasty white. "No! I don't want to hurt you. I'm afraid of what
will happen if..."


"If we get involved?" said Carys.


"Yes."


"I thought about that last night, Jami. It's a risk I want to
take. I know you're intersexed, but don't forget I'm queer. Maybe
that looks normal from where you are, but I assure you I already
know something about being hurt, and I know that being hurt is
going to be part of my life."


"I'm sorry, Carys." Jami reached for her hand again. "I'm in a
strange place, with everyone paying attention to me, and I also
have to figure out what to do about the way I feel about you. I
had maybe four hours of sleep last night."


Carys squeezed Jami's hand. "I'm sorry, too. I wanted so much to
talk with you today, and we haven't had time. Not that I really
know what to say."


"Tell me more about how you feel, your queerness," said Jami.


"Okay, I can do that. Anything else?"


"Music and books. What we have in common. Just talk. What we
haven't been able to do here."


"Sounds like a plan! But we'd better walk back toward the lab,
and I need to head back to my class soon, and duck into a
restroom."


* * *


At the end of the afternoon session, Carys was waiting for Jami
outside the computer lab. "I can't stay and talk. David has to
get to his job on time. Are you sure it's okay if I call you
tonight?"


"Please do! I won't be busy tonight. But I'm going to take a nap
when I get home, so make it after 8:00 or so."


"Okay, deal!" Not trusting herself to say more right now, Carys
gave Jami a quick hug and ran off. Jami walked to the entrance
where her mother would pick her up. She was staring into space,
thinking, when her mother arrived.


"Jami? Hello? Earth to Jami?"


"Oh, hi, Mom. It was quite a day, and I'm really tired. I'll tell
you about it on the way home."


She told her mother about the reaction to her photos. She didn't
say anything about Carys until they were home.


"Mom? I'm going to go take a nap, but a girl is going to call me
tonight. Carys. I met her at the camp. We've talked a lot. She's
one of the clowns and she's doing script writing. We didn't have
much chance to talk at lunch today, though, because of everyone
going crazy about my photos. She's going to call. She said she
would call. I hope she calls. I need to talk with her."


"Okay, dear. I'll make sure you get the call." So Jami has
found a friend? She glanced at Jami, who was leaning against the
wall by the stairs up to her room, eyes closed, with a silly
smile on her face. "Jami?"


"Yes, Mom?"


"This girl who may call, is she nice?"


"Oh, yes. Very nice." The smile widened.


That answers that question, thought her mother.
Well, it was about time for Jami to fall in love. She'd
suspected it would be with a girl. Just little hints she'd noticed
because, with Jami, nothing was certain. Let's hope this
girl is nice, open-minded and, if it lasts, hard as nails.


* * *


Carys met Jami at the usual place Thursday morning. Instead of
typing on her laptop, Jami was reading a small magazine.


"What are you reading?"


Jami showed her the magazine's cover.


"Ah, science fiction."


"Do you partake? I didn't think to ask last night. I know you
read Sherlock Holmes and postmodern queer theory."


Carys laughed at the combination. "I read everything I get my
hands on. I do read science fiction, especially the hard stuff
with gender themes; Melissa Scott, Ursula LeGuin, Samuel Delany
and of course, Tiptree."


"Why am I not surprised?"


"Because we have a lot in common, in spite of our differences."


"Do you know that there's a science fiction convention that meets
in town every year?"


"Now that you mention it, I've heard something about it."


"I think it's in October. Con-something, of course. Conclave?
They have speakers and discussions and displays and a costume
contest, which is what made me think of it right at this moment,
with you standing there."


"Have you ever gone?"


"No. I don't know anyone to go with, and I try to limit the number
of things I force my parents to take me to. But I need to do more
things on my own now, scary or not. Which is why I'm at this Arts
Camp."


"This is scary?"


"For me it is. All these people I don't know. The whole school
thing. Public restrooms. Long hallways lined with anonymous doors
opening on who knows what. The lurking horror of the athletic
facilities and the hideous locker rooms. Okay, hideous when they
aren't full of clowns. I'll probably have nightmares."


"You know me, now. Does that make it less scary?"


"Yes, and no."


Carys was silent for a moment, thoughtful. "Is there something
about me that's scary?"


"Not exactly. It's something about me that makes knowing you
scary."


"Me, in particular?"


Jami nodded. "Uh, huh."


"I don't think you need to be scared about me."


"I can't help it. It's not you, it's me."


"Does talking, about some of the things we talk about, help?"


"You mean the solidarity of fringe labels?"


Carys grinned. "Yes."


Jami smiled now, too. "That helps."


"Then we need to keep talking. I'd like you to not be scared, at
least not about me."


"So would I."


Carys held out her hand, palm up. "Solidarity?"


Jami put her hand on top of Carys's hand. "Solidarity."


They spread their fingers and intertwined them.


"I hope we can talk at lunch today, without the mob scene."


"I'll call you again tonight, anyway, if you want."


"Aha! Caught you!" David had silently walked up to stand next to
Carys.


"David, you're going to give Jami a heart attack, and I'm going
to give you a permanent clown nose if you don't cut this out."


"Hey, I'm just practicing to join the morals police when I grow
up. Work from within to change the system, you know?"


Carys glowered. "That was so effective for the Log Cabin
Republicans in 2004, wasn't it?"


"Okay. I can take a hint. How about if I mosey on down to clown
alley by myself and leave you two alone? But don't dally-dilly
too much, hear?"


"Excellent idea, David. I'll be there soon."


Carys watched David saunter off down the hallway. She turned back
to Jami and held her hand out again. Jami took it and let Carys
pull her off the ledge.


"Don't mind David, Jami. I think he's just jealous. I'm the only
safe person he knows here, and I'm spending all my time with you
now. Which I'm going to continue doing, and he'll just have to
lump it. I'll talk to him this morning. It's not like I'm going
to stop being his friend just because you and I..." She stopped.
"Sorry, I was in motormouth mode again."


"I guess life is always complicated?"


"That, I think, is a sure thing. But it'll be okay." She sighed.
"I have to go, Jami."


"See you at lunch."


"Yes. Bye."


They slowly spread their fingers and pulled their hands apart,
trailing one last finger slowly until they had to break contact
completely. Neither of them trusted themselves to say anything
else. They looked, and smiled and turned away.


As they walked to their classes, they were each thinking the same
thing. This is Thursday. Tomorrow is Friday. But this cannot end.
I have to keep seeing her. I have to say something. I have to
tell her how I feel.


* * *


Again, lunch didn't work out as they had hoped. Several people
sat at their table and wanted to talk. That was okay, but it
meant they weren't alone. There were things they wanted to talk
about, things they needed to talk about.


During the afternoon break, Jami and Carys went up to the third
floor in the same wing in which the computer lab was located.
They sat in a sunbeam at the top of the stairwell.


"This is weird," said Carys.


"Oh?"


"There's no one up here, and it's not locked off."


"That's weird?" said Jami.


"I keep forgetting you're a stranger to school culture. Yeh, it's
weird. Who knows what could be going on, unsupervised, up here?
Drug deals, group sex, gang meetings."


"Two friends sitting in a sunbeam, talking?"


"That's our alibi," said Carys, "but who would believe it?"


"And of what would we be accused?"


"Your teacher seems to think we're already an item."


Jami's heart started pounding. "Ms. Steffani? What do you mean?"


"That you and I are more than just friends."


Jami stared into space, biting the nail on her little finger.
Carys reached out and gently pulled Jami's hand toward her. "I'm
not trying to rush you. I'm just thinking that tomorrow's Friday,
and I don't know what happens after that."


"I want to keep seeing you," said Jami, looking at Carys.


Carys let out a deep sigh. "Good. Let's leave it at that for now.
How about if we just walk? No words?"


"Okay."


They stood up and headed down the deserted hallway. Jami continued
to hold her hand, and Carys was content to simply be in the
moment.


* * *


Carys called Jami again that evening. They talked for two hours.
That was better than nothing, but it wasn't enough. They each had
things they needed to say for which they wanted to see each
other's face.


After they hung up, Carys lay on her bed and thought.
I have to do something tomorrow. It's Friday. It's impossible
to think about Saturday, and beyond, without Jami. What do I have
to loose? I know I'm in love with her. But what does she feel
about me? Will I scare her away if I say how I feel? What am I
going to do?


Jami had been sitting on the sofa in the living room while she
talked to Carys. When they hung up she huddled into herself,
hugging herself.


"Jami?" Her mother sat on the sofa next to her. Jami uncurled and
hugged her. "Honey, do you want to talk?"


"I need to figure this out for myself, Mom."


"Okay, dear. I love you, and I trust you. Trust yourself, honey."


"Thanks, Mom. I'll try."




Chapter Four


Friday morning Jami was sitting on the ledge in her usual spot,
looking out the window, lost in thought. Carys walked down the
hall to stand next to her. Jami turned her head to look at Carys.


Oh, God, Carys thought, she isn't even smiling.
"Good morning, Jami." She took a deep breath. "We need to have a
talk today."


Jami bit her lip. "I know."


"Walk with me to clown alley?"


"Where's David?"


"I told him I need to be alone with you as much as possible
today."


Jami slid off the ledge, slung her camera bag on her shoulder,
picked up her pack, and finally smiled at Carys. "Ready."


Carys reached out hesitantly to take Jami's hand, making an 'is
this okay?' face.


Jami took her hand, squeezed it, held on and turned to start
walking. She wished she had some clue what to say. They walked in
silence for a ways, though Jami thought she could hear both their
hearts pounding.


Halfway to the auditorium wing Carys pulled them into a recess
where doors opened on two classrooms.


"Jami. God. I am absolutely scared to death, but I resolved last
night, while I was failing to get any sleep, that I would not let
this day go by without talking to you, without telling you how I
feel."


"I didn't sleep much last night, either, and I'm way beyond being
scared, into being absolutely terrified. There's so much to say,
and so little to say, and I have really serious personal issues I
have to figure out, which, despite thinking about them for most
of my life, I haven't figured out."


"That's okay, Jami. Just so we can keep seeing each other, and
keep talking."


"Absolutely. I have a lot to say, if I can only figure out how."


Carys wanted so badly to drop her bags, fold Jami in her arms and
kiss her. But she'd also resolved last night that she had to let
Jami set the pace. She'd spent over an hour on the Internet,
looking at web sites about intersex topics. She'd had to stop
because she couldn't stand to read any more. How was she going to
talk to Jami about any of that? It'd be hard enough if she only
wanted to be friends, but that's not the way she felt. She had to
let Jami know what she was feeling. But what if Jami didn't feel
the same way?


They walked the rest of the way in silence, stopping outside the
hallway to the dressing rooms.


"Lunch?"


"Of course, Car."


Carys made a face. "I will snarl and growl at people so they'll
leave us alone for a change."


Jami laughed. They looked at each other, not wanting to stop
holding hands, not knowing what else to do.


"Carys, don't look so worried. I need to see you again, and I
want..."


At that moment David and another of the clown students rounded
the corner.


"Whoops! Sorry guys, didn't mean to interrupt," said David, and
went past them toward the dressing room with the other student
close behind.


Damn it,
thought Carys.
This is not the place for an intense conversation.
She gave Jami's hand a squeeze and let go. "I'll see you at lunch,
and you're coming to my script class to take photos, right?"


"Yes. Ms. Steffani is using the afternoon photo session to show
slides and discuss various artists' work, then talk about where
students can go from here. She doesn't need me. I'm helping with
the student exhibits this morning."


"All we're doing in the script class is the reading, so we should
have maybe an hour after that to go off and talk before we have
to leave."


"Good. Then we're basically spending all afternoon together."


Three other clown students came around the corner to go into the
dressing room, saying hello as they passed.


"I have to go, Jami."


"Me, too. See you soon."


Carys went into the dressing room, dropped her bags at the usual
spot, took her makeup kit from her locker, and sat down at a the
counter, next to David.


"Hey, Car. How's it going? Nudge, nudge, wink, wink, if you know
what I mean."


"Stuff it, David."


"Ooops. Are things going sour between you and Jami?"


"No. It's too complicated. I don't want to talk about it."


"Okay, but if you need to, I'm all ears. I'm full of good advice
for any situation."


"David, Leave it alone. If you want to stay friends with me, then
cut me some slack about Jami."


"Jeez, all right already."


She didn't talk any more as she finished putting on her makeup.
Carys felt like she was moving in a fog.


In the photography classroom Jami was trying to concentrate on
helping the students arrange their prints on tables. Ms. Steffani
was talking about how to compose an exhibit, what judges look for
in a contest or juried exhibit, and preparing the students to do
a mock judging of one another's exhibits. "A kind, thoughtful
judging, using the prepared form," she stressed.


Jami knew she should be paying attention to what Ms. Steffani was
saying, but she couldn't concentrate. Once the students set to
work, Ms. Steffani pulled Jami aside.


"You seem preoccupied, Jami. This has been quite a week for you,
hasn't it?"


"Gosh, yes. I never imagined it would be like this."


"You learned you can, you should, exhibit your work. And I think
you've made a couple of good friends who will stick with you."


"A couple of friends?"


"I'm one of them, Jami. I am very, very impressed by both your
photography, and your teaching skills. You seem to have a natural
talent for both, and I would like to help you continue with
whatever you decide to do. That's part of teaching, but I also
genuinely like you. I'm sure Carys does, too."


"Carys?"


"I'm pretty observant, Jami. You both positively glow when you're
anywhere near each other. I suspect you're becoming more than
just friends, and maybe that's why you're a little distracted
this morning?"


"Well, yes," said Jami. Am I so transparent? What else do
other people see about me?


Ms. Steffani gently put a hand on Jami's arm. "I've had, shall we
say special woman friends, several times, though not at present.
It's nothing to be ashamed of. You can talk to me about that,
too, if you like. Though not here."


Jami didn't know what to say. "Thanks."


"You have my phone number and my email, Jami. Do get in touch
about exhibiting your work. I have some ideas and I know some
people. Now let's start the students on this mutual judging,
which I'm not sure was such a good idea. But it should at least
be educational."


* * *


Carys was waiting at the Cafeteria door when Jami arrived, instead
of arriving late with the other clowns.


"You're early, Car! Did the clowns cut it short today?"


"No, but I did. I don't know what's wrong with me. I couldn't
juggle, I couldn't get the timing right on my jokes, and I messed
up the skit I was in. I just threw in the towel and left, rather
than keep screwing up what everyone else was doing."


"I was kind of distracted, too. Ms. Steffani pulled me aside for
a talk. She said something interesting."


"Oh? What?"


"Let's get food first, and sit down."


"I'm not very hungry. Maybe I'll just have something to drink."


"Are you okay? You're not feeling sick, are you?"


"No, but I feel like I'm stuck in my Lovelorn character."


"Come on. At least eat a little, or drink some milk. It'll help
stabilize your blood sugar."


"I suppose I should have had something for breakfast."


"You didn't eat breakfast? Carys! Come on, you are eating some
food, now."


Jami grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the line. She
noticed then that Carys didn't have her gym bag with her.


"Where's your bag?"


"Huh? Oh, I left it in my locker. I have to take everything home
with me today. I'll cram it all in the bag. I hope David isn't so
pissed at me he won't give me a ride."


"Why is David upset with you?"


"He was teasing me about you. I kind of bit his head off."


"Oh, my. I'm sorry. Come on, let's get food and sit."


They went through the line. Carys held their packs and Jami put
all the food on one tray. They headed for the most isolated table
in the room.


"Everyone is assuming you and I have a relationship," said Carys,
"even though we haven't managed to figure this out ourselves,
yet."


"I noticed. Ms. Steffani said something about it this morning.
She said she had had special friends, and that it's nothing to be
ashamed of."


"Wow. She's a lesbian?"


"She didn't use that word, but I think that's what she was trying
to say. She said I could talk with her about that, and photography,
after this camp is over."


"God, I'm so sorry, Jami. This is all my fault."


"I don't understand."


"I've just totally lost my cool when it comes to you. I think
being here, instead of in my own school, has thrown off all my
instincts. I've noticed other kids doing it too, being freer with
themselves and more emotional."


"How is that not good?"


"You are so lucky to not be in school, Jami." She sighed, ran a
hand through her hair. "Here, I'm not marked as an artsy type, 'cause
everyone is, Maybe I'm just dreaming, but most people seem okay
with the queer kids here, too. It's so not like that at my school
that the contrast is unreal.


"I'm not dissing my school, it's actually one of the best, and we
have a GSA, but it is not comfortable being a known queer kid,
and I would never just, like, casually walk down the hall holding
hands with a girl I'd known for two days. But I've done that here
with you.


"I should have understood the consequences of that. You don't,
since you've never gone to school. I should have been on my guard
and protected you, not slopped my label over onto you and painted
you with Day-Glo queer paint!"


"Day-Glo queer paint? Wow, what a phrase! I like that."


"Jami, this is serious. I've been really stupid."


"Is it that bad, being in school?"


"Sometimes. Anyone who's different is singled out, but being
queer is like having a target painted on your back. To some people
it makes me unsafe to talk with, to others it makes me a
challenge. They ask me about having a girlfriend or a boyfriend,
trying to figure me out. But they don't really want to talk about
how I feel. Fortunately there hasn't been much harassment. The
administration is pretty good about being tough on hate crime.
But it gets tiresome."


Jami looked down at her plate. "Do you?"


"Do I what?"


"Have a girlfriend, or a boyfriend, at school?"


"Of course not!"


"Why of course not?"


"Jami, I may be stupid, but I'm not a liar and a cheat."


"Sorry. I just meant that you seem popular, and you're such an
incredibly wonderful person that I assumed you'd have lots of
friends, and maybe someone special."


"What about you, Jami? I don't know anything about your
friends."


"That's easy. I don't really have any, at least not in person. I
have several pen pals. But I'm pretty much a loner. If I was
religious, I'd go live in a hut by myself and try to figure out
the whichness of why, or the whyness of the which."


Carys took a sip of water and started coughing.


"You okay?"


"Yes. I'm just tense. Do you want to go out in the courtyard for
a while? It's kind of stuffy in here."


"Okay." Jami stacked the plates on the tray. "Then we're going to
your script writing class, and then we're going to have a talk,
right?"


"Yes. Unless you want to talk now?"


"I think we should leave the talk till last. I need to be able to
concentrate while I shoot, and our talk may be kind of upsetting."


They took care of their tray and the trash, then went out in the
courtyard, to the far bench they'd used before.


Carys set her pack on one end of the bench and sat next to it.
Jami set her bags on the other end and sat next to Carys. "It's
kind of chilly with the sun under a cloud. I wish we had a
blanket." She leaned against Carys.


"Oh, Jami! You are confusing the heck out of me."


Jami sat up, a hurt look on her face. "What are you confused
about? Do you think I don't like you?"


"No, I mean, you're acting like you're my girlfriend."


"I'm not 'acting like' anything, Carys. I'm just being me and
doing what I feel like doing, which is being close to you."


Carys put her head in her hands. "Oh, God, Jami, I'm sorry. I of
all people should know better than to force a label on you."


"It's okay, Car. I guess it's not fair to you, to, I don't know,
get you excited or whatever, before we've talked."


"Jami, what is it you want to talk about? This is driving me
crazy. I don't know what to do, what to say. If you're not going
to tell me you don't like me, what are you going to say?"


"I thought, when you said we need to talk, that it was the same
thing. About what I am."


"That you're intersexed? I've been reading about that. I know we
need to talk about it. But that wasn't what I wanted to talk
about today."


Jami looked shocked. "You've been reading about it? What?"


"On the Internet. Web sites."


"You need to be careful what you look at on the web. Some of that
stuff is trash, or worse. I can give you some good books."


"Then what do you want to talk about?"


"Me, Carys. I'm intersexed. I'm only pretending to be sweet and
innocent, remember. You need to know the truth about me."


"You're scaring me, Jami. What are you doing when you lean against
me, or hold my hand? Are you pretending to be sweet and innocent?
Do you actually not like me?"


"No, I'm not pretending anything. It's what I want to do. I like
you. I like you a lot. I don't see what's wrong with showing it."


"Didn't you hear what I said at lunch?"


"About the Day-Glo queer paint? Sure, I thought that was a neat
phrase. But I don't see what the problem is. Everyone knows you're
queer, right? Everyone is already talking about us, right? I
don't go to school, or even know any of these people. So what's
the problem?"


"When you lay it out logically like that, I guess I don't really
know."


"Do you want to stop holding hands? Should I not lean against
you?"


Carys took a breath. "No. I want you to do what you feel like
doing. You're right, there doesn't seem to be any problem about
what we do here. We are going to talk, after my class, so I don't
go stark, staring, raving mad, right?"


"Right."


"Okay. I trust you, Jami." She looked at her watch. "We're about
out of time, anyway."


"Can we go look at the room, so I can think about what I'm going
to do, with my camera?"


"Okay, it should be empty now. No one's ever on time after the
lunch break." They picked up their stuff and headed toward the
music wing. They held hands and walked so close together in the
hallway they bumped shoulders repeatedly. Each bump sent a thrill
through Carys. What does Jami feel? How can I be so close
to someone and have no idea what's going on in their head?


"Here we are." Carys opened the door and entered the room, with
Jami behind her. Two people were standing at the front of the
room on the recital stage, looking out the window and holding
hands. They turned around at the noise of the door opening. Carys
recognized Adrianna and Robert, two students in her class. "Sorry
guys, didn't mean to intrude!" she said.


"No problem, Carys," said Adrianna. "We were going to practice a
little. The staged reading, that is." She smiled and looked at
Jami. "Are you two looking for a place to be alone?"


"Uh, no," stammered Carys, "Jami is going to take pictures of the
reading. She's doing a photo essay on the whole Arts Camp. We
wanted to check out the light and stuff."


Adrianna walked over to where Carys and Jami were standing. "It's
okay, guys. I'm cool with it. So is Robert. Right, dear?"


"Yeh, sure. I'm so cool that ice cream doesn't melt in my hands.
But Adrianna does," he said with a grin.


"Hush. You're embarrassing them. We've been an item all year,
they're just getting started. Come out in the hall. I want to get
a drink. Then we'll find a corner of our own for a few minutes."
She winked at Carys.


Jami pulled her camera out of the bag. "I really am going to take
photos."


"Hey, I believe you, Jami! Your photos are awesome! We'll be back
after a discrete interval, and the three of us can pose for some
test shots. Come on, Robert."


After they left, Jami turned to Carys. "This has been happening
all day?"


"Yes, Jami. I'm sorry."


"You need to stop saying that. It's not their fault that people
are picking up on how we feel about each other."


"But we haven't even talked about how we feel about each other!"
Suddenly Carys turned and hit the wall, hard, with a fist. "God!
This is what I hate about being queer. It's too complicated, and
people won't leave you alone to figure it out!"


Jami dropped her camera equipment on the floor and grabbed Carys's
hand. "Don't do that!" Jami smoothed Carys's hand. "Don't hurt
yourself, please?"


"It's just so dammed frustrating! If we were a couple of hets I'd
just say I love you and you'd either slap me or kiss me. We
wouldn't have to waltz around the subject for days on end with
everyone staring at us."


"I wouldn't slap you! Do you think that?"


"I don't know what to think! I'm going crazy!"


Jami leaned forward quickly and gently kissed Carys, then pulled
away again. "There. Does that help?"


Carys was stunned. "Oh, my God. Is that all I had to do?"


"Say that you love me? Yes."


"But how do you feel about me?"


"Did I slap you?"


"No, though that kiss still makes me see stars."


"Well, then. We'll talk in an hour. I have a lot to say. It just
isn't simple for me."


"Okay. I'm..."


Jami put her finger on Carys's lips. "Stop saying that! You have
nothing to be sorry for."


Carys kissed Jami's finger, then made a zipper motion across her
own mouth and stood stock still.


"You theater people are so much trouble," said Jami, with a mock
sigh. "You may speak, just don't keep apologizing for the world
being a screwed-up mess."


"You dropped your camera stuff."


"It's just stuff."


"But you need it to take pictures."


Jami picked her equipment up from the floor. "It's okay. I dropped
the camera in the bag. This is pro equipment." Quickly Jami
checked it out. "It's fine."


"Is it expensive?"


"Yes, very. Like I said, it's professional equipment."


"What does that mean, other than that you can drop it on the
floor when your girlfriend acts stupid?"


"I would rather not continue doing that. But lots of little things
that are important to me. Like the battery lasts all day on a
charge, I can take pictures in light where I can barely even see,
and it uses several thousand dollars worth of lenses I already
have."


"Yikes! That expensive?" Carys's eyebrows went up and her mouth
made an 'O'.


Jami shrugged. "Good tools cost money. Some people save up to buy
a car. I spend a lot less than that on my photo and computer
equipment, and I earn some of it back selling photos and helping
people with web sites and stuff. It's all part of my
home-schooling, too. It's more than a hobby. I may end up making
a living this way."


"As a photographer? That would be cool," said Carys.


"A photojournalist maybe. I have some projects in mind. Things
that need to be done. A world that needs to be educated and
changed. You know." She chose a different lens from the bag, put
it in place on the camera, checked some settings. "Do you think
the teacher and the class would be willing to leave the ceiling
lights off, so it's just the light from the windows?"


"I think so. Mr. Sharp is pretty cool. Why just the light from
the windows?"


"I'm going to mostly take faces. I want strong shadows. The
ceiling light bounces off this white tile floor and washes the
faces out. Go up there. I'll show you."


Carys walked to the front. "What should I do?"


"Do stuff with your face. Pretend you're interacting with someone.
Move around. Talk if you want."


Carys thought a moment, then began having an animated conversation
with an imaginary person. Jami began snapping photos. Carys ended
by reaching out to grab an imaginary head and draw it toward her
for a long kiss. She stopped, composed her face, then turned to
look at Jami. "Was that okay?"


"Bravo!" Yelled Adrianna and Robert from the doorway. Carys
blushed. Jami was using the LCD panel on her camera to look at
the shots she'd taken.


"That was great," said Jami, oblivious. "Come see." The others
crowded around her. Carys leaned against Jami, Adrianna and Robert
flanking them. Jami slowly went through the photos. "Most of
these I won't keep, of course."


"They look great!" said Robert.


"If you all perform for half an hour, I'll probably shoot two
hundred frames, at least. They won't all be usable. I can't really
tell until I look at them at home on my computer monitor, of
course."


While they were looking at the test shots, other members of the
class began showing up, and the instructor, Mr. Sharp. Carys saw
him come through the door, and introduced Jami, explaining about
the photos. A few more people came in to sit and watch the
reading; teachers and staff who happened to be free, and a couple
of students who were skipping their own classes to watch friends
in this one.


"May we leave the ceiling lights off, Mr. Sharp? I like the
shadows from having the only light come from the windows." Jami
showed him a few of the test shots.


"That's fine with me," said Mr. Sharp. "I'm mostly going to listen
to the spoken word."


The students in the class gathered around the desk and sorted the
script pages one of the students had prepared. Once they were
ready, the students took places on stage, and one stepped forward
to speak.


"Good afternoon, and welcome, everyone. This is the script as it
was at the end of class yesterday. All I did was spellcheck and
format and print it. Everyone was supposed to go over their parts
last night, and of course we all helped write it, so this isn't
quite a cold reading. But we haven't exactly rehearsed, either."


She stepped back into the semicircle and they began.


Jami walked back and forth around the stage and to various points
in the classroom, taking pictures. She changed lenses twice, but
took a steady stream of shots.


When the reading finished, everyone clapped politely. Mr. Sharp
stood up and thanked the students, then turned to Jami. "Will we
have a chance to see your photos?"


"I'll be putting a web page together about the Arts Camp, and
there will a section about this. If any of the shots are really
good, I'll send you some prints."


"Thank you, Jami. Okay class, I want to give you some final
feedback, and then you'll be free to go. Please be seated."


Carys walked over to where Jami was putting away her photo
equipment. "Are you going to stay?"


"I think I'll go sit in the courtyard and load these into my
laptop, then do some thinking, if that's okay with you?"


"Sure, hon. See you there, soon."


Jami smiled. "I'll be there."


* * *


Jami was sitting on the bench in the courtyard, earphones on,
swaying gently, CD player in hand, eyes closed. Carys walked
over, sat down, watching her. Jami opened her eyes, saw Carys,
took off her headphones. "Hi."


"Hi, yourself. What are you listening to?"


"Sarah Pinsker. Her first CD. I like her voice. She has this one
song about life being sweet and strange, that seems very
appropriate."


"Life is sweet and strange."


"So am I. Let's talk." Jami stuffed the CD player back into her
pack.


Carys set her pack down and sat on the bench, crosslegged, facing
Jami. "I'm all ears."


"No you're not." Jami leaned forward and gave Carys another quick
kiss. "That's to remind you that I remember what it is you had to
tell me, and how I reacted to it. Now listen. This is complicated,
and not easy for me to say."


Carys nodded, but did not speak.


"I realized almost immediately that you and I were attracted to
each other. I thought you were interesting and quirky and fun to
talk with, and I looked forward to seeing you again. You started
talking about rainbows, and the GSA, and your being a Q. It seemed
natural for me to say that my letter is I. But that shocked me,
that I told you that so easily. It's about as personal as one can
get, and I just blurted it out.


"And it didn't bother you. I figured you didn't really know what
it meant, but then we talked about all that identity stuff on
Tuesday, and I realized that you have a pretty good handle on
things, at least at the intellectual level.


"Tuesday night I was really busy, working with the photos of the
clowns. There were a lot more photos of you than anyone else, and
I found myself feeling lonely and wishing you were with me. The
only close friend I've ever had moved away a year ago, so I spend
a lot of time alone, which usually doesn't bother me.


"After I went to bed I was still thinking about you. I still
wanted you with me. I started thinking about you being in bed
with me, and what that would mean." She paused. "I cried a lot
that night."


"Oh, Jami." Carys reached to take Jami's hands.


"I'm almost finished. By the end of the day Wednesday, I was
pretty certain you were feeling the same way about me. I don't
really remember what we talked about on the phone Wednesday night,
but I know what I was thinking about.


"Thursday was frustrating, because we didn't have much time to
talk, except on the phone, and I couldn't talk about this on the
phone. I have to see your face."


Carys sighed. "I'm not going to grimace and run away."


"I think I believe that. Obviously I trust you or we wouldn't be
here, doing this. But if you and I are going to be..." She stopped.


Carys softly supplied the word. "If we're going to be lovers?"


"It's such a huge thing for me."


"Isn't it a huge thing for anyone, especially the first time? It
will be my first time, too."


"But you're not intersexed."


"If I say I don't care, will you believe me?"


"I know what you're trying to say, Car. I believe that. It's like
saying that if I get hit by a car while crossing the street and
end up in a wheelchair you'd still love me and we'd figure out
some way to have sex."


"Exactly."


"But it would still change things, especially for me, the person
who would be in the wheelchair and an object of pity. It would
totally change the relationship, like it or not. I wouldn't be
equal any more, in your eyes, or anyone else's. It might still
work. Love can do amazing things. But it would be a hell of a lot
more difficult."


"Okay," said Carys, slowly. "I'm beginning to see what you're
getting at. I was whining earlier about how hard it is to be
queer and in school. That was insensitive."


"No, not at all! That's your reality, what you have to deal with.
I don't have to put up with that every day of the week. I don't
want pity. I want and need understanding. I am different, and
that does mean certain things, but it doesn't mean I am pitiful."


Carys nodded. "I'm not drawn to you out of pity, Jami, or because
you're exotic or politically significant. My heart did flip-flops
the first morning I saw you, before I knew anything about you. My
feelings have only become more certain the more I know about you."


"Sorry, Carys. I'm not saying I suspect your motives. I'm just
trying to lay everything out."


"I understand."


"Remember the Day-Glo queer paint?"


Carys nodded. "Yes."


"If there is such a thing, then there's also something rather
nastier that you're going to be painted with when people know
you're involved with someone like me. I don't know what names
they'll make up for you, but they won't be nice."


Carys was silent for a moment. "That's a lot to chew on, Jami,
and I'm not going to pretend that I thought of all of that
already. But I have thought about it. I'm not just going into
this blindly."


"I know, Car, but I have to be certain. There's also an irrational
part to this. You and I can talk until we're blue in the face and
it won't change the fact that I am scared shitless at the thought
of actually making love with you. It's not likely to be the
wonderful, ecstatic experience it's supposed to be. Not the first
time, and maybe not for quite a while."


"I don't see how it can be so bad, Jami."


"I know. Like I've been saying, the problem is me, how I feel
about being different."


"But..."


"No matter what we say in words, that's all abstract. When it
eventually comes down to doing it, it's going to be terrifying
for me. That's not going to make it fun for you, either."


"Okay. I'm not in a hurry, not for anything in particular, just
to say," this time Carys leaned forward and gently kissed Jami,
"that I love you."


Jami returned the kiss. "I love you, too."


"I am so glad you said that. Can I see you this weekend?"


"I was hoping you'd want to. My life is pretty much unscheduled,"
said Jami.


"Cool! Would tomorrow be too soon?"


"Not at all," grinned Jami.


"I'll see you tomorrow, then, and we'll talk some more. But not
until we're blue in the face, I hope."


"Deal. Call me when you know when you can come over."


"It'll be tomorrow morning. I'm going out to dinner tonight with
my parents, and to a show afterwards."


"Okay. I'll work on the photos I took today. Quite a few of them
seem to be of you, surprisingly enough."


"Imagine!" She looked at Jami for a moment, then said, "I have to
go pack my clown stuff and find David. I'm going to sleep much
better tonight."


"Me, too."


They stood up, hugged, kissed once more, still gently and quickly,
then went their separate ways. They were both greatly relieved
and full of hope, but more than a little afraid.




Chapter Five


The phone rang as Jami and her parents were finishing breakfast.
Jami's mother answered, then handed the phone to Jami, who had
pushed her chair back from the table, obviously hoping the call
was for her.


"It's for you, Jami. Carys."


"I hope she's going to come over here today," said Jami. "Is that
okay?"


"Of course, honey. I'd like to meet her." Her mother began
clearing dishes from the table.


"Hi! Carys? Yes! As soon as possible, for as long as possible!
Great!" Jami gave directions, hung up, and smiled.


Her father looked up from the paper. "You like this girl, I take
it?"


"Yes. We've talked for hours and hours." Jami hesitated. "It's
more than that, though. I like her a lot, an awful lot."


Her mother turned to look at Jami. "And she likes you? The same
way?"


"Oh, yes. I'm sure of that." Jami closed her eyes, thinking about
yesterday.


Jami's parents exchanged a glance and a smile. Her mother wiped
her hands and walked over to stand by Jami. She reached out to
stroke Jami's cheek. "Jami. Are you telling us you're falling in
love?"


Jami opened her eyes and grabbed her mother's hand. "Yes! Yes, I
am. I'm happy. I'm also scared."


"How much have you told Carys about yourself?"


"She knows I'm intersexed, but not the details. I don't think the
details are important, yet."


"They shouldn't be, at this point, but people can react very
strongly sometimes, when things don't turn out to be what they've
assumed they are. Take it easy, dear. Try to see things from her
point of view. If her parents want to talk with us, that's okay
of course."


"Her parents?"


"Jami," said her father, "unless her parents are very liberal,
there may be some issues with Carys having a girlfriend instead
of a boyfriend."


Jami frowned.
"Carys is in the GSA at her school. That's why I've already told
her about me; she has some idea what intersexed means. Her parents
have to know that she's not straight."


"Well, that's a good sign, but that Carys is involved with the
GSA at school doesn't guarantee that her parents are okay with
the idea of their daughter being a practicing lesbian, in an
actual relationship. However, we'll hope for the best."


Her mother gently poked the tip of Jami's nose. "Are you planning
on changing out of your nightshirt before Carys gets here?"


"Eeek! Yes!" Jami ran out of the kitchen and up the stairs.


* * *


The doorbell rang shortly after Jami had come back downstairs,
dressed in her usual at-home casual style of loose jeans and
sweat shirt. She rushed to open the door.


"Carys! You're here."


"Of course I'm here, Watson! It's where you are."


Jami leaned forward and gave Carys a quick kiss. "Would you like
to come in, Holmes?"


"My blushes, Watson! Is the world ready for this?"


"I don't know about the world, but I'm getting cold standing here
with the door open. Do come in."


"A very practical suggestion." Carys walked in and set her small
pack on the floor. She was wearing a deerstalker cap and a cape
over a heavy flannel shirt, overalls and black high-top Doc
Martens. She also had a walking stick, which she leaned against
the wall by her pack.


"Hermaphrodites with Attitude." Carys read Jami's shirt aloud and
laughed.


"The term is somewhat déclassé," said Jami. "There are
very few true hermaphrodites, and it gives a false image. But I
like it. The attitude part, and the Greek mythology."


"Have I told you I think you're fantastic?"


"So are you. Come meet my parents." Jami took Carys by the hand
and led her into the kitchen, where her parents were sitting at
the table, still drinking coffee and reading the papers. They
looked up when Jami and Carys entered, giving no sign they had
heard what went on in the entrance hall.


"Mom, Dad. This is Carys."


Jami's mother immediately smiled, and her father said, "Have you
perhaps read Dr. Watson's stories about Mr. Sherlock Holmes? The
private consulting detective?"


Carys grinned. "Gee, how'd you guess?"


"Hello, Carys," said Jami's mother. "I've heard good things about
you, and I love the hat and cape. Why don't you two go on
upstairs, but help yourselves to drinks and snacks when you want."


"Okay, Mom. Come on, Car. My room is basically the whole upstairs.
I'll show you around, then we can come back down and get something
to drink."


They paused in the hallway for Carys to take off her boots, then
went up the stairs, which opened out in the middle of a converted
attic, with sloping sides and windows only at the ends. There
were closets to the sides, midway, which divided the space into a
bedroom at one end. The other end, surrounding the stairs, was
set up as a study. Except for an office chair in front of Jami's
big computer and a stool to the side, there were only pillows and
beanbags, with plenty of rugs and blankets.


"This is so cool, Jami!" said Carys. "I'm dying of envy."


"Don't do that!" said Jami. "I thought about you all night. About
yesterday, in the courtyard."


"I thought about you, too," said Carys. She let her pack drop to
the floor and turned to Jami.


This one was not a brief, gentle kiss. Neither of them held back.
They wanted to be as close as possible, for as long as possible.
Eventually they broke apart, took deep breaths, and looked at each
other.


"Oh God, Jami. I've wanted so badly to do that."


Jami swayed a bit and blinked. "I never really believed that
stuff about the Earth moving when you kiss someone. Now I do. I'm
not sure my legs are going to keep holding me up."


"Maybe we should sit down before we do it again?"


"Yes." They sat on the rug next to the bed, trying not to let go
of each other, being awkward.


"Carys."


"Jami." Carys touched the tip of Jami's nose with her nose, then
they were kissing again, figuring out how to hold one another in
this position.


When they finally stopped kissing and tried to talk, they found
their throats were dry. "How about something to drink?" asked
Jami.


"Sure. Anything."


"I'll be right back." Jami went down to the kitchen for cans of
soda. Her mother was still sitting at the table reading the
papers. She took one look at Jami and smiled. "I don't think I
need to ask."


"Huh? What?"


"Your mouth is going to be sore tomorrow."


Jami blushed. "Is it that obvious?"


"To me, yes, dear. I'm happy for you Jami. Don't spend all day
upstairs, please. I'd like a chance to begin to get to know Carys.
I hope I'll be seeing a lot of her."


"Okay, Mom." Jami took two cans from the fridge and went back
upstairs. She told Carys what her mother had said.


"Your mom knows?" Carys's eyes went wide.


"Sure. I told her after you called that we were in love."


"That's so cool, Jami. That you can talk to your mom like that."


"I can talk to my dad, too, when his head isn't in the clouds."


"Do you realize that most teenagers can't talk to their parents
about anything important?" said Carys.


"I know that. I'm not sure I understand it. Can't you talk with
your parents? What about your involvement in the GSA?"


"I've tried to talk about that." Carys paused, took a drink. "It
hasn't gone very well. My dad seems to listen, but my mom just
doesn't want to know. She doesn't want to believe that I'm growing
up to be someone very different from Caitlin."


"Caitlin?"


"My sister. Cait is six years older, but seven years out of high
school, because I started kindergarten a year late. Cait's out of
college, has finished nursing school, is married, and has two
adorable twin boys."


"Is she nice? Do you get along with her?"


"Oh, yes. She helped take care of me, played with me. Not the way
someone closer to my age would have, but we like each other a
lot. It's just, you know, when I was in first grade she was in
middle school and getting interested in boys.


"For a while I thought that growing up would mean becoming like
Caitlin, but it didn't turn out that way. We're very different.
She had Barbie dolls, I had Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle action
figures. I played soccer, got into fights, built model rockets,
then got involved with theater, first as a techie, then the
clowning and acting. I think I surprised myself that I liked
performing."


"Did you get interested in boys, in middle school?"


"No, and yes. Like I said, I started off following in Cait's
footsteps, but I didn't really understand why she was walking in
those footsteps. It was like I was trying to play a part, with
Caitlin as the script, but I didn't know why."


"So what happened?"


"I figured out that I wasn't Caitlin, didn't have to be like
Caitlin. Then I had to figure out who I was. I'm still working on
that."


"Do you like boys at all?"


"I've had good friends, more boys than girls. I've kissed boys.
Something happened on a sleep-over with one girl that is kind of
fuzzy in my head, but it ended that friendship. I guess my problem
is that I didn't quite see boys and girls as being all that
different, and I just did not understand the rules for how to
behave properly. By ninth grade I was pretty well marked out as
someone to avoid."


"That was hard? Being in a school, and being different?"


"Well, yeh. But I was a good student, I did my theater stuff. I
was busy. I saw all this boy/girl stuff going on around me and I
just didn't see myself in that picture. I talked to Caitlin about
it. She said not to worry, people developed at different rates,
and it would all work out."


"Why did you get involved with the GSA?"


"It just turned out that a lot of the people I was involved with,
theater kids, the artsy crowd, are queer. David, my clown friend,
is gay. I didn't fit in anywhere else, so why not there?"


"Did people assume you were gay?"


"Outside the GSA, yes. People who actually bother to talk to me
know it's more complicated. But I have a lot of fingers left over
when I count those people."


"Do you feel transgendered?"


"I feel differently gendered. I question the whole binary
sex/gender thing. But that's mostly what it's all about, L, B, G,
T, and Q, whether they admit it or not."


"I, too."


"You, too?"


"Me, too, but I meant I, as in intersexed."


"But intersexed is a physical thing, isn't it? I mean, you can't
point at some part of a person's body and say, that's what makes
you gay."


"Can you point at some part of me right now and say that I'm
intersexed?"


Carys tilted her head, thinking. "No, but it affects how you
think about yourself and how you interact with other people.
Wait." She held up a hand. "There's this thought flying around in
my head, trying to land. Give me a minute."


Jami sat still, looking at Carys. Not a bad way to pass the time,
she thought.


"Okay. I see an enormous room full of naked bodies, all different,
but not very different, locked in cells, each with a different
label. Above them are minds or spirits or souls or whatever that
are trying to get to one another, but can't quite reach because
they are shackled to the bodies below. Yikes! I hope I don't have
nightmares about that tonight."


Jami nodded. "The human condition. We can never really know each
other, never truly reach each other, and what we can reach, we
keep locked up and labeled."


"Two sets of labels, at least," said Carys. "The public and the
private."


"For some of us, also the medical or psychiatric."


"Intersex is medical and gender identity is psychiatric."


"At the moment, though we know so little about how brains work.
Maybe it's all physical. Where do you draw the line? What is a
mind? Either way, do you feel like a sicko who needs to be fixed?"


"Hell, no. Do you?"


"Nope. I think I'll keep me the way I am."


There was a pause. "Uh, Jami. Eventually I guess I need to know
just how you're different, right? It doesn't have to be now. So
don't answer if you don't want to."


Jami took a breath. "I won't go into the microscopic details. It
isn't simple. There are a lot of ways of being intersexed. Like I
said, I can give you some great books, if you're interested, by
Alice Dreger, Anne Fausto-Sterling, and Suzanne Kessler.


"In my case the important thing is that although my body seems
pretty feminine, I don't have periods, I cannot become pregnant,
and my genital topology is probably not what you think it is. I
don't know what having sex with another person will be like."


"I could do without periods," grimaced Carys, "but I can see
how, past a certain point, it would be hard to connect with
the whole, 'I am woman,' thing, without them."


"Right. The books and magazines aimed at teen girls and at women
clearly don't speak to me. Do you realize how much of what's in
print and on TV and in the movies is about so-called normal
bodies? What you're supposed to do with them? How you're supposed
to look and feel?"


"I hear you," agreed Carys, "and most of it is pathetic. I just
try to ignore it all. When I can. There have been a few times
when I've gone into a women's restroom and been told I was in the
wrong place. It was not fun."


"You have an escape route, though," said Jami. "You could, at
least potentially, be what people expect you to be. I, as an
intersexed person, don't even actually exist, so far as most
people are concerned."


"You exist. I have evidence." Carys reached for Jami, but Jami
didn't let Carys draw her into another kiss.


"Do you understand what I mean when I say I don't exist?"


"I think so. But Jami, you do exist for me. I do know about you.
I'm not the rest of the world."


"Sorry. But this is what I tried to warn you about. What it would
mean to be involved with me."


"I said we'd do lots of talking."


"We have to. But I don't want it to be all talking."


"What more do you want it to be?"


"More. But I'm scared. Really scared."


"I won't do anything you don't want me to do. I won't touch you,
if that's too scary."


"Do you want to touch me?"


Carys ran a finger along Jami's cheek and down her neck. "Yes. Do
you want to touch me?"


Jami ran her hand down the front of Carys's shirt, poking her
fingers in between the buttons. "I didn't think you were wearing
a bra."


Carys grabbed Jami's hand. "Okay, I can see we need to be careful
with this. I'm barely in control of myself right now. I'd die if
we went too far or too fast and it hurt you or our relationship.
I want everything, but it can't be this fast."


"You're right. I'd probably do just about anything with you right
now, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't wake up screaming."


Carys changed the subject. "Have you done anything with the photos
you took yesterday?"


"Oh, yes! Come see." Jami stood up and went over to her computer,
bringing up the photos. "There's a stool in the corner," she
said, as Carys leaned over her shoulder to look.


Carys moved the stool by the desk and sat down to watch. They
looked through all the photos Jami had taken during the Arts
Camp. Several hundred, in all, and that was after Jami had deleted
the ones she said were useless.


"How are you going to choose from all of these, to put together
an exhibit?"


"Slowly. It's going to take time. I'll narrow it down, then start
making prints, then choose which prints to use. I may decide to
have larger prints made. I can only do 8 by 10 inch prints here.
16 by 20 inch prints might work better for an exhibit. Then I
have to mount them. It's a lot of work."


"Can I help?"


"Once I narrow the selection down, I'd like to have your opinion.
I can explain what I'm looking for. I could definitely use help
mounting the prints, and thinking up titles. That would be great,
Car."


"I want to be involved with what you do. I want to be part of
your life."


"And I want to be part of your life. Which reminds me. Look at
this." Jami opened another window, typed a few commands. "Do you
like?"


Carys looked at the screen. "A business card. You designed a
clown business card for me!"


"Is it correct? I can print you a sheet right now."


Carys looked closely, checking her phone number and email. "Yes,
that's right."


Jami went to a closet, pulled out a box of business card forms,
and loaded one in a printer. Then she typed a command and waited.


"How many printers do you have?"


"Four. They do different things. A laser printer for text and
monochrome proofs. An inkjet for things like your business cards,
and color proofs, and two dye transfer printers for serious color
photo prints."


"Isn't all that expensive?"


"Yes, and no. Of course the equipment costs money, and the
supplies for the color printers are expensive. But compared to
the cost of buying film, having it processed, and paying for
traditional prints, I save money in the long run. With digital I
print only what I actually use. I don't end up with prints or
slides from an entire roll of film, most of which I would toss in
the trash. Here are your cards."


Jami took the printed sheet from the printer and handed it to
Carys.


"Wow. Thanks. Can I pay you for this?"


"No, but can we cuddle for a while?"


"Cuddle?"


"I just want to be close to you. I won't even kiss you if you
don't want to."


"I think kissing is okay, but not much more."


"Let's sit on the rug, and lean against the bed. I'll get a
blanket." Jami hopped up and pulled a blanket from a pile in the
corner.


They sat by the bed and covered up with the blanket. Jami put her
head on Carys's shoulder and her arms tangled with Carys's arms.
"Just hold me. I need to get used to this being for real, instead
of something I'm dreaming."


"I know what you mean. Do you want to talk?"


"Not about anything upsetting. Just tell me about yourself, your
family, your life."


They talked and laughed and talked some more. Occasionally they
kissed, playfully. They luxuriated in simply being together, in
knowing they could be together, in trusting one another, in
learning about and exploring each other's lives.


"I have something very unromantic to say, Jami."


"Let me guess. You need to pee, too."


"Either that or explode."


"Let's go downstairs. That's the one drawback to this room. No
running water."


They stood up and straightened their clothing. Carrying their
soda cans in one hand, they held hands going slowly down the
stairs. Putting their cans on the kitchen counter, they used the
bathroom off the kitchen, then went into the living room, where
Jami's mother was sitting in a chair, reading and making notes
for one of the classes she taught at the community college. She
looked up as they entered, saw them holding hands, and smiled.


"Hi, Jami, Carys. I take it you two are having a good time?"


Carys blushed, looked at the floor, started to take her hand away
from Jami's. Jami tightened her grip, led Carys to the sofa and
pulled her down beside her. "Am I still grinning like a maniac,
Mom?"


"Yes, that would be an apt description. But you look a little bit
ill at ease, Carys."


"Mrs. Barton, I feel kind of awkward."


"It's Anne, please, Carys. I'm happy to have you here, and happy
that you and Jami like each other so much."


"It just seems weird, that you're okay about me and Jami."


"I've had a long time to learn about, and think about, all the
ways in which people are different. This is not a complete
surprise for me. I've tried hard not to have preconceptions about
Jami, and I've probably noticed things that most parents wouldn't
notice because they wouldn't want to see them."


"Yeh." Carys sighed. "My parents are trying hard to not notice
some things about me. Oh, well. Their time period for denial has
just expired."


"Are they going to have problems with you having a girlfriend? I
and Jami's father would be happy to talk with them."


"Let's not scare them to death about this being that serious a
relationship. Not immediately, okay? Let me say something, and
bring Jami over there, and see how it goes?"


"Whatever you wish."


"Speaking of going," said Carys. "Jami, I need to work for a few
hours this afternoon. But I'm free this evening?"


Jami's mother asked, "Where do you work, Carys?"


"I do bookkeeping for a half-dozen small businesses. I know it
sounds dull, but it's really flexible and it pays well. I do a
lot of theater, some clown gigs, circus once a year. There's just
no way to fit that, and school, around a normal job with a
schedule."


"That sounds like a perfect job for someone who's so busy."


"My mom is part owner of a gift shop. Their records were a mess,
and I helped put them on the computer. One thing led to another,
and word got around. I managed to take an accounting class at
Community last summer, so I'd know what I was doing."


Jami's mother nodded in approval. "Then you go take care of
business, Carys. You're welcome to come back this evening, or any
time. Feel free to use the TV this evening if you two want to
watch a video."


"Jami? I have all the Sherlock Holmes movies with Basil Rathbone
on DVD. I could bring some of those. I find they're good therapy
for bruised brains."


"That sounds fantastic! We could order pizza and make popcorn, or
rather make popcorn and order pizza. When will you be back?"


"By six at the latest, if that's okay?" She looked at Jami's
mother.


"That's fine. If you tell me later when you want to eat, and what
kind of pizza you like, I'll take care of that part and order
enough for all of us. But Ted and I will leave you alone. Nice
meeting you, Carys." She stood up and headed to the back of the
house, obviously leaving them alone for a goodbye kiss.


"Your mom is absolutely fantastically awesome, Jami! So are you,
of course."


"I've used up all my superlatives, just looking at you while you
and my mom talked. I love you." There was nothing left to do
after that but kiss.


Jami returned to the sofa for a while after Carys left, just
being happy with the world. Then she headed back upstairs to her
computer, to continue working with the photos.




Chapter Six


Jami's new cellphone buzzed where it lay on her desk, next to her
trackball. She grabbed it. The only person who called her was
Carys.


"Hello?"


"Hi, Jami-love. Wasn't the cellphone a good idea?"


"Yes, demonstrably. It's nice being able to talk to you so easily.
What's up, dear heart?"


"Guess what? There are auditions Tuesday at Riverfront for what
sounds like a neat thing. This season they're doing a series of
staged readings of what they call Historic Moments in Theater.
The idea is to pick plays that are historically significant, but
wouldn't have the draw to justify staging them as full productions.
So they're doing them as staged readings, which means you don't
have to completely memorize the lines. One weekend, three
performances, and a very low ticket price.


"Each play has a different director. Part of what they're doing
is to give more people a chance to work at Riverfront. It'd be
kind of like what my script writing class did, except that this
is a full script, and it'll be rehearsed for several weeks. The
buzz is that this play has some kind of queer content, and the
director wants to work with younger performers. Will you go with
me?"


"You mean to watch?"


"You could audition, too, Jami! Wouldn't it be a blast to be in a
play together? This would be the perfect way to get your feet
wet."


"This is kind of sudden, Carys." Be in a play with people she
didn't know? In front of an audience? Maybe. She did want to
start doing more stuff, getting out more and doing things with
other people.


"I know it's sudden, hon, but I just found out about it. Something
else seems to have been engaging most of my attention lately.
(This is where you're supposed to say, 'my blushes,' Jami.) You
don't have to audition. Just come with me and see what it's like.
The audition is at 7:00 and we could go somewhere and eat after.
If we catch a #1 bus at 6:00 we'd be fine; Riverfront is just a
block from a stop. How about it? Can you get away Tuesday
evening?"


"My blushes? You know I'd drop everything to go with you, Holmes.
I'll do it!" This is scary, thought Jami. Or is it
exciting? What's the difference between scary and exciting?
Wanting it to happen? Like when Carys and I touch each other?
That's scary when it happens, but thinking about it happening
again isn't scary, it's exciting.


"That's my Watson! Let's meet at our usual stop a little before
6:00, on Tuesday. I'm making a note in my planner."


"Okay, Carys, but you need to tell me a lot more about this before
then. I haven't even been to a play there in a year or so."


"Then why don't we go see the current play at Riverfront this
weekend? I'll call and reserve tickets for Friday night, if I
can. We can go out to dinner, after, at a real restaurant."


"Sure, that'd be great. Do you mean dress up and make it like a
date?"


"Yes, lets!" Carys thought a moment. "What will you wear, Jami?"


"A dress, of course. Nothing too fancy. But since I usually wear
jeans, any dress is dressing up."


"What would you like me to wear? The deerstalker and cape would
not be quite the thing, and I don't own a top hat."


"Whatever you want, except your clown costume."


"No, no. That wouldn't be fair, to perform at someone else's
performance. Not cool at all. I must be subtle."


"I don't suppose you could just be yourself, goon."


"But who am I? The problem is that dress attire tends to be
heavily gendered, with an insufficient number of genders from
which to choose."


"Do you have a dress, Car?"


"Oh, sure. A closet full of them, lovingly purchased by my mother
in hopes I would wear them."


"Wear what you're comfortable wearing, then."


"Zoiks! What a sensible solution! No wonder I love you." She was
silent for a moment. "Uh, Jami?"


"Yes?"


"Friday, if it's Friday, how about if I walk over to your house,
get you, and we walk back to my house for a little while before
we leave for the Theatre? My parents want to meet you."


"What do your parents know about me, Car?"


"Not as much as your parents know about me, that's for sure!"


"Carys, do your parents know that we're more than just friends?"


"I've been trying to make that clear to them, but I don't think
they really want to understand. They resist doing the math: Carys
is in the GSA. Carys hangs out with a queer crowd. Carys has been
spending all her free time with a particular girl and has an
acute case of verbal diarrhea on the subject of Jami. Carys has
been humming silly tunes and grinning like an idiot. Any sensible
person would add that up and realize that Carys must be in love
with Jami. Seems obvious to me, but they are being oblivious,
instead."


Jami let out a sigh. "So this could be uncomfortable, meeting
them?"


"No, well, yes, but not in a violent way. They'll be polite.
Probably a little chilly. Don't expect a big hug, like your mom
gave me."


"Okay. Is this going to cause problems for you?"


"They have to come to terms with who and what I am at some point.
I'll be okay. I graduate in two months, and I'm already eighteen.
What can they do?"


"Kick you out on the street?"


"Uh, there is that, I suppose. I guess I better practice my
busking skills."


"Your what?"


"I can play the guitar, sing and dance while people throw coins
in my hat. Busking. But it won't happen. You'll see."


* * *


Despite Carys's repeated assurances that her parents would behave
themselves, Jami had major stomach cramps most of the day Friday.
She was dressed by 4:00, then went downstairs with a book to sit
and wait for Carys.


"Jami, you haven't turned a page in ten minutes."


"Oh, hi, Mom." Jami closed the book and laid it on the coffee
table. "Does it look like my stomach is twisted in knots and I'm
about ready to scream?"


"Now that you mention it, yes." Her mother sat next to her on the
sofa. "But you also look very nice. I like that dress."


"I'm sure I look okay. I doubt that Carys much cares what I wear.
It's her parents I'm worried about."


"You may be surprised, both by Carys's reaction, and by her
parents. Don't borrow trouble, honey." She smiled, but silently
shared Jami's worries about Carys's parents.


The doorbell rang, just a touch, which was Carys's signature.
"I'll get it!" Jami sprang up and ran to open the door.


Carys stepped inside, holding a small bouquet of real flowers,
not at all wilted. Jami closed the door. Anne remained in the
living room, but stayed where she could watch.


"I brought flowers, Jami. But they look kind of pathetic, held
next to you." An enormous grin took over Carys's face, and her
eyes moistened. "I'm trying to think of something to say about
how you look that won't get me arrested."


"You have such a way with words, darling." Jami looked her over.
"I like your duds, especially the dress boots. You put me in mind
of a certain attractive Canadian chanteuse. Not that you don't
outshine her in every possible way."


"You haven't heard me sing."


Jami stepped closer, tugged gently on Carys's lapel. "What you
do with those lips is much better than singing." They kissed.


Anne quickly walked into the hall to take the flowers before they
fell on the floor. "Don't mind me. Why don't you two go sit for a
bit? I'm going to get Ted so he can see how wonderful the two of
you look together."


Carys and Jami sat on the sofa, holding hands and mostly just
looking at each other. Anne returned with Ted, who insisted they
stand for a picture. "I won't bother asking you to smile. You'll
bleed if you smile any wider. You each look great, and you both
look fantastic!"


The four of them talked for a few minutes about plays, then Carys
and Jami left to walk to Carys's house. Anne and Ted watched them
from the front door.


"I want so badly for them to have the chance to be happy,"
said Anne.


"Unfortunately that old saying, 'you and me against the world,'
is all too true for people like them." Ted closed the door.


Jami and Carys didn't talk much on the way to Carys's house. The
few people they encountered smiled at them. If there were any
double-takes, they went unnoticed. When they arrived at her house,
Carys took Jami into the den, asked her to sit, and went to find
her parents.


When Carys returned with her parents, Jami stood, smiling the
best she could. Carys made the introductions, then sat with Jami
on the couch. Mr. and Mrs. Douglas sat, stiffly, in their usual
chairs.


"Jami is going to have an exhibit of her photographs at the Art
Gallery later this month," said Carys, trying to supply a safe
topic for conversation.


Mr. Douglas seemed surprised. "You take pictures?"


"Yes, sir. I've been taking pictures since I could hold a camera.
There are several photos of Carys in this exhibit."


"Of Carys?" said her mother.


"As Lovelorn, the clown. From the Arts Camp."


"Oh."


After ten minutes of this kind of forced conversation, Carys
stood up and announced they were leaving. She pulled Jami out the
front door. As they walked toward the bus stop, she said, "That
could have been worse, Jami. Don't freak."


"Are they always like that?" Jami was appalled.


"It's okay. We aren't going to spend a lot of time with my
parents."


"I guess not."


"You have no idea how special it is that you get along with your
parents, Jami. I still can't completely believe it and relax
around them."


"I know, but they understand."


"That is exactly the point. They understand. My parents? If they
ever were our age, it was on some other planet. The planet of the
uptight hets." They had reached Grand River Avenue and were close
to the bus stop. "Don't worry about them, Jami. I can handle
them."


"I believe you. I'm just sorry."


"It's okay. Oh, no! There's the bus. Run!"


They made it to the stop, waving and laughing. They gulped air
after they found seats, catching their breaths. If anyone on the
bus sent bad vibes their way, they simply bounced off.


They enjoyed the play, had a lovely dinner at Beggar's Banquet
back in East Lansing, and paid attention to very little beyond
each other. Subconsciously they were each aware that there were
many places they could have gone where they might have been in
trouble. They were already developing the instincts to avoid such
places.


* * *


Tuesday at 6:00 Carys and Jami boarded a mostly empty bus. They
swiped their cards and took a seat on a bench by the rear door,
so they could sit as close as possible to each other.


"Okay, Car, I'm trying to psych myself up to actually audition.
What am I going to have to do?"


"Okay. This isn't a regular play, so this may not be a regular
audition, but usually the director reads people for specific
roles, often more than one role. He'll have a group of people
read a page or two from a scene, though he may have only one or
two people read the roles for which he's considering them.


"In professional theater actors usually do prepared monologues,
but the assumption there is that they can learn whatever the
director asks of them. In community theater you're working with
the actual script at auditions. Sometimes the director asks for
some character expression, if you're being considered for a role
that is, say, a different age, or a werewolf, or whatever."


Jami nodded. "I've never done anything like this. Don't I need to
have been in a school play or something before?"


"Nope. New people get involved with community theater all the
time. Everyone has at least something of an actor inside
somewhere."


Tilting her head back and forth to have a dialog with herself,
Jami said, "Hey, you! Any experience? Me? Oh, ah, I've performed
the role of relatively normal girl all my life. Hmm, you do seem
passable; I guess we'll give you a chance!"


"Jami," chided Carys, "this will be fun. And educational."


"Oh, well, if it's educational, by all means. Onward!"


"Great. Our stop is next."


They exited the bus, walked to the light, crossed Michigan Avenue,
and doubled back to the stairs down to the riverwalk.


"So what play is this we're auditioning for?"


"It's called The Captive, but I've never heard of it."


"Did you Google it?"


"Oh, Jami. I'm not connected around the clock like you are. I've
been too busy. Give me a break!"


"How did you hear about it?"


"David called me. The other clown from my school, remember?"


"I thought you bit his head off?"


"I apologized and explained, sort of. Which reminds me. We need
to talk sometime about whether I should tell anyone about you."


Jami knew what she meant; about being intersexed. "Not yet, but
eventually. You and I need to be completely comfortable about it
first, I think, and we're not rushing that, right?"


"Right. So I didn't say anything, and I won't, until you say it's
okay."


Arriving at Riverfront, they were told to go to the rehearsal
hall and check in. Carys knew her way around, and took Jami down
a long dark hallway to a large, high-ceilinged room. "This whole
building was once an abandoned warehouse. They've spent more than
a million dollars over the last fifteen years fixing it up."


They wrote their names and phone numbers on a sign-in sheet and
accepted packets of information and scripts from the woman seated
at a small table by the door.


"Write your first name only, big and bold, on a nametag," said
the woman, whose own nametag read 'Mandy.' Derick and I need to
be able to tell who's who."


There was a row of chairs arranged along the wall. Carys and Jami
took seats at the far end. They said hello to David as they walked
along the row. Neither of them knew anyone else.


Jami looked through the information packet while Carys scanned
the script. Not too long after they sat down, a tall, lanky man
stood up from where he'd been sitting to the side and walked over
to stand in front of the row of chairs.


"Good evening ladies and gentlemen. I'm going to talk a little
bit about what we're doing, while any last minute stragglers
arrive.


"My name is Derick Hefler, and I'm the director. The woman by the
door, Mandy, is my assistant director and stage manager. We both
have some experience in community theater, though this is my
first time directing. That's part of the rationale of this series,
to give people a chance to try new things.


"The play we're doing is The Captive, by Edouard Bourdet.
It first opened in Paris, then in an English language translation
on Broadway, both in 1926. It is the first major modern play to
treat the subject of lesbianism. Though it is extremely tame by
current standards, it was a shocker in its time because the woman,
Irene, is presented as clearly preferring her female lover to her
husband.


"We see a lot of Irene in the play, but never the woman she falls
in love with. In fact we never learn the other woman's first
name. So there are no scenes containing two lesbian women, only
ones showing the effects of Irene's involvement on the other
people in her life.


"There are nine roles. Three are servants with relatively short
times on stage and few lines. There are two major roles with tons
of lines. The remaining four roles have fewer lines, but are
still fairly large parts. Three acts, no scenes. Lots of dialog
and not much action, as was typical of this time period, so it's
a good choice for a staged reading.


"We'll see how things go this evening. If we end up short, Mandy
and I will take the roles of the two servants who have only a
handful of lines. But then again, one of those roles may be just
what one of you is looking for to get your feet wet. I'll ask
those folks to also take care of the props and set pieces."


He looked at his watch, then at the 15 people seated along the
wall of the rehearsal hall. "Okay, it looks like this is it. I'm
casting this play from the people who are here tonight. I'll
start reading people, trying things out, narrowing things down,
until at the end the folks who I have left reading is the cast
for the play.


"If at any time during this process you decide you're no longer
interested, please go to Mandy and let her know. Then you may
leave, if you wish. Are there any questions?"


One young man raised his hand. Derick nodded at him.


"So by the time we leave tonight, we'll know whether we have a
part? And you need us to accept before we leave?"


Derick nodded. "Yes. We begin rehearsing Friday. Look at the
schedule in the packet you picked up from Mandy when you signed
in. We only have three weeks to rehearse this, so you absolutely
must be able to be at every rehearsal."


David had a question. "I just want to make sure I understand
this. A staged reading means that although we aren't going to
completely memorize our lines, we do assume the character's
personality, and we move and interact like in a regular play?"


"Exactly! We're going to rehearse much like a regular play, but
not take it to the point of lines due."


Carys raised her hand. "This was done in the 1920's? Are we going
to do that era, the flapper style and all?"


"We're using minimal sets and costumes in this series," said
Derick. "In this play the set is inconsequential, it's very much
a talking play. But if we can pull it off without extreme
effort—remember, we have only a few weeks to put this on stage
and no budget—it would be a good idea to suggest the time
period." He picked up a book from the table. "Here's a publicity
still from the Broadway performance. The woman here is Françoise,
Jacque's mistress, with Jacques."


Carys leaned forward to look. "Oh, my God! That's Basil Rathbone!"


"Yes, it is. I said this was a major play in its time. Totally
forgotten now. Any other questions?" No one responded.


"Okay. While you're sitting there looking at the materials, I'm
going to walk back and forth and look at you. The first set of
people I'm reading I will pick purely on physical type."


Derick continued to talk as he paced back and forth before the
row of chairs. "In the first scene we have Irene, the lesbian
woman; Irene's younger sister, Giselle; Mademoiselle Marchand,
Giselle's governess; and Montcel, the father of Giselle and
Irene." He continued to walk back and forth for a few moments,
then picked four people to take their scripts and read. David,
Carys's clown friend, was reading Montcel, and Jami, to her
surprise, Irene.


"We'll start at the top of page five, and go through page six.
Giselle is 17 and a little snotty, but she adores her older
sister. Irene is 25, sophisticated, but unusual. Their father is
at least 50, a career diplomat. The governess once had charge
also of Irene, so she must be at least 40."


The four read the two pages, Derick listening intently and making
notes. "Thank you. Jami and David, begin in the middle of page 6,
after Giselle exits. This is an argument, so show some passion.
The other two may sit down again."


Jami and David read their parts.


"Okay, that's enough. Thank you. Jami, stay there. Let's try Luis
as Jacques. Go ahead to Act Two, page 50. Begin."


They continued for some forty minutes, then Derick called a break.
"There is a drinking fountain and bathrooms in the lobby, the way
you came in. Take a short break, then get back here. We're not
done yet." He sat down to talk with Mandy.


Jami sat down next to Carys. "He's had me reading Irene all along.
Does that mean he wants me for that role?"


"It sure seems like it. What do you think?"


"It is kind of fun, but I'm really dry. Let's go get some water."


When everyone had returned, Derick quieted them down. "All right.
We've lost a few people, so I have, let's see, 11 people left out
of which to cast 9 roles. Jami, I'm very happy with you as Irene.
Are you okay with that?"


"I think so," said Jami. "This is the first time I've ever done
anything like this, though, so I'll have to take your word that
I'm doing okay."


"You're doing great. Now I need to work on casting Jacques and
Françoise. These three are something of a triangle. We are short
on males. Uh, Carys? Would you consider reading for some of the
male roles? I think you have the stature and the voice to carry
it off, if it's okay with you."


"No problem. I've done male roles before." She winked at Jami,
who smiled back.


"Okay, thanks. Then let's try David as Jacques, and Carys, I'll
try you as Montcel in a while if that works out." They began
again. Derick tried several combinations of people reading for
the major roles, but didn't seem to be satisfied with any of
them.


After a while Derick asked everyone to sit. "Something's just not
clicking here. Sit tight while I talk with Mandy for a minute."
Derick and Mandy huddled, talking about possibilities, then Derick
came back to the group. "There's one thing we haven't tried.
Carys, would you read Jacques, please?"


"Of course."


"Let's give this a try then. First do pages 34 and 35, with Rachel
as Françoise, then pages 50 and 51 with Jami as Irene."


Carys, Jami and Rachel stood up and read those pages.


Derick nodded to himself, seeming more pleased. "Okay, thanks.
Please sit down." He looked back and forth from his clipboard
to the people sitting along the wall.


"What do you think, Mandy?" asked Derick. "I think this works."
Mandy nodded agreement. Derick looked around. "Anyone have
objections? Can we go with this?" Everyone nodded.


"Okay! Mandy, please read the cast list we have so everyone is
clear on who's playing who."


Mandy read through the list, slowly so people could make notes.


"Wonderful," said Derick. "For the two of you I didn't cast,
Elena and Shay, I have a proposal. I assume you can make all
the rehearsals?" They nodded. "Good. Would you like to run lights
and sound for the show? You won't have a lot to do, lights up and
down for the three acts and the intermission, some doorbells and
phone rings. But it'll give you a chance to learn the equipment a
little, and it does need to be done."


Elena and Shay agreed willingly. They were juniors from Everett
High School, obviously friends, and happy to be involved.


"Great. Then you eleven folks, plus Mandy and yours truly, are
the cast and running crew for this production of The
Captive!


"Thank you all very much! Everyone, please read through the entire
script by Friday. Think about your character. We'll talk about
the process some more then, and go through the entire play so I
can give you notes on your characters. If you come up with
questions while you're reading, please write them down for Friday.
You'll keep these scripts, and we'll read from them Friday, but
then you'll each also receive a set of pages tailored to your
character."


Everyone dispersed quickly then, most heading to their cars.


"Hey, you two!" said David. "Need a ride?"


Jami and Carys glanced at each other. "No thanks, David," said
Carys. "I think we'll take the bus and walk."


David gave them a thumbs up. "I understand. Be safe. See you
tomorrow at school, Carys."


Jami and Carys walked out into the cool evening air, headed for
the riverwalk and up to Michigan Avenue to the bus stop at the
top of the stairs.


"So what do you think, Jami? Excited?"


"I have this problem with not being able to tell excited and
scared apart. One or the other, or both. This is all very sudden.
I don't usually do sudden things."


"How long did it take you to fall in love with me, Jami?"


"I'm not falling in love with theater."


"That could happen, though," said Carys.


"It could. But right now I'm starving. Where are we going to
eat?"


"Burgers, pizza, or Mexican?"


"Mexican! How about we take the bus back to East Lansing and
go to El Az?"


"Great! Then we can walk home."


"I'll walk you to your house, and you walk me to my house?"


"Sorry, Jami. I was daydreaming, I guess."


"It's kind of dark for that."


Carys gave Jami a playful swat. "No, dummy. I sometimes fall into
thinking that you and I are, how shall I say, living happily ever
after?"


They'd reached the bus stop, and were alone there. Jami snuggled
into Carys. "I think I can hear your heart pounding, Car. You
mean you think about us living together?"


"The thought has crossed my mind. Like constantly."


"Then I think it's something we should add to our things to have
a serious talk about. Soon, before the list gets too long. I'm
finished with my homeschool program, and you graduate in a couple
of months."


"Does that mean you aren't just going to say, 'no, that's silly,
Carys,' and ask me to get out of your life?"


"Have I slapped you yet? Come on, Car. I'm the one who's insecure.
Why are you worried?"


"I'm worried that you'll decide that I can't handle the stuff
you're insecure about and look for someone else."


Jami thought for a moment. "Okay, you're right. I'm not being
fair. We need to talk this out so I can stop saying that there
are these big issues we still have to talk about. Right?"


"It is kind of rough on me, feeling like some kind of judgment
day or something has to happen before I can feel halfway certain
about our relationship."


"It's nothing like that!"


"It probably isn't, like the Friday at Arts Camp wasn't. But that
wasn't much fun, either."


"Then we'll talk this weekend, okay? But don't doubt that I love
you."


"I try." They continued to hold each other until they saw the bus
come around the corner and head toward their stop. They were
mostly silent on the ride, holding hands and thinking. They got
off at the Union, crossed Grand River Avenue, and walked to the
restaurant.


Their dinner discussion was mostly about theater. Carys was
excited about the play and about their being in the cast together.
Jami was realizing how much of the next month she'd be spending
in rehearsal and working with people she didn't know yet, and
beginning to feel more than a little nervous about that.


"It'll be fine, Jami. We'll always be together, and besides,
theater people tend to be a pretty open-minded and accepting lot.
It's more than a stereotype that there are a lot of queer people
in theater."


"I'm not worried about that. I just tend to be nervous around new
people. I don't know what to say."


"That's okay, too. It's not unusual for performers to be shy,
with reclusive tendencies."


"Great. I'll fit right in."


"Really! A lot of people who have a public voice; actors, writers,
artists of all kinds, are like that. It's like they save all
their energy for performance or creation and economize on their
interpersonal interactions."


"But you're not like that."


"Carys the motormouth? We can't all be the strong, silent type.
Some of us have to speak up and make things happen. That doesn't
mean I'm always at ease doing so, but once I get myself in a
situation, talking seems to be the thing to do."


"Whereas I'm reluctant to even get myself in a situation in the
first place. I'm not adventurous, outgoing, driven to do things
like you are."


"That's okay, Watson. I'll get us in trouble, you simply follow
behind with a loaded camera."


"Life has been much more interesting since I've known you, Holmes,
that is for certain."


"My blushes now, Watson. Please pass the honey."




Chapter Seven


I don't usually write much in my diary. Too busy. But in
the past two weeks my life has totally changed and I have met the
person I hope will be in my life forever. I know that's naive.
I'm barely 18 years old. If I'm lucky, I have many decades ahead
of me. Most of the 21st century, if what everyone says about
advances in longevity is true. Decades with Jami, what a lovely
thought!


I know we'll both change. We won't be teenagers forever.
But I do believe love can grow and change and last. People in my
grandparents' generation married at my age and expected to stay
together for life. Many of them did. My parents have been together
for almost 30 years, Jami's parents have been together for only
21 years, but they are such wonderful people I can't imagine them
not staying together. I'm becoming friends with them, too, which
is incredible!


It is so awful that Jami and I can't even think about being
married. How can it be wrong to be able to marry the person you
love? Why am I less worthy of society's support than my sister
Caitlin, just because she fell in love with Martin and I fell in
love with Jami?


It doesn't make any sense, and that's a big part of why
I'm not religious. I can believe in the golden rule and that one
should love one's neighbor just fine without also believing all
the negative things that all the religions seem to teach. I mean,
look at the world! There is religion-based war and hatred and
killing everywhere. I don't need someone to tell me how to be
good, and I will not listen to people telling me to be evil.


I still have a lot to learn about Jami. We haven't yet
talked about her body. We need to, soon. Our kissing is going
further and further. I want to make love with her, whatever that
means. Jami is so scared. I wish I could make her believe that
nothing will turn me off, or make me not love her. I guess it's
something she has to learn with time. That's okay. She's way too
important to me to rush anything.


I think, in a way, people have made way too big a thing out
of sex, the act itself. There is so much joy in simply holding
the person you love, so much trust in sharing everything, even if
your body is different. What is love if it isn't joy and trust?


Which is not to say I don't want to follow to its conclusion
the incredible excitement I feel when we're touching each other.
I know from my reading that some intersex people...


The rest of the previous page is blank because it's too wet
to write on after I bawled my eyes out. How can anyone do that to
a baby? How can it be so important what someone looks like in a
totally private part of their body that it seems right to take a
knife to them? How can anyone convince themselves that is the
right thing to do? How?


When are we going to stop convincing ourselves it's right
to hurt people instead of accepting them as they are? Everywhere
you look, that seems to be the answer. Kill people, blow them up,
put them in death camps, build walls, scream propaganda, preach
hatred, and use knives on little babies. So much energy goes into
not accepting people as they are. What if we put that much effort
into learning how to live and love? Why don't we? Why are we the
way we are?


Maybe this is why I don't write much in my journal. The world
is too damned depressing.


* * *


At lunch Wednesday Carys had just tossed her trash and put her
tray in the rack when she saw a friend with a group of girls by
the exit to the almost empty cafeteria. "Hey, Linda! Wait up,"
yelled Carys.


Linda turned to look at her, then said a few words to the other
girls in her group. They exchanged looks and moved back a few
steps into the hall, where they stood watching.


Carys walked over, puzzled. "Hi, Linda. I haven't seen much of
you lately. How's Brian?"


"I hear you're a practicing lesbian now," said Linda,
pointedly looking her up and down.


A chill ran along Carys's spine. "Oh? What do you hear?"


"I hear that you hooked up with a girl at that Arts Camp thing
during break. That you've been spending all your time with her.
As in holding hands and kissing and who knows what else."


"I didn't realize I was such a hot topic, but yes, Jami's my
girlfriend."


Linda looked disgusted. "Jami's your lover, you mean."


"Yes, she is," said Carys, defiantly.


"So, let's see. Jami's a girl, you're a girl. QED. You're a dyke,
she's a dyke."


"Why is this a big surprise, Linda? You know I'm in the GSA."


"It's not quite the same, I guess. Theory versus practice, you
know? People have seen you around town, with her. At least you
recruited someone from outside the school."


"At least I did what?" said Carys, slowly.


"It's so disgusting. I don't want anything more to do with you."
Linda took a measured step backwards.


"I don't get it, Linda. What's changed?"


"You've changed, Carys. I know what lesbians do. It's enough to
make me want to throw up."


A flush of anger ran through Carys, but she forced herself to
smile and say, "Then why don't you stick your head in a trash can
so someone else doesn't have to clean up your puke."


"You don't have to be so rude, Carys."


"Rude? Excuse me? Who's being rude? You're the one discussing
my private life."


"It's not very private when you slobber all over that girl in
public."


"Slobber? And what do you call those passionate lip-locks you and
Brian have every chance you get?"


"I'm not queer, Carys. Girls kissing boys is normal and healthy.
Girls kissing girls is sick."


Carys clenched her teeth and said nothing.


"It was noble and brave and PC of you to help with the GSA, Carys.
But some of us were wondering when you'd take the plunge yourself.
You always were a little bit, well, butch. Now I know why."


"I thought you were one of my friends, Linda."


"So did I. I'm just glad you didn't try to get too friendly."


"I don't believe this, Linda. When you and Brian started going
together, you were all over the school crowing about it. I haven't
said a thing about me and Jami and you come and dump on me."


"I just want to make real sure that you know that I'm not one of
your kind, girlfriend." The last word was a sneer.


"My kind? That would be a person who understands and values other
people, regardless of their differences?"


"That would be a sicko dyke," snarled Linda. "Stay away from me,
you fucking pervert." She stalked off to join the group of girls,
who moved on down the hallway. Carys heard laughter echoing back.


Carys just stood there, too numb to move.


"Hello?" said a meek voice behind her.


Carys whirled around, ready to pounce, to find a small girl
standing there, wide-eyed and trembling. She'd evidently been
around the corner and had heard what just took place. Carys didn't
know her, but had seen her around. "What do you want?" she said
as gently as she could.


"Just to say that not everyone thinks it's wrong. I wish I was as
strong as you are. I'm sorry people are being mean to you." She
lowered her eyes and turned to leave.


"Wait! What's your name?"


The girl turned back, but her eyes were looking everywhere.
"Kathy. I can't talk to you. My parents would kill me, I mean
really kill me. They are such 'phobes. I can't even be in the
GSA. All I can do is hide, at least until I get to college. But I
just had to say something. Knowing that strong people like you
exist is so great. I can't talk. I'm sorry." She turned and ran
out of the cafeteria through another exit.


Carys remained standing for a few moments, then she crumpled into
a chair at the nearest table, put her head on her hands, and
cried.


"Carys?" said a deep voice, a few moments later.


She looked up, saw through blurry eyes that a teacher had pulled
out the chair across from her. She wiped a sleeve across her face
so she could see better. "Mr. Smithson?" Her lit teacher.


"That's me. What's going on Carys? Anything I can help with?"


"Why do things have to suck when they should be wonderful?"


"Ah. I take it that, in your case, not everyone loves a lover?"


"You know? Is everyone talking about me and Jami?"


"A lot of people know you, Carys, because of your work in drama,
your clowning, and of course being in the GSA. This is not a huge
school. News, or perhaps I should say gossip or slander, travels
fast."


"Why does the way I love inspire hate, and fear? Everyone wants
love, and there doesn't seem to be enough to go around. But
there's never a shortage of hate, is there?"


"How do you feel about the people who've been mean to you?"


"I'm sorry for them, I guess. Sorry for the other people they
hurt. Sorry they hate instead of understand. I don't think you
can understand what you hate. It's a different kind of thinking."


Mr. Smithson nodded and sighed. "You speak with the wisdom of the
persecuted, Carys. That's the real trick, to get people to stop
hating long enough to be able to think."


"How?"


"By hanging in there. By not lowering yourself to their level."


"You mean turn the other cheek and keep on loving them, in spite
of what they do to me?"


"People say it worked for Jesus, for Ghandi and others."


"Did it work for Brandon Teena? For Matthew Shepard? They killed
Jesus, and Ghandi and Martin Luther King, too, didn't they? The
bigots, the people who hate?"


"Yes. And my wife's grandparents, and so many others."


"What?"


"At Treblinka. One of the death camps."


"I'm sorry."


He nodded. "All those people you named, Carys. You know who they
were, and what they believed. Those beliefs live on. I bet you
can't name their killers, or what they believed in."


"No. No I can't. But I don't want to be a martyr."


"Of course not." He leaned forward. "But what would you loose if
you stopped loving this other girl, and did what everyone seems
to want you to do?"


Carys thought about not having Jami. About what the scared girl,
Kathy, had just said. About not being who and what Carys knew she
was. She looked at her teacher. "I'd loose my life that way, too,
wouldn't I? Everything I am, everything I believe in."


He nodded again. "I'm afraid you're in for hard times, no matter
what. Remember why you're in the GSA; so people like you don't
have to go it alone."


She reached out and squeezed his hand. "Thank you. And yes, I
think I need to go call a meeting."


"Good luck," said Mr. Smithson, as Carys pushed back her chair
and left the cafeteria. He remained sitting for a while, letting
himself be hopeful. I think, he mused, I will try to sneak
The Laramie Project onto the reading list for next year.


* * *


For the first rehearsal the cast met again in the rehearsal hall
where the auditions had been held. Mandy had new scripts for
everyone, tailored to their parts and broken up by act, so they
didn't have too many pages to deal with all at once. Carys and
Jami checked in, took scripts and joined the other cast members
sitting in a circle on the rehearsal floor.


In a few minutes Derick walked in, talked briefly with Mandy, and
walked over to the cast circle. "Hi, folks. We're all here, so
let's get started. To remind you, I'm Derick and this is Mandy,
my assistant director and stage manager. If I'm busy and you have
a question, ask Mandy. I'm going to be focused on directing, on
seeing and realizing the performance I want from you all. Mandy's
job is to keep track of the details.


"Let's go around the circle and do short introductions, like
this. I'm Derick. I've been doing school and community theater
all my life, but this is my first go at directing. My day job is
working with computers for the State of Michigan. It pays the
bills and doesn't interfere with my theater and personal life.
Next." He looked to his left.


"I'm Rachel, as Francois. I'm a Sophomore at Albion College,
majoring in women's and gender studies. I've been in a few plays
in high school and one in college. I'm a long time volunteer at
the Michigan Women's Music Festival. I realize Albion is an hour's
drive away, but my parents live in Lansing, and weather shouldn't
be a problem at this time of year. I'll drive in on Thursday or
Friday and stay the weekend, so it's not going to be that much
driving. I think this is an important thing to do." She looked to
her left.


"Luis, playing D'Aiguines. Sometimes student at Community, with
various jobs."


"Emily, playing Gisele. I'm actually her age, 17. I'm a Junior
this year, at Eastern. I've been in some school plays."


"Tina, playing Mademoiselle Marchand. I'll graduate from State
this term, still trying to figure out the big picture."


"Melissa, Josephine. I'm finishing my freshman year at State. I've
never really done any theater, so this is a good role for me. I'm
excited about the whole thing."


"Liam, Georges. I'm a dancer, mainly, but this sounded like a fun
way to get involved here. I'm taking courses in commercial art at
Community."


"Elena, lights. I'm a Junior at Everett, done some theater in
school. I'm happy for a chance to be involved here and learn the
light board." She nudged Shay.


"Shay, sound. I'm at Everett, with Elena, and done some theater
there. Doing sound is cool. Derick? Are we going to need period
pre-show and intermission music?"


"That would be great. Go for it!" Derick looked at the next person
in the circle to keep the introductions going.


"David, Montcel. I'm a senior at East Lansing. I'm going to
college somewhere next year, probably out of town, but I wanted
to be involved in this. Dramatic arts is my future, I hope."


"I'm Jacques, I mean Carys. Also a senior at East Lansing, my
future is a little unclear at this point. I've been a clown for
two years, and a drama geek for longer. I'm in our GSA." She
looked at Jami.


"Jami. Somewhat surprised to be playing Irene. Home-schooled for
life, not certain what's next. I'm a serious photographer, do
some writing and I'm handy with computers. This is my first time
on stage." She smiled back at Carys.


Mandy spoke up to finish off the introductions. "I'm Mandy, a
third year theater student at State, trying to do everything I
can that has anything to do with theater. Now, a little more
business." She held up a piece of paper.


"With your script is a roster of names and phone numbers. The
rehearsal schedule was in the packet you received Tuesday. Also
there are two diagrams of the stage you can use to make blocking
notes. In case you're new to the boards, blocking is where you
are and how and when you move. My cell phone number is on the
calendar. If you have questions or problems, call me, not Derick."


"Thank you, Mandy. One other thing. I noticed that Carys said
she's in the GSA at her school. That's the Gay/Straight Alliance
for any who don't know." Derick slowly looked at each person.
"That's a great thing. I wish my high school had had one. I'm gay
and I was afraid to come out in high school because there was no
support. That's part of why I chose this play. I'm not asking
anyone else to volunteer anything about their sexuality, but I do
want you all to know that this is a safe space, and I will keep
it that way."


Carys and David had their hands up. Derick nodded at them.


"I'm in the GSA, too. I'm gay," said David.


"Just to be clear," added Carys, "because straight allies are an
important part of GSAs, and that's great, but I'm as queer as the
proverbial three dollar bill. Though I'm still working on exactly
what that means for me." Carys did not look at Jami and Jami did
not speak up.


"Okay. Thanks, both of you; it's important work. As I said last
night, this play has historic importance because it was one of
the first major plays to treat the subject of lesbianism. After
about three months of sold-out performances it and a couple of
other plays were shut down by the vice squad because a politician
in New York City wanted to grab some headlines.


"The play was written in France, where it opened earlier that
year, and was quickly adapted for this country. It is set in
France and the names of the characters are French. Please do not
attempt French accents, but I will help you pronounce the names
correctly.


"Act One takes place in Irene's room. We have a table and chair,
but I don't think we'll bother with other furniture. I have marked
on the Act One diagram where the doors are.


"Acts Two and Three take place in Jacques' study. Act Two takes
place about one month after Act One. Act Three about eleven months
after Act Two, some time after Jacques and Irene have returned
from a long honeymoon trip. We'll need a desk, chair and small
divan for these acts. Again, doors are marked on the diagram.


"I've gathered some props to get us going, but if you have access
to anything closer to period, please bring it in, after you talk
with Melissa, who'll be keeping track of our props. We'll talk
about costumes as we go along. We don't have the time, budget or
assistance to have actual costumes, but we need to achieve some
kind of 'look' for the cast. I'm open to ideas and suggestions
about that.


"These staged readings fill in the holes in the regular
performance schedule. That means we have to fit in around the
regular productions and their rehearsal schedules. We'll have
only a few days to rehearse on the actual stage. We won't be able
to be in the rehearsal hall on all the other dates, even on the
weird schedule I've put together.


"Today we're going to read through the entire play from start to
finish, and I'll give you lots of things to write down. After
today, we'll rehearse smaller chunks. I would like all of you to
come to every rehearsal, though, even if your character isn't on
the schedule for that day. Some of you are doing props and moving
the set, so you need to be here. If the others are here it means
we can get work done when someone is missing or things go well
and we decide to work on another chunk of the play.


"What we're doing is a staged reading. You will always have a
script in hand, even if you do mostly learn your lines. Well,
with the exception of Josephine and Georges, who have so few
lines they really can learn them. But you still have to learn
your blocking and develop your characters. You are not simply
going to stand on stage and woodenly read your lines. Mandy,
let's demonstrate. Act One, page eight, after Montcel's long
line, begin with Irene's line, 'No, father."'


Derick and Mandy took their scripts and stood up. They read about
two pages of the angry dialog between Irene and her father, then
stopped.


"That's a staged reading. We don't know the lines, but we do know
the characters and their emotions. We used body language, cheated
out so the audience could see us, and incorporated the scripts in
our gestures.


"Okay. Let's stay seated for the first read-through. You need to
be able to make notes. Begin!"


* * *


After the rehearsal David asked Carys and Jami if they'd like to
go to Pizza Hut and split a pizza. They agreed, and began walking
to David's car.


"So what do you think, Jami? Irene is a pretty big part for
someone who's never done theater."


"I think it will be okay," said Jami, "but I don't think I would
have agreed to it if I had to actually learn all those lines."


"I hear you. I was so scared the first show I was in where I had
a lot of lines. I did okay, but I sure wouldn't want to dive
right in with the kind of lines Irene has."


"This should be a blast, though," put in Carys.


"I'll say. There's some really intense interaction between
characters. Plus a très intense kissing scene between Jacques
and Françoise. How are you going to handle that, Carys?"


She glared at him. "As a stage kiss between our characters,
David."


"Hey! I thought you were past wanting to bite my head off?"


"Sorry. I'm just a little bit touchy on the subject of me and
Jami."


"You two are okay, aren't you? Is it that crap at school, Car, or
parent problems?"


"That...," began Carys.


"...and," finished Jami, "we have some issues to work through."


"Issues to work through?" said David. "You've known each other,
what, less than two weeks, and you have issues to work through?"


"We just have a lot to talk about," said Jami, "because..."


Carys put a hand on Jami's arm, stopping her. "Jami?"


"David is your friend, isn't he? I mean, a good friend?"


"Yes, he is. We've been through a lot together. I trust him."


David remained silent, looking back and forth from Carys to Jami,
trying to figure out what was going on.


"Then I'd like for him to know, if that's okay with you?"


Carys nodded and stood next to Jami, taking her hand.


Jami took a breath and spoke. "David, I didn't speak up during
the introduction in there because what I am is intersexed. I
didn't want to have to explain that to everyone. Do you know what
that means?"


"Intersexed? Jesus." David ran a hand through his hair. "Yeh,
sort of. Wow, issues. Oh, my God." He looked at Carys and Jami,
then moved forward and put his arms around both of them. "You two
are awesome. Anything I can do, just ask. I mean it."


"Thanks, David," said Carys. Jami smiled and nodded.


"Let's go get some food."


They drove to the Pizza Hut on Saginaw without talking, just
listening to the radio. David had the college student station,
WDBM, tuned in. Jami leaned against Carys in the back seat. At
the restaurant they took a booth, ordered large drinks and a
pizza to split.


When the drinks came, David took a huge gulp. "Rehearsal is
thirsty business."


Carys and Jami echoed his sentiments, lifting their cups for
a mock toast.


"Do you know what you're doing after graduation yet, Car? And
Jami, you do graduate from homeschooling, right?"


Jami answered first. "Yes, in June. I know I'm not going to
college immediately, if at all. I have ideas for photography and
writing and web projects buzzing around in my head. I want to do
some of those first. I figure so long as I don't do something
stupid, I can go to college any time, if I want."


"Something stupid, like what, robbing a bank?"


"Oh, getting tied up supporting a car for example." She remembered
they drove over in David's car. "No offense."


"No, I understand. The job I have to have because of the car does
really cut into what I can do with my time. I can only do this
play because it takes so much less time than a full production.
So, yeh, the simpler you live, the more options you leave open."


David took another big gulp of his drink. "How about you, Car? I
know your parents are set on college."


Carys stared at her drink for a moment. "If you hear a nuclear
explosion soon, you'll know what's going on with that."


"You don't want to go?"


"I've never been that enthusiastic, because I don't see how it
would get me any nearer to doing what I want to do. And now
everything has changed." She looked at Jami.


"Are you guys that serious?"


"Yes. I'm staying with Jami."


"Would I be right in assuming your parents don't realize this?
Hence the magnitude of the impending explosion?"


"Check."


"Oh, wow. Good luck. If you, you know, need help picking your
stuff up off the front yard, give me a call."


"You always look on the bright side, don't you, David? They aren't
going to kick me out. I've been the weird child all along. This
is just another increment."


"Good luck, anyway."


"So what are you doing? About college?"


At that point the pizza arrived, so they stopped talking for a
few moments.


When David resumed talking, he said, "I am definitely going to
college. I wish I was going to be around to give you two whatever
help I can, but I'll be in Ann Arbor, at the closest. I should
know within a week or two. It's decision time."


"I know," said Carys, looking glum.


The conversation shifted to talk of plays that David and Carys
had been in. They finished off with ice cream, then headed home.


The weather had turned colder. It was starting to drizzle as they
went to the car. David dropped Jami off at her house, then Carys
at hers.


As she got out of the car, David said, "You may have some rough
times ahead, Car, seriously. I mean it about calling me if you
need help, any kind of help, okay?"


"Thanks, David. Knowing I have a friend as good as you is a big
help."




Chapter Eight


Early the next morning, Saturday, Jami's cellphone rang. "Jami? I
have a problem, and it involves you, or rather, us. Can I come
over and talk?"


"Certainly." Jami glanced out the window. "It's raining. Are you
taking the bus? I'll go wait for you."


"You don't need to do that. It's kind of cold."


"I like rain. I love you. I'll be there." Jami ran downstairs to
pull on her boots and find a hat and jacket. It was a very short
bus trip.


Her father came into the hallway from his study, empty coffee cup
in hand.


"Going out, dear?"


"Hi, Dad. Just for a minute. Carys is coming over. I'm going to
the bus stop to meet her."


"It looks kind of raw and wet out there this morning, Jami. How
about if I fill the kettle and put it on the stove to simmer? You
can make some instant hot chocolate when you get back."


"Great! Thanks! Bye!" Jami ran out the door, down the steps,
skidded on the rain slick sidewalk, and slowed, just a little,
as she headed out toward Grand River Avenue. Her dad shook his
head and started closing the door.


Anne came into the hallway from the living room, drawn by the
voices. "To where is Jami off to in such a hurry? Or need I ask?"


Ted shut the door, leaving it unlocked. "To meet Carys, of course.
How serious are they, Anne?" He went into the kitchen to fill the
kettle and get more coffee. Anne followed, leaning against the
counter, arms crossed.


"Head over heels in love, obviously. But I don't know how far
they've gone, or how far ahead they've thought. Jami is so happy
I don't want to raise any doubts at this point. But I am paying
close attention to the vibes from them. So far everything seems
positive."


"I hope it stays that way. Life is easier for two to handle." He
put an arm around her. She responded with a kiss.


"Yes, it certainly is."


* * *


After they took off wet coats and shoes, Jami and Carys fixed
mugs of hot chocolate and went upstairs. They sat on the rug by
the bed, covering their legs with a blanket for warmth.


"So what's up, Car? You said a problem?"


Carys blew on her hot chocolate, took a cautious sip. "Yes. As
David said last night, decision time has come for colleges, when
I have to reject or accept offers, and send in a non-refundable
deposit. My parents jumped on my case, big time, this morning."


"So what are you going to do?"


Carys leaned back against the bed, looking at the ceiling. "I
could compromise and say I'll go to State. That doesn't tie up
too much money, so even if I don't go through with it, which is
what I think would happen, it wouldn't be a big waste." She
scowled. "I hate this."


"Are you certain you know what you want to do?"


"Before, that's before I met you, I was seriously tempted to
simply do whatever would make my parents happy and worry about
how to salvage my own goals after I went off to wherever it was.
I just wanted out, away, a chance for a clean start."


"And now?"


"The past few weeks have really made me think. The clowning at
the Arts Camp. The couple who taught that class work part time
jobs and do as much clowning as they can. The script writing
class. Mr. Sharp says he thinks I have real talent. The play at
Riverfront. Derick working a job he evidently doesn't care much
about so he has time to do theater.


"My parents see my clowning and theater stuff as hobbies. I see
them as what I want to do, plus my queer activism, which my
parents refuse to see at all, of course.


"Last, but certainly not least," finished Carys, "there's you."


"David wants to do theater things," said Jami, "and he's going to
college."


"I think it's the right thing for him," said Carys. "He's really
smart and talented, but except for being gay, he's very normal.
He fits in. He's a team player. He'll be one of those people
who's only gay in the privacy of their own bedrooms, the
straight-acting gays, they're called. He'll fit right into college
and make it work for him.


"But if I go to college, I'm afraid it'll just be like more of
high school. Carys the triangular peg failing to fit in any of
the available holes. I know college isn't like high school--there
is more freedom--but it seems to me it could also be a really big
trap.


"The stuff you've said about living simply and keeping your
options open is so not college. There's no way I'd get through
college without racking up massive debt. If I spent all my spare
time working, to keep that down, there would go my so-called
hobbies, and probably my activism, too.


"Other than debt and frustration, what would it get me? An
undergraduate degree that would maybe make it easier to get a
whole list of jobs I don't want. It just doesn't make sense!


"My parents don't understand. They see college as a difficult,
but safe, thing to do. It was for them. They do not realize that
the twenty-first century is different, and how much the world can
change now in even five years. I don't want to be trapped that
long, or longer, doing something I don't want to do, digging
myself deeper in debt, preparing for a future I don't want and
that might not still be there!"


Carys set her mug on the floor. "And now there's you. The thought
of going somewhere without you? No. Absolutely not. Not even
Lovelorn could stand that."


"If you went to State," said Jami, "that wouldn't be a problem."


"No, but if I do that, everything I can earn would still have to
go toward tuition, and if I lived at home to save on expenses it
would be exactly like it is now. I for sure can't stand the
thought of four or five more years of living with my parents."
Carys looked dejected. "What are you going to do, Jami? Are you
thinking about college?"


Jami shook her head. "I'm basically done with school, such as it
is. I've met all the requirements I need to graduate. All that
remains is to go to a ceremony in Ann Arbor in June, if I want,
and pick up my diploma.


"I've never felt driven to go to college, or to go right now if I
do. More and more I think of myself as an artist. There are lots
of workshops, internships and apprentice-like ways to get
practical experience. I would only go to college if I had a
problem and college was the solution. Maybe that's a homeschool
mindset, but just automatically spending four or five years and
what, maybe $100,000 to go to college? No way! I already have
everything I need to write, take photos and be on the web. I
could live for ten years, at least, on that much money, and do
what I like doing.


"I have no firm plan, though my experiences the past year or so
have convinced me that I need to get out more on my own. It's too
easy to hide from the world here. Every time I've forced myself
to go out and do things with other people, like the Arts Camp,
good things have happened.


"And now," said Jami, setting her mug on the floor and reaching
for Carys, "there's you."


Carys leaned forward to put her arms around Jami. She rested her
head on Jami's shoulder and said, "Are you thinking what I'm
thinking, love?"


"To paraphrase Sherlock Holmes, when all the sensible options
have been eliminated, only the crazy but very appealing ones
remain. We could both move out and live together and figure out
how to do the things we want to do."


"It's certainly appealing, Jami. Is it crazy?"


"For two eighteen year old queer kids to set out on their own in
a nasty, homophobic world?"


"For me," said Carys, "it's a question of living in a homophobic
home or a homophobic world. School sucks. My parents don't believe
in me. It's you who would be making the big leap."


"True. But it certainly would be less scary not having to do it
alone."


"But if we live together, Jami, we're going to be seen as a
lesbian couple. That isn't going to be easy."


"I know. I mean, intellectually I know. I guess I don't quite
understand how that would be scarier than me being me. It would
have to be better, not being alone, having someone I could trust."


Carys let go of Jami to drink the last of her hot chocolate. She
touched Jami's forehead, saying, "No one can tell there's anything
unusual about you. You don't have a scarlet 'I' engraved on your
forehead, you know."


Jami hugged herself. "No, though it feels like it, at times. You
don't understand the general level of fear I live with. Without
you, I'd still be facing the problem of how to start a
relationship, which is maybe the scariest thing of all."


Carys leaned forward, took Jami's hands. "What is there to be so
afraid of?"


"Everything. You know the joke about wearing clean underwear in
case you get hit by a car crossing the street and are taken to
the emergency room?"


"Sure." Carys was puzzled, then her eyes went wide with
realization. "Oh! Shit."


"Anything involving doctors terrifies me. My parents have to
force me to go whenever I need it. I'd almost rather die."


"Is it that bad?"


"I had to go last year to get a tetanus booster. They know about
me at the Clinical Center. It's all on my chart. But I'm sitting
in the examining room and the nurse comes in, and right off she
starts asking me if my period is regular and am I sexually active.
I just lie, trying to get rid of her as fast as possible. She
didn't read my chart, or understand, or care. I don't know what.
Then she starts reading my history and gets confused, then
flustered, and leaves to talk with the doctor. The doctor comes
in with two med students and starts discussing me. Right in front
of my face! Welcome to the sideshow. Step right up, see the freak.
I can only imagine what they all say about me when I leave."


"Ohmygosh, Jami! That's disgusting, incompetent, irresponsible."
Carys clenched her fists and grimaced. "Arghh! There's no excuse!"


"Sure there is." Jami let her head drop. "I'm a freak. We're rare
medical curiosities. Liven up the dull routine, we do."


"Jami!"


Jami looked up. "Okay, so it's not right, it needs to change.
Sure, and I want to help make it change. But the point is, clean
underwear doesn't help."


"That sucks so much! Not that I think being poked and prodded is
fun, but I guess I've had it easy. I may have all kinds of issues
with my body and identity and such, but nothing I've had to talk
about if I didn't want to. Jeez!" Carys looked thoughtful. "Though
I guess the next time my doctor asks me if I'm sexually active it
might not be quite so easy to answer, at that."


Jami took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.


Carys blushed. "Sorry, I'm getting a little ahead of things."


Jami looked at her. "Which brings us to the other topic we need
to discuss."


"Okay, but I don't want to upset you," said Carys, in an unusually
small voice.


"Maybe I need to be upset."


"I'm not trying to rush us. I know, I mean, I don't know, but I
think I understand, sort of, that this is going to be hard for
you."


Jami rubbed a hand across her face. "I've both hoped for and
dreaded this moment. Tried to anticipate how it would happen, how
to get through it. I think it's best that it's happened like
this, talking about it, rather than while I'm kissing you, wanting
so much to touch you more, but being afraid of being touched."


Jami stood up, Reached a hand to help Carys stand. "So let's just
do it. Show and tell. Get it over with. I couldn't possibly feel
romantic, anyway, not the first time. But you need to know all
about me."


"You mean just undress for each other?" This is not how Carys had
imagined this moment.


"No, not like that! We can undress each other, if you want. We're
doing this because I have to do it this way, but it's because I
want to love you, not because you have free admission to the Jami
freak show."


Carys winced. "Jami, please don't talk that way about yourself.
It hurts me. I don't think you're a freak."


"Sorry. They do that to us, though. Make us strip, take a picture,
block out our eyes, then publish the photo in journals."


"Oh, my God! Are you serious?"


"Yes. I've seen photos like that, more than once."


"Did they do that to you?" Carys felt a hot fury building in her
at the thought of Jami being treated like that.


"I don't think so. But people don't always know. I've heard of
people who have simply run across a photo of themselves in a
journal or book, or on a web site."


"Oh, dear God. How could anyone do that to another human being?"


"I'm trying to get the point across that we aren't always treated
like human beings. There may be no more freak shows at the circus,
but intersex people are often still treated that way, or worse.
As are genderqueer people. You know that."


"Yes, but other than having people yell 'dyke' at me, or tell me
I'm in the wrong restroom, that stuff doesn't happen to people
like me."


"Not usually. You know that trans people have been murdered for
being who they are, left to die because the EMTs wouldn't work on
them, or died of treatable illnesses that no one would treat."


"But, Jami, with intersex you're talking about things people do
to babies and children."


"Yes, because we are visibly different. Parents don't have to
deal with their new baby being queer, but they do have to deal
with their new baby being intersexed. We're not a happy occasion,
we're a medical emergency from the moment we're born. We're freaks
who no one in their right mind would want to have. We're a dirty
secret, the family disgrace."


"Your parents didn't feel that way about you."


"No, though my father once told me it was an incredible shock,
because no one had even mentioned the possibility. My father, who
is a very gentle person, said he almost had to threaten violence
to get the doctors to leave me alone until he and my mother had
time to think and understand what was going on."


Carys put her arms around Jami. Both their faces were wet with
tears. "I don't think that about you. I will never think that
about you. I will do everything I can to help change the way
other people think about you."


"That's certainly one of my goals in life, and I sure could use
as much help as I can get." Jami kissed her nose. "Let's get this
over with. Are you ready?"


"Yes. I don't think you're going to completely believe that I
love you, no matter what, until we do this, even though I've
already had my hands all over most of you."


Carys began by unbuttoning Jami's blouse. Jami was wearing a bra,
Carys wasn't.


"I burned it with my draft card," she joked. "Seriously, I hate
them. Who cares if I droop? It irks my mother, but I have simply
refused. So do I look okay? Droopy boobs and all?"


"That's supposed to be my line."


"I know. I'm preempting it so you can't ask. Do you look okay? I
would describe what I want to do right now, but I'm afraid it
would be way too exciting. But I'm storing this up for my dreams
tonight."


"I don't think we need to take our socks off," said Jami. "Feet
look really weird, anyway, if you stare at them long enough."


"Really?"


"Sure. Okay, take your socks off. Look at your toes, at how long
they are, how they're joined."


Carys pulled her socks off. "Oh, my gosh. You're right. My toes
are freaky." Carys wiggled her toes. "Let me see your toes."


Jami took off her socks.


"Ooo, I like your toes, Jami. They're cute."


They were sitting on the bed now with only their jeans left on.


"Me first." Carys stood up and quickly skinned off her jeans,
then her underwear. "Maybe we should have done this in warmer
weather?"


"Are you going to say my line again?"


"No." She didn't feel like joking now.


Jami looked at Carys. "You have no piercings, not even earrings.
Is that a tattoo?"


"Yes. Mom talked me into having my ears pierced when I was little.
But I've long since let them heal over. Performers are better off
without piercings. The tattoo is more recent. My Mom doesn't know
about it."


"I don't suppose she's seen that part of your body for quite some
time," smiled Jami. "Why did you have it done?"


"For me," said Carys. "I figured I'd show it to someone,
eventually. Though I never imagined it would be quite like this."


"Sorry," said Jami, biting her lip.


"Oh, honey, don't. I never imagined I'd fall in love with someone
as wonderful as you, either. Life is strange, and I like it that
way."


"Then sit. It's going to get stranger." Jami stood up and removed
the rest of her clothes, then sat back down next to Carys.


Jami scooted back a little on the bed. "Look." She bit her lip
again and stared into a corner of the room.


In a barely controlled voice, Carys said, "You have to understand,
Jami, that the only body I'm really familiar with is my own. Too
familiar, I'm sure, according to some people. I've never seen
another adult naked."


"But is this what you expected?"


Carys put her hands on Jami's knees, and tried to look. "Just a
minute Jami, I'm having trouble seeing." She snagged her shirt
from the pile of clothes and wiped her eyes dry, then leaned
forward again. She gently touched Jami's pubic hair, more so Jami
would know she was looking than from a need to move the light
brown hair, then leaned back.


"Okay, I looked. I didn't know what to expect, and I'm not sure
what I should say. This doesn't change anything for me, except to
give me a better picture of you when I dream about you. I love
you, Jami!" Her voice started to break. "I love everything about
you." She buried her face in her shirt and started sobbing.


"I'm sorry, Car." Jami put her arms around Carys and held her
until she calmed down.


Carys straightened up and wiped her face again. "This is show and
tell, Jami, so you have to look at me. too." She assumed the same
position that Jami had used.


Jami leaned forward and performed the same examination, gently
pushing aside Carys's dark hair. "I think you're beautiful,
Carys." She sat up. "I've seen quite a few pictures of genitals,
of course. They don't quite compare to the real thing."


Carys sat up, too, taking Jami's hands. "Did this help, Jami?
Does it help you believe that I really, truly, completely love
you, no matter what?"


"I do believe that, Car. I'm not doubting you. I'm doubting me.
We can't make love without using my body."


"But there's nothing wrong with you, Jami! You're just different."


"Exactly. I'm just different. How many times in a typical day do
you receive some negative message about being queer, about being
different, about not being like the women in the magazines and on
television and in the movies?"


"Too damn many times."


"I've been hearing all those messages, and more, since I was old
enough to realize I was different. Having two great parents and
now you isn't enough to counteract all that. It's been drummed
into me, over and over and over again that I am not the same as
everyone else. I have to deal with that when I look at myself,
when I touch myself. I don't hate myself, but I've had to do a
lot of work to be able to honestly say that."


"Did this help, Jami? I can't figure out whether you're saying it
did, or that nothing is ever going to help."


Jami sighed. "I'm sorry. Yes, darling, it helped. It's a big step
for me. A big relief. I'm very glad we've done this."


Jami smiled then, and Carys felt better. "We're both getting
goose bumps. Let's get dressed again."


They stood up next to the bed. Before Jami could bend over to
pick up her clothes, Carys put her arms around her. Feeling Jami's
naked body against hers was more of a shock than she had expected.


"Oh, Jami. Oh, God. Please believe that I want you so much, just
exactly the way you are."


"I'm trying, Carys. I do believe you, and this is much nicer than
I was afraid it would be."


They moved apart and dressed quickly, then sat back down on the
bed.


"I don't want to disrespect or belittle you, Jami, but you truly
don't seem that hugely different to me. Maybe it's not the right
thing to say, but I think anyone who caught a glimpse of you
naked would simply think you're a pretty girl. I know you're not,
and it's important that you are in fact intersexed, but you'd be
safer in a restroom or locker room than a transman or most
transwomen and a lot of butch dykes."


Jami bit her lip again. "That's probably true, but I'm still
terrified in those situations. I know I pass for normal and no
one gives me a second thought. But I still feel like everyone has
x-ray eyes and can somehow tell. The consequences would be just
as bad for me, or worse, if someone did find out.


"I've mentioned doctors and hospitals. But there are other things
I worry about, especially since I'm going to be labeled as queer
or lesbian. I'm sure you've heard that something like one in
every three women is raped at some time in her life? What do you
think would happen if some macho guy tried to rape me to show me
what it's like to be heterosexual?"


Carys put her fist in her mouth and bit it to keep quiet.


"I shouldn't just dump all this on you. But if we're going to be
together, completely, you need to know about my personal demons.
I'm not trying to claim that I'm that much worse off than any
other queer person, or even a long list of other people who are
on society's shit list. But this is what it's like to be me."


Jami gently pulled Carys's hand away from her mouth.


"I'm sorry, Car. This is enough, probably too much, of this kind
of stuff. How about we go wash our mugs and get something more to
drink, then get back to talking about light-hearted things like
skipping college and living together? No more of this heavy stuff
today, okay?"


"Okay." Carys wiped her face again with her shirttail and did her
best to smile, but in her mind she still felt like screaming.


They went down to the kitchen and washed their mugs. Jami took
glasses from the cupboard. They were looking in the refrigerator
when Jami's mother came in, started to say hello, then noticed
their faces and Carys's damp shirt. Anne's heart skipped at least
two beats. "What's wrong? Jami? Carys!"


Carys set her glass on the counter, walked over to Jami's mother,
threw her arms around her, and started bawling. Jami came up
behind Carys and put her arms around them both. "We just had the
talk that we had to have at some point. I don't think there was
any easier way to do what we just did. It was kind of rough." Now
Jami was crying, too.


Oh, dear God. I can just imagine, thought Anne.


"Okay, you two. Let's go sit in the living room. Jami, find a box
of tissues, please. Come on, Carys. I know how you must feel,
honey. I've been dealing with it for eighteen years. Sometimes
you just have to cry your heart out. It's a way we deal with
really intense emotions, good and bad." Anne walked with Carys to
the living room.


They sat. Jami brought a box of tissues, then went back for the
drinks. Carys stopped crying, took tissues from Anne to wipe her
face, had a big drink from the glass Jami held for her, and sat
back, gasping. "I'm sorry. I'm not usually the hysterical type."


Jami touched her cheek. "Are you going to be okay?"


Carys took Jami's hand and kissed it. "I love you so much. I'm
upset because I love you so much, because there is no reason you
should be made to be so afraid, or that people should be so
thoughtless, cruel, and oh, I don't know what. It hurts me that
you hurt, it hurts that there's so little I can do to make it
better for you."


"You're doing a lot, Carys. You love me. You listen to my rants
about intersex issues, and you still love me. You even seem to be
happy that I love you."


"Happy? That is such an understatement! Oh, Jami." She put her
arms around Jami and hugged her hard, crying again.


Anne watched them, more than a little worried about the emotional
load Carys had to bear. Not only this, but her own problems, too.


Jami's father stopped at the sofa on his way to the kitchen. "You
all okay in here?"


Carys looked up, wiped her face again and nodded. She was afraid
she'd start bawling again if she tried to talk. Jami nodded, too,
then resumed paying attention to Carys.


"They'll be okay in a bit, Ted. Let's go make ourselves some
tea." She extended her hands and Ted pulled her up.


In the kitchen Ted asked, "What was that about? I heard some
pretty intense crying."


Anne sighed. "Carys is finding out that loving Jami will not be
all fun and games." She filled the kettle and set it on the stove.


"Being gay isn't all fun and games, either. You said Carys is an
activist. She must know that."


"Knowing it in your head is different than knowing it in your
heart. Young love should not hurt so much. It isn't their fault."


Ted set mugs on the counter with more force than necessary. "I
ended up almost punching the last person who asked me to sign a
petition for a federal amendment against 'gay marriage'. There's
no way to talk to those people. They have a simple answer for a
complex issue. It's infuriating."


"Yes, and I'm afraid we're shortly going to see just how it hurts
a young couple trying to live together."


"You think they're headed that way? They've known each other for
what, three weeks?" He placed tea bags in their cups, but kept
his eyes on Anne.


"Do you remember when we met? How long did it take you to start
thinking that you wanted to marry me?"


"True, if you're really in love, it doesn't take long for that
thought to come up. It just takes a while before you admit it to
anyone else."


"Exactly. Considering what happened today, I think they're doing
the hard work with each other of understanding what it will be
like."


"Should we sit them down and talk?"


"Let's give them more time. Carys is a senior this year. She has
to decide soon what she's doing, in terms of college. I bet
they'll come to us before too long."


"Do you think Jami may want to move away, to be with Carys?"


"I hope not, but we'll just have to wait and see." Anne played
with her tea cup. "I think I will have a talk with Carys, though.
She needs to know that she can talk to me freely about Jami's
issues with her body." Anne sighed. "Unfortunately, I don't think
she can talk to her own mother about this."


* * *


Jami and Carys had gone back upstairs and were lying side by side
on the bed, clothed, under a blanket.


"Maybe we shouldn't have done all this now, Car. With the problems
you have at school and with your parents. Was it too much, too
soon?"


Carys thought for a moment. "No. It wasn't fun. But I feel so
much closer to you now. Maybe we'll be able to look back on this
some day and laugh about how scared we were."


"I hope so. I do feel better, much better. I don't feel now that
there's some big personal hurdle in our future."


"Just the minor practical matter of figuring out how to live
together?"


"Right. But the good old American approach of doing three
impossible things before breakfast should take care of that."


"It sounds like your parents will be on our side?"


"Definitely. Do you think your parents will be a problem?"


"I don't know. I need to talk with them about college, and about
you. They have a lot to learn and get used to."


"Do you want me there?"


"Not at first. I don't know exactly when I'll do it, for one
thing. I have to settle the college issue this weekend. You'll
come into that at some point. I'll call you, and let you know
what's going on. You'll be there in my heart, lover. Sometime
later maybe we'll all talk, your parents, too."


"Once you talk to your parents," said Jami, "we should talk to
mine. Not that they probably haven't already figured it out, but
they may have advice. The older and wiser generation, you know."


"Okay. But I agree. Your parents won't be a problem. Now just
hold me for a while until I leave. Tonight I want to dream about
having you next to me."




Chapter Nine


"Hi, Caitlin? It's your weird little sister. Do you have time to
talk? Great. I have something to tell you."


"Yes, that's Something To Tell You in first initial caps."


"Yep, I'm in love, big time."


"Her name is Jami."


"Are you still there, Cait? This can't be a total surprise."


"She's my age. She's home-schooled, an amazing photographer, and
I mean a capital P photographer, not just some chick with a
camera. She writes. She's smart, she's witty, she's sexy, she's
in love with me, and her parents are wonderful, open, understanding
people."


"Totally ga-ga, that's me. I am so in love!"


"As serious as it gets."


"Like we want to end up living together and sleeping in the same
bed. Forever."


"Yep. Get used to it. I'm here. Your little sister is queer."


"Well, duh. But there's something else I want you to know, because
she doesn't like important people to not know."


"Of course, you're important. I've told her all kinds of awful
things about you, including how disgustingly normal you are."


"Oh, Cait! I love you. Everyone needs a normal older sister in
their life."


"Yes, they regularly remind me of how wonderful your life, and
college experience and job and husband and children are. I love
you anyway. But about Jami. She's intersexed."


"Cait? Hellooo, Cait?"


"I'm having trouble understanding you. Yes, that's what I said."


"Okay, so you know what I'm talking about."


"Well, bravo, that your nursing program actually covered such
issues. Maybe there is hope for the world, after all."


"No. She has really strong, wonderful parents."


"There was no genital surgery. Her parents didn't allow it."


"Yes, I'm certain."


"Yes, I'm okay with her the way she is. I'm certain."


"Well, how do you think I know?"


"It was the most stressful experience I've ever had. I was a
mess. I went and cried all over her mother."


"I told you, her parents are wonderful. Her mother hugged me, sat
me down on the sofa, and helped me dry my tears."


"Yes, I'm envious of her parents! I am not looking forward to
talking to Mom and Dad about this."


"No, but thank you. There's also the college issue. Mom and Dad
are tightening the thumbscrews."


"I'm not going, at least not yet."


"Because life is too complicated and I want time to figure some
stuff out and decide what I'm really going to do."


"I'm not going to keep living at home, that's for ding dang sure."


"Amazing deduction, Mycroft! I'd invite you to the wedding, if
the fascists in power allowed such things."


"I know it won't be easy, but it's not like it's easy now. I've
been called an effing pervert dyke at school. My parents refuse
to even try to understand me. What have I got to loose?"


"I'll let you know when I talk to Mom and Dad. If they kick me
out I'll call you from Jami's house. But you know they won't.
They're wimps at heart."


"Soon."


"I love you, too. I am so glad I can actually talk to you about
this!"


"Thanks, Cait. I'll keep you posted."


* * *


Carys walked to Jami's house after dinner on Tuesday. The weather
had turned nicer, with a hint of spring to come.


"Come on up to my room, Car, and I'll show you the photos I'm
putting in my exhibit at the Art Gallery. I'm kind of excited,
but this could be a big flop."


"No way, Jami. What you do with a camera is amazing."


Prints were arranged in rows on the floor between the foot of the
bed and the far wall, the area Jami kept free as a small photo
studio. She turned on the lights in that part of the bedroom.
Carys walked back and forth looking at the prints.


"These are great, Jami!"


"Thanks. Once I'm certain these are the ones I want, I need to
mount them, then get them to the gallery this coming weekend. We
can drop them off when we go to rehearsal."


Carys flopped on the bed. "Okay, Jami, 'fess up. When I take
pictures, I always look at the prints and wonder why I bothered.
How do you do it?"


"The hardest part is being able to see the way the camera sees.
To not zoom in on details the way a person does without realizing
it. People think they see an entire scene or room at once, but
they don't. Their area of focus, what they really see, is very
small. So people see Uncle Fred and Aunt Judy against a scenic
background, snap the picture, and then are amazed when they can
barely find Uncle Fred and Aunt Judy in the print, and the scene
that was so dazzling in person comes across as dull and lifeless."


"You're saying I don't really see everything I think I see?"


"People focus on a tiny area. Look. Most people move their eyes
back and forth for each line when they read a page in a book. The
simplest speed reading trick is to keep your eyes focused on the
center of the lines while you read. Even then you have to move
your head to sweep from top to bottom; you cannot see an entire
page at once."


"I guess so."


"I'll show you!" Jami stood up and moved to the bookcase by her
desk. "Okay. Stare at the center of my desk. Do not look anywhere
else. Can you tell what I'm doing?"


Carys dutifully stared at the middle of the desk. "No. I can only
tell that you're moving."


"Right. Our peripheral vision can detect motion, and if you move
your head a little, back and forth, you can build up some kind of
image of what's off to the side, but don't."


"This is so weird," said Carys. "I can sense motion, but I cannot
see what you're doing. It's almost like an itch in my head, the
feeling that I need to turn to look at you."


Jami sat in the chair at her desk. "It is weird. But that's why
people can stare for hours at a little TV screen. Which is of
course showing a sequence of separate frames which you don't
notice changing."


"But people like big screens."


"Maybe because if you have to move your eyes some it feels more
realistic, and is probably less tiring for your eye muscles than
staring at one spot."


"I guess I know this, in a way," said Carys. "I do some magic
tricks as part of clowning. If you can keep people's attention
focused on one spot, you can get away with doing just about
anything where they aren't looking."


"Exactly!"


Carys thought for a moment. "It's not just vision, is it? You
have to train yourself to hear separate instruments in music."


"Right! All the senses, and other things, too. People get hung up
on little details, and fail to see the whole picture."


"Like what people assume when they find out someone is Black, or
Asian, or Jewish, or gay."


"More basic than that. Why do we separate people into categories
like that at all? I think we can't help it, or have to work really
hard to undo what our brains do for us."


"What do you mean?"


Jami swiveled her chair to face Carys. "Any time we look at a
scene, we find lines and boundaries, even if they aren't there.
How many colors are in a rainbow?"


"Seven, no six." Carys counted on her fingers.


"Nope. There are an infinite number of colors in a rainbow, and
there are no bands of color. The cone cells in our eyes are
sensitive to blue, green and red, so it's easy to detect those
colors and the colors each pair add up to: cyan, yellow and
magenta. Those are the six bands we see in the rainbow. What
we're really seeing is the way our eyes work, and what our brain
does with that information."


"You're saying that the world we think we see, isn't really the
way we think it is?"


"Not exactly. I mean, there's a real world, or we couldn't agree
on anything." Jami smiled wickedly. "Though if you want me to, I
can prove that you can't prove that I exist. We do live only in
our own minds."


"Oh, yeh? Come over to the bed for a moment. I'll prove you
exist."


"Even when we cuddle, everything you feel is your own body. Your
brain is working with what your senses report, and we can show
that all our senses are unreliable. Just think how far we truly
are from each other. Our minds, our brains, are separated by our
senses, which make contact along a thin line of something that
doesn't belong to either of us. We can never truly know each
other. In a very real sense I am only a figment of your
imagination."


"Stop!" Carys did a good imitation of Munch's The Scream.
"God, Jami. That is so depressing! I hope you don't spend too
much time thinking about stuff like that."


"I'm sorry, Car. I do get carried away sometimes." She moved to
the bed and sat next to Carys, put her arms around her. "I don't
actually doubt that you're real. I'd go crazy."


"Do you write about stuff like this?"


"Sometimes. I even practice that dying art form known as poetry.
But actually I was trying to get at some of the reasons behind
the photographs I'm putting together for my exhibit. Photographs
can be a way to help people see things they don't usually notice,
because of all the visual clutter in our lives, and because of
the assumptions we make."


Carys went back to look at the photos. "I think I see. Most of
these are of things I wouldn't have noticed at the time. The
shadows from that peeling paint. That woman sitting in the
doorway. She's the kind of person I don't look at, usually, though
I hate to admit it."


"Right. There's a photographer whose work I like very much, Diane
Arbus. Her specialty was taking photos of people like that, the
people who most folks don't want to see. Circus freaks, mentally
retarded people, dwarfs, giants, crossdressers. It's not that
folks don't know such people exist, but she took photos of them
as people, not as exhibits. That's what everyone misses."


Carys sat on the bed again, thoughtful. "I think I'm seeing this
room differently, now. Is that possible?"


"Yes. I get flashes like that. I notice the dust motes in a sun
beam. Then I think about taking a photo, but realize it wouldn't
work. That's when it would be handy to be a painter. One form of
art can capture something that another form cannot.


"Because of what we've been talking about, you're actually looking
at what you see. I think we mostly go though life not really
noticing what is around us. We simply accept the backdrop we
believe is there and don't notice what is really there."


Carys frowned and looked sceptical.


"Some researchers did an experiment not too long ago. They
arranged a scene in which several people were tossing a ball back
and forth and instructed an observer to count the number of times
the ball was tossed. So the observer really had to concentrate on
the ball. Part of the way into this, a person dressed in a gorilla
suit walked through the scene. About half the observers did not
see the gorilla, at all."


"You've got to be kidding!"


"No. Witnesses are totally unreliable. Ask any police officer or
lawyer. It's like everyone walks around wearing blinders, looking
at the real world through a little peephole, while a fuzzy movie
plays in their head. You neither notice nor can recall most of
what goes on around you."


"Now I remember something, Jami! When I was 8, I came home one
day, walked through the house, and went to my room. My parents
had bought me a bicycle and put it in the living room so I would
notice it. But I walked right past it and I swore I did not see
it. Now I begin to understand why."


"Yep. Your fuzzy movie of the living room didn't have a bike in
it. You were probably focused on the cat or getting a snack or
something."


"I guess." She bounced off the bed. "Jami, you spend too much
time in this room, thinking. It's a nice day. Let's go for a
walk."


"Okay, let me just grab a camera."


"No."


"Huh? Wait a minute, Car."


"No, Jami. I want you to pay attention to me."


* * *


They were in the second week of rehearsal, back in the rehearsal
hall while the current production had moved to using the actual
stage. They were working on Act Three. After an hour they took a
break.


Rachel sat down next to Carys and Jami, taking a big swig from
her bottle of water. "So Carys, you seem to really like playing
Jacques. Do you think it would be fun to be a guy, for real?"


"Fun to be a guy? Hmm. On what level, Rachel?"


"All the way. If you had a magic lamp, what would you choose? Boy
or girl?"


"Are those the only two choices?"


"Well, yes, that's the way it works, offstage."


Jami put the cap on her water bottle and set it on the floor.
Carys gave her a worried look.


Rachel saw the look. "You and Jami are such a butch/femme couple.
I've heard that a lot of butches, stone butches I think is the
term, are really trans. Jami seems to be the picture of moderate
femininity. Are you enticing her to walk on the wild side? Maybe
she'd be happier with a real guy."


"I don't think so, Rachel, but what's it to you?"


"Can't she speak for herself?"


"Whoa." Carys put a hand on Jami's arm and drilled Rachel with
her eyes. "What are you getting at?"


"We know you're queer, Carys. You announced it on day one and
just about carry a sign."


"Carry a sign? I am being myself in what I considered, perhaps
wrongly, to be a safe space. I repeat. What are you getting at?"


"I'm simply trying to understand your attraction for sweet little
Jami. I mean, I have this huge kissing scene with you, Carys. I'd
just like to know what I'm kissing."


"Your character Francois is stage-kissing my character Jacques."


Derick's voice boomed out from the doorway. "Excellent answer,
Carys. Why isn't that good enough, Rachel?"


"Look," said Rachel, standing up to face Derick. "I've volunteered
for years at Festival. It's crawling with lesbians. Some of my
best friends are lesbians."


Mandy let out a loud snort from her table. "You friends with lots
of us black folks, too, girl?"


"Cool it, Mandy," said Derick. "Let's stick to one issue."


"Intolerance is one issue, Derick," said Mandy. "My label,
one of 'em, anyway, is obvious. I think Rachel is upset because
she can't figure out the right labels to use for Carys and Jami."


"Okay, that's right," said Rachel. "I admit I do have an issue
with some people. People who try to be what they aren't."


Derick raised his hands in the air. "Why me, Lord?" He looked
from Carys to Rachel. "Can we finish this so we can return to
rehearsal? Please? What exactly is the problem, Rachel?"


"You're too good at being Jacques, Carys. Are you trans? Do you
actually want to be a man?"


"Oh, I get it," said Jami, standing up in one fluid motion and
taking a step toward Rachel. "You volunteer at the W-O-M-Y-N's
Music Festival. You're one of those people who enforce their
womyn-born-womyn rule. You have an issue with anyone whose gender
identity doesn't match their birth certificate."


Rachel stared in surprise at Jami.


Jami took another step forward, looking Rachel in the face,
holding her eyes with the intensity of her stare. "Carys is a
damned good performer. She's truly queer, which means not
accepting the fallacy that everything can be neatly divided into
binary sexes and genders. And she's quite female, for your
information, not that it's any of your business.


"I, on the other hand, am not," said Jami, through gritted teeth.


"Jami! Don't!" Carys started to stand, but Jami motioned her back
down.


"I'm intersexed, Rachel. When I was born, they didn't know what I
was. Through luck, and having two wonderful parents, no one has
taken a knife to me to carve me into their idea of boy or girl.


"Intersexuality is rare, like one-tenth of one percent. But in a
country of over 300 million, what does that work out to? When I
do the math, it comes out to 300 thousand people. We're all
invisible, though, because by the time we're my age, we've been
shamed into pretending we're just like everyone else.


"People like you are responsible for that, Rachel. My birth
certificate and identity papers are all in order, and they would
get me into Festival, but they tell a lie. An acceptable lie. All
I have to do is keep my mouth shut, and no one will question me.
Instead, they question people like Carys, people who have the
guts to be truthful and show every day that life isn't so simple."


Jami took a step backward, away from Rachel. Carys jumped up and
folded her in her arms. "Oh, Jami. You didn't have to do that."


Derick was just standing, looking back and forth. "Life is so
damn much stranger than fiction, I am simply blown away." He ran
a hand through his hair. "Rachel, please come with me. We need to
talk. Mandy, please start everyone else at the beginning of Act
One." He led Rachel out into the hallway.


"Okay, folks, this little show is over," said Mandy. "Places for
Act One."


Everyone headed for Carys and Jami instead of the rehearsal area.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" said Mandy. "We have to rehearse folks, talk
afterwards." She walked over to Carys and Jami. "Are you two
going to be okay? You can sit this out, or go out into the lobby,
if you need to. I can read your lines."


Jami looked at Carys, who smiled and nodded. "We're okay."


Mandy gave them a thumbs up. "You're more than okay, in my book.
You two are dy-no-mite, is what you are. Okay folks, places!"


They ran through Act One, concentrating on the play. When they
were done, Derick was back. "Good job!"


Rachel was standing by the doorway. "I'd like to say something."


Derick nodded for her to proceed.


"Carys, and Jami, and everyone. I'm sorry. I do have a personal
issue with some things, but it isn't relevant here, and I should
have kept my mouth shut, or at least handled it a lot differently.
Jami, I really am very sorry if I forced you to say things you
otherwise would have preferred to keep to yourself."


Jami looked at Rachel and smiled enough to show she wasn't angry.
"That's okay, Rachel. I have no problem saying I'm intersexed,
when there's a reason to do so. What bothers me is the way you
feel about Carys."


"I'm sorry about that. I have some thinking to do. But I won't do
it in public, at rehearsals, okay?"


* * *


Early Saturday morning Carys called Jami's cell phone.


"Hi, Jami? I'm going to have The Talk with my parents now, as
soon as I go downstairs. They're expecting me to talk about
college, and what I have to tell them shouldn't come as a
surprise, but you never know. What I have to say about you and me
shouldn't be a surprise, either, but my parents live in a
different galaxy than your parents."


"I'll be okay, honey. The worst that can happen is that we'll
have to look for a place a little earlier than we plan. But they
can't do anything to me. I'm 18. And I've never been happier that
they held me back from kindergarten for a year, let me tell you!"


"I love you, too, sweetie. I'll call as soon as it's over. Don't
worry. Bye, love."


Carys closed her cell phone and took a deep breath. Okay,
Carys. Let's do this gig! She headed downstairs.


She had told her parents she needed to talk with them about
college, and something else. They sat in their living room, her
parents on the sofa, Carys across from them on the loveseat.


"All right, Carys, what are you going to do about college?" Her
dad wasn't one for small talk. "You've already lost some options
by waiting so long, not that I'd be sorry to have you remain in
state."


Carys took a deep breath. "I'm going to wait on college."


Her father set his jaw and said, "You mean you're not going, at
all?"


"Not this year. I've made up my mind. We've gone over all the
issues, more than once. This is my decision."


Her mother looked worried. "But Carys, dear, what are you
going to do?"


"Just a moment," said her father. "I'm not sure I accept this
decision."


"Dad, bottom line, you can't force me to go to college next year."


"Carys, college gives you a broad background, a base of skills,
contacts."


"Enough, Dad! We've been through all this over and over and over.
I am not talking about permanently closing off any options. I'm
not going to do drugs, become a prostitute or get pregnant. If it
makes you feel better, you can consider it as taking time off
before college. Lots of people do that. If I do go, eventually,
it will be because I want to go."


"But Carys," wailed her mother, "you're so smart. You need to go
to college to develop your talents."


"Mom, I won't argue about being smart, but my talents are all in
areas I don't quite understand how college will help me with.
What's important to me is clowning, performance art, script
writing, theater and queer activism. Those are not exactly high
profile areas in college. I've already taken a bookkeeping course,
and I will take other business courses as I find I need them.
That's the way education ought to work."


Her father was scowling. "Bookkeeping isn't much of a career,
Carys. Both UM and MSU have theater programs. Eastern in Ypsi has
a program in theater management."


"I know that, Dad. If I did go to college right now, I'm sure I
would end up in one of those programs. But that's going at it
backwards. So many kids I know are going to college with no idea
at all what they want to do with their lives. They're going to
end up being trapped, forced into doing something simply because
they are in college and have only a few years to make a decision."


"Oh, Carys. You are so young."


"Yes, Mom, I'm young. I know you'd prefer to ship me off to
college for four more years of protected incubation, so you can
tell all your friends that I'm doing the normal thing. But it
isn't going to happen." She held up her hand to forestall her
father's reply.


"Which brings me to the second item." She had her pack and a
duffel bag ready inside her room, just in case this went the
wrong way. Deep breath. Control.


"Mom, Dad. I wish I could say that Jami and I are getting married,
but that's not legal in this country. However, we are going to do
as close as we can manage." Wait for it. Five, four, three,
two, one...


"You're what!"


"Sometime in June, or if necessary, tonight, I'm moving out and
renting a place with Jami. She and I are going to live together.
It won't go as smoothly as it would for a so-called normal
heterosexual couple, but that's not our fault."


"Carys, this is ridiculous! You'd be throwing your life away. I
will not allow it."


Carys stood up. "Dad, once again, I'm 18 years old. You can ask
me to leave, and I will. I've packed my bags. They're sitting on
the floor upstairs. Or you can treat me with some respect and we
can talk about this."


Her mother was weeping, but managed to say, "What will I say to
our friends? What about your open house? How can I tell your
sister?"


"Mom, Caitlin already knows. She's looking forward to meeting
Jami next month when she's here for my graduation.


"I don't like to take the tough rocks line on this, but I've been
trying to talk to both of you all year about my needs and my
beliefs and my plans for my life. I've listened to what you have
to say. Have you listened to me?"


"This is a phase you're going through," sobbed her mother.


Carys stamped her foot and clenched her fists. "The hell it is! I
will not listen to that kind of garbage."


"Carys! Don't talk to your mother that way."


"Sorry, Dad, but I won't listen to that kind of talk. There are
lots of resources available to help you cope with having a queer
daughter. It's your responsibility to make use of them. I will
not sit here and listen to you say that one of the most important
aspects of my being is just a phase I'm going through."


Everyone was silent.


Carys sat down again. She looked at her parents. "Mom. Dad. I can
leave this house right now and not come back. Or I can stay for
another few weeks and we can work on you getting along with me as
I actually am, not as you wish I was. It's your call."


Her father obviously wasn't happy, but neither was he blowing up.
Maybe he had figured out more than Carys had given him credit
for.


"All right, Carys. I was pretty headstrong when I was your age,
too. Maybe you are something of a chip off the old block," he
said. "I could probably have accepted that better if you were my
son, instead of my daughter. I don't want you to leave before
you're ready."


"Thanks, Dad." Carys realized she was on the point of bursting
into tears. She'd been doing a lot of that recently.


He continued, "I won't try to veto your decision, Carys, your
decisions. But I have learned a thing or two in my life, and
perhaps I can say some things that might be of use."


"Dad, I would love to be able to ask you questions, have your help."


He nodded. "Let's try it that way, then. I would like to talk to
you and Jami, together, also. It doesn't have to be immediately.
I'd do that if Jami were a boy you were talking about marrying."


"I'm not asking for your blessing."


"I know that, and I know you don't need my permission to marry at
your age. But I'd like to talk to both of you."


"You're not going to yell at Jami?"


"We haven't been yelling at you, Carys."


"No, you haven't. I'm sorry. Okay, but I need to talk to you some
more, about Jami, first. There are some things I need to say,
that you need to know about, before you talk to both of us."


"All right. Now why don't you go call your girlfriend and let her
know I didn't throw you out of the house. I need to talk with
your mother."


Carys stood up and went to her father, leaned down and gave him a
quick kiss on the cheek. She would have done the same with her
mother, but she kept her face buried in her hands.


Carys went upstairs to call Jami.




Chapter Ten


Jami showed Carys how she mounted her photos. It was more
complicated than Carys had thought it would be. She'd thought
they would simply put the prints in frames, behind glass, and
that would be it.


"Oh, horrors!" Had been Jami's response to that notion. Evidently
placing a print behind glass was akin to placing a human being in
prison.


"There are situations in which one must use glass, yes," said
Jami, "but not in an exhibit. This is what I do." She handed
Carys a print set within several pieces of what looked like
cardboard.


"I've seen prints displayed like this, I think," said Carys,
looking at it closely. "Maybe in a museum."


"That's what we're going to do. Each photo may be different,
depending on how I choose to display it. Different orientation,
different colors of mat board." Jami showed Carys a selection of
supplies. "We use these tools to cut the board, these adhesives.
It seems complicated, but once you've done a few, it isn't hard."


Jami helped Carys do each step on the first couple of prints,
then they speeded up as Carys gained confidence. Still, it took
them most of two evenings to finish mounting the prints.


Finally Jami said, "Whew! That's done. Now I need to print labels,
and a small catalog with some details about the photos. Then we
can take it all to the gallery when we go downtown for the next
rehearsal."


"People can buy these, right?"


"Yes. I need to set the prices, too."


Carys put her arms around Jami and dragged her to the bed. They
flopped down, face to face, arms around each other.


"Are you excited about this, Jami?"


"You mean the exhibit, or lying on the bed with you?"


"I'll bite your nose," said Carys.


"Okay, the exhibit! Yes, I'm excited. I have no idea what will
happen. Maybe nothing. But it will still have been fun."


There was a noise from the stairs. "Knock, knock!" said her
mother.


"Hi, Mom!" Jami and Carys sat up.


"So did you finish mounting all the prints? You said I could have
a preview."


"Yes, we just finished! Carys, grab the stack, and I'll narrate."


Carys went to get the stack of prints and Jami went to sit at her
desk computer. Taking the prints back to the bed, Carys shuffled
through them while Jami read off the descriptions she was going
to use on the labels.


"Very impressive, my dears. They look superb, and very nicely
mounted. Now why don't you two come downstairs for a few minutes
and tell me how your rehearsals are going? I don't mind you
spending most of your time up here, but I would like to see you
every once in a while. I can fix tea, if you'd like?"


They went downstairs and had tea, which in the Barton house had
the English meaning of a light snack. They talked about the
rehearsals. Carys mentioned her talks with her parents, about
college, and Jami.


"It's going better than I expected, actually. I think my parents,
or my father, at least, are accepting the fact that I'm becoming
an adult. He at least is talking with me, rather than at me. Like
you do, Anne."


"I'm glad to hear that, Carys. Okay, I'll let you two get back to
each other. I'm looking forward to seeing the exhibit, and the
performance."


* * *


At Riverfront that evening they were gathered around the stage
before rehearsal. Derick and Mandy had gone off to the storage
area to look for another chair to use on stage. Carys walked to
center stage by herself, twirled in a circle once, and began
wiggling her fingers. She held one hand up before her face. "I am
such a freak!"


David, who was used to Carys's impromptu little performance
pieces, immediately joined in. "Gee, Carys! You just noticed? We
were all keeping quiet about it, so as not to hurt your feelings."


"No, really!" said Carys, wide-eyed. "I've been taking lessons,
and I've learned to see things as they truly are. I am, like,
seriously weird!"


Jami had been startled for a second, but now realized what was
going on. She settled back to watch.


"See! If I bend my middle finger down, the one next to it can't
seem to stay straight! I guess it's been recruited to the middle
finger agenda!"


David clapped. "Good one, Car."


"And look at my foot!" She dropped to sit on the stage, took off her
shoe and sock and splayed her toes. "The two toes next to the big
toe are webbed together. That is so weird, because neither of my
parents is a duck." She replaced her sock and shoe. "I can't be a
bird, because both my eyes want to look in the same direction.
What if someone tries to sneak up behind me? I'm toast!" She went
to her knees, moving her head from side to side in a parody of
paranoia.


"Do you have any other problems, Carys?" said Tina, joining in,
"Like having a strange little dent in your tummy, you know, in
the area of your waistline? Or not being able to breathe
underwater?"


Carys looked stunned, sat down and pulled up her shirt. She
gasped. "Oh, my gosh! I do have a hole in my tummy. What could it
mean? Have I lost something?" She cocked her head in thought.
"Breathe under water? I dream I can breathe under water, but I'm
not sure. I must find out." She thought a moment. "I know! The
sink in the bathroom!" She scrambled to her feet.


Jami called out, laughing. "No, Carys! Please just let us assume
you cannot breathe under water. I don't want to have to give you
mouth to mouth."


"Now that I find hard to believe," drawled Rachel, who was looking
disgusted.


"Jeez, what is the matter with you, Rachel?," asked Shay. "Are
you jealous? Stop picking on Carys and Jami."


"I'm just acknowledging the obvious."


"That's not what your subtext says, girlfriend."


"Don't call me girlfriend!"


Shay put her hands on her hips and looked Rachel up and down.
"Well, just what is it about me that offends you so much, Rachel?
Do I live on the wrong side of town? Is my skin the wrong shade
of human? Or do you suspect I got a thing going with Elena here,
and we have too much fun up in the light booth? Maybe you're just
feeling left out?"


Carys raised her eyebrows in mock surprise and used a loud stage
whisper to say to Jami, "The missing sound cues! This explains it
all, Watson!"


Rachel turned and stalked out through the stage door.


Shay shook her head. "That woman is seriously uptight. What is
her problem?"


David asked, "How many people here aren't GLBT or at least Q?" He
looked at Jami. "Sorry, or I?"


"Or you what?" said Jami, with a smile.


David rolled his eyes. "Theater people! Ask a queer question, get
a straight answer."


"Hey, has anyone read Samuel Delany's novel, Babel-17?"
asked Jami. "One of the plots is language used as a weapon, and
what it would mean to have no concept of 'I'." Jami scanned the
blank stares. "Oh, well. It's science fiction."


Luis, usually quiet, spoke up. "I know who Delany is, but I
haven't read that book. Did you know he's gay? And black?"


"Yes," said Jami. "I've read his autobiography. I'm afraid I'm a
compulsive consumer of the written word."


"But as for David's question," said Tina, "is Rachel the only
straight person here? Assuming she is straight?"


Everyone looked around. No one spoke up.


"I suppose that could be it, then," said David.


"Are you all talking about me?" Rachel had just come back in
through the stage door.


Tina spoke. "We're mostly talking about us, Rachel. We just
figured out for sure that we're all some form of queer, or at
least questioning."


"So you're wondering about me?"


"We're wondering why you seem to be a little jittery here," said
David.


"So what is this, the Spanish Inquisition?"


Tina spread her hands in exasperation. "Have you considered that
maybe we want to be friends? And we don't know what we're doing
wrong?"


Rachel didn't reply.


"I guess we're puzzled, Rachel. You don't seem to add up. You're
in a women's studies program. You volunteer at the Michigan
Womyn's Music Festival. Yet everyone here seems to rub you the
wrong way. What gives?"


"I'm just uncomfortable, okay? I am straight. I have a boyfriend.
My parents are conservative, and I agree with a lot of their
values, but I don't believe in persecuting people for what they
are. I go to church with my parents. I try to tone down some of
what they hear there. I don't have anything against any of you.
I'm just on edge here." She looked flustered. "I don't know why."


"How do handle being at Festival?" asked Jami. "Is that so
different? There are no men there, but as you said, it's crawling
with lesbians of all flavors, races and social classes."


Rachel waved her hand back and forth. "Festival is like a separate
world. It has strict rules. This is different. I don't know how
to explain it. I'm actually kind of ashamed I'm so uptight here.
But I do know I don't want to be analyzed by all the rest of
you."


"Okay, Rachel. We'll leave you alone," said Tina, "if you leave
us alone. But I, and probably everyone else, would be glad to
talk if you want. We've all had issues we've had to deal with,
and I suspect we've all felt better once we dragged them out in
the open."


"Thank you, Doctor Tina." Rachel turned and walked out again, as
Derick and Mandy returned with a chair.


"Folks," said Mandy. "Just let go of this, okay? We don't have
much time left to rehearse, and it doesn't sound like Rachel
wants to talk. Ignore her jibes. Let's just get through this.
Today is one of the few times we can use the actual stage. Let's
not waste the opportunity." She looked around. Everyone nodded
assent. "Okay. Places for Act Two, please."


As soon as the rehearsal was over, Rachel vanished. It was
raining, so Carys and Jami accepted a ride from David.


"So what do you guys think is going on with Rachel?" asked David,
once they were in his car, out of the rain.


"I don't know," said Carys, "maybe it's just too high a
concentration of queerness for comfort. No one's hiding anything
now, which feels great to all of us, but maybe it's uncomfortable
for her. You know, not having any way to demonstrably be straight,
and having the big kissing seen with a flaming queer."


"Yeh, I suppose that could be it. Any ideas Jami?"


"No. She does keep apologizing. I kind of get the idea she wants
to say more, but can't bring herself to do it. I know how that
is. Maybe there's some issue she's still working through with
herself. She could even be working on coming out to herself in
some way."


"But she could talk to us," said Carys. "We're probably one of
the most understanding groups she could open up to."


"I've got it," said David. "She's actually into polyamorous
bondage, discipline and sado masochism, and feels uneasy without
her leathers and whip."


Carys laughed, but Jami frowned. "Be careful, David. Whatever it
is, how do you know her problem with us isn't that she's heard
one of us making jokes about it, so she's afraid to say anything?"


David looked abashed. "Sorry. You're right, Jami. We shouldn't be
making fun of her. We all know what that's like."


Carys had a sudden flashback to her conversation with Mr. Smithson
in the cafeteria. "Yes, we do. Jami's right. We can't expect
people to be nice to us if we're not nice to them. The golden
rule is really hard to live up to in practice, but it is the
right thing to do."


"That's true," said David. "Oh, well, next weekend is the
performance, and then Rachel won't be a problem any longer."


* * *


Jami and Carys were snuggled under a blanket in Jami's room. They
spent most of their free time together now, usually at Jami's
house.


"Jami? Can I ask you a question about your parents?"


"Sure."


"I think my parents are going through the usual, 'Oh, where did
we go wrong?' stage about having a queer daughter."


"You're wondering how my parents have dealt with the fact of
being the biological parents of a freak of nature?"


"To be crude about it, yes."


"I think it was really, really hard on them, in the early years,
before they had some confidence that I was going to turn out
okay. Emotionally okay, I mean.


"Can you imagine it? Everyone always asks whether a baby is a boy
or a girl. It must have been horrible for them, to have to deal
with that, alone. ISNA, the Intersex Society of North America,
wasn't started until 1993. At the time I was born, there was
nowhere to get information, or support. I mean, I was born before
the world wide web existed!"


"And my parents have access to so much," said Carys, "if they'd
only reach out for it."


"But it's not the same, Car. First, your parents haven't been
dealing with this for your entire life. Second, there are all the
rightwing nuts going on about how bad it is to be gay, leave
alone queer or trans, and how it's a choice and people can decide
to be straight instead. So as soon as you up and say, 'Hi, Mom.
I'm gay,' it's like you're on target.


"But assuming you can get past the helpful people in the hospital
who want to turn the birth of your otherwise healthy intersex
infant into a medical crisis, no one is going to say boo to you
about having an intersex child."


"I'm still in awe of your parents having the strength to get past
that, Jami."


"Well, they're intellectuals, and strong minded. They asked
questions. They determined there was no actual medical emergency
with me, which isn't always the case. I simply wasn't your usual
infant. Wait a sec. I have something to show you."


Jami wiggled out from under the blanket and rummaged in a desk
drawer. She brought what she found back to Carys. It was a small
cardboard ruler, marked off in pink, lavender and blue colors.
Carys looked at it in confusion, then read the words on it.


"Phall-O-Meter? This is not for real!"


"No, doctors don't actually use that ruler. That's a thing ISNA
puts out, to help people visualize what we're talking about. But
doctors do measure the size of the phallus and judge whether it
is too small to be a proper penis for a boy or too large to be a
proper clitoris for a girl."


"And if it's not the right size?"


"Then the baby has to be fixed, of course."


"Because a boy has to have a large penis, and a girl cannot have
a large clitoris?"


"You got it. That's The Way Things Are Supposed To Be."


"So a baby that is otherwise male, but doesn't have a large
phallus, is raised as a girl, with surgery and hormones to support
that? And a baby that is otherwise female, but has a phallus that
is too large, has the phallus cut down to the proper size for a
clitoris?" Carys suddenly felt queasy, just thinking about it.


"Exactly. Medical technology is very good at cutting things."


"Shit. So you get a sex change, or they simply mutilate you.
That's sick."


"But it allows the parents to easily answer the question of
whether their baby is a boy or a girl."


"Right, that makes so much sense. They fix the baby to
make the parents comfortable. Even though no one can possibly
know at that time what the poor baby would want if it had a say
in the matter."


"No. But the parents are in shock. They don't see the surgery,
they have no idea what it will mean for the child as it grows up.
They trust the doctors to fix the problem which the doctors have
found, and then the parents lie about the situation to themselves
and to the world and eventually to the child."


"Your parents didn't fall for it."


"Somehow they found the strength to resist the advice given them
and ordered the doctors to leave me alone. They wanted time to
learn more and think about it. Once they did, they decided to let
me figure it out when I was old enough to do so."


"Why did they decide to raise you as a girl?"


"Well, they had to raise me as one or the other. You simply cannot
be anything other than a girl or a boy in this world. But they
don't really give me a solid answer on that. My guess is they
went along with the feeling that if something isn't completely
male, it defaults to being female. They say they weighed a lot of
factors and made their decision, but were prepared to change it
if they were wrong."


"You mean like that Joan/John guy?"


"That was totally different. He wasn't intersexed. He was a normal
male baby, a twin. The doctor damaged his penis when he was being
circumcised. To compensate, they did major surgery and raised him
as a girl. It didn't work. Big surprise. The only way it could
have worked would have been if he had happened to be transsexual,
which is even less common than being intersexed."


Jami was silent a moment, then added. "Even though he changed
back after he found out what had been done to him, and lived as a
man and married, he eventually committed suicide."


"What happens with intersexed people?" asked Carys, her voice
small and tight. "How do their lives turn out? I have a very
personal interest in the answer to this question, Jami."


"That depends on who you ask. You can find studies that say the
surgeries are wonderful and everyone lives happily ever after.
Not that they bother to ask the people involved, as adults, how
they feel about it. I have some videos and books and articles
that tell the other side of the story. I suggest taking them in
very small doses. It isn't pretty."


Jami paused again, then continued. "In general, surgery does not
solve problems, it removes future options. If, as an adult, I
don't like my body, there are a number of things I can have done
to it. Many of those would be impossible or more difficult if I
had had surgery as an infant."


Carys opened her mouth to ask a question, but Jami supplied the
answer before Carys could get the words out.


"I'm okay with my body. I pass for a woman, which is both a safety
issue and a source of satisfaction. I'm not hung up on having big
boobs, and if my genitals are okay with you, they're okay with
me. If I wanted to totally pass for female, and be able to have
sex with a man and not have him know I'm intersexed, it would be
a whole different story. Same thing if I felt like a man, and
wanted to pass that way. I don't, and that plus being in love
with you, makes me queer, which is okay with me. It's not okay
for some intersex people. As adults, they can decide how best to
deal with it."


"Jami. I'm happy that you're okay with yourself as you are, but
if you decide you're not..."


"Then we'd talk. Same as if you decided you wanted to change your
body."


Carys thought for a moment. "I wonder, if everyone was open about
all this, would anyone feel the need to be other than they are?"


"Or feel the need to try and force other people to be other than
they are? I don't know, Car. Unfortunately, I don't think there's
much chance we'll ever find out."


* * *


"Hi, Cait. Can I talk to you some more about Jami?"


"No, nothing's wrong. I'm just having a hard time with how hard
it is for her to be intersexed, and the way she feels about her
body."


"We talk a lot, and we're taking it really slow. I don't want to
do anything to hurt her. But it's frustrating. I know, on one
level, that her issues are with herself and her own feelings
about her own body, but I can't help feeling that my love and
acceptance of her ought to be more help than it seems like it
is."


"That's part of the problem. There is no one I can talk to, except
you."


"I talk with her mother, Anne. It's kind of strange, but I'm
realizing that this is going to keep happening. I mean, I'm
basically an adult now, and there's a whole world full of adults
who are from my age up to what, sixty, seventy years older than I
am? It's quite something to get used to."


"But I can't talk with Anne about having sex with her daughter.
That's just too strange."


"I feel so alone, sometimes."


"Thanks. I really need to talk with you when you're here, after
you know Jami better. I know I'm not the only person who is
dealing with these issues. But I don't know where to turn for
help. Who would understand what I barely understand myself?"


"Oh, yes. Jami wants to get to know you. I talk about you all the
time. She says it's okay to give you her email."


"I would love it if you two would start talking!"


"Thanks so much, Cait!"


"Oh, things aren't too bad on the home front. Mother is still
unable to cope. I don't know what to do about her, except give
her time. Dad is weird. I think he goes back and forth between
thinking he understands me because if he had a son he'd understand
him having a girlfriend, and then realizing that I'm a girl and
thinking he can't understand me at all, just because of that."


"Yes. He is making an effort. I can't complain."


"I'm looking forward to seeing you, too. Just a month now."


"Okay. Thanks, Cait. Love you. Bye!"




Chapter Eleven


With May, the weather had warmed up. Jami and Carys had taken to
sitting outside in Jami's 'thinking place.' They snuggled together
on a stone bench, leaning against a wooden wall. The bench was
still too cool for comfort, so they sat on one blanket with
another over their legs.


The 'thinking place' was an enclosed rock garden that Jami's
parents had created soon after they bought the house. It made a
secluded spot to one side of their patio, enclosed by a redwood
wall entered through a gate. Even in fall and spring, the sun
warmed the rocks and made it bearable.


Jami had turned on the water pump that ran the waterfall. The
sound of falling water covered the sounds of traffic. She loved
to sit out here and think and dream.


"Okay, Carys. Let's just relax for a little while. You don't have
to do anything for an hour or so. Just relax."


"Relax! Jami, I cannot believe how much is going on!" Carys ticked
things off on her fingers as she spoke. "The performances are
this weekend. I have projects to finish for school. Your photos
are on exhibit. My mother is driving me crazy. She talks about my
open house while ignoring the fact that I'm not going to college
in the fall and I am going to begin living with you this summer.
I'm having meaningful talks with my dad for the first time in my
life. I have my bookkeeping clients who need work done no matter
what. It seems that the only thing that can give way is the time
we spend alone together."


"I know," sighed Jami. "We see a lot of each other, but it's
mostly busy time."


Carys nodded. "Speaking of which, on top of everything else, I
just agreed to do a clown gig. I've turned several down recently.
I'm simply too busy. But this is for a special needs group I've
worked with before. They're having an end of school year party,
kind of a graduation into next year, with parents and siblings.
They want me to provide some fun for the kids. It's the last
weekend in May, at Foster Community Center. I know that's the
last free weekend before our own graduations and stuff, but I
really want to do it."


"Sure. Do you need my help?"


"Well, it's a way for us to be together, so..." Carys sat up
and put on what Jami thought of as her eager maniac expression.
"Yes! If you'll come along you can help me manage things. With
this group I can't count on the kids to not mess with my supplies
and such. You can take pictures, of course."


"Of you with the kids?"


"I was thinking just in general, but that's a thought. End of
school year photo with Lovelorn the Clown. Hmmm. Yes. I think
they would like that."


"I have a small portable dye transfer printer I can use with my
laptop," said Jami. "It makes nice four by six inch prints, and
it's pretty fast. I'll shoot with the camera connected to the
laptop. I can take several shots, select one, and have a print in
two or three minutes."


"I think that would work. I'll start off with balloons, do some
magic tricks. With this group I do storytelling. Then at some
point we can set up and do pictures. Will the prints cost much? I
charge this group a really small fee. Just enough to cover my
supplies. It'll only be about ten prints, though."


"Then it's no problem. I'll print stickers with your email address
and web site address to put on the back of the prints. It'll help
advertise your clowning."


"Jami, I don't have a web site."


"Oops. I guess I forgot to mention that I've been putting one
together for you."


"Just like that?"


"I can create web pages in my sleep. I have photos of you in
clown. All I need to finish up is details about what fees you
charge. I can finish it off in a few hours. We can add to it as I
take more photos."


"Okay. I guess I do need to think about doing clowning as a
business. It's just been something I do for fun and to pick up a
little money to pay for my clown stuff. If I'm going to continue
to do this as part of what we live on, it needs to be a business.
Your photography, too. Anything we do that makes money."


"How about Carys and Jami, incorporated? Seems only fair, since
we can't get married."


"I'm serious, Jami. We have to think about this. Fortunately I do
know more than a little about running a small business. But not as
much as I should know. Arghh. Something else to do!" Carys held
her head in her hands.


"Poor Carys," said Jami. She kissed her forehead and pried her
hands away from her head. "We'll have more time in just a few
weeks, honey."


Carys looked totally frazzled. "God, I hope so. I am about at the
end of my rope."


"Anything I can do to help," said Jami, "ask. I'm done with my
schooling, remember."


"Okay, but mostly it's stuff I have to do."


"You'd probably be less frazzled if you didn't have me in your
life, you know," said Jami with a pout. "Your parents would sure
be happier."


Carys grabbed Jami's hands, put her face up to Jami's face. She
said in a low, even voice, "You are all that's keeping me sane.
Knowing that you are here whenever I need you. That you and I are
going to be together. That there is something beyond all this
craziness. Your love is what's keeping me going!"


"I wish I could do more, now, to help you out," said Jami.


Carys smiled. "Kiss me. Tell me you love me."


Jami was happy to oblige.


* * *


They arrived at the Theatre on Friday about an hour before the
performance. Melissa and Liam were checking that the stage was
set for the first act, props in place, everything ready for the
set change after Act One. The performers changed into their
costumes as they arrived. Once everyone was there, they gathered
in the greenroom for last minute notes and a pep talk from Derick.


"Everyone ready? You've been doing fine in rehearsal this week,
so there's no reason tonight should be different. The primary
advice I can give you, if you haven't been on stage before, is to
ignore individuals in the audience. If you pay attention to any
one person, you'll get lost. Look at the back wall, don't look at
people's faces.


"This isn't a comedy, but there are one or two places that might
get a laugh. If people begin to laugh, wait it out. The really
important thing is to make certain people can understand you.
Speak slowly, enunciate, project.


"I have no idea what our audience will be like. I'll go look when
we're a little closer to starting. It's likely we'll have very
few people in the seats to the sides of the stage. That's good,
since you're all holding scripts. You don't have quite the freedom
to let the audience see you that you otherwise would.


"During intermission you come back here. You need to drink some
water, use the restrooms, and rest your voices. At the close of
the final act, do the simple curtain call we've rehearsed. When
the applause dies down, go out into the lobby and greet anyone
who wants to talk with you. Mandy and I will be out there. Elena
and Shay, you may go out also. Then change out of costume and
you're free to go. Any questions?"


No one had questions. They were all nervous, looking over their
scripts, reviewing in their minds what they had to do between
acts. Hoping that everything would go well.


When Derick checked just before 7:00, there was still a little
under 100 people in the audience. The ushers had been seating
people in the center section only, which had a capacity of about
150. To the performers on stage it would look like a pretty full
house. Derick was surprised they had as large an audience as they
did. Jami's stomach fluttered at the thought of being in front of
that many people.


Then it was time to take places, and begin!


The performance went well, with no major glitches. Derick sat in
the audience and watched. Mandy took care of the scripts--there
were separate sets for each act--and helped with the set change
between the first and second acts.


At the close of the final act, the cast lined up, took a bow,
then walked quickly out to the lobby. They lined up along one
wall and waited to greet the small but appreciative audience.


Jami's parents had come, of course, and had nice things to say
about the performance. Several other people complimented both
Jami and Carys on jobs well done. One person remarked that he
hadn't seen Jami on stage before. He said he hoped she would
consider further roles.


Ms. Steffani, the photography instructor from the Arts Camp,
came. She praised both Jami and Carys. She also spent some time
talking with Jami's parents.


Jami was somewhat surprised to see the owner of the photography
store where she worked. "Well, done, Jami!" he said, adding that
he was an enthusiastic supporter of community theater. He was
pleased to see her involved.


Two of Carys's teachers had come. Her drama teacher, and Mr.
Smithson, who had talked to her after the incident in the
cafeteria. They each stopped to compliment Carys. To Mr. Smithson,
Carys introduced Jami. He smiled and praised her, too. She didn't
see anyone else she knew from her school. That wasn't surprising,
she thought, with graduation so close. Everyone was very busy
this month.


David's parents had not come. He said he expected at least his
mother would see one of the other performances.


As the crowd quickly thinned, Carys turned to talk to Jami. "Shall
we go get out of costume?"


"Sure. I don't see anyone else I know. I could definitely use
some water."


As they turned to go, a last group of stragglers came out from
the center doors.


"Carys?"


Carys turned toward the voice. She recognized Kathy, the shy girl
from the cafeteria incident. Kathy was with her parents, who did
not look very happy. Carys decided that simply smiling and not
letting on that she knew anything about Kathy would be the safest
course. So she stood and waited for the girl to speak.


"Hi, Carys. I don't think you know me. I'm Kathy, a junior at
East Lansing. I've seen you do your clowning, and in some plays
at school. I talked my parents into taking me to this. I'm glad I
came. You did great, and the play was interesting."


"Thank you, Kathy. I'm glad you liked it." She smiled at Kathy's
parents, but they paid no attention, clearly eager to leave.


"Who was that?" asked Jami, after Kathy's parents had almost
dragged her out of the Theatre.


"The shy girl who talked to me in the cafeteria the day Linda
called me a pervert dyke. I hope she doesn't get in trouble for
talking her parents into bringing her to this. But I'm glad she
came."


They went down the long hallway to the backstage area and quickly
changed clothes. They returned to the lobby to ride with Jami's
parents, who were taking them out to dinner.


"Are your parents going to see one of the readings, Carys?" asked
Anne.


"They say they're going to come tomorrow. They usually see
everything I'm in, so I think they really will. But I don't think
my mother is very happy that I have the lead male role."


"You do very well with Jacques," said Jami's father. "The kiss
with Françoise is most impressive."


There was silence from the back seat. Jami and Carys looked at
each other.


"Did I say something wrong? You're not upset about Carys
pretending to kiss someone else, are you Jami?"


"Oh, no, Dad. I get plenty of the real thing from Carys. The
problem is Rachel, the woman who plays Françoise. She's been
something of a pain. She has some kind of issues with the rest of
us that no one can figure out, and she isn't telling."


"Well, it doesn't show on stage. Too bad, though."


They had an enjoyable dinner, finding many things to talk about.
Jami's parents were interested to hear the history of the play.
They commented that it showed that progress was being made in
accepting gender and sexual diversity, even if progress did seem
painfully slow to those directly affected.


They dropped Carys off at her house. By then she and Jami were
having trouble keeping their eyes open. They both slept very late
on Saturday. Around 3:00 Carys walked to Jami's house. They walked
downtown to work off nervous energy. When they got hungry they
grabbed a couple of slices of pizza, then took the bus to
Riverfront.


Carys's parents did come to that evening's performance. The
audience was larger than Friday's. Her parents surprised Carys by
saying they thought she had done a fine job with a difficult
role. Carys's mother loved the period dress that Jami had found.
She had no comment about Carys's suit.


They went to dinner with her parents. The discussion kept to talk
about other plays, shows at the Wharton Center and the circuses
that had spurred Carys's interest in clowning. They had a good
time, but Carys felt somewhat miffed that it was only because all
mention of her relationship with Jami, and difficult topics such
as their plans for the future, were avoided.


Following the final show on Sunday the entire cast and crew went
to Clara's Diner to celebrate. The restaurant was a converted
train station and a favorite with the theater crowd.


Derick's partner, Richard, came along, as did Mandy's roommate
and Tina's sister. Mandy had taken Rachel aside and told her that
her boyfriend would be welcome to come. Rachel had admitted that
part of her problem was that her boyfriend wouldn't have anything
to do with the group. He had refused to come to any of the
performances.


Once they all had ordered, Derick made a short speech. "I think
you did a fantastic job! You would have given a stunning
performance if we had taken this to full production. I'm hoping
to direct a full production of a different play sometime in the
next year. I would be pleased to have any of you audition for
whatever it happens to be." They all clapped and toasted Derick
and Mandy for their hard work.


Suddenly Rachel stood up. Everyone looked at her, more than a
little surprised.


"I think you're all great people, truly. I apologize again for
behaving like an idiot a couple of times. Earlier today I realized
I was feeling very sad that we wouldn't be getting together again
after today. I'm going to be living at home this summer, working
at Barnes and Noble on Grand River. If any of you are looking for
books, I'd be pleased if you'd look for me and say hello."


"Anyone else have definite plans for the summer?" asked Mandy,
after Rachel sat down.


Carys and Jami looked at each other. Carys spoke. "We don't have
all the details figured out yet, but after we graduate Jami and I
are going to rent a place and live together. We'll invite all of
you we can contact to come for a house warming."


"Way cool," said Shay. "I'm happy you two know what you want and
are willing to buck the system for it. I wish you luck."


"Not to be a downer, but you may need some luck," added Luis.
"I've known guys who've been kicked out of places once the
landlord figures out they're gay. Maybe it'll be easier for girls.
No offense. I wish you luck."


"Thanks," said Carys. "I know we'll need it."


"The thing to do," said Richard, "is buy a house. Once you're
reasonably certain you're staying together. It isn't as hard to
do as it sounds. Then you don't have a landlord, which is cool.
That's what Derick and I have done."


"Rent for a while first, though," said Mandy. "Not that I'm trying
to cast doubt on how committed you are, but it's good experience,
and it helps establish your credit rating."


"I know a friendly lawyer you guys should probably talk to at
some point," added Tina. "There are things you need to think
about if you're going to try to own property together and be
responsible for each other. There are things you can do, legally,
to help make up for not being married."


More advice was given, then talk turned back to theater. David
offered a ride home, but Jami and Carys declined. They wanted to
be alone together. Clara's was on the #1 route, so they went out
to wait for a bus.


"Jami? Let's get off near Brody Hall and walk along the river
through campus."


"That sounds like a super idea!"


Carys signaled for a stop. They left the bus, crossed Harrison by
the Kellogg Center, and walked through campus in the cool night.


Carys was in a wonderful mood. "Just two months ago I was dreading
this summer, leaving for college and an unknown future where I'd
have to come out to everyone all over again. Now I have you,
Jami, more queer friends than I've ever had, and a future that's
just as unknown but that I actually want to have happen. I am so
happy I feel like I could explode!"


She grabbed Jami's hands and twirled them around in a circle on
the wide sidewalk, then drew Jami close for a kiss. They continued
their walk, holding hands.


"It won't be easy," said Jami.


"No, it won't be. But it may be fun, like climbing a mountain is
fun, even though it's difficult and dangerous. We need to
appreciate and cherish the moments of triumph and glory, the
goals we win for ourselves, and the beautiful sunrises we just
happen to see."


"And the stars and the moonlight."


"And especially each other."


They spoke very little on the rest of the walk, occupied with
thoughts of the busy weeks to come.


* * *


"Hi, Cait. I just wanted to let you know that the performances
went okay. Mom and Dad came on Saturday. They took me and Jami
out to dinner and they more or less behaved themselves!"


"I wish you could have seen it! It's too bad we live so far apart.
I'm really looking forward to seeing you in a few weeks. Jami is
excited about seeing you, too."


"Yes, I'm so happy you two are talking in email. Jami's such a
cool person."


"Dad's being pretty good. Mom has unbent a little, but she still
has a real problem about me and Jami. Maybe you can talk with her
some when you're here?"


"Oh, I'm a little down right now because I miss working with the
group that did the play. It was the first time I'd been with a
group of people where I didn't have to hide who I am. It made me
realize that I do hide it, most of the time."


"I guess there's no way to grow up in this culture and not learn
you have to hide being different. I mean, kids go on about trying
to be different, but it's mostly being different in an accepted
way. Even the goths and punks are tolerated better than people
like me."


"Nothing major, usually. Stares. The words I hear people say once
I turn a corner. It'll be over soon, and I won't miss it. I swear,
how anyone can look back fondly on their high school years is
beyond me. Oh, there are moments. But I suppose if you're in
prison for four years there are moments."


"Okay, it's not that bad. Like I said, I'm just down because I
miss being with a group that accepts me. I need to figure out how
to make that happen more often. One thing this area really lacks
is anything but a couple of bars and clubs where queer people can
hang out."


"Huh? Start my own group? What do you mean?"


"Well, yes, that is something I'd really like to see happen. You
have a point, Cait, a definite point."


"Okay. Thanks for talking, Sis. You've cheered me up no end, just
by suggesting I get off my butt and change things. I love you,
too. See you soon. Bye."


* * *


Carys had gone to Jami's house after school, as usual. They were
lying on the bed talking, before Carys began on what little school
work she still had to complete.


"Jami? I talked to Cait last night. She had an interesting
suggestion. That I start my own group."


"What kind of group?"


Carys turned on her side, put an arm across Jami's stomach. "We
were talking about my feeling kind of let down and lonely now
that the play has closed and I don't meet with those people. I
see a few kids at school, there's a GSA meeting once a month, but
there's no place I go that's like play rehearsals were. School's
almost over. Then what?"


"You don't necessarily mean a performance group?"


"Right. I guess I mean a place to go where I can be with people,
but feel safe, where I don't have to hide who I am. People who
know me, that is. I'm not talking about walking through the mall
with all the ordinary people."


Jami was silent.


Carys thought about what she'd been saying. "Honey? Did you feel
safe at rehearsals? I know that Rachel was a pain in the butt,
but everyone else seemed accepting and supportive."


Jami turned to face Carys. "Toward the end I guess I did sort of
began looking forward to rehearsals."


Carys put her head on Jami's chest. "I'm sorry Jami. I keep
forgetting how different you and I are."


"No, I see the appeal of a group. I don't think I would have
understood it before being in the play with you. I'd never done
anything like that."


"It's just something I want to think about. As if I have time to
think about anything new right now."


Jami kissed her forehead. "In our case, people in a group need to
have two things in common," she said.


"What do you mean?"


"You and I aren't going to be really comfortable in any group
unless we can be out. But just being queer isn't enough. All
kinds of people are queer. That alone doesn't guarantee a common
interest. The thing about the play was that it was a group of
mostly queer people who were together doing theater. That's two
things in common."


Carys rolled onto her back. "That's true, Jami. Which explains
why GSA meetings are such a dud if we don't have a good agenda.
We don't have anything else in common."


"Right. Your GSA is like a support group. You probably have
nothing in common with those people outside the mission of the
GSA. David is your friend because he also does clowning, not
because he's gay and in the GSA."


"That's true," said Carys.


"Big cities have LGBT community centers that host groups of queer
people who have other common interests. We don't have that here,"
said Jami, "but that doesn't mean you can't figure out how to
start a group."


"Maybe we need a virtual community center, a community center
without walls, or something? A way for people to link up?"


"I dunno," said Jami. "Lot of problems with privacy and safety.
There are local email lists for gay people looking for social
opportunities. It's hard to do more than that and be safe."


"Which comes back to us being second class citizens without civil
liberties or legal rights." Carys sighed. "Thanks, Jami. I will
think on this, in the spare time I do not have. Which reminds me.
I really should work on that last paper for my literature class."




Chapter Twelve


A few days later Carys was again lying on the bed next to Jami,
watching shadows on the ceiling. "My Dad wants to talk to us,
together, Jami."


"Is this the 'you want to do what with my daughter, young
man?' talk he wishes he could be having with someone other than
me?"


Carys sighed. "Yes. It at least means he's taking us seriously.
It's kind of a traditional thing for parents to do in this
situation, even though he doesn't actually have any control over
what I do."


"I suppose it is. What is he going to say? Or ask? How much have
you told your parents about me?"


"I told my dad that you're intersexed, with a very brief
explanation of what that means. I pointed out that it's pretty
much irrelevant to them. It doesn't change that the world is
going to consider you and me to be lesbians and treat us that
way. But I figured he needed to know so he wouldn't be surprised
if it comes up in our talk, and because I know you don't want to
be invisible.


"My mom is too much of a basket case about this already for me to
try to explain it to her. I left it up to my Dad to pass on what
he thinks is useful. I told him that Cait could probably explain
about intersexuality better than I can, if he wants details. I
suggested that Mom might listen to Cait, as a nurse, since it's
basically a medical topic. I reminded Dad that your parents want
to meet them, also."


Jami continued to stare at the ceiling. "How did he react to all
that?"


"I think it put him in a little bit of a spin. He asked if this
meant that I wasn't interested in girls in general, so I tried to
answer that question. I probably made a muddle of it."


Carys shook her head. "It's so bizarre. I don't want him thinking
I'm not queer, to grab onto your being intersex to make him feel
like I'm doing you some favor by falling head over heels in love
with you."


"Hmmm," mused Jami. "He's definitely grasping at straws if he's
thinking you're less queer because you're in love with me."


"I know. It's so convoluted. I don't want him to tell people that
I'm not really lesbian because you're not really a girl, yet I
don't actually like using the lesbian label with myself, and of
course you're not really a girl in the way most people understand
that term, so in a way he's right, but for all the wrong reasons.
Is it okay if I scream?"


Carys picked up a pillow, pressed it to her face, and screamed.
In a moment she dropped the pillow and smiled.


"Do you feel better now, dear?" asked Jami.


"Yes! Screaming is good for the soul, and much less of a mess
than chicken soup."


"Especially if you're a chicken," said Jami.


Carys laughed. "You remember that CD you were listening to way
back on that day in the courtyard?"


"With the Life is Sweet and Strange song?"


"Yep. It sure is. Life. Strange, and sweet. I love you so much."
She snuggled into Jami.


"Well, let's get this talk with your parents over with. When?"


"Might as well be tonight, if that's okay with you?"


"Better sooner than later, I suppose. Less time to worry about
it."


* * *


Carys and Jami sat in the Douglas living room for their talk with
Carys's parents. Her father wasted no time getting to the point.


"Jami, I've been talking with Carys quite a lot in the past couple
of weeks, about what she thinks about going to college, and about
moving out of this house to live with you. I would like to hear
what you think about all of this."


Jami took a breath and replied. "I intend to wait on going to
college, also, Mr. Douglas. That's not unusual for people who are
home-schooled. My plan is to make use of community college and
online resources as I need them. Only if I should determine I
want to do something that requires a college degree--go to law
school as an unlikely example--would I pursue a degree. Even
then, I would probably do so as a so-called non-traditional
student. My parents are in complete agreement with me on this."


"You don't believe there is intrinsic value in a college
education?"


"I don't believe that embarking on a four or five year college
program is the best thing for all people to do immediately
following high school."


Carys's father smiled. "Perhaps you should consider law, Jami.
You are very careful with your words."


"Thank you, sir."


"And very polite. I think Carys will benefit from knowing you."


"Father!"


"I'm joking, dear. Obviously I'm not going to shake either of you
on your conviction that college can wait. Now, about the other
matter."


Carys reached out and took Jami's hand. They waited.


"I realize this situation is more complicated than I thought at
first, but people in general are going to assume the same thing
I did, that you are two young lesbians. It's a harsh world out
there. You'll have none of the goodwill and legal protections a
young married couple would have."


"That's not our fault."


"Irrelevant. That's the way things are. What are you going to do
if, or rather, when you get in trouble?"


"What does anyone do?" said Jami. "Look to friends. Find new
resources. Deal with it."


"Do you think I'm going to come to the rescue if you can't pay
your rent or make your car payments?"


"We're not going to have car payments. But no, I would not expect
you to help us."


"What do you mean, no car payments? Even if someone is giving you
a car, there's insurance and gas and repairs."


"Our plan is to live simply. No car. No unnecessary expenses."


"What about furnishing an apartment?"


"There are inexpensive ways to come by everything we need. One
could furnish a hundred apartments from what the college students
throw out at the end of each term, for example."


"I thought you were going to live together, not take vows of
poverty. I know Carys isn't religious, in spite of our attempts
to raise her in our faith."


Carys rolled her eyes, but didn't speak.


"You're Catholic, right?", said Jami. "I assume you know about
organizations such as Pax Christi, the Secular Franciscans and
perhaps the Catholic Social Worker movement? There's a lot there
I agree with, even if I'm not religious."


Carys's father looked quite surprised as he digested that
statement.


Jami continued. "So we'll keep fixed expenses to a minimum. Be
flexible. Have multiple sources of income. I do have some
emergency financial resources, if it should come to that."


"What about health insurance?"


"There are ways. There are millions of people in this country not
covered by nice, neat corporate benefit packages. At one time the
goal of making one's own way, being self-educated, taking risks
and heading for the frontier was the national ideal. That kind of
thinking seems to have gone by the wayside."


"Forget being a lawyer, Jami," laughed Carys's father. "Politics
is the only life for you!"


Jami smiled. "I don't think the country is quite ready for that.
I'll stick to writing. That once was an effective way to change
public opinion."


Carys decided to speak up at this point. "So, Dad. Now that you
know Jami's not an airhead like me, do you feel better about us
boldly going where only other brave queers have gone before?"


Her father assumed a pained expression, and was about to respond,
but was cut off by Carys's mother, who spoke out for the first
time.


"I know I'm not supposed to say this, but homosexuality is a sin.
What you're talking about doing is wrong, Carys, it isn't even
legal."


"Oh, Mother! Please!"


"Carys, I'm not the only person who believes this. I simply cannot
approve. Marriage is between a man and a woman. Sex outside of
marriage is a sin."


"That may be true for people who share your beliefs," said Jami,
"but I don't see how it's right to force those beliefs on other
people. Withholding the legal benefits of marriage to punish
people who won't conform to one way of thinking does not seem
right in what is supposed to be a free country."


"You can't deny that men and woman are totally different, and
that a gay couple cannot have children, which is the purpose of
marriage," said Mrs. Douglas.


"I'm not sure this is a rational discussion," said Jami, "but let
me point out that one can find numerous counterexamples to any
behavior that is claimed to be feminine or masculine, and not
only among queer people. The past thirty years has pretty much
exploded the myth that there are things that women, or men, cannot
do. There are plenty of childless marriages, including many made
with the knowledge that the marriage cannot produce children. No
one is suggesting that those marriages are not valid. And of
course people like me are proof that there is no clear dividing
line between male and female."


Jami frowned. "Think about this. I have the medical evidence to
support a claim that I am actually male. I could say that a
mistake was made by my parents in raising me as female, and that
I wish to correct that mistake now. As supporting evidence I
could offer the fact that I am in love with your daughter, who,
on suitable medical examination, would no doubt prove to be a
genuine female. Absolutely nothing would change about me or Carys,
or the way we behave, or the way we feel about each other, but I
could probably make it so we could legally be married, so long as
we both dress in drag when we apply for the license."


Carys's mother looked confused. Her father looked somewhat
stunned.


"Would that all of a sudden make everything okay?" continued
Jami. "If so, what does it mean that you sit and look at us and
consider us to be queer? How can it be a sin for us to live
together if I in fact could make it legal to do so? Should I do
that? Carys?"


Carys suddenly found herself fighting back tears. "I know you're
joking to show how absurd this is, Jami. You know it wouldn't
work. Can you imagine me wearing a wedding gown and you a tux? If
anything it should be the other way around."


"No, it wouldn't work. I would have to convince people that I
actually feel like a man, to begin with," said Jami, "and I can't
do that without lying."


"You feel that you are a woman?" said Carys's father. "You
certainly seem to be one."


Jami sighed. "I feel like me. I behave in a way that makes me
comfortable, and feels safe. I don't know what it really feels
like to be a woman or a man. I question whether anyone does. Why
else would our culture devote so much time and energy to telling
everyone how they should behave?"


"We are getting way off track," said Carys. "The whole point here
is that there is nothing wrong with you and me! You do not need
to be fixed. I do not need to be fixed. You are not a problem. I
am not a problem! We are not a problem! The whole fucking world
is a problem!" Carys was yelling. Her mother ran from the room.


"You will be a problem if you hit someone," said Jami. She took
Carys's clenched fists in her hands and looked at her until she
started breathing easily again.


Carys's father had a hand on his forehead. "I'm sorry. This is
not where I wanted this conversation to go. Though I admit," he
said, looking at Jami, "that you have a slew of valid points. I
am genuinely concerned about the future you two will have
together."


"So are we," said Jami.


"Dad, I'm queer. How can you look back on my life and believe
anything else? You know enough about Jami now to understand that
there isn't anything she can do that would meet with everyone's
approval. So we're both totally screwed by the system. Why
shouldn't we at least try to be happy together?"


Her father was silent, thinking.


"Dad? There's a saying. You're either part of the problem, or
you're part of the solution."


"So which am I?"


Carys and Jami waited.


"Okay. I'll think about all this, and I'll talk with you a lot
more, Carys. I should probably talk with your parents, too, Jami."


"They would be happy to talk with you, Mr. Douglas."


Carys pulled Jami toward the hallway and the front door. "Let's
walk."


They had walked several blocks in silence when Carys stopped and
turned to Jami. "Why did you say all that? About being male?"


Jami swallowed. "I'm not sure. But what I said was true."


"No it wasn't. You couldn't pretend to be a man. You told me
you're happy the way you are."


"I am. But at this age, it'd be easy for me to pass as male. All
it would take would be a different haircut, slightly different
clothes, and a few changes in posture and mannerism. Trust me, I
understand gender theater."


"Are you suggesting we actually consider doing that?"


"No. As you say, I was pointing out the absurdity of the
situation. Intersex, and transsexual, people are uniquely situated
to do that. Though most of us don't want to make hash of our
lives by doing so."


"Jami, this is all so frigging absurd. If we did that, and were
legally married, then you could live as a woman the way you are
now, and I could start living as a man, and even change my name
and identification. So we'd look like a normal couple, except
it'd be you who was legally male and me who was legally female."
Carys grabbed her hair and pulled at it. "God, it is so absurd!
The existentialists had it easy compared to us. Let's walk some
more, find a place to sit and get something to drink. My brain is
fried."


They walked out toward Grand River Avenue and headed downtown,
stopping at the first place that was mostly empty. They ordered
drinks and sat.


"Your parents are really different from one another, Carys. My
parents generally seem to agree about things."


"My mother usually just does whatever my father says. Since we've
never really gotten along, I can't honestly say I know that much
about her opinions, except it seems to be a safe bet they aren't
the same as mine."


"Is she very religious?"


"I suppose so. She always goes to mass, and usually manages to
drag my father along. When I was younger, I had to go, too. But
then I began arguing about everything having to do with the role
of women in the Church, the teachings on sexuality and the
hypocritical way the Church doesn't follow its own teachings on
peace and economic justice. It wasn't long before she was willing
to leave me at home. Once I stopped going, she switched from the
relatively liberal student parish to a more conservative parish.
After that my dad started skipping more, too. I don't think he's
a conservative at heart."


"Sounds like quite a mismatch. But they've been married for how
long?"


"A little over 30 years. But people change, and things change in
importance. It's been seven years since Cait left home, and I
didn't turn out to be what my mother wanted. Maybe church is more
important to her now. I know the more conservative parishes are
extremely outspoken against gay rights. She's picked it up. That's
the crowd she runs with, so to speak."


"So she's not likely to change?"


"Not anytime soon. I know one thing that's bugging her is the
thought of having to tell her friends I've turned totally to the
dark side. Maybe Caitlin can talk some sense into her."


"Maybe, but it sounds like she needs to find some other people to
hang out with. A more liberal parish, and PFLAG meetings."


"She has to want to change, first. This is basically a rather
conservative state, though there are pockets of light here and
there."


"True. Like here, where we may not be able to afford to live,
because of what the presence of thousands of students has done to
rental prices. Though if we can, no one's going to blink about
two girls living together."


Carys stared into the distance, thinking. "There are states where
this is easier, you know. Michigan is not the best place to be
queer."


"I suppose that can be a backup strategy, to move to another
state, or another country, even."


"I suppose. But don't say that to my parents!"


"No, and it'd be a long time until we reached that point, I hope.
It'd be kind of a cop out, even, to move, rather than work for
change here."


Carys remembered again her conversation with Mr. Smithson, in
the school cafeteria. "You're right, Jami. We need to try to make
it work here."


"I agree."


"But can we also agree, as part of our wedding vows, if you will,
that ultimately our relationship is the most important thing, and
we will do what we need to do to stay together, even if it means
running away?"


"If it means living to fight another day, yes. If it means giving
up, no. I don't think we'd survive that."


"Right. It isn't really possible to run away from ourselves, is
it?"


"Not and be able to look each other in the face, no."


Carys picked up her cup. "A toast. All for one!"


"And one for all!"


They drained their drinks and set the cups down.


"I need to get home, Jami. I have a paper to finish for school
tomorrow. I'm glad that's almost over."


They walked to Carys's house, then Jami continued on to her house,
thinking about how complicated her life had become in the past
few months.


* * *


After the incident in the cafeteria, Carys had mostly been keeping
to herself at school, trying to get through the final weeks
without anything else blowing up. She had called a meeting of the
GSA to discuss the incident. Because it was less than a month to
graduation, and both Carys and Linda were seniors, everyone had
decided there was no point in making an issue of it.


So she was lost in thought, walking down the hallway with a stack
of books, concentrating on remembering everything she had to get
done that week. As she walked past a group of people, their
conversation barely penetrated the haze in her mind.


"Linda! Congratulations!"


"That ring is so incredible!"


"Have you set a date?"


"No, but it will be late this summer, before we go off to college.
We'll be in married student housing, instead of having to live in
residence halls." Linda caught sight of Carys and her voice
changed. "My God, there are queers in residence halls, you
know. It's not safe."


Carys stopped, despite a small voice in her head urging her to
just keep on walking and ignore this.


"Why, there's one now," said Linda. "I hear she's going to be
living the old fashioned way, you know, in sin? Oh, and I heard
something really interesting about that little freak
she calls a girlfriend."


Carys dropped everything she was holding, took three large steps,
and was standing in front of Linda. Her ears were buzzing and
everything seemed to be happening in slow motion.


Carys stood a good four inches taller than Linda. She looked down
at her and said, in an even, measured voice, "You were saying
something about Jami, Linda?"


Linda licked her lips. "I guess this might not be a good time to
say anything more on that subject."


"Maybe no time is a good time to say the kind of things you like
to say about people who aren't members of your little clique."


"Oh, you mean the heterosexual clique, the normal people? That
would leave you out, wouldn't it, Carys?"


"Only so far as the bigots and hate mongers are concerned."


One of the girls in the original group had run to get a teacher.
It happened to be Mr. Smithson.


"Carys! And, Linda, isn't it? What's going on here?" He looked
back and forth. "Linda, I was in the cafeteria last month when
you and Carys had your little fight. Are you making comments
about Carys again?"


"Nothing that isn't true."


"I don't care what you say about me, Linda. But you said Jami was
a freak."


Mr. Smithson looked at Linda, waiting for an answer.


"I was only repeating a rumor I heard."


"If you know it's a rumor," said Mr. Smithson, "and evidently an
unkind rumor, don't you think it would be better left unsaid?"


"I suppose so."


Mr. Smithson sighed. "There are two weeks, two weeks, of classes
left in your high school careers. Please don't do anything stupid,
either of you. Now get to class. The bell has rung."


Linda stalked off down the hallway. Carys bent to pick up her
books.


"I know it's hard, Carys," said Mr. Smithson, "but try to ignore
her. There's nothing you can do in the time you have left here
except get in trouble."


"I know," sighed Carys. "I was ignoring her until she
started talking about Jami. I'm sorry, Mr. Smithson. What you
said last time, in the cafeteria. I remember all of that. It's
been important to me in deciding what I'm going to do with my
life. Thank you for being here."


"Thank you, Carys, for being a courageous person. Don't let them
drag you down to their level. Good luck, to both you and Jami."


Carys went to her next class, but she was seething with anger.
One look at her face was enough to stop anyone from trying to
talk to her for the rest of the day. But it didn't stop the people
who wanted to hurt her from doing everything they could think of
to make their feelings known.


* * *


As soon as Carys left the building following her last class she
pulled out her cellphone and called Jami.


"Hi, Jami? I need to see you, right now. I almost lost it today.
Another thirty seconds and I would have put a fist through Linda's
simpering face. The rest of the day everyone's been after me."


"I can't tell you on the phone. Can I come over?"


"I'll meet you on the way, the usual route. Thanks, Jami."


Jami was waiting for Carys as she turned the corner off Burcham.
As soon as she saw Jami, she ran towards her. She tossed her pack
on the ground and hugged Jami, hard.


"What did they do, Car? What did they do?"


It took a while for Carys to calm down enough to talk.


"It wasn't much. Linda got engaged, and was showing off her ring.
I happened to walk by, so she started making comments about
queers. No problem. Then she said, she said something about 'that
little freak I call a girlfriend.' I lost it, I absolutely lost
it. I wanted to kill her. But all I did was stand in front of her
and glare. I don't know what would have happened if she had
repeated what she'd said about you. Fortunately Mr. Smithson
showed up. Since he'd been in the cafeteria the last time Linda
said things, he understood what was happening and shut it down."


"Oh, Carys, I'm sorry this crap is happening to you. It's okay
now. Come on, let's get to my house."


Jami picked up Carys's pack and took her hand. They walked in
silence to Jami's house. As they went in the front door Jami
called out for her mother.


"Jami? What is it? Carys! What's happened honey?"


Carys was crying too hard to answer.


"School, Mom. Stupid assholes again."


"Oh, no. Come on and sit in the living room, Carys. Jami, turn
the burner on under the kettle, please. Check that there's water."


Anne led Carys into the living room and onto the sofa, sitting
next to her and putting her arms around her.


"Go ahead and cry Carys. Sometimes there just isn't anything else
you can do."


Jami came back into the room and sat on the other side of Carys.
Her mother smoothed Carys's hair back from her face and said,
"Here's Jami. I'll be back in a minute with some tea."


Jami put her arms around Carys and held her. In a few minutes her
mother returned.


"Okay, here's some tea, and a glass of water and a damp cloth for
you, Carys. Wipe your face, honey. Drink some water."


Carys did so. "Thank you, thank you. I don't know why this is
bothering me so much. I was ignoring everything, until she called
Jami a freak."


Anne clenched her teeth. "Tell me about it."


Carys repeated the description of what had happened.


"When I tell it, it doesn't sound that bad. But I just couldn't
take it, I literally saw red. I didn't know what I was going to
do. It's scary. For the rest of the day, it seemed like every
time I turned around, someone was staring at me, making gagging
motions, giving me the finger, or mouthing 'dyke' at me. As soon
as I got away from school I called Jami. Then I started running."


"It's over, for now. You and Jami sit here and talk. I need to go
make a couple of phone calls." Anne stood up and left the room.


"Jami?" sniffed Carys. "I'm sorry I lost control."


"It's okay, Car. Between school and home, you're under a lot of
stress. I'm just glad it's going to be over soon." She forced
herself to smile. "I have a piece of good news."


"Oh, what?"


"I had a call today from someone who saw my photo exhibit at the
Art Gallery and wants to talk with me about doing some work."


"Great! At least something is going right."


"You're tired, Car. Snuggle up against me. Just rest."


When Jami's mother returned, she found them still on the sofa,
Carys leaning against Jami, asleep.


"Poor child. This is rough on both of you. I called some people I
know in PFLAG, found out who to talk to at the High School. I'm
going there tomorrow morning to see if there's anything that can
be done. Let Carys sleep a little bit, then I'll take her home. I
need to talk to her parents."


"It's only a couple more weeks."


"I know, Jami. But her last couple of weeks in high school should
be something other than hell for her. It isn't right."


"No, it's not."


"Well, it's not going to fix itself."




Chapter Thirteen


Carys arrived at Jami's house Saturday morning after breakfast
with her clown gear. She looked tired when Anne met her at the door.


"Good morning, Carys," said Anne. "How are you doing?"


"I've had nightmares the past two nights. I guess I'm a little
short on sleep."


Jami rushed down the stairs at that point and immediately gave
Carys a hug.


"You already look like Lovelorn, and you're not even into makeup!
I'm worried about you."


"One more full week of classes. I just want it to be over."


"Were things all right on Friday?" asked Anne.


"Nothing happened, exactly. David or someone else in the GSA made
a point of being with me as much as possible. It's almost like I
had a bodyguard."


"What do you mean, nothing happened, exactly?"


"Maybe I'm just paranoid. It seems like people are staring at me,
whispering, laughing. But when I turn to look at them, they've
stopped. I get elbowed in the hall, bumped in the line in the
cafeteria. Any of it could be nothing, but all of it seems to add
up to something. I am, however, totally stressed out."


"If anything does happen," said Anne, "you go right to the
Counseling Office and speak to Sandy Meechum. I talked to her
yesterday. She knows what's going on. But there really isn't much
they can do about the kind of harassment you're describing."


"I know," sighed Carys. "Thanks, though. Thank you for talking to
my parents Thursday when you took me home, too. I know I was
incoherent. I went right to my room and climbed into bed."


"Are you certain you don't want me to drive you two to Foster
today? I don't mind."


"Oh, no. Thanks, I'll be fine once I get into clown. It's not
quite as good as ducking into a phone booth and turning into
Superman, but it works for me." She smiled weakly.


"All right, then. Let me know when you leave, please, and Jami,
take your cell phone. Call me if you decide you want a ride home."


Jami took one of Carys's bags and they went upstairs then. Carys
dropped her clown bag on the floor and just about fell into Jami's
arms.


"Are you going to be okay, Car? Even as Lovelorn? You look awful."


"I'm just tired. Maybe when we get back this afternoon I could
take a nap, here, with you? I've wanted you so bad the last two
nights."


Jami kissed the tip of her nose. "Of course. We can cuddle while
you calm down. I can work with the photos I take today while you
sleep. Okay?"


"Sounds lovely." She smiled. I feel better just thinking about
it."


Carys let go of Jami and stretched. "Where would you like me to
do my makeup?"


"I have a card table stashed under the bed for when I need an
extra work surface," said Jami. "Will that do?"


"That'll be fine."


They set the card table up in front of the windows. Carys sat on
the stool, pulled a mirror and her makeup kit from her bag and
began putting on her clown face while Jami finished packing her
photo gear.


"What should I wear, Car?"


"You? I don't know. I hadn't thought about it." Carys was
concentrating on drawing the outlines of her clown face using a
grease pencil.


"Should I be the grungy androgynous photographer fading into the
background, or should I femme it up to contrast with your Lovelorn
character?"


Carys paused from moving her face muscles to check that the lines
she'd drawn were in the right places. She turned to look at Jami.
"Since you're going to be interacting with people doing the posed
shots, I would say femme it up, if you don't mind. Everyone likes
a pretty girl."


"One pretty girl, coming up." Jami opened a closet door. "Now
where did I leave my sweet and innocent outfit? Oh, yes, here it
is, next to my punk grrrl duds. Good thing I haven't shaved my
head recently."


"Jami, you are a scream," said Carys, as she began filling in
areas of her face using a makeup stick. "I love you dearly."


Jami changed while Carys finished applying the first part of her
clown makeup.


"Do I look okay?" Carys asked when she had her first layer of
makeup on.


Jami walked over to take a close look. "Looks good to me. Uh,
Carys?"


"Don't worry, me and my powder sock are going outside. Come hold
the mirror for me. You look ravishable, by the way."


"That's ravishing, you half-baked clown," said Jami, batting her
eyelashes.


Carys took her powder sock out of its plastic bag and held it up,
ready to throw. "Never insult a clown who's holding a powder
sock."


"My humble apologies! This way to the powdertorium." Jami picked
up the mirror and motioned to the stairs.


* * *


Once Carys changed into her Lovelorn costume, they picked up
their bags and headed for the bus stop. Jami had a large bag with
camera gear, her laptop, the printer and supplies. Lovelorn
carried what looked like a small, battered suitcase. It was full
of balloons, face painting supplies and magic odds and ends.


"Jami, on my web page, make sure you say something about Lovelorn
being the kind of clown who has to bum a ride or take the bus.
I'd like to learn to ride a unicycle, but I don't think that
would take me very far."


"Will do." Jami set her bag down and took the cap off her lens.
"While we're waiting for the bus, let's do some supporting shots.
Go stand by the lamp post with that suitcase and put your thumb
out like you're trying to hitchhike. Good. Now by the bus shelter.
Great. Oh, good. Here's the bus. Stand by it as it comes up. Turn
toward me a bit as you step up. Got it!"


Jami grabbed her bag and followed Lovelorn onto the bus. Carys
had just swiped her card and was talking to the driver, in her
Lovelorn persona.


"I don't suppose this bus is going to go where I need to go?"


"And where might you be going, sir?" said the amused driver.


"Foster Community Center. It's a long way from here."


"We go right by there, not too long after we go through Frandor.
Just have a seat."


"Is there air in your tires? You might run out of gas, I suppose."


Jami swiped her card. "Come on, Lovelorn. Let's have a seat and
you can tell me your troubles."


"What are you two up to?" asked the driver.


"We're doing a gig for a special needs group," said Jami, "at
their graduation party. Lovelorn's visited them before." She
pulled one of Carys's business cards from a pocket and handed it
to the driver.


"That sounds like a fine thing to do. I see a lot of those people
on the bus, as they get older. They lead hard lives, some of them
do. People make fun of them, play tricks on them. That's not
right. They're people, just like the rest of us." He shook his
head.


Jami and Lovelorn took the bench seat in the middle of the bus,
facing the rear door, so they'd have room for their bags. The bus
wasn't very full, so they didn't see any reason not to spread out
a bit.


The other riders mostly ignored Lovelorn, except for a smile or
maybe a shy wave. Lovelorn responded with a frown and a nod, or a
half-hearted wave back. Jami remained silent.


At the stop in the Frandor shopping center, a woman with two
young children boarded the bus. The older of the children caught
sight of Lovelorn.


"Look, Ma. A clown!"


The mother, busy collapsing her stroller and balancing the younger
child on her hip, did not immediately respond. When she did look
up, she saw Lovelorn slowly waving at her child.


"It looks like kind of a sad clown, doesn't it, dear?"


The girl was on her knees hanging over the back of the seat,
looking at Lovelorn. "Why are you so sad?"


"I'm sad because my stop is coming up, and I have to leave this
nice bus and walk."


"It's a nice day for a walk!"


"But I have a hole in my shoe." Lovelorn tilted her foot up to
show the large hole in her oversized clown shoe.


"Oh, poor clown. I'd give you one of my shoes, but they're much
too small."


"Thank you for the kind thought. It cheers me up." Of course
Lovelorn's expression did not change.


The girl giggled. "Are you a boy clown or a girl clown?"


"I don't know. Is that important?"


"Well, what's your name."


"My name is Lovelorn. I'm lorn because no one loves me."


"Oh. Is that why you're so sad?"


"I'm afraid so. I think this is my stop, which also makes me sad.
Please pull the cord, Jami. I don't have the energy."


Jami pulled the cord and gathered their bags. As the bus stopped,
Lovelorn shuffled over to the girl who had been talking to her.
"I don't want you to be sad." She made a plastic flower
appear in her hand. "So here's a flower from Lovelorn the Clown.
Have a nice day, and please behave yourself."


"Thank you!" said the mother, as Lovelorn went carefully down the
steps. Jami handed the mother a business card and waved good-bye
to the driver.


They were alone at the bus stop as they turned to walk along the
sidewalk to Foster, so Carys used her normal voice. "You know,
Jami, having you along is a good idea. It's hard for me to work
handing out business cards into my act, but natural for you to do
so. Now that I have business cards, for which I thank you again,
by the way."


"I'd love to come with you more often."


"Maybe we could expand the act, so to speak."


"What do you mean? I don't think I want to be a clown."


"No, that's not what I'm thinking. More like my lovely assistant,
the way a magician often works with another person. We could
think up sort of a costume for you."


"I get what you mean. Yes, that could work. I'd be a photographer,
too, of course. Let me think about this. I just had an idea, but
I want to chew on it for a while."


When they reached Foster they checked at the desk to see what room
the group was in. Lovelorn waddled up the stairs with Jami
carrying the bags. As soon as they entered the room, Lovelorn was
surrounded by kids and began talking with them.


A woman introduced herself to Jami as one of the parents. "Are
you with Lovelorn?"


"Yes. I'm Jami. I'm acting as Lovelorn's assistant today, and I
would like to take photographs, if I may. I brought a small
printer with me, so I can make prints of the children posing with
Lovelorn, if you think that would be an appropriate thing to do?"


"Oh, that would be wonderful!"


Jami took photos of Lovelorn with the kids, tying balloon animals,
doing magic tricks and settling them down for a story. While
Lovelorn was telling the story, Jami set up her equipment in a
corner away from most of the action.


Several of the adults wandered over to watch what she was doing.


"You look familiar," said one. "but you weren't with Lovelorn
last time. Where have I seen you?" He snapped his fingers. "I
know! You were in that staged reading at Riverfront last weekend,
The Captive. You played the role of Irene!"


"Yes," said Jami, surprised. "And Lovelorn, or rather Carys, was
Jacques in that play."


"Oh, really? I knew she was talented. That's great. So you're
friends?"


"We met at the Arts Camp during spring break. I was helping with
the photography class. I took photos of the clowns, and met Carys.
We've been doing things together ever since." Which was about as
far as Jami wanted to go with that line of talk.


Another man, who'd been looking intently at Jami's setup said,
"Photos. Jami Barton. Clown photos. Your prints have been on
exhibit at the Art Gallery this month, young lady!"


Jami blushed. "Yes, they have."


"I did not realize we were favored with such a talented pair of
young people today! It's such a busy time of year, to spend your
day doing this for us."


"This is important," said Jami.


"We certainly think so. Do you have a business card? I was very
impressed with your photos."


"Yes, I do," said Jami, pulling cards from her bag. "I made some
for Lovelorn, and a web site for her, too."


"So you design web sites, also?"


"I've done several. If you visit my site, there are links to ones
I've done for other people."


"I certainly will take a look. But right now I think Lovelorn is
finished with storytelling, so let's get this organized for
photos. Then we'll have refreshments and our little ceremony."


* * *


After the clown gig they returned to Jami's house. While Carys
was getting out of clown, Jami put her equipment away and uploaded
the photos she had taken.


"That was fun, Car. I think it really meant a lot to those kids
and their parents. You're quite a wonderful person."


"So is my lovely assistant. You were good with the kids, too,
Jami."


"I guess I was. Which is kind of surprising."


"How so?"


"Well, I've always kept to myself so much I've assumed I don't
really know how to deal with people."


"But you do, Jami. During play rehearsals, talking to my parents,
this afternoon. You pay attention, listen, and have something to
say. Everyone likes you."


Jami was quiet for a while, digesting that.


"So do you want to join the act?"


"Huh? Oh, of course. I have an idea, for the photos. It's kind of
dull to use a normal camera for that. I can rig up a weird looking
contraption, with blinking lights and sound effects, so something
is going on while people wait for the print to come out."


Carys laughed. "I think you're a natural for show biz, Jami.
We'll go far together, kid. But right now I'm going to wash my
face and lie down, if that's okay?"


"Yes. Scoot. I'll plump the pillows and spread out the blanket."


When she returned, Jami tucked Carys under the blanket, and turned
out the lights in that part of the room. She busied herself at
the other end of the room uploading photos from her camera and
laptop to her main computer. When she turned to check on Carys,
she was sound asleep.


Jami went down to the kitchen to fix a cup of tea. Her mother was
already there, heating water.


"Hi, Mom. Me, too, please. Carys is asleep. I'm going to work
with the photos I took today and just let her sleep for a while."


"How did it go?"


"Great! Carys was fine as Lovelorn. The kids and their parents
loved the photos I took. One person recognized me from the play,
and another had seen my photos at the Art Gallery. We're thinking
of having me be a regular part of the act, so to speak. Lovelorn's
Lovely Assistant, with a magical camera." She giggled.


"Have you decided you like performing, Jami?"


"Yes! It really surprises me, but it's a blast."


Her mother nodded. "Carys is good for you."


"That's an understatement." The smile left her face. "I seem to
be trouble for her, though."


"No, Jami. It's not you. You know that."


"I know. I'm just frustrated. She's having such a rotten time at
school."


"This is one of many reasons you were home-schooled. The schools
are simply not set up to deal with such issues. The teachers and
staff don't have the right training. The whole structure makes it
very hard to see individual difference as the norm, rather than
an excuse for ridicule."


"They need more people like you as teachers, Mom."


"Even when the teachers are good, and many of them are, the system
severely limits what they can do. I couldn't stand it, day after
day. It's different teaching part time at the junior college
level. Most of the people taking my classes are there because
they want to be there."


Jami was thoughtful as she took her tea back upstairs. She worked
with the photos. Carys continued to sleep.


When Jami went downstairs an hour later to use the bathroom, she
called the Douglas house and talked to Carys's father, letting
him know that Carys was okay and was taking a nap. Jami let Carys
sleep another hour, then decided it was time to wake her up, or
she wouldn't be able to sleep that night.


Jami went to the bed, leaned over and gave Carys a kiss.


Her eyes fluttered open. "Jami?" She sat up. "I wasn't dreaming!
You are here!"


"Yes. You've been asleep for about three hours, love. Do you feel
like eating something? We're about to have dinner, and of course
you're welcome to stay. I called your dad about an hour ago and
told him you were taking a nap and might stay for dinner. So
they're not expecting you."


"Of course I'd like to stay! I need to wash my face again. I
still feel greasy. I'll call my parents and let them know for
certain I'm staying here."


Jami went downstairs to tell her mother that Carys would stay for
dinner, then went back upstairs to help her put her clown gear
away. They'd decided it might as well stay in Jami's room. One
less thing to move out of Carys's house later.


"I called home. They'd figured I'd stay, but I think my dad at
least was glad I called. I guess he noticed I looked like a zombie
this morning."


"You look much better now."


"I feel a zillion times better. I'm actually unfogged enough that
I think I can finish writing that last paper for school tonight."


"Then I'll walk you home after dinner. I have a few prints from
today to give your parents."


"Jami?"


"Yes, Car?"


"Tomorrow, Can we sit down and figure out how we're going to live
together? I want to start making it happen. I think I'll be able
to handle everything that's going on right now a lot better if I
know we're going to be together soon."


Jami sat and put her arms around Carys. "Come over whenever you
like and we'll work on it. In fact, I'll get started tonight.
We've talked a lot, but you're right, we haven't tackled the
messy little details."


* * *


Sunday Carys called Jami in mid-morning. "My parents just left
for mass. Okay if I come over now?"


"Much more than okay. I'll go sit on the steps and watch for you.
Did you eat breakfast?"


"Yes, actually. With my parents, even. My father said I looked
much better this morning. I finished my paper around midnight,
and I didn't have nightmares. But I dreamed about you, and you
weren't there when I woke up."


"I'm sorry. I'll see you soon. I'll be on the front steps waiting
for you."


They went upstairs when Carys arrived. Jami had put pads of paper,
pencils and some printouts on the work area floor. She took her
laptop off the desk and sat next to Carys.


"The key to making this work, Car, is keeping it simple. We need
to minimize our fixed expenses, what we are committed to spend
every month."


"We need a budget, for certain."


"Right. That's what spreadsheets are for. So," Jami pulled a
sheet from the pile. "Here's what I have so far. Rent. The various
utilities, though we don't know in advance what those are.
Groceries, we can estimate that. What else?"


"Our cell phones."


"DSL for the computers," added Jami.


"Computers? I don't have my own."


"No problem. You can use mine," she gestured to the larger
computer at her desk, "or I'll put together another one. They can
all use the same DSL line. I have a switch, so I'll just do a
little network."


"Sure, what you said. Two bus passes?"


"Right." Jami was entering the new items on her laptop.


"We should try to save some money each month, both for unexpected
expenses, and for long term."


"For buying a house, would be our first major investment."


"Can we really do that?" asked Carys.


"I don't see why not. A mortgage doesn't cost much more than rent
on a decent apartment, and the interest is deductible. We can own
a house together, even though we aren't legally married. It's
about the only way we can get any kind of tax break."


"But a house costs a zillion dollars!"


"Even in East Lansing you can get a decent house in the one
hundred thousand dollar range."


"That sounds like so much."


"A lot of couples spend at least half that much on owning two
automobiles. With insurance the cost adds up to more than a house
payment would be. Gas and parking alone can easily cost more than
our two bus passes. The cars are junk in a few years, with no
value. A house doesn't loose value."


"If it's so sensible, then why don't more people buy houses?"


"Because they buy cars first, and they get trapped living and
working in ways that require them to continue to own and operate
cars. It's not buying a house that's difficult, it's buying a
house and also owning two cars that's the killer."


"So we could just buy a house?"


"Like Mandy said, renting for a while is a good idea. It will
show we can make regular payments. Having a credit card and using
it, but keeping it paid off, is good, too. Then all we need is
the down payment."


"But if we're going to have trouble renting, wouldn't buying be
worse?"


"No, easier. There's no landlord in the picture. Just look at the
LAHR Newsletter, there are a bunch of gay realtors in town."


"Wow. You've really thought about all this, Jami."


"There's something else to keep in mind, Car. My parents have
some money put aside for me, a trust fund, basically. I don't
think it would be smart to touch it, but that it exists would
make something like buying a house a whole lot easier."


"Money? You mean for you to go to college, don't you?"


"Or whatever. It's mine when I want it."


"I am constantly stunned by your parents. I'll be lucky to get a
birthday card from mine."


"They may change, with time. Your sister is okay with us."


"Thank the stars for that!"


"It's not going to be easy, Car. But we have friends, and we'll
have more. From what my parents tell me about attitudes toward
queer people when they were our age, things have improved
tremendously. But there's a long way still to go."


"True. Look at equal rights for women, and civil rights. It takes
a lot more than laws to make equality work. We don't even have
laws yet, for the most part."


"Would you want to be different, if you could be?"


"I've thought about that, Jami. Especially after what Rachel said
at that rehearsal. But no, I wouldn't, not if it changed who I
was. If I could take some kind of super nanobot pill to actually
change me into a man, maybe I'd try it out. But not if it changed
the way I felt about myself. That wouldn't be change, that would
be obliteration, suicide of a sort. I don't want to be
fundamentally different, no." She looked at Jami. "Would you?"


"I've thought about that a million times, of course."


"You don't have to answer."


"I think my answer is basically the same as yours. I wouldn't
mind trying it, to be either completely male or completely female,
but I wouldn't want to be a different person. With sex and gender
being so much of what this culture sees as who you are, I'm not
sure it's possible to change that without being a different
person, at least so far as other people are concerned."


"If the infamous Them captured you and forced you at gun point to
take either the female nanobot makeover pill or the male nanobot
makeover pill, which would it be?"


"The easy answer is that I'd choose female, since that's the role
I play and it's one I'm happy with. That would change who I feel
I am, but not how most other people see me."


"But you're not completely certain?"


Jami looked pensive. "What I said to your parents that day is
true, Car. There is a sense in which my body is more male than
female, even though I feel more feminine than masculine. It would
be a very disturbing choice to have to make. I think I'm glad it
isn't possible." She frowned and look off into the distance.


"Oh, shit. I didn't mean to open a can of worms, Jami."


"Don't take my dark side so seriously, Car. Anyway, being with
you changes everything. I couldn't do anything that would cause
you to stop being in love with me."


"How could I not love you?"


"One of my worries used to be how I would deal with being lonely
when I was out on my own. How could I ever possibly begin a
relationship with anyone? When, and how, would I tell them about
myself? What if I did fall in love with someone, and they wanted
me to be different? Would I resist? Would I do it? That's another
reason my parents put money aside for me. In case I wanted surgery
as an adult."


"Then you should leave that money alone, in case you do."


"I'm rather certain by now that it's not going to happen. It does
for some intersex people, and that's fine, that's who they are
and what they need, and they sure as hell ought to be able to
have what they need.


"I was raised as a girl, and that's okay with me. I'm quite happy
being recognized as a girl. I like to wear a dress and be pretty,
for you at least. My mom's a feminist, of course, and so am I.
I'm a geek girl, if not a tomboy."


"You don't really have a punk grrrl outfit, do you?"


"No." Jami tilted her head. "But it might be interesting."


"Hmm." Carys put a hand to her chin and looked Jami up and down.
"I'll have to think about that Jami. Leather might suit you."


"Ahem. I think we're going off course a bit. Let's get our own
place before we get kinky, okay?"


"Sorry. Just a minute. Let me find my bookkeeper hat. Here it
is." She pantomimed changing hats. "What we have here, are our
expenses. Some income to balance against those would be very
nice."


"New spreadsheet. There's regular income, that's your bookkeeping
clients and my part time job. Then there's irregular income:
clown gigs, photo sales, article sales and anything else you can
think of. Plus we need current savings and investments."


"This will surprise you, in my current lack of mind," said Carys,
"but I actually brought my clown gig and other records with me."
She opened her pack and pulled out a couple of folders.


"Great! Let's go fix a snack and then get to work on this. I
think we can figure this out this afternoon. While I enter this
in the spreadsheets, you can look at rental listings in the paper
and get some idea of rents and utilities and such. We can search
on the web, too."




Chapter Fourteen


Carys arrived early at school on Monday, hoping to avoid some of
the hallway mob scene. She went to the locker commons to get
books from her locker and stash her jacket. Her locker door was
difficult to open. Once it did open, she stood there and stared,
then gingerly reached out a finger and touched the solid mass of
foam. She was still staring when David walked up behind her.


"What the hell! Ah, shit, Carys. This is not funny."


Carys threw the books she'd brought from home on the floor.
"Please stay here and keep people away from this, David. I need
to go to the Counseling Office."


She walked to the office, trying not to think. Just do what
I have to do. She went through the door into the office suite
and said to the first person she saw, "Is Sandy Meechum here? I'm
Carys Douglas. I need to talk to her. Now. Something else has
happened."


A woman came out of an inner office on hearing Carys.


"I'm Sandy. What's going on?"


Carys looked at her, took a deep breath, and said, slowly, without
emotion. "I arrived at school this morning, and went to my locker
to get my books. I opened the door, with difficulty, and found
that since I left on Friday someone had filled the locker with
construction foam. You know, the stuff that's used to glue boards
together and fill holes? It's one solid mass."


Sandy let out a large sigh and swore under her breath. She turned
to the woman at the desk, "I need to go look at this Helen. If my
7:30 comes in, please tell her I may be a little late. Please
call Security. Ask them to go to the locker commons. Call the
Police, too. Tell them we have some minor vandalism and a possible
hate crime here. Come on Carys."


Carys and Sandy walked quickly back to the locker commons. As
they neared the area they could hear crowd noises.


"Oh, hell!" said Sandy, "Just what we need. I hope Security gets
here soon."


They made their way through the crowd to Carys's locker. David
was still standing there, along with two other GSA members. Off
to one side Linda stood with her usual following of smirkers.


Sandy called for quiet and spoke in a loud voice, "If you're
standing around gawking, please go somewhere else. If you need to
get something from your locker, do it, and leave. I have called
Security, and the Police."


She spoke more softly to David and the GSA members. "Thanks for
keeping people away from this mess. Would one of you stay to walk
Carys to her first class? The rest of you, please go on to your
own classes." David stayed.


Sandy started to speak to Carys, who had slipped her backpack off
and unzipped the large pocket. Carys shook her head to stop Sandy.
She took a book from her pack and added it to the pile she'd
dropped in front of her locker. Then she pulled the paper she'd
finished Saturday night from her pack and handed it to Sandy.


"Please give this to Mrs. Blake. This is the last required paper
I have to write. If there are any other requirements I have not
fulfilled, please let me know, but I am walking out the front
door right now, and I am not coming back."


She turned to David. "I'm sorry, David. I just cannot take it any
more. Tell the GSA I'm sorry. Tell Linda to put her head in a
toilet and flush it!"


Carys shouldered her pack, walked toward the door, and did not
look back. Sandy decided to let her go. She knew from talking
with Anne Barton last week that Carys was probably headed to her
house. She'd call and check once she was done with this mess.
Just then Security arrived.


Carys continued walking until she came to Jami's house, though
later she could recall nothing of how she got there. She rang the
bell and stood on the step.


Anne opened the door.


"Carys? Oh, no, not again! What's happened now?"


"I did what you said to do. I went to the Counseling Office and
asked for Sandy. Then I gave her my last paper. I am not stepping
foot in that building again. If they don't let me graduate, I'll
do a GED. I don't care. I just don't care."


By the end of her statement Carys was talking with a clenched jaw
and her face was turning red.


"Oh, damn. Why, why, why?" Anne put an arm around Carys and led
her into the house. "Jami! Jami!"


"Mom! What is it?


"Carys is here!"


Jami pretty much slid down the stairs, saw Carys, and started
swearing. She ran to Carys and put her arms around her.


"What happened, honey?"


"When I opened my locker this morning it had been filled with
construction foam. Totally solid. They'll have to chisel it out
if they want to use that locker again."


"Shit. What total assholes!"


"It doesn't matter, Jami. I'm not going back. Ever. I am not
setting foot in that building again. It's not worth it. If they
give me my diploma, fine. If not, I'll do it some other way, or
I'll sue the bastards."


Anne let out a large sigh. "Jami and Carys, I'm going to the
school to talk to Sandy. I'll call Ted on my way and ask him to
come home as soon as he can, and I'll call your parents, also,
Carys and let them know where you are, in case the school calls
them. Stay here. Just try to calm down."


"Mom. You don't look very calm, yourself."


"I'm not. I'm mad as hell. But I'll be okay." She picked up her
keys and cell phone from the hall table and headed through the
kitchen to the garage.


Jami turned to Carys. "I'm so sorry this happened. It's your last
week at school, isn't it?"


Carys shook her head. "I wasn't even that surprised, Jami. I knew
something awful would happen this week, I just didn't know what,
or when. Now the suspense is over. So is high school, may it rest
in peace."


* * *


The school agreed that it would be best for Carys to not return
for the few remaining days of class, and her teachers all agreed
that she had finished her required work. Whether Carys would
actually attend her graduation was something yet to be worked out
between Carys and her parents and the school.


Caitlin was furious when Carys told her what had happened. She
remembered her high school days fondly, and was outraged that the
school wasn't doing a better job of promoting diversity and
tolerance.


"They can only do so much, Cait," said Carys when she called her
sister later that morning. "The problem is that it's still
socially acceptable to bash queers. Kids hear their parents do
it, they read it in the letters and opinions in the newspaper,
they hear it on talk radio and in songs and they hear it in
church. A few banners and pep talks at school can't counter all
of that. It takes generations to change people's attitudes. In
the meantime, no one is going to send troops to schools to protect
the queer kids. Instead the government is busy trying to outlaw
gay marriage forever."


"Yes, I can vote now, and you better believe it won't be for the
damned Republicans! Not that the Democrats are that much better,
but there is no real third choice in our sorry excuse for a
political system."


"I don't know about graduation. I'd rather skip it, but I suppose
I should show up just so I can flip Linda the finger."


"A rainbow cap and gown? Are you serious? Can you really find me
one? That would be so awesome!"


"Even if you can't, thanks for the idea. Just thinking about it
makes me feel better. I am so glad you are so cool about all
this, Cait!"


"Okay. Love you, too. Do you want to talk to Jami?"


Carys handed the cellphone to Jami, then sprawled back on the
floor, where she was reading scripts and making notes. Derick had
contacted her and asked if she would be interested in being his
assistant director and stage manager for the full show he hoped
to direct. She had said yes immediately and was helping him select
a script to propose to the Board of Directors at Riverfront.


After a while Carys stood up to stretch, and walked over to drape
herself on Jami, who was looking at the Between The Lines
web page.


"Pride March is two weeks from Saturday, Car. I assume we're
going to fit that into our busy schedule?"


"Is the sun rising tomorrow? Of course we're going!" She peered
over Jami's shoulder. "Oh, look. There's a public commitment
ceremony."


"Yes, there is. Are you suggesting we're ready for that?"


"To make a public commitment? I am, if you are. It sounds like
great theater."


"Shouldn't we make a private commitment first, Car?"


"Like what, blood sisters? You have a knife handy?"


"Like something with which your parents might possibly consent to
be involved."


"Oh, crap. I suppose we are pushing them fast enough as it is."


"I think so. So let's just march and hold hands, the three of
us."


"Okay. What? The three of us? What three of us?"


"I just mentioned it to Caitlin and she said she'd fly back for
the weekend, to march with us."


"Just like that? I never knew my sister was so impulsive."


Jami closed the browser and leaned back in the chair, giving
Carys a kiss. "Your sister sounds like the same kind of person my
mom is. I'm looking forward to meeting her."


"You know, now that you mention it, I think she is a lot like
your mom. I wish we lived closer. I get along with her so much
better than I get along with my parents." She frowned.


"Hey, no frowning allowed. How about some cuddles?" They playfully
dragged each other to the bed and covered up with a blanket.


Carys had formalized the idea of cuddles as a non-stressful
alternative to their infrequent approaches to actual sex. The
rules were simple: kissing and touching and bare skin were okay,
but neither tried to excite the other past the point of no return.
They needed, and cherished, the intimacy these cuddle sessions
provided.


They didn't talk for a while. Kissing and touching and playing
with each other's bodies was more important than anything they
could say in words. This was special, their own private bond.


"So, my wonderful, fantastic, extraordinarily beloved Jami, what
else have you been talking to my sister about?"


"Oh, all kinds of things. Interesting stories about you as a
baby. What you did to her dolls with your action figures. Her
failed attempts to convince you to be a stereotypical girl child.
The time you beat up the boy next door because he said girls
couldn't fight."


"Oh, my God! Are you serious?"


"Absolutely. We both love you. It's fun."


"I suppose that's fair. I've had some interesting conversations
with your mother."


"Really? That's cool. I'm glad you two get along so well."


"So Cait said she'd march with us? Huh."


"She says she'll wear my Hermaphrodites with Attitude shirt if
I'll loan it to her."


"I am beyond amazed. I don't suppose she's going to dye her hair
in rainbow colors?"


"I could ask."


"No! Please, I don't think I could deal with my older sister
being so weird."


"I could dye my hair, and wear my riot grrrl outfit?"


At that point the cuddle turned into a tickle session.


* * *


Jami and her parents picked up Carys early on the first Saturday
in June to drive to Ann Arbor for Jami's graduation. As soon as
Carys climbed in the back of the Barton's minivan and slid the
door shut she felt like a drowning swimmer who had made it to the
surface again.


"I am so looking forward to spending the day with you guys!"


Anne turned in her seat to look at Carys. "I take it things are
somewhat tense at your house, with your graduation Thursday and
your open house next weekend?"


"If my mom doesn't melt down completely it will be a wonder to
me. She is obsessed with all these weird concerns that I don't
even understand. I mean, cripes, if it were up to me I'd order a
bunch of bagels and pizza and pop and have people sit on towels
in the back yard and tell jokes. If it rains, they could grab
everything and sit in the garage. End of planning. Thank God
Caitlin gets here tomorrow! I just want it all to be over."


"It will be, soon enough," said Ted, waiting to pull out into
traffic. "We are certainly not sorry to be giving the whole open
house thing a miss for Jami. But speaking of food, we stopped at
the bakery as we left the house. There are some muffins and Danish
in the bag there. The cooler behind the seat has apple and orange
juice in addition to pop, and I have a large thermos of coffee up
here."


They ate and talked and laughed. The one-hour trip to Ann Arbor
went by very quickly. Carys had been to Ann Arbor a few times,
but didn't know her way around. "So where is your graduation
taking place, Jami?"


"At the school. They run a regular day school, too, with its own
buildings and campus. Well, it's not a regular school, it's an
alternative school, or free school. But it's a physical place.
I'm in what they call the home-based education program. They have
a home-schooling conference most years at graduation time. This
year it's back in Ann Arbor again."


"I know what home-schooling is, at least so far as you are
concerned. What's an alternative school, or what did you say, a
free school? Is it just a charter school, like the ones in
Lansing?"


"Not exactly. This school dates back way before that, to the
alternative school movement of the sixties. That movement actually
goes back even further. The famous Summerhill school in England
dates to 1921, and the philosopher Bertrand Russell and his first
wife founded a free school in England in 1927.


"The basic idea is that people will learn what they need to learn
whenever they feel like learning, so long as the resources are
available. There's very little structure and few expectations.
It's more a way to open up a free space for learning."


"You mean you just do what you want for twelve years?"


"Well, yes. Toward the end, if you want to actually graduate and
have them certify that you know the same things as someone who
graduates from a state sponsored school, you have to write a few
essays and do some reports. But Carys, think about it. What have
you really learned in school? How much of the time you've spent
in school have you actually learned anything? Did you do it when
you were supposed to do it, or when you wanted to do it?"


"Like what I learned by standing in front of a locker filled with
construction foam by people who have brains that a hamster would
turn down?"


Jami grimaced. "How about before all that started?"


She thought a moment. "I agree that most of the time kids spend
in school is a waste, so far as learning anything. You go to
school when your parents go to work and you try to stay until
they get home. It's always seemed to me the main function of
school was a place for kids to be when no one was at home."


"Exactly. Everyone is divided into little groups so they're easy
to control and given tasks to keep them busy. Then they're given
a zillion tests so they think there's some higher reason behind
it all."


"So alternative school people just play and do what they want?"


"Basically, yes. At least at the younger years. What is play?
It's learning how to do things. What else is a child supposed to
do?"


"What about learning to read and write?"


"And do arithmetic? It happens when a person needs to do
something. If you want to read books, play board games, do stuff
on the computer, you'll learn to read. It's not that hard, in
fact it's easy if you don't force people to do it at some
arbitrary time just because the school plan says that's what they
do that year. People will pick up writing and math and other
skills the same way.


"The thing about traditional school is that there is this narrow
window, first and second grade, when you're supposed to learn to
read and write. If you don't, then never again are you offered
the opportunity to do so. You're simply a failure for the next
ten years."


"I suppose so."


"How many of your former fellow students can read or spell or
write or do math or science well after twelve almost full time
years of effort?"


"Surprisingly few, I'll admit."


"Exactly. My dad teaches at State. He dreads the freshman classes,
not because he doesn't like the students, but because many of the
kids coming out of high school these days are almost illiterate.
Not everyone. The people who motivate themselves learn more, but
the ones who have only done what they've been forced to do can
barely write a coherent paragraph. I've seen the stuff they turn
in for papers. It's incredible.


"The worst part of it is that most of them haven't learned the
one absolutely critical skill. They haven't learned how to learn.
In a world that's changing as rapidly as ours is, that's criminal.
It just boggles the mind to think of all these people living in
this high-tech society and they are clueless about how it works
and how to make it work the way they want it to. It's as bad as
any of the dystopias, if you step back and look at it."


"We're a long way from 1984."


"Are we really? There are cameras everywhere now. Most of them
aren't under government control, but there is a very thin line
separating us from that possibility. Most people are so ignorant
of technology they would never notice if we crossed that line.
Most of the media, almost all of our records, are digital. They
can be altered. It's already happened, that major news stories
have been based on faked photos and altered data. It's scary,
Carys."


"You're kind of preaching to the choir, here, Jami. I have kind
of noticed of late that there's a little less freedom in this
country than I thought there was, before."


"Before you came out?"


"Yes." She stared out the window for a moment. "I assume we have
to behave ourselves at this graduation thing?"


"Definitely. Don't set the trash cans on fire, or pick up cats by
their tails and swing them against the walls. Sticking swords in
people would be right out, so leave your weapons in the van."


Carys laughed. "You know what I mean."


"Car, we won't be the only openly queer kids there. What kind of
school would ask you to hide such an important part of yourself?
That's crazy."


"Yeh, it is." She was thinking of that shy girl, Kathy, and how
she must be feeling after she heard about all that had happened
to Carys. Kathy still had another year in that hell hole.


Jami noticed Carys go silent. "What are you thinking about?"


"Kathy. She has another year to go. I don't even dare contact her
to offer to help. It so sucks to be a queer kid."


"Yes, it does. That's an important thing to try to change, and
people are trying to change it. But it's not a problem for us,
today."


"So it's okay if we hold hands today?"


"Absolutely. And you'd better give me a kiss after the ceremony."


Carys leaned toward Jami. "I think I can bring myself to do that.
Maybe we should practice?"


Jami started tickling Carys. Fortunately they arrived at their
destination before things got too far out of hand.


* * *


Caitlin and her family arrived the next day, Sunday afternoon.
She insisted on renting a car at the airport and driving to her
parent's house, saying she knew how busy they were.


When they arrived, Carys ran to Caitlin and grabbed her in a bear
hug. "Oh, Cait! I've missed you so much!"


"Me, too, Car. You're taller than me, do you know that? You always
insisted you'd grow up to be the really big sister."


Carys realized she was looking down slightly at Caitlin, who was,
as always, stylishly trim. "Gosh, I guess I am. But you'll always
be my big sister."


"I'm sorry I couldn't come soon enough to go with you to Jami's
graduation. When do I get to meet Jami?"


Their mother, waiting to give Caitlin her own more subdued hug,
scowled. "You know about Jami?"


"Well, of course I know about Jami, Mom. I've been exchanging
email with her and talking with her on the phone for weeks. She
sounds like a super person. I'm very happy for you both, Car."


"Caitlin! You talk as if Carys was engaged to be married."


"Mother, I very much wish that Carys and Jami were able to be
legally married. We'll talk about this. It's the main reason I'm
here for an entire week."


"I'll go call Jami and let her know you're here, Cait. Mom, she
can come over for dinner, right?"


"Well, I was hoping this would be a family dinner."


"Good, I'll tell her to come on over," said Carys, deliberately
misunderstanding. She said hello to Caitlin's husband, Martin,
who she barely knew, and to their two-year old twins, who were
looking wide-eyed at all the strange big people.


Carys plopped to the floor in front of the twins. "Hi guys. I
know you don't know who I am, but I'm your cousin Carys. Once you
get settled, I'll show you some magic tricks. Okay?"


Martin chuckled. "At their age, the whole world is magic. But I
bet they'll like that."


"Cool. We'll do that tomorrow." She made silly faces at the twins
until they started laughing, then jumped up. "I need to call
Jami." She ran to the stairs to go to her room.


Caitlin turned back to her mother. "Mom, that was cruel. Are you
trying to drive Carys totally away?"


"Of course not!"


"Then you'd better start accepting Jami. If Carys is forced to
make a choice between you and Jami, which do you think it's going
to be?"


"I don't understand you Caitlin. You and I always agreed on most
things."


"We probably still do. But as a nurse in a big city, I don't lead
a very sheltered life. I've seen things you wouldn't believe, and
I hope you never see. We need to talk."


* * *


Carys's graduation was an ordeal to which she submitted only for
the sake of her parents. She and Jami had discussed the situation.
They decided it would be best for Jami to not be at the ceremony
itself, but Carys and Caitlin demanded that she be included in
the dinner afterwards.


Carys did not wear a rainbow cap and gown, but did substitute a
rainbow tassel for the one with her school colors. There were no
incidents. She resisted the temptation to do more than glare at
Linda and her homophobic cohort. They left as soon as they could.


The open house, from Carys's point of view, was like some kind of
existentialist theater at which she was more observer than
participant. Her mother ignored the facts, telling people outright
lies. Her father was having quiet words with people who knew what
had been happening. Jami was there the entire time. Mostly she
sat off to the side, taking pictures which she assured Carys she
would find amusing at some point in the future. Jami's parents
stopped by briefly.


Whenever Carys wasn't the center of attention, she sat next to
Jami and held hands. Caitlin also sat and talked with Jami when
she wasn't talking with old friends or checking on the twins. The
three of them enjoyed the situation as much as they could. Caitlin
mentioned the possibility of Carys and Jami visiting her in Boston
at some point. They agreed that sounded exciting.


Finally the open house hours were over. Carys felt exhausted, so
Jami left for home and she went upstairs to lie down. She finally
felt that all of high school was behind her and the rest of her
life was waiting to happen.




Chapter Fifteen


The week following the open house, Carys tried unsuccessfully to
catch up on her sleep. She and Jami continued planning their
future, but Carys quickly became restless.


"Mom? May Jami stay for dinner tonight?"


"Carys, don't you think you can spend some time with your parents,
alone?"


"Doing what, Mom? Watching television? You don't want to talk."


"There are many things we could talk about."


"You don't want to talk about what I'm actually doing with my
life. You're ignoring the fact that I'm moving out of this house
as soon as I can, to live with Jami. Who you're also doing your
best to ignore."


"You know how I feel about that. I can't stop you, Carys."


"No, you can't. It's your decision to have nothing to do with us.
Well, Jami and I will be upstairs in my room until dinner. If you
should be hit by a desire to talk, with both of us, while you
still have the chance, do let us know."


"Just you make certain that door stays open!"


Carys sighed. "It will, Mother. But you don't have to worry. We
wouldn't feel safe here, even if I closed my door."


The sky had clouded over that afternoon, looking like rain. The
wind began picking up about the time Jami arrived. They went
upstairs to Carys's room, where they sat on the floor, leaning
against the bed.


They were spending some time almost every day at Carys's house.
Jami would come over when she finished working at the photo store
in the morning. They wanted to give Carys's parents a chance to
see more of Jami. They hoped her mother would make some progress
toward accepting Jami, or at least acknowledging that she was a
special person in Carys's life.


So far it didn't seem to be working. Carys's father would talk
with Jami, but her mother pointedly ignored her. Carys never had
understood the relationship her parents had. They were such
different people. For whatever reason, her father seemed
unwilling, or perhaps unable, to nudge her mother into accepting
Jami.


The one time they had tried sitting in the living room with her
parents had proved too uncomfortable. Her mother stared at them
every time they tried to even hold hands. So now they just sat on
the floor in Carys's room and talked.


Today they listened to the wind and the rain on the roof. They
talked softly about the pride march next weekend, and their plans
for finding a place to live together.


Suddenly Jami stopped talking and listened. "What's that?"


Carys listened for a moment. She walked to the window and opened
it. Now the sound was unmistakable. "It's the tornado sirens!
Come on Jami, we need to go down to the basement."


They went down the stairs, Jami right behind Carys, who turned
into the living room. "Mom, Dad. Those are the tornado sirens.
Jami and I are going downstairs. Are you coming?"


Her parents stood up. Her mother said, "Go on down, Bill. I'll
check that everything is turned off in the kitchen."


Carys led Jami downstairs. The basement was partially finished,
but little used after Caitlin had left home. There was a Ping-Pong
table, shelves of old games and toys, a few chairs and two sofas
that had seen better days. Carys pulled a flashlight off a shelf
and checked that the batteries were good. She also picked up the
small radio from the shelf.


She and Jami sat on one sofa, her parents on the other. Carys was
tuning in the university public FM station when the lights went
out.


"Jami, here's the flashlight. Shine it on the dial so I can find
the station."


Jami clicked the light on and held it while Carys found the
station, then turned it off again to conserve the batteries. The
announcer said there was indeed a tornado warning. The sightings
were to the south, around Mason, and airborne so far. Wind gusts
and trees down had been widely reported.


"This isn't too bad, you know," said Carys's father. "When I was
a boy in Oklahoma, they didn't have decent weather radar yet. It
seemed like the sirens went off just about every night during the
spring, and you never knew what was going to happen. I saw quite
a few tornados down there, and what they could do. It's amazing."


"I guess we're at the end of tornado alley, here in Michigan,"
said Jami. "But there have been serious tornados here."


"Oh, yes," said Carys's mother. "There was a fearful tornado in
1953, in Flint. My parents talked about it often when I was
growing up. Over one hundred people lost their lives, and the
damage was horrible. That was before the radar and all. In 1980,
there was that tornado that hit the downtown of Kalamazoo. There
was considerable damage, but only five people died. All it takes
is a moment's warning for people to get under cover. It's still
such a tragedy. Every life is so precious."


"Yes it is, Mom," said Carys, softly enough she wasn't sure if
her mother had heard her.


The lights came back on then. Carys and Jami were sitting close
together, holding hands. Carys's parents were doing the same on
the other sofa. They were all blinking in the light.


Carys's mother looked at them, making an expression halfway
between a smile and a grimace. "I guess you two really do love
each other, don't you?"


"Yes, Mom, we do."


Her father stood up. "You all stay here. I'll go see what the
sirens are doing." He headed up the stairs.


The silence was awkward. Carys was reluctant to speak, since her
mother seemed to be working something through in her mind. Jami
put her head on Carys's shoulder, staring at the floor. She felt
very uncomfortable.


"People ask about you, Carys. I don't know what to say."


"The truth is usually best, Mother, even when that isn't easy."


"But what's the truth, Carys? You say you're not a lesbian, but I
don't like the word you do use. I don't understand why you want
to call yourself that."


"I tried to explain about being queer, Mom. But you don't have to
use any of those words. Just say I'm Jami's partner."


"This is not the kind of thing I ever thought I'd have to talk
about with either of my daughters. Partner sounds like you're
starting a business."


"It's not the word I'd like to use for our relationship, Mother.
Jami is my fiancee and will be my wife, in fact if not in law."


"It's just not right, Carys."


"Many people disagree with you, Mother. Perhaps you should get to
know some of them and hear what they have to say. Caitlin has
tried to talk with you. Jami's parents would love to talk with
you. I'm more than willing to go with you to a PFLAG meeting."


"I don't know any of those people."


"How do you know that? You certainly would if you'd go."


"This is not easy for me, Carys, Jami."


Jami looked up at the sound of her name. "I'm sorry, Mrs.
Douglas."


At that point Carys's father called down the stairs. "The sirens
are blowing the all clear. Come on up."


Carys put the flashlight and radio away, then she and Jami
followed her mother up the stairs. Carys told Jami she wanted to
speak to her father for a moment, so Jami went upstairs to Carys's
room.


Carys's mother went to the kitchen to finish fixing dinner. Her
father went back to the living room, to the book he was reading.
Carys followed him.


"Dad? Isn't there anything you can do to get Mom to accept what's
going on? She barely acknowledges that Jami exists."


Her father closed his book. "Carys, sit for a moment.


"Your mother is very set in her ways. It's how she was brought up,
and it's how her friends believe. It's a big change you're expecting
of her."


"But I'm her daughter."


"Yes you are, and believe me, you're important to her. But you're
asking her to change something she's believed for 50 years, which
would mean being shunned by friends she's had since before you
were born. It's not simple, honey."


"But what she believes is wrong, Dad."


"I agree with you, Carys. But this is not as clear cut a thing
as, say, civil rights was in the sixties. There you had the
majority of public opinion, the law of the land, and the President
of the United States all on the same side. This isn't like that.
Public opinion is divided. The major religions are mostly against
it. Politicians waffle on the issue. Even some gay people seem
content to remain second class citizens. It's more like the Viet
Nam era anti-war protests, which divided everyone along messy
lines. I alone cannot make your mother change her mind."


"I guess not."


"Look, Carys. You walked out of your high school because of how
you were treated, and what people said about Jami. You're about
ready to leave home and live in an open lesbian relationship in a
hostile world, with a person you say some people have called a
freak. Why?"


Carys bristled. "Because I love Jami. Because she's the most
important thing in my life."


"Well, I love your mother. Thirty years ago I married her, for
better or for worse. I believe in that. She's the most important
person in my life, even before you and Caitlin, and it's going to
stay that way."


Carys nodded slowly. "I see what you're saying, Dad. Thanks for
explaining." She gave her father a kiss on the cheek and went
upstairs to Jami.


Her father watched her leave, then put his book aside and went
into the kitchen.


* * *


Caitlin flew in Friday afternoon, and would fly back to Boston on
Sunday. Carys borrowed her mother's car so she and Jami could
pick Cait up from the airport. Martin and the twins were staying
in Boston, leaving Caitlin free to 'have words' with her mother.


"I still can't believe you came back to march with us, Cait. But
I'm so glad you did."


"I want to support you, Car, both of you. That's what big sisters
are for. Especially when Mom is being so hard on you. I didn't
make enough progress with her last week. We're going to talk this
weekend, whether she likes it or not."


"Don't fight with her, Cait!"


"I'm not going to fight with her, little sister. I have a lot of
leverage with her. I'm going to use it. But you leave that up to
me. Pay attention to driving. I'll talk with Jami."


"Yes, mommy."


"You know, Jami, if she gets really irritating, tickling works."


"I've figured that out," said Jami, with a smile.


"Cait!"


"Watch the road, Sis. Okay, Jami. Let's talk about what we're
doing tomorrow."


The plan was for Carys and Jami to stay at Jami's house that
night, so Caitlin could be alone with her parents. Saturday
morning, Carys and Jami would walk over for a late breakfast. The
three of them would take the bus as close to Riverfront Park as
they could, then walk to where the march began. Jami's parents
were taking the three of them out to dinner Saturday night. Where
Carys would stay Saturday night depended on whether Caitlin needed
more time with her parents.


"My mom and dad say your parents are invited along to dinner,
too, Cait, if you think that will work out."


"We can hope, Jami. I'll see what I can do."


When they reached the Douglas house, Carys and Jami went in
briefly, then left to walk to Jami's house. Caitlin promised to
call Carys later with a progress report.


Carys unloaded her pack and duffel bag in Jami's room. During the
past week or so, every time she went to Jami's house she had
taken some of her belongings. She wanted to avoid a big scene
moving out of her house when the time came.


Carrying everything bit by bit had made her realize that there
was surprisingly little of the junk she'd collected over the
years that she really cared about. There were some books and
mementos she wasn't bothering to move. She knew that Cait could
help her retrieve things from the house if all else failed. But
on a day-to-day basis, very little of what she owned was important
to her.


Jami's parents had had a brief discussion about the sleeping
arrangements for the night. They quickly decided that it would
simply be cruel to separate Jami and Carys for the sake of
appearances. They already felt like the entire world was against
them.


Carys had been incredulous when Anne came upstairs to tell her
and Jami that she and Ted had no objection to them spending the
night together in Jami's room.


Anne sat on the corner of the bed and smiled at them. "You're
both 18. You're committed to each other and the situation is hard
enough on you already. To tell you the truth, I've never quite
understood the logic behind parents forcing their children to
find uncomfortable and probably unsafe places in which to have
sex. No one in their right mind could believe that teenagers
aren't going to find a way to do it if they want to." She
shrugged.


"The topic is not likely to come up with your parents, Carys, but
if it does I have no problem simply saying that they have nothing
to worry about in terms of the sleeping arrangements, and leave
it at that."


Carys searched for words, then said, "Wow! Thank you for being so
reasonable!"


"It is reasonable, Carys. You're both adults. I know you'd run
down to City Hall for a marriage license if it was possible. Why
should I wait until you move out to treat you as if you're
married? I can't change the world easily, so this is the best I
can do."


Jami scooted over to give her mother a hug. "Thanks, Mom. What
would you like to do about dinner tonight?"


"Oh, nothing that requires work, please. How about we do what we
did that first weekend Carys was here? Order pizzas later, and
you two can watch videos half the night if you want? Just try to
get some sleep, and do set your alarm, Jami."


Jami and Carys readily agreed. Jami pointed out that they could
use her computer upstairs to watch DVDs. That way they could
cuddle and simply stop when they got tired.


"I'll make sure Carys gets a full night's sleep tonight. I don't
want her looking lovelorn tomorrow when we're proudly marching
together."


Carys made a face at her. "I don't think that will be any problem,
Jami. You have a very soporific effect on me. It has been a most
tiring week, or month, actually."


"All right then," said Anne. "I'll check with you in a few hours
and we'll order pizza." She went back downstairs.


Jami rolled over to lie next to Carys. She put her arm across
Carys's waist and touched noses. "I have a soporific effect on
you?"


"Maybe I didn't enunciate that clearly. It might be saphorific, or is
that the right word for us?" She ran her hands up and down Jami's
back.


"Do you care?"


"No. We don't need words, Jami. In fact, let's do something
without words for a while, okay? Do you want to grab the blanket
so we can cuddle?"


Jami moved her hand under Carys's shirt. "How about doing more
than cuddle?"


Carys half-rolled to face Jami. "Are you sure? I want to, of
course, but only if it's really okay with you." Carys closed her
eyes and took slow breaths, waiting for Jami to answer.


Jami softly kissed Carys, then moved her hand again. "I'm sure.
I've thought about this so much it doesn't frighten me any more.
I trust you. I love you. And I want you."


There were no more words for quite some time.


* * *


When Jami and Carys arrived at the Douglas house for breakfast
the next morning, Caitlin met them at the door. She stepped
outside to speak with them.


"How's the weather inside, Cait?" asked Carys.


"Better, but please tread softly. All of this—gay pride, gay
marriage, gender identity, intersexuality—no one talked about
any of this when Mother was our age. She was taught one way of
seeing the world, and you're not it."


Carys detached herself from Jami to give her sister a hug. "Thanks
so much." She returned to having her arms around Jami.


Cait looked at Carys and Jami standing together. "I take it you
two had a restful night?"


"Yes, we did," said Jami. "Carys fell asleep shortly after dinner,
while we were watching a video in bed."


Caitlin quirked an eyebrow.


"She's really a very dull person when she's not in clown, or
gearing up to march for human rights," said Jami, trying not to
smile.


"Jami!" Carys poked her. "It's your fault I was so tired by then."


"Ahem," said Cait. "I don't think I want to know more about this.
But I'm happy that you two are so much in love. Let's go inside
and get breakfast."


"Thanks again for being here, Cait," said Carys. "It is so great
that you are so cool."


"No prob. Jami, come help me finish putting breakfast on the
table. Mom wants to talk with you for a minute, Car."


Carys waited nervously in the living room until her mother walked
in from the kitchen. They looked at each other for a moment.
Carys took a step forward, as did her mother. They stopped short
of hugging.


"Carys, your sister Caitlin has said some strong things to me,
made me think. I'm working on changing my mind, about you and
Jami." She frowned. "I admit I haven't been able to find support
in my own heart for what it seems other people have taught me to
believe."


"Oh, Mom. I'm proud of you!" Now Carys gave her mother a hug.


"But Carys, this won't be easy. I don't have Caitlin here all the
time to talk to the people I spend time with, my friends, the
folks at church. Having a lesbian daughter is not an easy thing
for me."


"So tell them you've realized that loving your neighbor includes
loving your own daughter and her partner."


"Don't be flip with me! This is no joke."


"No, Mother, it's not. I'm no joke. Jami's no joke. That we are
going to be living together very soon is no joke. No one's joking.


"I'm sorry that what is so difficult for me and Jami is also hard
for you. But Jami and I did not make the world the way it is
right now. Did you vote for or against the civil rights ordinance
that would have made it easier for us to find an apartment to
rent? Did you sign the petition that put the amendment against
gay marriage on the ballot? Did you vote for or against that
amendment? Did you help make it impossible for people like me and
Jami to live together as married adults? Are you part of the
solution, or part of the problem?"


"Those are harsh words, Carys. I did what I thought was right."


"Did you? I mean, think about it? Jami and I are stuck with living
in the world you have helped shape. But you can change, and you
can help undo what you and others have done. The phone number for
PFLAG is on the refrigerator."


"You can't ask me to turn my back on my friends, treat my past as
if it were all wrong."


"Mom, you want me to turn my back on my lover and my friends, and
treat our future as if it's all wrong."


"I shouldn't have to go through this!"


"Well neither should I!"


"But what will I have left?" Her mother wrung her hands and looked
about ready to cry.


"What will you have left? Me. Jami. Caitlin and her family. Dad.
Jami's parents. You'll loose some supposed friends. I did, when I
came out at school. But you'll gain new friends, deeper friends.
I have."


Carys hugged her mother again. "I love you, Mom. No matter what.
But I will not leave Jami. Any more than you would leave Dad.
It's the same thing."


Caitlin called out to say that breakfast was on the table. They
ate with obviously forced small talk, but they did not argue.
Once breakfast was done and they had helped get the dishes in the
dishwasher, Carys and Jami went to her room to be out of the way
for a few minutes.


Caitlin had some final words for her mother, as she helped clean
up after breakfast.


"Think about this, Mom. Did Jesus spend his time in nicely kept
houses, among the best of people, or did he spend his time with
the outcasts who weren't allowed in the best houses? Did Jesus,
not any of the people who put words in his mouth, did Jesus
himself say one word against so-called same-sex love?


"What are Carys and Jami doing that would hurt anyone? I wish to
God that most people were as warm hearted and socially responsible
as those two are. At dinner you were talking about the arrangements
for the open house, and how much it cost you. Carys and Jami have
been talking about how they're planning to live as simply as
possible so they can do what they believe will help other people.
They could probably live for three months on what you spent for
the open house.


"Don't make a really big mistake, Mom. Open your heart. Love both
your daughters, and their families. You know that question that
people ask, what would Jesus do? I honestly believe he'd be
marching with us today, talking with people about leading a good
life in spite of what everyone says about them."


* * *


Carys, Jami and Caitlin walked to the bus. They were happy to be
together and willing to forget their troubles for a few hours.


Carys was wearing her high school GSA T-shirt, because she thought
it was important to support the students who still had to put up
with what she'd been through. Caitlin had indeed borrowed Jami's
Hermaphrodites with Attitude shirt. Jami's self-designed shirt
said, 'Any Way You Cut It, We're Still People,' with www.isna.org
front and back.


"Ouch!" Caitlin had said, when she saw the shirt for the first
time.


"That's what you're supposed to think," grinned Jami.


Several people on the bus looked at them, then quickly looked
away. Others looked and smiled. It was easy to tell the fellow
travelers also headed to the march.


They left the bus earlier along Michigan Avenue than Carys and
Jami did when they went to Riverfront Theatre, because the route
was detoured around the march area. They walked along Michigan
until they could take the stairs down to the riverwalk, then
followed it north to Riverfront Park.


They walked through the park, where booths and tables and a stage
were being set up, toward Grand Avenue. They could see a crowd,
and a few floats, where the march was forming.


"Carys! Jami!"


Turning to locate the voice, Carys grabbed Jami's arm and pointed.
"It's Rachel. Hi, Rachel!" They both waved.


Rachel detached herself from the small group of women she was
with and jogged over. "Hey, you two. I'm here with friends. How
are you doing?"


Carys put an arm around Jami and said, "We're doing good, Rachel.
This is my sister Caitlin. She flew in to march with us today."


"Nice to meet you!" said Rachel, looking back toward the women
she'd been with. "I have to go. We're trying to find the rest of
our group. See you around!" She jogged back.


Once she was out of earshot, Carys said, "Huh. Almost the last
person on Earth I expected to see here. I cannot figure that
woman out."


"Well, gee, Sherlock. It's good to have a few mysteries in life.
What would you do with your spare time, otherwise?"


Carys playfully swatted Jami and the three of them continued to
the staging area. They saw David with the GLSEN group and decided
to join them.


"How are you doing, Car?" asked David.


"Much better, now that high school is over forever." She read the
mission statement on the banner. "The Gay, Lesbian and Straight
Education Network (GLSEN) is working to ensure safe and effective
schools for all students."


Carys shook her head. "There is such a long, long way to go before
schools are safe for queer kids."


"That's why we're marching," said one of the teachers who was a
member of the local GLSEN group. "Thanks for joining us, Carys.
We've all heard about what happened. I'm Tony."


Carys introduced Caitlin, then put her arm around Jami. "This is
Jami, my partner. We going to start looking for a place of our
own to rent this week."


"Congratulations!" Tony noticed the shirts Caitlin and Jami were
wearing, looked back and forth, an obvious unspoken question on
this mind.


"I'm the one who's intersexed," said Jami.


"And out about it," said Tony. "Would you be willing to talk to
our group? That's an area we're way too ignorant about."


"Sure," said Jami. "Whatever I can do to help."


"Me, too," added Carys. "I'm not hanging up my activist stance
just because I'm out of school. Changing the world is one of my
major life goals."


"Thanks, both of you. But right now, I think this march is
actually about to get started!"


The march was short, but fun and full of energy. Jami's parents
were watching along the route. Her father had brought a trumpet
so they would stand out in the crowd. They waved madly at each
other and waved rainbow flags.


Once they reached the Capitol, they listened to a few speeches,
then made their way back to the park. They walked around, picked
up some literature, and looked for people they knew. They bought
food and sat for a while, listening to the band that was playing.
Carys and Jami gloried in the feeling of being surrounded by
people who, at least today, were friends on sight.


The weather was warm for mid-June. By late afternoon they were
ready to head back home. As they were walking along Michigan to a
bus stop, a car slowed and voices yelled out the window.


"Dykes burn in hell!"


"Get AIDS and die!"


Jami waved at them and smiled. "I guess we're back in Kansas,
huh?"


"Stupid assholes," said Caitlin. "Can't they keep their tiny
little minds on a leash for just one day?"


"That's why we had this march," said Carys. "That's why we have
to keep on marching."


The bus ride back was not as cheerful as the ride to the march
had been.


Carys and Jami walked to the Douglas house with Caitlin, who
wanted to take a quick shower and change clothes. Carys asked her
parents if they would go to dinner with them, but her mother said
she'd rather not.


Once Caitlin was ready they continued on to the Barton house.


"It's going to take time, Car. Once you're out of the house, Mom
will realize that both her children are grown and gone. She
doesn't see that much of me, since I live on the east coast, but
you're right here. She'll come around."


"Dad seems mostly okay with us."


"He is. But don't put pressure on him. That's not fair. He's
doing what he can, slowly, I assure you. One of these days you
and Jami will disagree about something major and you'll have a
better understanding of what he's going through."


"I guess so, though it's hard to imagine."


"It'll happen. You'll get past it, and your relationship will be
the better for it."


The Bartons and Carys and Caitlin had fun that evening. They
dropped Caitlin at the Douglas house. Her parents would take her
to the airport in the morning. Given the tensions that still
existed, Jami and Carys decided that Carys would stay at the
Barton house again that night. Tomorrow they were going to begin
looking in earnest for their own place.




Chapter Sixteen


"You're sharing expenses, and you want a one bedroom apartment,
huh?" He looked them both up and down. "Are you dykes?"


Carys bristled, "Yes, we are. We aren't going to lie about it."


"Yeh? Well it turns out I forgot that this unit isn't available.
Needs repairs. Go somewhere else."


Carys bit her tongue to keep from saying what she felt, grabbed
Jami's hand, and pulled her out the door.


"Carys!"


"Quiet, Jami. Don't say anything until we get out of here and
away from this building. Come on."


It was the fourth day of their search for a place to rent. They'd
seen places they wouldn't want their worst enemy to live in, nice
places with deposits or hidden costs they couldn't afford, and
several places that turned out to not actually be available once
they talked to the landlord. This wasn't the first time the reason
had been made so obvious.


"One more place today, Jami. That's all I can stand. Then maybe
we need to reevaluate our strategy."


They knew they could find a place with no hassles if they stuck
to the complexes that rented to the college students. But those
rents were usually higher than they wanted to pay. Jami could
work more hours at the photo store. Carys could get a regular
part time job in addition to her bookkeeping clients. But that
would make it harder to develop the more personally rewarding,
if less financially certain, ways they had to make money.


Jami looked over their list and checked the map. "There's another
one about two blocks from here. Let's try that, then call it a
day."


They walked the distance in silence. It looked like a house, so
maybe it was the kind of place they hoped to find.


Carys rang the bell. They heard a voice yell out, "I'm coming!"
Soon a sixtyish woman with grey hair opened the door. She had an
oven mitt on one hand.


Carys was somewhat taken aback. Did they have the wrong address?
"Hi? We're here to look at the apartment you have advertised?"


"Apartment? Yes. I'm Mrs. Carmichael." She looked at Carys, then
at Jami, then back and forth. "Okay, what's your story. You're
students? You have jobs? Boyfriends? This is a one bedroom
apartment I have for rent."


Carys launched into their spiel. "I'm Carys and this is Jami.
We're part-time students. I do bookkeeping for seven clients, and
I do clown gigs as Lovelorn the Clown." She pulled out their
business cards. "Jami works part time at a photo store, and she's
a writer, web designer and photographer. She just had an exhibit
at the Art Gallery, and she has two current photo assignments. We
also do volunteer work. We have a budget worked out. Boyfriends
will not be a problem." She smiled hopefully.


Mrs. Carmichael scrutinized them again. "You're both very young.
Just out of high school? Why aren't you living at home? Where are
you from?"


"We're both 18, from East Lansing," said Jami. "We just want to
be on our own. Our parents haven't kicked us out or anything."


"You want to live together, in a one bedroom apartment? And you
don't have boyfriends. What's this really about, now?"


Carys put a hand on Jami's arm to remind her they'd agreed she
would do the talking. "We would be married, if that were possible."


The woman shook her head. "Well, I'm glad you're honest with me,
but I don't know that I want to deal with this. I have other tenants.
I have to consider what people would think. I don't know."


Carys sighed. "Thank you anyway, for listening, and for not being
mean to us. We know you have the legal right in this city to turn
us away because we're gay. Come on, Jami." She turned to go.


Now the woman added a frown to her shaking head. "People have
been mean to you? I suppose they have. That's not right.
I'm sorry, but, oh, I just don't think I can help you."


Four days of bad luck, and a personal taste of the discrimination
with which Carys was already familiar, had become increasingly
irritating for Jami. Usually the calmer of the two, Jami had now
had it with being polite and invisible. She just had to vent.


"Actually, my girlfriend is a dyke, but I'm intersexed, so it's
even worse than you think. We're a couple of freaks. I'm sure
you're better off renting to normal people. Have a nice day." She
turned to follow Carys.


"Oh, Jami!" Carys put her arm around Jami's waist. "I'm sorry
this is so hard, honey." They walked down the steps together.


"Wait!" They stopped, but didn't turn around. "Wait. What you
just said. Intersexed. My niece's second child is intersexed.
Tore her heart up. Her husband couldn't handle it, he left her,
the bastard, when she needed him the most. Her parents helped
her, I helped her. Wait. Come back and let's talk. Please?"


They turned around, Jami somewhat in shock at the reaction her
little rant had produced, Carys hesitant and wary. They went back
up the steps and into Mrs. Carmichael's front room.


"Here, sit on the sofa. Carys and Jami, wasn't it? I'm Mary. Hold
on just a second, I have to take something out of the oven." She
walked out of the room.


"We run if she comes back with a meat cleaver, right?" Jami
whispered to Carys, who did not smile at the joke.


Mrs. Carmichael returned from the kitchen, without the mitt this
time. She sat in an overstuffed chair. "Okay, now. I'm sorry I
startled you. You startled me, talking about it out of the blue
like that. It's always on my mind, because of Brenda's child.
Twelve years old, now, and it's been a hard twelve years for all
of us, not talking about it outside the family. Then all of a
sudden you're standing on my steps talking like that!"


"I'm sorry if I upset you, Mary," said Jami.


"Oh, no, you did right. You're so brave to speak up. And you,
Carys, you're brave, too. Me, maybe I need to be braver than I
am. How can I hope Brenda's child is going to have a fair shake
in the world if I don't give the same? I know darn well the world
isn't as simple and tidy as people want it to be. People try to
ignore what upsets them. But you can't do that, now, can you, not
when you know what I know about people?"


She pursed her lips, thought. "Now, let's see. You have jobs,
you're not running from your parents, and you've thought about
this. You said you have a budget worked out?"


"Yes," said Carys. "We don't have a car. The rent will be our
major expense."


"Now that's uncommonly sensible of you. Insurance rates for young
people are just horrible. You don't need a car. We're two blocks
from a bus stop, and there's a convenience store not too far.
Tell you what. I'll show you the apartment. It's upstairs,
actually. That's part of why I'm being so particular. I also rent
four apartments in the house next door, but this one is in my own
house."


Carys looked around the small, neat sitting room, back at the
woman speaking to them. "Mary, what you know about Jami isn't
going to change the fact that people will think you're renting to
a lesbian couple. Are you sure you want to do this?"


"You know that saying? If not me, who? If not now, when? Yes, I
want to do it. But let's go take a look first. You may not like
the apartment." She led them back out into the entranceway. "This
door is to the stairs. It's your front door, so to speak." She
unlocked the door. "Go on up, I'm right behind you, but a little
bit slower."


The stairs opened onto a small landing to one side of a long
room. At the end near the stairs, a doorway led into a small
kitchen with stove, refrigerator and a table with two chairs. A
window overlooked the back yard of the house. The center room was
bare except for a large built-in bookcase. Storage shelves were
built back into the sloping part of the attic.


The far room held a four-poster bed and a dresser, with space
left over for a desk or table. There was a small closet, and more
built-in shelves. Also in the bedroom was a wide window seat,
with storage underneath. Just outside the bedroom, off the central
room and over the stairs, was a tiny bathroom with a sink, toilet
and shower stall.


"So, you see," said Mrs. Carmichael, "it's partly furnished,
primarily so folks don't have to haul heavy furniture up and down
those stairs. The previous renter had their own sofa, and mine
was a little worn, so there isn't one now, I'm afraid. Small, but
you don't need much, starting out. I usually rent to a law student
or a young couple. You can't make much noise up here. But the bed
doesn't squeak." Mrs. Carmichael winked at them.


"The rent includes all your utilities. That's why it's so high
for a place this size. It's warm in the winter, but I admit it's
a little too warm sometimes in the summer. I do have central air,
but it doesn't do a lot of good up here. Keeps the humidity down,
though. Fans help."


"This is fantastic!" Carys was thrilled. "We wouldn't need much
more. You could put your computer in the bedroom, Jami, on a
table. It's a lot like your upstairs room at home, isn't it?"


Jami was looking around. "Yes, it is. I would certainly feel
comfortable here."


"Could we just put pillows and such in the center? Then I could
use that space to practice a small skit, or you could lay out
prints." Carys smiled at Mrs. Carmichael.


"Sure," said Jami. "That space might come in handy for shooting
portraits, too. Call it our multipurpose space."


"So I take it you both like the apartment?"


"Oh, yes," they said together.


"Come on downstairs then. I have some papers you need to fill out
and sign. I'm ready for some tea. May I fix some for you two?"


"Yes, please."


"That would be wonderful."


Carys gave Jami a quick hug before following Mrs. Carmichael back
downstairs. While she boiled water, Carys filled out the lease
papers. Jami had prepared a printout with their employment
information and references, so it went quickly.


"Okay, here's a pot of tea, Earl Grey today. I just took a sponge
cake out of the oven. Please have a piece of that. My late husband
grew up in Ireland, though I'm second generation myself. I treat
tea time seriously."


She looked over the lease and information sheet that Carys handed
her. Jami poured the tea for all of them.


"Carys Douglas? I bet your ancestors are from Ireland or Wales,
too, with a name like that?"


"Yes," said Carys. "My sister is Caitlin. But I don't know that
much about my family history. I suppose I should research it."


"Oh, yes, do. Don't let it slip away from you." She returned her
attention to the papers. "This all looks okay. I will call and
check on your employment, Jami, and a couple of your bookkeeping
references, Carys. I always do that, no matter how nice the
renters seem to be. I did have a bad experience once, and it's
simply my rule now."


"We understand."


"Good. I'll do that tomorrow, which is Thursday. If everything is
okay, you can move in Friday if you want. I need one month's rent
as security deposit, half a month's for what's left in this one,
and then rent for July will be due on the first. That adds up to
quite a bit, all in the next two weeks. Can you handle that?"


"That's okay," said Jami. "We both have savings. Do you want the
security deposit and half-month's rent now?"


"If you please."


Jami and Carys each wrote a check for half the amount, and handed
them to Mrs. Carmichael.


"That's fine. You give me a call after noon tomorrow to check
that everything is okay, and let me know when you want to move
in. I'll have keys for you then. The utilities are part of the
rent, but you'll have to arrange for the phone and cable if you
want them."


"Just the phone line, for a DSL connection for my computer," said
Jami. "We don't have time to watch television."


"I can believe that, with all the things you said you two are
involved in. Myself, I don't have a lot else to do with my time
in the evenings. Now if you'd like to go back upstairs and measure
and look around again, go right ahead. Just give me a holler when
you leave so I can lock the door again."


They thanked her and went back upstairs. Jami had a camera with
her, of course, and took photos of everything. They measured the
space in the bedroom for a table, looked in all the cupboards,
and made notes.


"This is so fantastic, Jami. I cannot believe our luck in finding
this place!"


"So maybe sometimes it pays to not be invisible?"


"Yes, it does. You are so brave, Jami. I know it's hard to speak
out the way you did. Because most of the time you're going to be
hurt for it."


"But this time we were lucky. So let's head home, and start
packing."


"Soon this will be home," said Carys. "I can't believe this is so
cool!"


* * *


They began moving Friday and finished on Saturday. Jami's mother
helped them, using the minivan. Ted came along on one trip, to
see the apartment, which he thought was a real find.


Anne said not to worry about taking everything they would need,
since it'd be easy to make additional trips. In fact, they would
have to wait to move Jami's big computer until their DSL line was
installed.


After the last trip on Saturday, Anne took Jami and Carys to the
grocery store and helped them stock their kitchen. Once they had
unloaded the groceries and put them away, Anne said, "You have
the essentials now, I think. Where are you staying tonight?"


Jami and Carys moved to put an arm around each other.


"Here, Mom."


"I figured as much. I remember how I felt when Ted and I moved
into our first apartment. I suspect you'll want to spend the day
here tomorrow, just the two of you."


Jami stepped forward to hug her mother. "I love you, Mom. I'm
going to miss you."


Anne hugged Jami tight, reached out to include Carys. "Of course
you will, honey. I'll miss you. Both of you. But you're not far
away at all. Don't be strangers. Once you settle down, let's set
up a schedule for you two to come over for dinner, okay?"


They nodded.


"Oh, Jami? Just so I don't forget to tell you, now that I won't
see you every day. I've made a decision of my own that you need
to know about."


"What, Mom?"


"You know that many of the classes at Community are moving next
year to the new campus in south Lansing? Departments are being
shuffled around and reorganized. I've decided it's a good time
for me to retire from teaching, or at least stop teaching on a
regular schedule."


"Retire? Mom, you're not even fifty yet!" said Jami.


Anne laughed. "I'm not planning on spending the rest of my life
sitting and watching television, Jami. I want to do some different
things than I've been doing. I have writing to do. I've also
decided to become more active with PFLAG and with ISNA."


"Wow, that's great!" said Jami, with Carys adding her approval.


"So we may end up working together," said Anne, "as adults."


"Cool. Good luck, Mom."


"Thanks. I'll see you when you come to use your computer. Call if
you find you forgot anything important. Bye now."


* * *


Sunday morning Jami woke at first light, and realized she was in
bed with Carys, in their own apartment. She lay there for a while,
then slipped out of bed to use the bathroom. When she returned to
bed, Carys mumbled in her sleep, but did not wake up. Jami
snuggled up against her and fell asleep again. An hour or so
later they woke up together.


They spent most of the day putting everything away, arranging
their work areas and making lists and plans. They were happy and
excited, not quite believing it was real. Occasionally one or the
other of them was struck by how large a step they had taken.


At one point Carys found Jami sitting on the widow seat, looking
at the clouds building in the early summer sky. Carys walked up
behind her and gently stroked Jami's hair. "What are you thinking,
love?"


"There's whales and seals and dolphins, all swimming in the sky,"
whispered Jami.


"What?"


Jami turned to look up at Carys. "It's a line from a rather sad
song by Kathy Mar, about what we are doing to our planet and to
ourselves."


"Are you feeling sad?"


Jami reached up to take Carys's hands. "Not for myself, no. I'm
very happy, lover mine. But we've been so lucky. There are so
many people less fortunate than we are. That makes me sad."


Carys sat beside her in the window. "I know, love. We can't help
everyone, but we can make a difference, with the way we live our
lives. Everyone who is out and proud makes it easier for others
to do the same."


Jami looked at Carys. "I have a feeling we're going to do a lot,
together."


"Of course, together." said Carys. "How about we invite all our
friends over next Saturday? Do you have that email list from
The Captive?"


"Sure do. I'll send out email next time I go by my parent's house.
It'll be a week or so until we have a connection here."


"How about we take a walk now, before it starts raining, then
come back home and fix dinner?"


"Sounds good. Especially the come back home with you part."


* * *


As the month of June neared its end, Carys settled down to make
the first entry in her journal in quite some time.


Three months ago I had just met an interesting girl named
Jami. Now I live with her. Lovelorn is no longer lonely.


To say that the past three months have had their ups and
downs is a vast understatement. I've been reduced to tears of
hurt and rage and frustration. I've also experienced tears of
fear and recently, of joy.


Perhaps what I've set out to do is crazy and doomed to fail,
but one cannot succeed without risking failure. If I'm a fool,
I'm a fool for love. So be it.


—End—
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