NOT A MATTER OF CHOICE

George’s death was the sixth | had witnessed, paat®d in. There are no words to describe what |
do. I submit only how my personal journey would bringoe state of the unconditional, to be present aethe
closing moments of soul’s mortal journey. That my @enl would traverse decades to ultimately connett wit
another’s irreversible moment in time.

My mortal reasoning sees it is a great mystempnaay links in a chain to comprehend. Yet, we become
a composite of our life’'s cumulative experience. We bedtmmsum total of the mystery of choices made and
not made. | say mystery, are we responsible for theemdt of those choices made; are we subject to
circumstances where there is No choice? Is our esgeadicated on choices not made?

How can that be? | offer no explanation other thdig not and could not have chosen, thus, the great
mystery of life.

g

At no point in the birth process do we, as humans, cltmaseace or gender, nor do we choose the
religion, economics or psychology out of which sgcheds placed prejudices, requirements and stereotypes on
race and gender. It is humanity itself that chotse®ndemn itself by choosing disproportionate amooints
negative attention to these differences rather thafikenesses.

The reality of life brings forth the birth of a humbeing. The specific human differences are gender
and race. Yet, these differences can be reducauptysggender. From race to race, aside from cultinese
are no biological differences.

We are theHuman Race Only in gender is the difference biological. Buatthat difference there is
balance out of which comes the human gender.

What gives meaning and defines the human race igrttmeasurable diversity of the individual.
Because of humanity’s vast diversity and the unwitlegs to recognize those diversities for being hufifian,

We with our human proclivity to judge, see anyone vehdifferent as a threat. Because of this threats wa
have resulted from hate of these differences, preudsulting in lynching one who is unconventiondihifik,
do, look and act as | do.” All conditions of thasleo say, “Because you are different, you are lessrieah

As the globe continues to shrink, humanity is comaagfto face with itself, with its own diversities.
Without the individuathe world would not have known Van Gogh, PicassadBaor Martin Luther King.
There are times when governments dictate contnolsanditions on the individual's gifted will, tomeess the
individual in the name of sameness. Rules and goetglsaying this is Art and this is not. Agaihjrathe
name of conditional control. Anyone who does mutform to these conditions will be ostracized, immumed
or put to death. How many Michelangelos, Marloweshhikowskys and Walt Whitmans has the world lost
because of individual differences? Without the lgfthe unconditional the individual will vanish.

What about sexual orientation? Are all births predispasidone specific sexual orientation? Are
all males and females born with a heterosexual otienfa Is it true that any deviation from this bigilien
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is a matter of the individual's choice? Do all hemauals, hermaphrodites, transgenders and transsexakas m
a conscious choice to be such? If it was a mattehoice, then they would be judged by the populace as
deviant, a perversion of the birth gender. If thighie truth, then the choice would also embrace avkifeh

society claims are against nature and God.

<
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A Case History

I did not choose who would bring me into this wortdtloe date of my birth. | did not choose my
physical gender, the color of my skin, hair and eyespragisposition or my genetic map. My physical
manifestation was determined, not chosen, by my dicdd parents and their parents. There can be no
judgments made of one's own responsibility for thegé givens. After birth, family and society do place
judgments and hold the individual responsible for thmgha givens.

The developing child and its resulting behavior cartheeresults of the child's environment and
nurturing. Yet, a child cannot be held accountablééang a child or the cultural environment they arsachi
in. As the child grows, he or she begins to recgthe "right and wrong" of these inherited values ¢here,
the choices begin. These choices are based onltleesystem into which he or she was born.

The reality of life brings forth the birth of a humba&ing.

When | was a child, I did not know of such thingife was not a matter of choosing this or that. Wit
innocence, | was just a child.

I do not recall when | first became aware of my ayender. Perhaps when discovering my own
genitals, or having a healthy curiosity about my own bodychoices, no judgments. | just was! | was a
premature developing sexual being. My memory will nawvathe to piece together the chronology of my sexual
growth, only certain events and the assorted emati@sponses.

There was some early exploration with the neighborkatsd The sort of thing all kids do, "I'll show
you mine, if you show me yours." Innocently discawgithe differences between boys and girls, not skt
sexual way, justthat boys and girls pee differerlyys have this and girls don't. For us, those yeestions
about how our bodies were made. | don't believe webvarcheard the word "sex." There was no sexual label
to what we were doing. We were just being children.

However, | was aware even at a preschool age thait widn were doing was being "bad," "nasty." |
do not know where this value came from. This wasetbing we did not tell our parents. It was a seti
not know if this was instinctive or something | Haskn taught. Natural curiosity is instinctive incilildren.
However, that curiosity had a judgment placed on it.

As | grew older, such exploration waned. Discoveriad heen made and | moved onto other
discoveries of the child's world. There was no preocaupatith this gender exploration. There was no
difference to my specific sexual orientation. | jusasy part of which was a secret. | believe the first
identification ofwhoml was sexually came when | was eight years old.

One summer afternoon, our family had gone for a Suddag. We ended up at a public beach and
had gone for a stroll on the boardwalk. As it shdaddmost of the people had bathing suits on. As wieadal
along, | found myself looking at all the men in bathsuits. Visually | became mesmerized. When weedriv
| did not anticipate or expect this to happen. It waesd light being turned on in order to clearly sbawwas
before me. | could not help myself. | was staringpwuch intensity. Then came the emotions whicth hdt
understand -- the should and the should nots. WiasIsensing in myself was forbidden. Yet | felt e
not in an overt sexual way, but a visual curiosity aingdteir near-naked bodies. This did not happen when
| looked at the women. | was very aware of the athedsess of my curiosity. | became aware of my self-
awakening. | did not choose. | did not make ascimus decision. | did not weigh the pros and cbesents.

I did not come to a conclusion. It just happenedist yvas. | internalized it. It was a secret.

If I had looked at, and had the same emotions abf@ihear naked women, surely one would say that
was "normal.” "You're coming along just fine, wheuyget older, you will fully understand your feelings.

| am certain most heterosexuals have had that momentakening. This awakening and ensuing
curiosity becomes a definition of the "natural” progasmne's evolving sexuality. What distorts that pes®
Children do pick up and learn the values of their par@mtispeers. "This is wrong, this is right, that'd,od
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that's queer.” Children learn prejudice and can expinesg values in an exaggerated way, many times, with
brazen hostility, just because someone is just notHix®. They are different. This is supposed to made th
"accused" less of a human being.

Because of the ongoing importance of peer acceptahee, to withhold my awakening that Sunday
afternoon. | had been taught, but did not understaadialues of my family. So, the event became repiesse
not shared with anyone. It was a confirmation theds different, different in perhaps a "bad" wayhatvas
a natural beginning became distorted. | believe d cbilld not consciously make such a decision. These wa
no choice. There was nothing to base a decisioorheterosexuals make this type of decision in tbegss
of growing up? I'm sure they do not one day sayhbtiose to be heterosexual.”

Gender does not preclude sexual orientation.
Gender does not preclude gender.

For me, the seeds of conflict had been planted,dhiict between the signs from the external world
and the feelings deep inside. Please don't misuadeks This conflict was not a preoccupation of ahteig
year-old. It was only a vague awareness of being differ| had not acted on or brought into light these
feelings. However, what was about to happen next, Wvais nine, no child should have to be subjected to.
For me, this event brought into clear light this vawareness. That clear light was, however, distate
warped. It was not light at all but the darkest sideumanity. This nine-year-old was about to experience
in just one hour, an event that would alter his efiifee

| tell the following as it happened, graphic in detailt not meant to offend, as offensive itis. this
truth.

Uncle Robert

My Uncle Robert (I was his namesake) was my motlyetisiger brother and my favorite uncle. He
would talk to me, giving me lots of attention. Ore®f his visits he agreed to babysit me while myheroand
father were attending an out-of-town high-schoottiah game my two older brothers were playing in.

| remember being excited, | would have my favorite uatth® myself. | also remember in detail every
moment of that evening. After everyone had ledtsat there talking to me in the living room. kvwsaipposed
to be doing my homework, but it was neat, becauseshesli his attention. As the hour became late, he said
I should get ready to go to bed and that he wasé&psh my room in the spare bed. As | started t@ goyt
room, he said, "l have something | want to tell ydhen you go to bed." | went up the stairs, undressetl, a
got in bed. He followed soon after, undressed, ahéhtp his bed. | remember being a little excited this
man was spending the night in my room. And, hedmething to tell me.

He turned the light off. From his bed he said, "[Da yant to get into bed with me?" | was a little
confused. Why? | answered, "no." Then he saidn"@et in bed with you? | have something to show'y
| did not answer. He got in bed with me.

How can | express the emotions | had? | was frigiitebut | trusted this man, my uncle. He put his
arms around my little boy body and pulled me closerto thle was warm, secure, close. It felt good todtek h
| was an innocent child who had been so deprivedhpikand of affection, so ripe, so ready to be hetel
To have another human hold me! | remember the warhtits ®ody more than anything in those first few
moments. | was trembling from the unknown, yet cotetbfrom being held.

"This will be our secret. You must not tell anyonkdid not know what was happening. | knew from
my own internal confusion that this was not "rigigLit, | liked being close.

Still holding me, he rolled on top of me, but not pjtins weight on me. He began to kiss my body,
it tickled, slowly working down to my penis. He pus Imouth over my penis and began to suck it. | did not
like this. There were strange physical sensaties| had to pee. | had not reached puberty. | abkado
please stop because | had to pee and it hurt. He 8Bd;0u don't. It's supposed to feel good. It didHe
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then rolled over on his back and pulled me on topraf Hide then told me to do the same thing to hirdid |

not want to, but | wanted to please him. | trusted Hifiked him and he was being intimate with méniate

from a child's point of view, being close. | did whe requested. He made funny sounds, moaning aimg say
“That feels good. That's right, don't put your teetlitoThat's right.” He pulled me up on top and put mygen

in his mouth again. Raising his legs in the aislltemy back down and inserted my penis into his ahosist
have had an erection in order for him to do this.grabbed my butt cheeks and moved my body up and down
with the same sounds of pleasure. He said he couldbnibie same to me because | was too small, at which
point he started to stick his finger in my anushdtt and | asked him to stop. He said, "You see, yeu a
small.” Eventually, he had me suck him again. Tihie "all the way." He said something would come out
of his penis and | must swallow it. It did, andd.diThere followed some instruction about when | dgdero

and did this with a girl, | must always pull my penig and not come inside her. He then told me this oua
secret. That | must never tell anyone. If | digdytlwould put him in jail and take me from my familydgout

me in a reformatory! He then got out of my bed.

That night, which is indelible in my memory, had sudilRed signals. The warmith, the attention, the
affection, all of which | was starved for. | waswiling. This, mixed with adult sex, which | did not
understand. The two, together, were one eventn Thas told in so many words that it was bad.

Oh, poor child! Such mixed feelings! | was the gbog and never told anyone until many years later.
In the years to come, as | got older, this eventlavbe repeated, but always on the sly, when he couluget
off by myself.

I was never to understand the right or wrong of tiigtit because of the mixed signals. | never hated
my uncle. How was | to know that in the long runbeyng a "good boy," that night would direct my life as
sure as someone wrote a script that | would lateoatit In hindsight, the years to follow were totally
predictable.

I know there are those parlor psychologists who wealdthat the event with my uncle was the sole
reason for my sexual orientation, that sexuality isadten of childhood programming. Child abuse does
program a child, but it does not program sexual orienmtati

For me, that event further complicated what mightehaeen a more natural sexual development. In
those dark years a homosexual orientation was ceadideperversity, unnatural. At that time, | alrebdgl
two strikes against me. | was a nine-year-old wiwd,by choice, was awakening to his own truth, which
happened to be against society's, and then, wasttilé context of an adult homosexual act that "if ytiu te
anyone, you will be taken from your family and put irebormatory.” If I had been a heterosexual child, do
you think I would have told? No! Few children whe aictims of incestual pedophilia tell.

At the time, | did not even know the word "abusedidinot see it as abuse. As a child, the event taugh
me, or even confirmed, that | was different and Ioeagven bad. As a child, | could not separate it frgm
day-to-day life. | could not make it an isolateémy never to be thought of again. It was prematulegaue
me a very distorted picture of my own progressive seguoavth. | do know that after my introduction to adul
sex and all those mixed signals, | began, for thetfire, to act out that abuse.

Certain "inappropriate” behavior was introduced intsé¢hchildhood explorations. | had discovered,
via my uncle, oral sex. This was not sex in the adulss. | was only nine and so were my friends. | had
something new to show them, something an adultduaght me. | could put my mouth on their peepee. We
put no value judgment on this behavior other than itavascret.

Somehow that secret was broken, coincidentallyiateawhen all my peers in school were, themselves,
discovering their own awakenings. This was a sa@bol. Elementary and high school in the sameibgil
There were perhaps only 20 in my fourth grade. Theskecame rumor and the rumor spread. | was labeled
different, even bad. The upper class-men would tease tihe halls. "Hey, Bobby, want some of this?" At
times | would be set up for some cruel joke. On oneasion, a classmate asked me to meet him in the boy's
room. | did. He wanted to put his penis in my mouthefused, if anything | was frightened by his overt
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behavior. | later found out that he intended to "pisstiy mouth. When | opened the door to leave thésboy
room, the hall outside was filled with my classmaaegghing at me, thinking the joke had taken pldosas
never able to shed this stigma throughout my entmeddg/ears. | wagueer, a horrible word. Even now
when | hear that word, my insides wrench.

School was a living hell. | was being eaten alivita ¥orment. 1, in no way, understood myself. Why
was | so different? If ever there was a choieguld not have chosen to be a homosexual because aeiire n
ending embarrassment, humiliation and internal pain.

By junior high, | had reached and grown through pubekdy. glands were starting to run rampant.
My mother found evidence that | had been masturbatingst, Bine confronted me. It was a first-degree
interrogation, concluded with "you are disgusting) doing to tell your father." | had, indeed, doamsthing
very bad. | could hear her irate voice talking tofatper. In the next room, | sat there waitingtfoe worst.
The wrath from hell, my father.

He came into my room with such a fierce look onfaée. "Your mother has told me what you have
been doing. | am going to tell you just once. You bettler stop this nastiness. Do you know what they do
with people like you? They would tar and feather thachrun them out of town. You're sick. It's disgugitin
I was so humiliated. What could | say except whatuigind must be the answer. How | was introduced to sex?
The pain, the fear of putting into words why | must bbehsa bad person. With tears in my eyes and so afraid
of what | was about to say. "It started with UnctibBrt when | was nine, he would have sex with metolde
me that "It" must be kept a secret, that if | told@re/they would put him in jail and take me away frogpn m
family and put me in a reformatory.” My parents' edilve response was, "You're sick. You're lying. How
could you make up such a story?" The subject of my uradensver mentioned again.

This would constitute the total of my sex educationmaparents. The subject of sex had never, nor
ever would, be mentioned in that house. Sex wasyawlitd. | also accepted the denial of this subject as
normal. Sex was a bad necessity of life. Masturbatmsevil. Sex out of wedlock was a sin. My parents
did not know what was happening to me internallytdhe school. There was no way | could share my pain
or ask for their help. All through my formative ysdwas alone with this very personal pain.

By high school | did participate in all the sociaéets of school. | dated, went to dances, was d goo
dancer. | double dated and made out, necking in ttledsat, even felt up a girl, at the same time fazitas
about the boy in the front seat.

| tried so earnestly to blend in, to be like all nigssmates. That was a choice. | did choose to go
against what, in reality, was my true nature.

In brief, if my sexuality had been a matter of chdiegguld have chosen to be heterosexual. Ifit really
was a matter of choice as to which one | could pickould have been simple to choose between a lifeiof pa
or normality. | had so many questions to answér mo help. At the time, | felt my sexuality was adiend.
| was damned for eternity.

When | was 17, | wrote the following, all questiorihe first line of each stanza is a question of the
heterosexual. The second line is a question ofdhmsexual.

What is it that makes a man?
What is it that does not make a man?

Is it inside or
Is it outside?

Love for one or
Love for the other?
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What is it that makes one strong?
What is it that makes the other weak?

Is it to abide or
Is it to die?

Love for life or
Love for death?

How could something as fundamental as sexual orientdtive me to feel that a choice between
heterosexuality and homosexuality would result in a elmatween abiding (conformity) or dying, love foe lif
or love for death? Ominous thoughts that were basechat society had dictated to me. One more thow,
could anyone choose between love for life or lovedigaith? To follow the dictates of society or be taue
oneself?

Let me put the shoe on the other foot for just a momdrgociety dictates that any heterosexual
expression was a perversion, could the heterosexualdhetywas taken for granted? As a result of your true
feelings, you would be labeled queer. Never allowedkpwess your feelings openly. The institution of
marriage is an insult to society. Deny your true setfat which was taken for granted is now a mattabide
or die. Kill that portion of you that has drawn yauthe opposite sex. Now | ask you to choose. You.can't
You never did in the first place, nor can you now.

As time passed, my emotions began to draw into fecusdety, depression, thoughts of suicide, even
at times homophobia, a form of self denial in ordereceive acceptance.

When | finally "came out," it was a revelation oétgreatest magnitude. | discovered that | was not
the only queer in the world. | was not alone withagony.

This happened when, for the first time, | was ouheftbxic confines of my parents. | went away to
college. | had chosen to study Fine Arts as a i@mtatThe school chosen was well known for its fine arts
department. | would soon discover that a large podfdhe school population was homosexual. There were
private parties where boys danced with boys with odentadn. | could not believe what my eyes were gpein
| was very shy and backwards, not sure of myself ortwiveas witnessing. And then it happened. An
upperclassman, his room being next to mine, came intaamg and climbed into bed with me, in the middle
of the night, This was the first time | had eveeb& bed with another homosexual. The first timedasires
came to fruition, passing physical desires. Thisadasng, breathing person who felt the same wagl dihe
next day, all I could do was think of him, wantinds®with him. | had real feelings of desire for hifrhese
feelings would be short lived. | learned that he jwasmaking the rounds. He had bragged that he viag g
to have all the freshmen boys in our dormitory.

At about the same time this happened, there was a gregg pbout to take place. The school
administration had been working undercover, findiffgrimants to name names in order to clear out all th
homosexuals. The dorm managers were all graduatensgud&€he administration had instructed them to
"interview, befriend" all the male students in tldrms, coercing them into naming names. The doomtor
did befriend me. As it turned out, he was doing greswark in psychology. He encouraged me to talk about
whatever problems | might be having with school. €Hetks became very personal on my part and once he
had my confidence and trust, | confessed to him Wwadthappened that night when the upperclassman came
into my room. | did not, however, confess my owih. | do believe that with time, | would have ewetilly
shared that truth, but those intimate talks suddeappgd. | did not know what all this was leading Bear
God, I did not know what | was doing. What dido?d That upperclassman was expelled. The school was
cleared out. That's right, all the known or nanm@udsexuals were expelled. But not me. If ever a chease
to be made, one more time, this should have bedmiade the wrong choice. By denying myself, | beeam
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homophobic. | denied my friend. | named him ineortb deny my true self, for me, all in the name of
acceptance. If there is such a thing as karma, mhggust due. At almost the end of my freshman y¢ao
was expelled. What comes around, goes around.

The following year was tumultuous. | suffered with myngpersonal guilt and grief for what | had
done and, the never-ending guilt from my parents,fghad | was no good. "You're no child of mine."yM
sexuality was finally out to my parents. There folldwecusations. "Whose fault is it? | did the bé&sielw
how," my mother would sob. Then in anger, "It'symir father's fault. It's the fault of those people guou
around with." She would go on and on. "Why is tlagening to me? What will the neighbors think?"

All because of something as fundamentally human as sexaatation, | was faced with five charges

to change.
Religion -- For the salvation of my soul
(I was an abomination
Psychology -- To be mentally "Normal"
(I was antisocial, deviant, homosexual reaction.)
Society -- To conform

(I was a criminal, not acceptaljle
Family -- To conform to their values
(I was "no damn goog"
Myself -- A stigma | had to repress, conceal
(In order to survive, | would have to be someone | was not

| would be advised by some very well-meaning heterodexiat if my sexual orientation was indeed
not a matter of choice, then, because it is "unnaturahould sublimate what was my most basic human
instinct. "Turn that energy into something consiuest or "become celibate.” Another piece of hetexoaé
wisdom states that homosexuality is a threat to the "garpbsex" which is for propagation only. In both
cases, | "must" deny myself.

I had managed through my high school years to dgaltiae oppression and harassment. However,

this was small compared to the real world.

| was unresolved, not accepting and constantly fightny own truth. | was suddenly thrust into a

society which | was unprepared to cope with. Notiarfatch for one who was immature. | had been
emotionally disabled by family and society which wosdy "I chose to be a homosexual.”

If it was a matter of choice, then | also chosgeawhere | would be named:
Queer--Fag--Faggot--Fay--Homo--Sissie--Pansy--Twikigen--Deviant-
-Pervert--Sick--Abomination--Sinful Subhuman . . .

| would be stereotyped as:
Effeminate, physically weak, "thinks of nothing but sex," child teoles
woman hater, promiscuous, anti-propogationist, a "threat to National
Security," degenerate and unnatural. . .
| deserved to be:
Beaten up, ostracized, locked up, put on a desert island, killed, damned to
Hell . ..
I have personally experienced every name, every sypesoevery accusation and have been
discriminated against, threatened and denied.
g
To ask the human race to be celibate would be absusbuld not take long for the entire human race
to die off. So we have what is called propagationyisal of the human species. There is nothing profound
or insightful about this statement. There is nothégfar, that is threatening to annihilate the husaties.
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The human breed is not on the endangered list. ytheag, it is the opposite. There is, and has beenldw
concern for over-population, concluding that the hunaere has to learn to curtail its most basic instifict o
propagation. Only in the last few decades has thehuwarce been faced with total annihilation through a
world-wide nuclear war. As of this writing, thatéat has been all but dissolved.

Of those who do choose to be celibate, it is usuadlydbult of a higher calling. For whatever reason,
self-controlled discipline, resulting among the rieligs in a vow of celibacy. These people representya ver
small percentage of the world population. In additibese people are held in high esteem, almost irsticaly
way for their denial or sacrifice of a most humastimct.

Human sexuality and propagation are considered natuealtifug and mysterious. Even the biology
of the sexual act and resulting birth are a wonder.

Human sexuality is inherent. All healthy humans haeebiological and emotional drive to express
themselves in a sexual way, whether it is for the gofpose of building a family or as an extension clole
or physical attraction between two people. Sexualipars of our humanness. Cultures, religions and laws
have, for centuries, applied dogma, rules, customsamaligances to control the sexual act. And for cezguri
as mankind has sought greater enlightenment, tloggeats, customs and laws have changed as many 8mes a
the number of centuries they have been in existence.

In no way am | trying to create a position for thght or wrong of individuals in a historic sense, or
for the responsibility to the sexual act, or the contexthich that act takes place. | am only tryingay that
sex itself is a natural portion of what makes’ us humansome cultures, sex is a right of passage into
adulthood. Itis also taken for granted by the losexual population.

Two people meet, fall in love, express that love opehigther it is holding hands or kissing in public.
This is accepted and is appropriate in most cultureg. farther extension of that love expressed as sex is in
private. This, too, is accepted as appropriate. Tibht is not questioned. This expression meets all the
requirements of a contemporary society.

However, within the heterosexual population, there SHST parent to children; adult to children;
children to children sexual abuse. This constitutesvtist perversion of the sexual human. And then, there
is a long litany of rape, sexual addiction, prostitutiofidelity. There are the fringe sexual acts, étimt
society today neither condones nor condemns, set adlock, promiscuity, sodomy, anonymous sex, sado-
masochism, fantasy sex, pornography and telephone sexi® but a few.

Some of these acts are protected by law. Therendbsgem to be any universal truth through the ages
of acceptable human sexual behavior. The hypocrisy dfialls that most of the heterosexual population
condemns with loud voices the homosexual as a permeksiby do people equate homosexuals with nothing
but the sexual act? Homosexuals have been charged agphminigcuous. Promiscuity is the number of
different partners -- not the number of times you rsewe

A homosexual is in no way different from the hetexosé The hypocrisy or double standard is: You
cannot say that just because a man is heterosexuagksefor sex 24-hours a day and has sex by picking up
prostitutes or molesting little girls. However, dadnesexual male in a relationship is considered a"#the
has sex more than once a day, or even out of aoreaip. It is something he brags about.

Homosexuals are human beings first. They are resporeibleolding important jobs, are well
educated, contribute enormously to culture and societyigees, go to church, love God, want love in a
monogamous relationship. Sexual orientation doesergt the qualities of the individual to be human.

The Archbishop of Canterbury, more than three decagtessaid that sex can no longer be a question
of heterosexual or homosexual. It is a question olgatiality. We have to look at the larger picture, tvhic
is human sexuality. If the sexual act betweendwammsenting adultand as long as that act is an extension of
the love these two share, then there is no m@atkis However, if the act is in the name of lust,revtieere is
no love, then this is a moral issue. Why? The h®dyore than an object. Such an act speaks of obpetts,
of human dignity. How did such wisdom get lost?
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All healthy humans are sexual beings. Society angioelhave placed, or created, unhealthy values
on sexual orientation.

When society fails to acknowledge that authentie ldoes exist between two people of the same sex,
it fails to allow the expression of that love. Whexisty fails to recognize human rights, it failségognize
that all prejudice and blind judgments will indeed b@rtbwn last judgment.

g

Thus far, | have intentionally focused on sexual oatoh. | have done this in order not to cloud the
guestion of my sexuality with all the other toxins thate also a part of my personal developmental years.

As a human develops, from childhood on, all the Bfieaspects of personhood integrate. Part of the
definition of maturity is the balance that developsveen the integrated portions of the personalityo fee!
that with homosexuals, there is a disproportionate atraemxiety in the awakening of that portion of the
personality. By the time | had reached my earBnse | was experiencing anxiety in many levels of my
personality.

Of the darkness that was becoming my life, | witltlee first time ever bring to words the truth of my
personal beginnings. | became a dysfunctional chidyanng adult, not knowing the authenticity of love.

The reality of my life, of my conception, the conseqace of an accident, brought forth my birth on
December 13, 1937. | was the third son, my brothers’ lseimegn and nine years of age when this unwanted
event took place. Because of the demands of a newllgiole my brothers’ mother. As an aftermathhis t
age gap, my bothers saw me as a liability. | wasrgylaeality for a mother and father who did not e
responsibility of a third child. These were my bigitens, the authenticity of an infant who did nobase.

The first decade of life bore out the products of resent for the circumstances of my birth. In just
two more years, at the tender age of twelve, Ildesh trained to believe that | was not worthy ofdifel that
| should not be. You might ask, ‘How can that be, whatiblmwye?” | speak of the very antithesis of that
fragile possession.

A young child does know love. In all innocencehiédcknows love well enough to give it. Love is the
food that nourishes its being. It knows love becalsetihe very food of the soul. Deny a child lovel dts
being will not become whole. If this child is fortueab become an adult, there will always be a sense of
lacking, having never know fulfillment.

My adult life was spent having no memory of my childdi.

Not until | was 54 years of age, was the truth of midbbod revealed through the writing of three
letters.

| wrote one each to my father and mother, and @rigoth of them. These letters were not mailed, but
were written purely as a release of the many longemessed truths. They were painful to write, tdséere
me in words, the darkest of beginnings, dealing atrarclusively with the first 12 years of my life. ®bgh
this writing | became that child again. There igigture in the text of a twelve year old child andfiy four
year old man.

Once | was able to open the door to my childhoodgdive flooded with vivid memories. These letters
opened that door, behind which were many of the aissm®ve searched most of my life to find.

There is no way to make palatable the discomforh freading these letters. | can not apologize. The
truth needs no apology.

It is the truth of the way my life began.
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April 1992
To My Father,

How must | "Act" in order for you to accept me, lovel should have asked you that question when
I was a child. If I act in a certain way, will ytave me? Will you recognize me? Will you verify thaxist?
Will you comfort me when | am wrong, help me to griogtead of beating me down . . . down to where | did
not know who | was . . . lost, frightened, neveowing love, just your rejection? Your anger?

How many times did you have to tell me, "You're nottlv the powder it would take to kill you," or
"I'll teach you. You'll wish you hadn't been born."?

The echo of that raging voice still resonates inegd. You were my father. You were all | had, the
one, the only. How much | wanted and needed yowapance, your approval, your love. | was your child but
once, innocent but once. | hung onto your every waglieving in you. | trusted you. Yet | was afraid/ot,
afraid of the sound of your voice.

When you wanted me, you wouldn't call me saying, "Bolobye here." It was just "Bobby." That
meant stop and come. Whenever you said my nameyditvemble. That very word, my name from your lips,
said so much. Your voice would be filled with angerags raised. | never knew what | was in store faoke
an obedient dog, | would come to you, but always stagisgfe distance. "What took you so long? I'm only
going to call you once.” "Yes sir." At this poihtyas to be disciplined or punished for, "How manyesndo
I have to tell you?” “I'll teach you." "Get over leerI'm going to beat the tar out of you." Slapyour full
hand across my face, at times knocking me to twe.fl"You're no damned good. Get out of my sight.”

Do you know | was 10 before | knew your first name® séhool a teacher was collecting certain
information. She asked me the names of my pardrdgaid, "Mother and Daddy." "No, | mean their firs
names." | did not know.

| addressed you as Daddy or Sir, nothing more. pealsto you or of you by first name would have
been disrespectful. It had to be always "yes, SirihorSir." If ever | answered with just yes or fid/hat
did you say?" then a slap across the face. Oncew lour first name, | was never to speak it.

| remember once hearing you bragging to one of yoedsd, "The one thing | demand of my children
is respect, they had better not sass me or thegil kvhat's good for them." It wasn't respect you dfoivas
cold-blooded fear.

One thing | never understood was when you were beaigngwould cry out, "Please stop, please stop,
you're hurting me." You would say, "Shut up, stop crystgp that yelling. If you stop, I'll stop." Once Icsa
out of confusion, "If you stop hitting me, I'll stop org.” Oh, that made you so mad, "How dare you tatlkkba
at me. I'll show you, I'll teach you not to talk backme." You beat me with greater force.

Do you know | still remember my first beating? | covldhave been more than five years old. Mother
had been doing the laundry and in my way, | thouglatd helping. She had washed a little Americantfiag
someone had given me. After the clothes and nyiéad dried, she started the ironing. | askedfheould
iron my flag. She said yes, after she had finiskiéd all the clothes. She was also cooking suppreagsame
time. You had just come home from work and wantegbto As mother was putting supper on the table, |
decided to iron my flag. | picked up the iron andtsthto iron when you called. Like the good boy yad h
trained, | came immediately, leaving the iron fdogn on the flag. Within minutes, you smelled soimeth
burning. We all looked at the ironing board. Theifmt was scorching my flag. Mother got up and eght
the iron. You asked me if | was responsible for leatiegiron down and | said | did not know that would
happen. "Leave the table. I'll deal with you late¥6u finished dinner. | didn't. You got up and told to
come with you. We went into your bedroom at which tgmk off from your pants that big, wide, leather belt.
You doubled it over almost ceremonially. You told méstke my pants off. | did. You grabbed my shoulder
and proceeded to "beat the tar out of me." | scredmedthe pain and fear. The more | screamed,dheshn
you beat me. Why? That was perhaps the first bedtinig;ertainly not the last. They were never ending.
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It seems the older | got, the more brutal you became.

When | was 15, you and mother had just come home frork &and it was dark outside. | had been
in my room all afternoon listening to music. | diokt hear you come in. | had not turned on any ofidinés
in the house. | also made a grave mistake. Thaesewbrass lamp by the front door which anyone coimiog
the dark house would turn on. | had taken that lampyteoom in order to polish the brass. | had just not
returned the lamp to its proper place. You came storimiogny room, "Do you have my lamp?" "Yes sir,
it's right there." That's all | said. You wentars rage, you grabbed me by the neck and startedke si&
You knocked me to the floor, picked me up and threvadaven the stairs -- a whole flight of steps. You did
not stop at that. You came down the steps after shead. "Get up." As soon as | was able to stand, you
started again, literally beating me with your fis¥&u finally threw me into the corner of the rooirhere was
no escape. | had to stay there and take the abls®wlto say nothing. That would only anger you more
I also knew that if | tried to defend myself phydiigar, God forbid, strike back, you would have killegb.
"Get out of my sight." When it was over, that isshgu dismissed me.

What could | have done to warrant such punishment?lifilegglass shelf under the medicine cabinet
in the bathroom was never to have anything on left imy toothbrush on it. Once | left my hair brushio
You slapped me for both. | changed the station orettiie and forgot to put it back on your station. diid
not mow the grass when you wanted, | would "get@d you remember picking up a wooden lawn chair and
breaking it over my head because the grass had notrfosesd? | remember feeling guilty and responsible for
the broken chair.

| submitted to your power, your ownership. | was nelleivad to be equal, only subservient, no
opinions, no likes or dislikes, When | was a chaldg even more when | was in my teens, | would sargghat
| could share my discoveries with you, share theojoyook what | did on my own.” | know now thatwas
a threat to you and your power over me.

Since those dark years under your control, | haed to succeed in life's endeavors, always seeking
approval, your approval. At times, | have exceeded myeygectations. But when | got that close, | backed
off. “Screw up.” Why? | became vulnerable, open toasith and disapproval, afraid to take that last extra
step, knowing it wouldn't be good enough. One more bog more heartbreak. | must live up to your words.
"You're not worth anything." Somewhere deep insitdelieved you. Now, | am still obeying you, living up
to your expectations.

When | was a child, | told mother, "I never wanbtlike Daddy, | hate him."

Now, my worst fears are coming true. Your ghost haomat. | can still hear your voice in the shadows
of my mind, striking fear in my heart. | hear youne, in things | say, your way of moving in the wayove.
Sometimes when | look in the mirror, | see you mréflection. Do | love that person? How can lewit is
you? | am becoming like you -- | feel the pain you nfusste had. The hurt you must have had from your
father. The frustration and disappointment from naidtulfilled.

We did forgive each other on your death bed and gawek other peace as you died. But, you did not
die because you continue to live in me. | still cgoyr scars of hurt. The burden of your life is madeifesin
in me. Now, | do not leave my toothbrush on thefshel
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Dear Mother,

How could you- your son, your child, your infant, bone of your bdtesh of your flesh -How could
youturn away and not love your child as a child shoultbized? What did you do to me when | was but an
infant. My memory won't allow me to see or heardgo My earliest memories of you are dark and faetap
a strange kind of attachment, something | was tobgou which | was not. | was for you an objectpal.t
To be used to satisfy some unknown need.

You were there and smothered me, not with mothdfécton, but with control, ownership. | was
yours. | was an emotional extension of your neuraers. You raised me to validate those needs. tavas
be for you what your husband, my father, should have béen.never allowed me to be a child, your child.
It was what | was for you, not what you should havenlfeeme -- a mother, not a lover.

What were you doing to me in that bedroom when | vigswath those old amber colored shades
pulled? It was midday. The room had a strong git tThere was your bed. You were doing sometting t
me. Something that must be between the two of ussratséMly mind won't allow me to betray you, or that
secret.

I do remember how you many times humiliated me intfobgiour lady friends. You would parade me
naked in front of them in order to show them my pethi troubled you that | was not circumcised. You woul
say, "it's not right and what should | do about it2tied and wanted to turn my back to them. You toolk
of my shoulders and whipped me around full face to tigaseking women. You did finally get your wish.
When | was 13, you had me circumcised. What a diitl tr | went into the hospital to have my tonsils
removed. Surprise! When | came around from the laegist, my throat didn't hurt, but my penis did. Do you
have any idea how much pain | was in? My first thosigfere of pain and you wanting to see it. You pulling
the sheet down displaying my adolescent nakednéssexamining me with your eyes. | was so embarrassed.
| was a young man whose genitals were being examinad lmgother.

What was it with thermometers? You would put me in yma naked, roll me on my stomach and stick
things up my butt. Thermometers and, oh yes, enemasa child, whenever | became ill, it would be
thermometers and enemas.

Why did you tell me my penis was not a nice thindg#tiwhen | had to pee, | must sit, not stand. You
instructed me to put my finger on my penis and push it dawiiat | could not see it. As a result, when |
became an adult, | developed what is called a strietureould never urinate standing in a public rest room
with anyone else present.

We took showers together up until | was eight yeads oAt nine, you made me wear only my
underwear in public. You forced me to dress this wagotwith you to the drug store in order for you to get
a Coke.

I do not believe you liked the fact that | was a nahiél. | must have conformed to your wish, because
at an early age, | became effeminate. | wanted lpserso much. | wanted to be like you.

As a young child, | learned to nurse your wounds, tsale you. When you and Daddy would fight,
| always felt sorry for you and would comfort youwduld tell you daddy was mean and that when | grew up,
| would never, ever leave you. | would take careanf.yWhen you cried, | cried. It hurt me so much ® se
you cry. Daddy was the common enemy. However, joahfirm what | said by your silence. Once you did
express your feelings. When | said | would never lgawe you said, "Do you promise?" | did not know the
meaning of the word. "Mommy, what does 'promiseim?€ Then you told me that when you say you are going
to do something and promise, it means you cannotgehgour mind. | had learned a new word; but more
important was the meaning. Whenever you or daddydigiue me permission to do something, | would ask
"Do you promise?" It was like insurance, a guarantgew word. Not so, | heard daddy tell you. "Never
promise him anything. He'll hold you toit." 1 woudy, “If | tell you the truth, do you promise not tbrhe?”
"Yes." | would tell. 1 would get beaten. When handbeat me, | was always looking at you through crying
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eyes. | wondered why you never stopped him or defemge Afterwards, you would not comfort my wounded
self, as | always comforted you.

You also had a mean streak. You liked to beat up arsoe Your technique was different. You did
use your hands sometimes, but you preferred whateveatvwesd, a book, belt, or, oh yes, a board -- not a
stick -- a board. | almost forgot, your fingernaiBid you know that to this day | have pinch markswn
body?

You, more than Daddy, | now fear because of your letfaatylives in me. With daddy, back then, |
knew what to expect. | would get called, “No damnagband get the hell beat out of me. But you were more
subtle in your control and manipulations. You had one wary of keeping me close to you. Many times after
one of your fights with daddy, you would get "sick" aa#te to your bed. Sometimes for days at a time. |
would feel sorry for you and do what you wanted. Bobdfand bring it to you. Clean the house. | would do
whatever you wanted. Why? Guilt. | felt it was faylt that you were sick, because | was so bad. Builéico
make it right by pleasing you. This pattern would refisatf throughout my childhood years.

Once, when you had been sick in bed for a few daysighbor called on the phone and wanted to come
for a visit. You jumped out of bed and, with my help,aleaned the house. We remade your bed, fluffing the
pillows up you deciding what bedspread to put on the bemli ptit on a nice nightgown, got back into the
center of the bed, being careful not to mess up the lEsbpnd waited for your visitors. In the meantiyoe,
directed me from the bed to make some last minutestdents. "Put that away. Move that." "Here theyebm
You could see out your bedroom window the neighbors ioig#se front yard. "Go let them in, but make sure
they knock first." | let them in, after they kneck led them to your bedside. Oh the change. Youseeneak,
barely able to speak.

| would later understand. If I'm sick and alway$eu, I'll get attention, caring attention. Somehow
you equated love or attention or caring with sickné3se always has to be nice to one who is sick.y&wo,

a means of control.

Years later, you were so angry with me because Iddigisit you in the hospital. You had your gall
bladder taken out. You never forgave me for not cgrtersee you. "What kind of son are you? You didn't
even visit your poor mother when she was in the halsgiord knows, what could have happened. | coulé hav
died and you wouldn't have cared.” In a perverted Waglieved you loved it when you really got sickouy
loved to be sick.

Guilt. You were a master. As a child, | did not ustind the significance of that word. | only felt
the emotion. |1 lived with the guilt. You would sdypu don't care about me. If you did, you would (whatever
it was you wanted).” | did love you, but | always hagbrove my caring by doing something for you. Wash
the dishes. Clean the house. Polish your silver. Mengrass. Weed the garden. Sweep the walk. Clean my
room. Make my bed, although | could never make my beatr satisfaction. If it was not made by your
standards, you would mess it up and make me do it agélin got it right.

You were a fanatic about house cleaning. | hated ihwioet would go on one of your cleaning
rampages. They seemed to always happen on Sunday;. tikére was your anger. "This house is nasty. It's
a pig sty. | wouldn't let a pig live in it. | don'treaif the president himself came, | wouldn't let i You
would go on and on. | would stay out of your way. i;lthe cleaning would start. Once | heard you upén th
attic. |1 went to see what you were doing and ask®dyou were in the attic. "Nobody should have te like
this. This place is filthy." You would clean out cltsseclean out and rearrange all the kitchen cabioketzn
the garage and scrub the floor. If I did not immidjestart to help, or most important, if | did netwithout
instructions from you, this would make you so angry.

You would look at me with such hatred. |1would sayhatcan | do?" You always answered, "If you
don't see what has to be done, I'll be damnedafdil 1'd rather do it myself, before | have toyskfor help.”
You always wanted me to feel bad for not being abiedd your mind. So my greatest motivation in helping
you through one of your cleaning frenzies was guilivas bad because | didn't think of the cleaning ort wha
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to do in order to help.

I was never good enough for you. Nothing | did cod@orbid, aspired to was good enough for you.
How many times did you tell me "If | were a man, lukbwant to be a doctor, lawyer or a preacher? Why
would anyone want to paint pictures for a living?" Ydweasys put me down by comparing me to others. "So
and so's son is getting straight A's in school.aV¢ithe matter with you? | saw Billy next door wagttheir
car. He's a good boy. Why can't you be like Billy?&t, there was a contradiction in your advice to fvieu
would tell me, "Always blend in, never stand out. Daeall attention to yourself.” | do believe you wer
embarrassed by my interests, my aspirations. If limasschool play, an art show or playing the piana in
recital, you never, not once, came. | tried so haehrn your approval by being true to myself. As yawkn
this never happened.
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Mother and Daddy,

Let me tell you the truth about that child you crealdee child you gave birth to. Who was this little
boy? Il tell you.

I was shy. | was sick a lot, sweaty palms, no fingés. By ten, | had diagnosed ulcers, bad teath an
was effeminate. You called me a sissy all the tiftwghy don't you act like a normal red-blooded boRy
the age of 12, | began to think of suicide.

After about the third grade, | was terrible in schd®ith poor grades, | was considered slow by my
teachers and school mates. Arealloser. | remeyolbevere asked to tutor me in spelling at home.y Tieze
"simple" words. Mother, you were my tutor. You wowg s'Spell ship." 1would try. "S-H--E, --no--, SHH-

B, -- no -- S-H-I-K, -- no -- S-H-I-T." You yelled'Did you hear that? Did you hear what he just sgefle
Daddy answered, "Yes! Boy, I'll teach you." POWSlap across the face. “Boy, don't you ever let g h
that again." | did not know what | had done. | lateredsky brother what S-H-I-T spelled. He told me.
Couldn't the two of you at least have had a senkarabr?

How | managed to make it through school | do notknout | did finish and graduated from high
school. You must have been proud of me. You came gradgation. |was so proud, not so much of making
it through school, but because | had finally gotten aggdrivem both of you. Sweet success! To feel good
about myself because | had a taste of your acceptanise hbivever, was only a taste. It would not be long
before you would turn on me again, denying me. | wbeltback to trying to satisfy that thirst.

Many times | actually tried to set the two of you wanianipulate approval out of you. There had been
a newspaper article written about me and my art. Adiye later, | had stopped by the post office to pick up
our mail. In the mail was a letter to me from aalaart club with an invitation to come and speak eo@tub.
Wow, some people think I'm good enough to speak atetinge | was so proud. | wanted to share this with
you. So, | resealed the letter and put it and ther otfail back in the box, knowing that daddy would plek t
mail up later. That evening at dinner, | sat beamiragting for you to say something about the lettekndw
you always opened my mail. Nothing was said, satieda Not until the next evening at dinner did | dave
courage to ask about the letter. "Did | get anythirthe mail?" "No." “Not yesterday.” "No, why?"fihally
got up the strength to tell what | had done and agkezbuld have the letter. Mother, you had tore ktter
up and thrown it away. That's how it was with you.twinew well not to ask why; such a question coeddl|
to an explosion.

On another occasion, | was so proud of myself, myAartouple from California purchased one of my
paintings by check for $275, the most anyone had ever pdudt was a lot of money. | laid the check on my
night table, knowing one of you would find it. | wed, and sure enough, | wasn't praised. | was coefilpnt
"Where did you get this." | told you and you did hetieve me. You had to call the gallery to confihattthe
money was for a painting. As you can see, | couldvent enanipulate a pat on the back out of you. All
| could ever get from the two of you was a confirmatdf "You're a bad boy."

The two of you fought with each other constantly,aglswyelling. Then there would be the long periods
of silence, when you would not speak to each othaidt.atYou trained me well. Do you know | always fiie
arguments were my fault? Why? Because | was so bad.

Eventually, |1 was able to find some kind of solaaarfryou. | learned at an early age to retreat into
myself, my imagination, somewhere safe.

I have managed to forgive and forget almost allifefwith you, except for one thing. You stole
Christmas from me forever. | was only eight, @nids Christmas Eve night -- all was ready. Thediwou
had a tremendous argument in front of the Christnegsaind me. As usual, daddy was yelling and motbar,
were crying. | don't know what it was about, but | wast at seeing my mother crying. | cried too. he
daddy, you came over to me and shook your fist ifiaog saying "It's all your fault, you're good for noth
it's all your fault.” 1 believed you. All the pain,gaiing, | made it happen; Santa Claus was not goingnec
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"There is no Santa Claus." "Get out of my sightctiéd all night. To this day, | do not know wiald, and
Christmas will never be the same | am reminded eyeay.

How profound you were, the two of you, my mother anbddia-- my parents -- my role models. The
two people that would have the most indelible effegtam son's life. How could a small child be suchraah
to you? A child that you beat and abused until his wého live was gone.

How I survived the two of you is indeed a mysteryn@ If it had been just one of you who had been
so abusive, my survival would be more understandable, &éivthof you!

Daddy, you taught me through fear, obedience. | wgsa" child. | was submissive and respectful.
I could have just as well been the family pet. You thuaghwith your powerful words that | was less than the
family pet. 1 did not deserve to be alive.

Mother, you, more than daddy, were my psychologmalmodel. You taught me that my male body
was "nasty," diminishing my physical being. You taugletthat | must live my life for you, not myself. @dn
most important, you taught me the emotion, guilt. Hereare this very moment standing right behind me,
watching over my shoulder, passing judgment, layinj goiwhatever | am doing. There is no escaping you.
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After | wrote these letters to my parents | was owetmed by their significance. The door to my
memory opened even wider. | became aware that titerde of my memory had always been there, a vague
knowing, but neveto bereally looked at. By the age of 12, | instinctively sensed ttshould not be. |
possessed absolutely no sense of self worth. Butithampsyche has a strong instinct for survival. Yete
was no positive foundation of self worth. | shoulddnegun to feel a sense of well being. Where was the
security ofbeing loved? By the age of 12, my conscious mind knew noneigf timstead, there was a void,
a hole in my developing personhood. My psyche knéwv thwas desperately trying to fill the void befdine
cover to that empty pit was closed. The cover beam@mpensation for authenticity. The cover would
become acting out, inappropriately, the “should be” castehthat void. To put it another way,. until the is
age, my psyche was an open wound. At the gentlefald® a scab or cover was beginning to form, in order
to protect the wounded self.

The script had been written -- the die was casgoufwere a playwright, how would you describe this
character you have created? If you were the dir@éttnis drama, what instructions would you give tis th
character?

The script writers have done their job well.eTasting controllers have selected. The direttave
trained and instructed well. The central charaleéey had his role models and can begin to act oyiréis
written script.

Let the play begin.

How must | "act" in order for you to accept me, lovwe?mro "act” was all | knew in order to fill the
void of acceptance and escape the emptiness. Ta 8nbstitute for the emotional need of feeling wanted.

| had learned, as most children do, about adoptidmenva mother and father would take a child and
raise that child as their own. | gave this a fahought. | was so unhappy and troubled in my own lifevas
different. We had nothing in common. | must havenbedopted. That would explain everything. The
"Cinderella Syndrome." The fantasy became mixednedtlity. |1 would fantasize about my real parentseyTh
were kind, perhaps musicians, always encouraging eanas. | started telling my friends that | was aedpt
| was seeking to be special in the eye of my peets.itBook form of pity, not unlike my mother.

My mother found out what | had been saying. | wasmbarrassed, she was irate. There was no
discussion, only threats and a beating. "Don't yaun s&y that again” | never did and | was not adbpte
believe this fantasy was the first outward symptora toubled child, symptoms which would continue to
grow.

When | was about 13, the father of a neighbor unexpealetly | was a friend of the son, who was
my age. | saw the genuine outpouring of compassiotoaadrom all the neighbors towards my friend and
his mother.

Perhaps six months later, after internalizing my teetings of witnessing the grief from losing a ldve
one, | knew | wanted the same love. | rationalired | could get attention, once again, through gighared
a secret with my friends. | was going to dieadlfa terminal illness. | think | wanted a termilinéss. People
would feel sorry for me, love me because | was gardjd. | was playing out my role.

How desperate | must have been, being eaten alivenyitdwn authentic pain, the source of which was
protected and not identified. The shame | now $&ame for those actions. They were those of @ chil
becoming sick, poisoned by a toxic home.

| didn't want to say, “Please feel sorry for mes”laid not know what | was doing. It was still wgp
I, as an adult, accept the responsibility for the astif that child, but | was becoming ill, not badalbne,
am allowed to feel sorry for this child. 1, alo@en allowed to forgive him.

I am amazed that | can now bring to light thesedwents. They have been held deep in my memory,
known, but not knowing. They have haunted me -- perfegpsof my adult self passing a harsh judgment.

These two events shed some light on my childhdodruth, |1 was beginning to act out the role of the
victim. If both stories had been true, | would themenbeen a victim of events over which | had no aintr
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In both cases there would have been external forcéottioiy my life. | did not choose my parents, neas
| responsible for their misguidedness. More imporyahtas not responsible for my own real internal toitm

Who was this child? Certainly my abuse did not mgkeny whole being. Children are resilient and
as a child the full impact of my formative years was fully intact. The cumulative effect of life'sals had
not begun to weigh me down. | was a child who didkmow how to be a victim or understand prejudice. |
was a child who was free to be spontaneous and flewhte,could be open and uninhibited. This child loved
to dance, sing and draw. Most of all, he was tngstbelieving and loving.

My school teachers knew me to be a “day dreamerg’imiagined sunny summer days, of riding and
exploring on my bicycle. . . when there was no schbalaydreamed of snowy winter days, of sleighingd
on a good hill, snowing days when there would bechodl.

I built forts out of large cardboard boxes, had greatdsattith swords and capes, pretending to be one
of the Three Musketeers. The next day it was cowhagsindians, then cops and robbers. All the props of
this play were scavenged from here and there, but@titi2 magical ingredient -- imagination. | lovegdog
Wimpy, starry nights, catching butterflies and mosalbf. . no school.

This child could run fast, faster than all his playesatould ride a bicycle with no hands. This child
would laugh sometimes at the wrong time and | giygjlehe movies when there was a love scene. $fiketi
taking a bath, wearing shoes in the summer and ksigkeéhe winter.

Perhaps out of all that | was, | loved to pretend,tmigith that wonderful free mind this child could
pretend to be anybody he wanted. | could pretend toyaehere | wished. The simplest object, like a twig,
would become Excaliber. My imagination was endless.

Sunday afternoons, this child did do somethingtie Btrange for a youngster. He would get into the
front seat, behind the steering wheel of the family dde would turn the radio on and search the diaafor
particular type of music. | would recognize the soumdrtktant | heard it. He learned after many Sundays
to find the same spot on the radio dial. This musis different from any this child had ever heareief He
liked it, he listened intently. Sometimes | would pythands on the steering wheel and pretend | conldiet
this music with the steering wheel. Such music wagaterated in the house. Besides, it was more fun to
pretend alone.

The first seed had been planted. A seed that woold gnd grow and bring such joy to this child who
would become a man.

It was not long after this seed was planted thabiild germinate and be encouraged to grow. It so
happened that just a few houses away lived a Norwégnaity, the father of which was a church organist.
1947 his sister-in-law came from Norway for a visit. STWwias not just a family visit. She was to tour this
country as a concert pianist. She was an interradlyaacclaimed concert pianist, living just a few hesiaway
for a whole year! Her name was Dogni Nodaca. i®oiee wonderful coincidence, just a half a block awag w
the parish hall belonging to the church where Mrs.ddats brother-in-law was the organist. In thedathe
stage was a great black concert grand piano. Invegmificent to look at. But oh, the sound. Mrs. &l
would practice every day on that piano when she wasma tour.

How fortunate | was. With special permission, so laag sat still and made no noise, | could listen
to Mrs. Nodaca practice. | was perfect, not a sonodeven a twitch.

She would call me from the street and invite meotoewith her and listen to those practice sessions.
I would sit, mesmerized, spellbound by the sound. As tuent by, this wonderful woman would invite me to
come sit by her at that great piano. She begandb tea how to play. The sheer bliss of touching thasg
keys -- just a note, a chord, the harmony, a sowtdaént to the very core of my joy. | was making music
myself, not pretending at the car steering wheel.

As the weeks went by, | learned a number of littlesurstng both hands. But the best of the best, | had
learned to play a duet with the Master, Mrs. Nod&aur hands making that great instrument sing.

Mrs. Nodaca had an idea. Why don't we have aal@cifou can play, then | will play, and to finish

33



we will play together. We will invite all the neigbrhood kids and their parents and your mother ahefat
| was so excited and ran all the way home to telpaments.

All were invited and the evening came. | remindgd mother and father many times and wanted
assurance that they would be there. The time had cémenall group sat waiting for the music to begin.
"Wait. They said they would come." | sat beamingkiog at the door, waiting for them. They did notne.
Why? Who knows? | played my music that eveningt Idi@ after, | was told to stop seeing that wormisly.
school work was more important than being silly, wapto play the piano. Mrs. Nodaca eventually wenkbac
to Norway and the concert grand was taken awdgst kb very special friend; but gained a love of mtist
would never betray me. It was my most intimate ttiem the following years | continued to practice pfay
on a little spinet in the school auditorium. My pasamtver once heard me play. Once after | participated
a school talent show, my mother commented, "I ieaire like Liberace, that's disgusting.”" Howevekept
practicing the piano, before school, during lunch, skipplasses to practice, after school till dark wihesd
to go home. | was neurotic about playing the pianayif was probably therapeutic, an outlet for my internal
pain, though I did not know the source. | had corfthe 88 keys. Creative control. | was composingio)
not putting it down on paper, but committing all to memofyoved the piano. It was my friend, never
disappointing, no disapproval. If | wanted to maleng a complicated song on my own, | had to devédiep t
skills to accomplish this end, so | practiced andfwed. The sound | heard, was indeed my own soumds|
creating!

| was the youngest of three boys. The two older kretby seven years), then in high school, were
stars of the football team. My parents never missgdnae. By the time | reached the seventh grade, my
bothers had graduated, leaving a vacuum on the foatball When the team coach heard that another brothe
was coming along, he personally sought me out wanimgp "go out for J.V." He wanted to start me young
in order to cultivate another star. | was told by Mred&ta that | must always protect my hands if | ever
wanted to make a career of music. However, | falbwhe coach's pleading because | knew it would please
my parents. The very first day of practice | ragatch the football. With fingers extended straigitt the
ball hit them straight on, fracturing all the knucktgsfour fingers of the right hand. My fingers weré in
splints. My father was so proud of me. "What happéngdur son's hand?" "Oh, that's a football injury."
He even happily offered to cut my food when eating out.

I did not ever pursue the piano or football again.

Now when | hear piano music, | pretend that it is ¥iplg, and if the truth be known, that is enough.
I am a very good listener and it's all right to diaam.

The Three "R's"

There has never been a time that | could spell. Whas in grade school | had no concept of how
spelling worked.

This would be the source of much pain and embarrassiieatspelling bees were the greatest source
of this humiliation because it was public, in front of algssmates. It's funny how this developed. It would
not take long for my classmates to know who couldl apd who could not and whoever was picked as Hrate
captain would, of course, want their team to win. r&aurally, they would pick all the known good spellers
first. The captains would be on either side of tlmrgicking from all the students who were sittinghesir
assigned seats. One by one they would pick. | woaltt o disappear. Oh no, not again. The seats would
slowly empty until the two teams with long lines tifdents faced each other from each side of the roGon.
guessed it. Who was the last, the very last sithiage all alone, everyone looking? | was the woféey sure
didn't want me on their team. Whoever picked ne sdireluctantly.

Then the "bee" would start. The teacher would pronotirecerord. The first person in line on Team
One would get the word. | would always try to gethimend of the line of my team. | would be so nesve
not about the word | would get, | knew | could not spell it was like a slow count down to another
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embarrassment. The words were given back and &ititient by student. Please let someone miss one before
me. | don't want to be the first one to sit dows.the countdown continued, no one missed. My anwetyd

rise, thinking of who knows what; "Bobby spell . frdm the teacher. All the eyes in the room onmoesmiles

from my teammates. "Bobby spell . . . address." &heuld be silence. | could feel my hot ears. Myefac
would flush, sweaty palms and my heart pounding. Sjatnhe teacher with a blank look. "Spell address."
"A" was easy, | knew it started with "A." A-D (sitice from the room | must be right) A-D-R-E . . .o
Bobby, please sit down," a chorus of "OH." | would wagick to my seat and sit down. The only one sitting
My seat had not even time to cool off. | don't eember which team won or who was on the team. | do
remember | was always the last, and the first.

Reading was not much better. | was slow, but | cowdd.relt would be the same scenario. The
students would take turns reading aloud. | thinknallslow readers would sit in the back of the clagagr
to out maneuver the teacher. When she was about tegiatone, | would slump down, hoping she could not
see me or drop a pencil so | would have to bend downfaight in order to pick it up and hopefully not be
seen. In retrospect it was a preoccupation with anxietyfear of being called upon that was so distrgctin
I had no idea what we were reading. Just fear athe@n public embarrassment.

How did | make it through school? | was fortunatbdawe very kind and understanding teachers. It
would take many years after public school, through byldelf-confidence in other areas before | began to
admit this deficit, and, understanding that thisrtitl make me less of a person. Now, | even haeasesof
humor about my spelling deficit. It was not until | wasmy thirties that | would find out | was severely
dyslectic.

Back in public school, judgments were made by my pessishers and me. Unsatisfactory would be
the grade on the report card, then | would "getatif my parents. One more way to pull my self-worthimio
I genuinely felt that | was a lesser person. | ved@eled a dummy.

What was | doing in school? | wanted to choreograptidsummer- Night's Dreamr theWaltz of
the Flowerdrom theNutcracker creating scripts and producing my own puppet showsnted to hear music
and paint pictures. Music was indeed my first lo#esource of company that helped externalize what was
held back, speaking to me with understanding.

I know my teachers knew this and they encouragedrestivity, which was exceptional. | did get
"outstanding” on my report card, but in art and muskest grades were of no value to my parents. Not
acknowledged, not praised, if anything, ridicule8o‘and so got a B in spelling, why don't you?” Téileyays
compared me to someone else's child. “Why can'bgdike so and so?” “You’re no child of mine.”

Alone

To escape the pain, | would retreat to my room
I was different and despised for that difference
| grew as did the differences.

One would think with all the negative attention | was#tigg, | would be acting in a negative way
toward my parents and society. That this environraed interaction would, in a classic way, meet the
requirements for negative reinforcement. If | adgtean inappropriate way, | would get beaten. It wabut
fear that | did not act out in an outwardly negatizgy.

It was a reality of power. My parents were cleaalhger than I. This empowered them physically over
me. | was passive and submissive. In addition,ltbeyemotional power over me. They always answeyed m
actions with, "You will do it my way, or not at allyou will think as me. You will always do what | ntayou
to do, if you don't you will pay dearly."

The attention | received was the product of powercamtirol. My emotional response was fear and
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confusion. | did not know what | had done that s@svrong. In retrospect, there was no consisteftyre
were differently defined rules of conduct. | did knavhat | was allowed to do, or not to do, but the
inconsistency was in their own unstableness. Thelddmd the most inane actions, on my part, to become
irate about. As a result, | was always on guard. d wa constant state of fear, not seeking thetaiteof

my father. To stay clear of him. | wanted NO atiitan!

My mother also had to live with my father, not thatever beat her. That never happened. That | knew
he would never do. | did hear both of them expregsfedings about spousal physical abuse. It was part of
my father's values. A man should never strike a workbowever, "spare the rod, spoil the child," waspgh,

a holy rite.

What acting out | did was learned from my motheer ttay of striking back at my father was subtle
and psychologically effective. She was a good tachwould identify with her and her hurt resultingm
arguments with my father. | learned how she dedlt ner pain. First she became the victim. She wsuffer,
cry and get sick. This is how it would work. Thereuwdobe an argument, a verbal battle. Mother
would submit and start to cry then say, "See what ywe done to me?" There would then be the silengs, da
where she would not speak to anyone.

In a nonverbal way she was saying, “I won't speajoto I'll pout. | want you to see how much you
hurt me. If you try to talk to me, I'll know my silee is getting to you. | want you to suffer more, pleame.”

My father would say, please talk to me, | didn't mean“Good, it worked.” | saw this happen time &irde
again, however, | was a child and not knowledgeabmmes. | saw it as genuine. | saw the sileagqein,
my hurt mother. | felt bad and guilty as did my fathe

| internalized this and, in later years, understibeduse of this game. Because my misguided needs
were becoming very complex, not speaking or pouting wasnough to demonstrate my hurt. "See what you
have done to me?"

My mother's script did its job well. Now it was myr. "I'll show you," | would think. | have never
spoken these words, only acted them out. At firaipuild use objects, my personal possessions, in order to
symbolically express my hurt. | would direct my angat &rustration at an object that was important to me.
Something others knew was important to me. | woeslirady it and leave the destruction in order forother
person to know: "I'll show you. See how much you hawérne, | have denied myself something | love. Veha
broken it, torn it up thoroughly beyond repair, no reétngg’ All of this was to try to make the other pen
feel bad, guilty: "See what you made me do?", nae'{8hat you have done to me" That was my mothe€'s i
My line had action in it. "You made me do it." Téereme of this action would be suicide. "I'll showyo
I'll die. Then you will really feel sorry and bad:he ultimate guilt trip. "You made me do it."

Self hatred, self destruction, self denial, self pumisnt, all of this is the opposite of self-worth.

A self-fulfilling prophecy. "You are not worth the powdewould take to kill you. You'll regret the
day you were born." My core believed this. Thisahiélieved it.

Because you denied me,

| will deny you me.

If you won't give me what | need,
then | must not be.

You are. . . Therefore, | am not.

If I were to die, would they love me? Desperateldhipfor a child of 13. Where is hope? When there
is no hope, even for life, then there is a shog sdedesperation. Without hope, | had nothing. Thirsking
was not arrested. It would not take long for madbout those feelings. | was learning to act the obthe
victim, soon the ultimate victim.

My parents were very private. They were not sodlamothan what was required of their work away
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from home. Rarely did | recall them going out faagial visit with a neighbor or just for entertaimneLife

in that house was quite different from all its outwapgpearances. No one, other than an occasionaeglat
was ever invited for any kind of interaction. Te butside world, we were a normal, hardworking teidthss
family.

Even within the house and the family, my parents werg private. They were not openly affectionate
with each other. There was no touching, kissingev@n any verbal expression of affection between them.
Anything that was "adult" to them was not shareleothan the arguments which were very open.

Beyond the arguments, everything was a secret. chojce that involved the whole family was
discussed and decided in private, never involvingliidren in that process. | was never to havecangept
of the reality of the mechanical inner workingadémily. What | did understand was work sometlyimg did
to get money. What happened to that money, the muogdgther earned, was private. None of my business.

Once a month he would sit at his desk and shuffeutiir papers. | know now that he was paying the
bills. For me to ask "How much money do you make?Haw much did the new TV cost?” would have been
an invasion of his privacy, disrespectful. "Thesetenatare none of your business.” | learned not to&sk
was an adult matter. “It's none of your business.”

To them, life was work, a job, paying the bills andenal possessions, a house, car, TV, clothes and
food. | never went without. They did provide. Resgbility to money was their reality. No one caanlfa
them for not providing the material possessions ef |iThese were their values. However, this systam w
somehow twisted. "Look at all | have done for ydhey would say. Once again, it was a guilt trighauld
have a greater sense of obligation to them. Theaflgrovider was a means of control, by keeping me
dependant and by not encouraging independence.

Emotionally | was crippled through total demoralizatamnd control. Yet, | was the emotional provider
and caretaker of my mother. No child can do thAistimes, the emotional and material dependencedyoin.
Through guilt or emotional blackmail, they could maimtzontrol. Whenever | would try to break away to be
independent in thought or deed, this was a threheta. They were losing control. So, it would be "tam't
be responsible for yourself, you can't be trusted.” nééded money, for whatever, | knew to go to thach
ask for it, then would come the blackmail. "If yoayshome and don't move out, don't leave me, you @ea h
what you want." My mother would say this in so mamyds. Other times she would get sick and be in bed.
"You can't leave your poor sick mother, look at &lave done for you." We have come full circle. | tabe
kept dependant in order for them to maintain comvel me. As a result, | could not break away frommthe
either with a clear conscience resulting from myheaods guilt trips, or without some kind of financial
dependance.

The older | became, the more | wanted to try mypedeence. This is natural and should have been
encouraged by my parents. When [ finally left homerater to be on my own, | ran away. Disappeared. |
could not have left any other way without a majoeratition. | had become angry and wanted to be aut fro
under their control. My anger was expressed in wgntirget even with them. For the first time, | weghto
hurt them, the only way | knew, was emotionallydisippeared for four months without any contact. rte
them to worry. "See what you made me do." Act oet thl show you."

I was only sixty miles away. | did get a job and hadown place to live. Not the best of either, but
that really was not important. What was importarttad my freedom for the first time, and found | watslly
ill-equipped to handle the responsibility of that freedo

I could not balance the responsibilities of paying tve and budgeting money for food, against my
desire to be myself with my new-found freedom. Tarb#hful, | had no positive authentic identity. | ahdt
know who | was. Everything | did had an emotiaraiction, fear and depression. | had never hezsettifig
goals for ones self. Everything had to be instémything | wanted, | wanted immediately. The me&did
not understand. If | wanted a new camera, | couddgghit. | would worry about paying for it tomorrow.
Tomorrow would come, and | couldn't pay.
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I was an emotionally crippled child in an adult bogyrig to live as an adult in an adult world. | was
19, friendless and understood not one word of thiseestory. | had no explanation, no understanding, no
insight. To me, everything in my life just "happeriett.was the way it was. It was the way life wed. |
was a bagful of unidentified emotions. | know nowtthavas passive, naive, fearful, dependent and
irresponsible. 1 tried to hide from those emotionlaying the role of the adult.

| had a taste of independence, even though | wagmiytgbnal. This new-found freedom was out from
under the daily dominance of my parents, but the leghthyose formative years weighed heavy on my whole
being.

| was working as the night desk clerk for a smateh and had a small apartment across the street.
I had no real social life, although | did know a fpeople from work and had befriended a pharmacist who
worked in the same building as my apartment.

After four months, | did call home. | did miss my @ats. Mother answered the phone. She
immediately started crying. "You don't care about.meyou don't know how much you've hurt me . . uldo
have died and been buried and you wouldn't have knoaumnwouldn't have come to my funeral. Dd you hear
that? | am very, very bad. My mother could havd died | wouldn't have known about it. "I'm sorry neoth

| had to need them. | had to be dependant. My matexled my dependance, | was all she had. She
had to depend on me. | had to be her caretaker.migime die. . . and then | would feel really bad, guilt
because it's my fault that she died because she dependesl

| believed her. This was what | thought love was --ontrol, guilt. My young life's drama was
about to reach its climax. The central charactebesiaito play out his destiny. The directors are prgdsim
to act out his script.

After the phone call to my mother, | became sevetehressed. |, indeed, must be a bad person. | had
great conflict between my new-found independencelanddurotic need to be dependant. All this being fueled
by guilt, insecurity, and for the first time, tremptiness.There seemed to be nothing inside my being, no hope,
no joy. | became numb. My total being was reduced tloimgness. Hamlet putit . . .

To die, to sleep, no more, and by asleep to say we end.
The heart ache and the thousand natural shocks
that flesh is heir to.

I had told my pharmacist friend that | could noepleluring the day. He knew | worked at night. |
asked him if there was something he could give mewlould help me sleep. Even though it was against the
law, he did, on several occasions, give me sleggilsg In truth, | was stockpiling the pills.

What prompted the moment, the day, | do not knowad in a state of non-thinking. | would welcome
sleepno more | filled the bathtub with warm water and placedzordlade on the edge of the tub. | took all
the sleeping pills and got into the tub with my pantsigicked up the razor blade with my left hand arith w
no feeling, sliced across my wrists. There wasmath blood. Then, with successively more resolviigeds
more and more up my arm making deeper gouges as | \wégit.nothing seeing there was a lot of blodd.
put that arm into the warm water and fell into a dgepp.

| was awakened by an ambulance attendant who was wgapgiarm in bandages. | was told that
a neighbor had come into my apartment to pick up sontesifie had left there earlier that day. She fousmd m
and called the police, who in turn called for an amtega As it turned out, my physical wounds were net lif
threatening. | was taken away by the police andeldclp in jail, "for my own protection.” As | waslistery
groggy from the pills, | slept the rest of the nighten though | was in jail. The next morning | waskened
by a jailer and taken to the office of the Magistratie was seated behind his desk. | stood faaing Hie said,
“There is someone here who wants to see you.” #trtioment, | turned around, and there stood my parents

There | was, no shoes, no shirt, the same damp,\bfmaats and bandages covering my left arm. |
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felt naked, so very vulnerable. | wanted to hidenfadl those searching eyes. There was no comfeeemg
my parents. If anything, | was frightened by whaytheght do to me.

| was released into their custody and we returnéttiohome. My memory does not recall any of the
conversation, only my emotions of guilt and shaimeould tell from their reaction this was somethirtid to
them. | know they were embarrassed and felt shamed.

It was just a few days later that my mother begaimtkeerogation. "Why would you do such a thing?
How could you? You see, you can't be trusted. What kellneighbors think?” As a result of our mutual
shame, this terrible thing | had done must be coveped There was never any consideration to seek
professional help.

In the weeks that followed | had to continue livimith the accusations and the questions, "Whose fault
was it? How could you?" They never once acknowlgdges responsibility for my actions. Once againasw
bad, and | should feel bad for what | did to them.

A second suicide attempt. | was going to doctoirglin order to obtain prescriptions for sleeping
pills. I had again stockpiled a large quantity otlitarates. Why? My mother was relentless in her sitjan.
There was no escaping. Once again, | was reducesdml.

I had been sitting with her at the kitchen tableiigtg to her endless torment. | got up and saidcl wa
going to bed. | retrieved the pills from their hgliplace, went into the bathroom and calmly swalloaledf
the contents of two bottles of barbiturates. Therenwgear. | just wanted to be nothing. | may havéct,
died. | was having violent convulsions which wokg parents in the next room. They could not bring me
around, nor did they call for an ambulance. Instdsy, called my oldest brother who lived a few miesy.

He was a volunteer with the local rescue squad. kakas to the hospital in his car and my stomach pumped
clean. | was unconscious for more than 24 hours. thésit was out of control. The attempt could not be
hidden. The attending physician recommended | beglmmmediately in a state mental hospital in ordéret
protected from myself and hopefully find the cause aidsuicidal. Arrangements were made and within a
few days my father took me to this hospital, | wesigted.

What if, at the beginning of one's life, it is premtatined by someone else, then | am
an illusion, a false self, playing a role.

It is said human action has no value other thanntieat which directs it. | once
thought that intent came from the true self. Nownllzeginning to see that intent is derived
from neurotic needs,
vanity, ego, the false self,
all compensations for lacking,
trying to fill a void.

Not knowing what is needed to fill that void.

"Never feeling whole,"

This implies a vague knowing that there is more.
What is feeling whole, complete?

There must be some standard,

some instinctive knowing that something is missing.

In turn, acting out this need,

a predetermined script which always misses the mark,
a compensation,

an equivalent -- not the real need.

If all the actions of my life are directed by int@mtd that intent is based on vanity, look at me.

Then my entire life has been an illusion.

39



I am an illusion to myself.

How much of life is spent as "performance,” "on canfié¢om stage," or "acting out"
instead of being? Acting out a script someone elsgewmwe justify this acting out as
“someone else made me do it.” How can you be, wbemresne else is directing your life?

We know this script so well. At times we will prevera scene, that is, set up the cast
in order to play out our predetermined role, the wicfior example. The casting directors
have done their job so well.

We have rehearsed these scenes so many timeselkabw them by heart. They
become second nature, not first nature. What a sachentary "by heart." It should be, "by
broken heart."

As a child, my condition was pain. | was earnestigking that which was not pain,
unconditional acceptance,
unconditional love.

A Footnote to My Father

You did say once, "We love you," not "l love you." aflwas the best you could do. But it was too
late. Do you remember? | do, every detail. |1 wasldfagine, for 19 years | never heard what was stetke
| was at a point of no return. A door was about tddmed between us. The door of a state mental haspital
| was terrified and | think you were, too. You put yband on my shoulder and said, "We love you." What
| had to do to get your affection. What | was abouwjd through to try and right your wrong.

February 13, 1959

That door closed with a loud metal clang, echoimgugh a long hall. The door was locked. The
attendant instructed me to follow him down that.h&ls we walked, my senses suddenly became hyper with
input.

| heard loud voices,

a blend of all known human emotions

vocalized.

Screaming, as if coming from someone in great agony.
This mixed with hysterical laughter,

Many voices talking

at moments yelling,

wanting to be heard.

Then came the smells . . .
The heavy scent of ammonia,
human excrement.

My eyes opened wide,

seeing the source of what my ears feared.
Seeing other eyes,

staring, gazing at me.

Our eyes met, | looked away,
| did not want to be there
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My heart pounded
| felt genuine terror.

The attendant led me to a small examination roonostimidway down this hall. He told me | had
to submit to a brief physical before | could be released the ward. | was instructed to “strip naked.” He
left the room, leaving the door open. Immediateé/doorway filled with those searching eyes. Watre
as | undressed. | stripped to my undershorts, trgifgde, but could not. The attendant returned and said
"l said strip, take off everything." | removed mydenshorts. "Get up on the examination table on your
stomach.” 1 did as | was told. "I have to takeytemperature,” at which point, it was taken anath then
took my blood pressure and pulse. All this was dortetivé door open. This was dehumanizing. | was given
a pair of coveralls to put on. At least at this pamytnakedness was covered. | was then told | cauld g
the large day room which was midway down the hall.

This place, | would later be told, was referred tohessnake pit. It was a closed (or locked) ward,
the receiving ward. All new admissions to the hedpteme here, the criminally insane, court ordered
individuals, alcoholics with DT's, misfits, | wasaskified as a "volunteer."

Most who entered this ward stayed for thirty dafyslaservation. This observation period was to
facilitate the staff in determining if the inmatasv'mentally ill* and thus be committed for an indeieate
period of time. If not "mentally ill," they would released at the end of thirty days.

I knew this hospital well, but only from a safe digtan This mental hospital was the oldest in the
country, dating back to the early 1700's. It was alsatéml just one block from the main business district of
my hometown. | had literally grown up two blocks away.

I had, over the years, become very prejudiced abouyiltgs. | was ignorant and fearful of those dark
gray stone buildings. From the city streets thatgmh#iss place, | could, sometimes, hear the strameg c
that came from those antiquated and foreboding bugdifithis place was an "insane asylum."

!ADMISSION NOTE: On February 13, 1959, this 19-year-old whiteermeds
admitted to Eastern State Hospital on temporary papers.

REASON FOR ADMISSION: The patient was brought to HSthis father on the advice
of Dr. Debard of Williamsburg. The reason for adnaissvas "attempted suicide.” The papers state
that three attempts to commit suicide in last 12 mamdtsbeen made.

CLINICAL INTERVIEW: The patient seemed very milddepressed on interview. He
seemed concerned that | realized the seriousness sifiibhide attempts. After describing them in
minute detail, he himself even said, "I wonder wiayr trying to make them sound serious." From
the history | obtained, | am inclined to believe tihet"suicide attempts (barbiturates twice, and a cut
on the wrist once) were, in reality, a sympathyiggtinechanism and that they occurred only when
the patient had gotten himself so involved in dethat he needed to be bailed out by his family.
During the first two interviews with me, the patieid not mention his sexual problem. However, on
ward rounds, his third day in the hospital, with s@uestioning as to if he had any other problems,
he did mention that he had a "sexual problem." He doeseem to have adjusted to this very well
and it is quite obvious that his parents have not ajustit. There seems to be a good bit of conflict
between the desires and the expectations of the pamshthe boy's own desires.

CLINICAL EVALUATION: Tall, lean muscled, ectomorphiwhite male with long dark eye
lashes who is pleasant and cooperative, appears tadmedly well educated. Perception seem be

1

In 1991, through the Freedom of Information Act, | \whke to obtain a copy of my file from that hospital.
This is a verbatim transcription of the records.
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to intact. Thinking intact. Feeling intact. Igisi probably lacking.

INITIAL IMPRESSION: (1) Sociopathic personality dishance, sexual deviant,
homosexuality; (2) sociopathic personality disturbance;sacial reaction.

PROGRESS NOTES

February 23, 1959, PSYCHIATRIC EVALUATION AND MENTAL STATU®robably
of greater importance to understanding the suicideitts is the fact that the patient considers himself
to be a homosexual and that the parents are unable tstamdior accept this. The parents also seem
to be quite demeaning and over supervise the patitiet.e Eeems to be considerable ambivalence and
anxiety in the patient about his being homosexual. On eltectual level, he seems to be able to
understand and accept it. However, he obviously hag megivings about it and feels very strongly
about his inability to have his parents accept thise @dtient is very artistic individual presumably
being a rather accomplished painter.

SEXUAL ADJUSTMENT: Homosexual The patient states that he has felt himself to be
homosexual ever since he was a very small boy. Tlenpatfather states that he believes that the
trouble really became manifest while the patient wastiischool.Family background:The patient
states that his mother is a nervous person.

PART PROCESSESintellectuat Intelligence probably above normal. Memory good.
Concentration good. Ability to abstract good. Infiation and general knowledge good. Judgment
poor. Thought processes Normal tempo of thought. Thoughts are much condemeer
homosexuality, over his excessive dependence on histpaired with his suicide attempts. Emotion
seems to be appropriate. Actions generally appropritieugh the would be suicide attempts |
believe are constituted inappropriate. This was amatt® evade an anxiety producing situation.
The patient seems to have a fair degree of intali¢otsight. However, | believe that he really acsept
his problems and their possible solutions.

DIAGNOSTIC IMPRESSION: (1) Sociopathic personalitgtdrbance, sexual deviation,
homosexual. (2) Sociopathic personality disturbancesaaial reaction, acquiring excessive debt,
etc., etc.,

PSYCHOLOGICAL EXAMINATION

SUMMARY: The psychologicals in this case are cdesiswith a diagnosis of a sociopathic
personality disorder with sexual deviation. Anxietyl amher neurotic symptoms are minimal, if
present at all, and the patient appears more apatheticlepressed. Despite the character disorder,
however, Mr. Singleton has many attractive qualitte&ch might make a therapeutic effort tempting
even though the prognosis is guarded. He could notdeeted to respond to classical non-directive
therapeutic techniques, but some combination of firm irecoupled with depth psychotherapy
might be effective.

Mr. Singleton was cooperative on the psychologicats\aery pleasant with the examiner.
He appears to have accepted hospitalization in alstfamgvard manner. With only a normal amount
of embarrassment over the change in his status, iNgleon discussed his problems freely, directly
and rationally. He introduced the subject of homoseyumlia matter-of-fact way, without any
leading questions from the examiner. In contrasteaminer found it much more difficult to uncover
concrete evidence for the character disorder syngptanch were suggested by the psychologicals.

The psychologicals in this case fully support the admitphgsician's impression of a
sociopathic personality disorder with sexual deviatibhe examiner is usually reluctant to attach a
psychopathic label to sexual deviation, but this patientigge ample evidence of symptomatology
only indirectly related to his psychosexual difficudtieHe is a dependent, demanding individual who
expects his problems to be solved for him, who wantsritieonment changed in order to satisfy his
needs.
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Despite the weakness of this patient's charactertstajhe seems to be a nice person. He
is certainly not the kind of psychopath who rides r@lpd over people's feelings in order to satisfy
his own primitive impulses. He is sensitive to theifgs and needs of others and considerate in his
treatment of them so long as he himself is reasorainyfortable. He is a gentle person who is
distressed by the appearance of hostility in himselh others. If there was some way to generate
anxiety as a motivation for change and some meaksepiing him in therapy despite his efforts to
escape, he might work through to a satisfactory adprst He has assets which would make the
effort worthwhile, even though the prognosis is atédly guarded.

PROGRESS NOTES:

March 3, 1959 This patient has adjusted well to the hospital neytand of late, he has
become a little restless with staying here at thepit@. His parents have become somewhat
demanding of the undersigned's time, and apparentyydgressed to the superintendent, their belief
that nothing had been done for their son at thipiteds The undersigned, this date, assured the patient
that he would make every effort to have him meet taldiagnostic and disposition staffs next week,
so that he may be discharged and his case cloded.sdems to satisfy the patient and the parents.

March 12, 1959 It was the consensus of the Admission staff of ldrdil 1959 that this
patient derived maximum benefit from hospitalization #nedefore was ready for discharge. He was
discharged this date in the care of his parentss ddte | once again spent approximately an hour
with the parents trying to help them resolve theibfms that are secondary to the patient's problem.

The final Staff Diagnosis was, Sociopathic PersonBlisturbance, Sexual Deviation. Disposition:
Patient is to be discharged to his parents.

You will notice that the second part of the initiglghosis (sociopathic personality disturbance, anti-
social reaction) was dropped. The initial impressibthe admitting physician, at least in this secpad,
must have been wrong.

In 1991, | obtained a copy of this file and now, having2@indsight, | realize that in many ways
the doctors were right in their assessment oftHmvever, in other ways, they were so wrong. Tileignosis
was the definitive thinking of psychology in the 1950is successive years, that thinking and the Sciefice
Psychology, changed radically.

I must say that my hospitalization shook my parentsraa to the core. Because of our mutual
ignorance of mental illness there seemed to be fearghan understanding. My father did back off vaith
abuse, however, my mother was hysterical. This Wwassa exclusively about my sexuality. Somehow she
managed to turn all this around and make herselfittien. “Woe is me!” she cried, and this would rétiaer
litany. "Why me?" “What have | done to deserve®hi “I did the very best | knew how. Who's faulit®’
Then she would lay blame, which always ended up orhawylders. | did this to her. She was the victim of
an inconsiderate son, in total denial that sheyofatier had anything to do with my dysfunctiongé. | "It
was my fault.”

Once again, the whole family was thrust into shamegaritl |1 do understand this. | felt great
embarrassment for having been placed in this hosptiah was so close to my home. A part of my persona
history | admitted, but only to, very few. Theresahen, though perhaps less now, a sigma placed on the
mentally ill.

My family and | agreed to the hospitalization wile assumption that | would be helped by some kind
of treatment. My thinking was not unlike that oteamng a medical hospital. When you are very sickj y
enter a hospital in order to become well. We, myilfeamd I, were trying to justify my behavior as adioal
(or physical) problem, as if | had some kind of tumertiee brain or a form of epilepsy. We thought this
would explain my severe bouts of depression, homosex@aldysuicide attempts. All were attempts to
protect, hide, justify the truth which none of us waadhinit. Through ignorance, there was complete denial
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of that truth. In fact, during my psychological iniews with the psychiatrist, | was very protectivenof
parents. | found no fault in them. | was the badabrgerson. | was a homosexual, proof enough that | was
sick. | do remember sharing a little about my faghabuse, but it was minimalized to only, "He has a bad
temper."

I was not, in the slightest, psychologically knovgedble of my mother’s treatment of me. If anything,
| was very protective of her. | must have thought Wewere a "normal” family and once again, my proisle
were of my own making. | was, however, trying teept the responsibility for my own actions.

And so, | was hospitalized in order to be fixed or dur€his would not be the case. | was there only
for observation in order to determine if | was miéntél. There would be no "cure,” only a diagnosis.
Although this hospitalization did not "cure me" it diden a door of understanding. | had, in a round about
way, received quite an education about psychology. sirveé nearly as ignorant and prejudiced when | left
the hospital as when, just thirty days before entdradhospital. It was a beginning, however, there ma
"therapy" per se, just counsel. What is now apparehtisthe hard, protective shell | had created around
myself for survival with my parents, was not everckeal. However, | was beginning to understand thie too
that would one day break open that shell.

May 18, 1995
A note to the reader:

Time has separated me from all the principals of tkeasly years, perhaps, more accurately, from
those toxic beginnings. Like the physical body, wowdwlseal with time. So too can the psyche and thie so
Now, it is in this healing that | find a great ngist. How did | survive? | do not feel that | canthrassurance,
answer that question, except in some mystical way.

| truly believe my life, by the age of 20, could havenad in a very destructive direction. The
possibilities were numerous. To numb my very real ematipain, | could have become an alcohol or drug
abuser. This never happened. | could have become comgalatedocial, compensating for my pain with
anger, in turn acting out against society in whatadalve been a very criminal way. Prisons are full of
individuals who have very similar histories. | stibnhve become psychotic or homeless. | was dysfuattion

Now however, | readily admit that | am neuroticonice heard the definition of a neurotic and a
psychotic. The neurotic builds castles in the skye @gychotic lives in them. The psychologist collées
rent. Having a creative soul, | do create castiéisa sky. It is this neurosis that has saved kg neurosis
is passion | am, and have been all my life, passionate algiirst love, music. Music has brought joy
and peace to my soul. Music has always been a satetplaetreat, harming no one. My work, my art,
indeed, | am the most passionate/ neurotic about. &k laas carried me through life, teaching me abaait lif
about self, giving me a sense of self worth and ijeas a person. My art is that innocent child fryears
ago. He too never left me, although, at timesrddbabout him. But, when | am painting, it is the tios
merged into one.

In the two decades that followed that first hosateilon, | came to know this passion and would come
to call it, "A blessing | have been burdened with.1slin this blessing that | find the mystery, thalmey of
the soul.

This mystery goes back to childhood, where the birthis passion occurred. The mystery, is where
did these instincts come from? When | was sevegight years old, | somehow stumbled across classical
music. There was an immediate knowing, as | saaduad that went to the very core of my joy. Ityrspoke
to me in a language | seemed to recognize. | di@ven know it had a name. It was never thertharirue
sense of the word. | was mnatposedo it, not in school or home. Where did this kinayy recognition come
from? To compound this mystery, once | knew this mbad a name, | tried to satisfy my thirst forlitvas
met with nothing but discouragement. From family pedrs, | was ridiculed and teased. As a result, this
language, this music, was something | would learxperence alone, in private, no one to share it with.
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After having learned to make this music, via my degntt the concert pianist, for the first time |
discovered creativity. The mystery continued. d ba innate understanding of music composition. | &oul
prefer to compose rather than play someone else's.nilisere was a strange value put on my own music.
I would not tell anyone | had composed this musigatld be too revealing of myself. The music, to my
peers, seemed to have more credibility if it was caapdy someone else. | did perform the music in $choo
talent shows however, | gave it a fictitious compsseame. | was embarrassed to say | composed it.

Because of my dyslexia, which was not diagnosed] Bhgreat deal of trouble reading music. | also
had what is called a "good ear." That is, my teaekry quickly learned never to play a new piece w§im
for me before | was to learn to play it. Why? Ohbeard the music, | could play it without readinglit.
would merely pretend | was reading the music. It wdlsccdplaying by ear." This skill became rather
remarkable. Once | heard a piece of music, | coultyedsntify this music, by name, after hearing ot
or three notes or chords. Yet, the odd thing towes that | could not spell S*H**P.

I was finally defeated. My composing and love ofypig the piano were taken away. The "football
injury" and the constant harassment to "stop thisese, your school work is more important,” caused me
to leave it behind.

The mystery continues. It could not have been maue ghyear when that creative drive had to find
another outlet. Instead of creating for the edredame visual. It would seem not only did | have@dgear,
| also had a good eye. This "eye" would in lat@argdecome an important asset through several avagatio
I was fortunate that the public school | attended hadraderful art teacher, and art was a part of thiy dai
curriculum. Once again, | excelled. This teachergeized this and more than encouraged my talente Lik
practicing the piano, | was drawing and paintinghaditime. This somehow seemed to meet with a fiidee
acceptance. By the end of my high school yearspwie was to start considering what college and/or
vocation to pursue, | knew without a doubt | had a creatul. | would chose to be an artist. This choice
was never changed or regretted. Inthe long risichoice was my salvation. This choice came fignsoul,
which wanted to speak through the language of Art.

This voice would not speak with clarity and defimtiontil | matured both as a person and a painter.
Not until a balance was reached between my creatiteasad my dysfunctional needs, which would at times
overwhelm my whole being. It was through the disoiplof painting and years of concentrated searching
through that expression and honest soul searchinghibdialance was obtained.

| do not want to overstate this first hospitalizatas all-important. | use it only as a time marker,
reference point. It was a close of my childhoodyeahs profound as it was, thirty days out of my, lifeere
was momentum in other aspects of my life. In thggrd, | believe | was no different from any othersper
at age 20, asking the many questions of a young adiib am I? Who is this person? What am | going to
do with the rest of my life? This was a searchidentity as a person and as a member of societyv wiib
I meet the responsibilities of this society whichpart, requires a job in order to meet the requirenwrds
roof over one's head, food, etc? Some of these¢ignes had already answered. | knew | was, wattdzb,
an artist or in a broad sense, creative.

g
[Note - The following text/pages | am not to certaloout. There was a attempt on my part to document what
I could remember and what | thought were the sigmfievents of my life and work through these yedrs.
would leave it to the wisdom of an editor to detemmivhat, if anything, should be included.]

Few artists at the start of their careers can "nadkeng” just from the sale of their work. Suchsva
the case with my paintings. So, in order to "malkeérag," | was able to find jobs that were in sommwallied
to the arts. | had no real work experience, althdutithhave almost a full year of Fine Arts traininghis,
alone, would carry me a long way in the job markeinokt honestly say this was not the result of what |
learned in art school, but that | could say | had tirhing.
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In my hometown, there was a new art gallery whitéred art classes. | was fortunate to become a
member of the first teaching staff. Teaching woultboge another one of those skills that was intuitivee.

In a short time | became a very popular instructor. Mgs#s many times had a waiting list. Teaching,
however, was only part time. | needed a full tinie jén this small town, gainful, full time employmenrasv
hard to find. Over those years that | was livinthwny parents from high school to when | finall§t leome

for good, | found many odd jobs. From stock cler& imrdware store to pumping gas to working at asflori

In 1960, good fortunate did come my way, but with a dai&tt | became the art director of a
television station. Perhaps of equal importance hatsthis job was away from my hometown. This enabled
a greater sense of independence. | found an aparamdntvas very happy with this new job. This
employment lasted only three months. | know exagtigt happened. The Station Manager saw me on the
street talking to a known, local, homosexual. | saw hotice us, and he, in fact, drove around the block
several times to confirm his suspicions. The very n®rning when | arrived for work, | was met at tueor
by the assistant manager. | was escorted to ngeaifid told “We don’'t want your kind around herewals
fired, escorted out of the building and told nevecdme back. This was the second time | was knowingly
discriminated against because | was a homosexual. dithigt come as a great shock. | was more than
accustomed with homophobia. | was disappointed atgdkis job, but | was not devastated because of the
why. | didn't know any better. It was the way tifeated homosexuals. | lied to my parents. | cootde
anyone why | had been fired.

Once again, | needed to find work. In a conveosawith a friend, it was suggested that | go to
Florida, specifically Miami, "There is lots of workhe winter season is about to start.” | moved ouhyof
apartment and took my things back to my parents hdrted them | was going to Miami to find work.

Shortly thereafter | was off to sunny Florida, t#ed of sunshine and water. | was genuinely excited,
the furthest | had ever been from home. . Upon arriinngliami, | found a small hotel, the Santa Maria,
32nd Street and Biscain Boulevard at $12 a week forra amal small Pullman kitchen. Very quickly | found
a job on Miami Beach with Burdines Department Storekimg in visual merchandising (display). Once again,

I had a new trade. My cumulative skills qualified fethe job. The display department director and his
assistant quite literally adopted me. | later drsced that they were devoted, long-time loversthWiy new
found friends and under their tutelage, | was goadyawvork. But, misfortune was about to intercede. As
part of my qualification for this work, | had to haa@hysical examination. This examination was postponed
several times until I had been working at the stamaraber of months. | had by this time very much become
a part of the store family. The physical did takeeland | did not pass. The store doctor said bBHastnia

and could not work because part of my job was liftirggebjects. This was the truth, and my sad departure
was for this reason only.

I was young and resilient. | found another job. Tini® it was at the Fountain Bleu Hotel, again on
the beach. What an experience! | worked for an indvgoacession which did all the decorating for the
special events, private parties, celebrations and clithgthe hotel. Within weeks | was promoted todhea
designer, exclusively doing all the floral work foethotel. Through this work | would meet many cetedwi
Joan Crawford Steel maintained a penthouse on tHetmf the hotel. Mrs. Crawford had a thing fogsh
flowers. All of the arrangements were changedyda#ls a result, | did all her floral work and weatthat
penthouse many times. We talked on a number of occasioiee | asked for her autograph, and instead
received a very kind note an autographed picture.

Frank Sinatra, being a great boxing fan, hostedithery party after the Patterson-Johansson fight.
I met with Sinatra and facilitated all the decavas for that party. On another occasion the Dodgely (
Dodge Motors ) sponsored a benefit for Girls TowrankrSinatra, Carol Lawrence and Larry Kurt ( West
Side Story ) were the head liners for the benefie floral decorations were flamboyant to say thstleBhe
afternoon before the benefit | was working on these geraants in the ball room while the stars were
rehearsing. | was working on a table on the inivete; closest to the stage , Carol Laurence wagngn
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when out of nowhere a spotlight was on me. As | turnedrar to face the stage, Carol Laurence, while
singing, walked up to me and began to run her fingpecsigh my hair. The name of the song she was singing
--- “There are All Kinds of Men in the World What a rush and how ironic.

| have shared these stories because, at that tiragjaasig man | was certainly star struck. Growing
up, how many movies had | seen with Joan Crawforli®f £1ose high school dances with Sinatra crogni
from a phonograph record. And then, West Side Stiompd a recording of the music and had seerilthe f
both of which moved me deeply. Here | was rubbing elbaivsthe unattainable. Granted, | was just a posy
pusher but this talent brought me to the unapproachable.

This work pace would continue until the end of theteviseason, June of 1961 when | then returned
to my families’ home. | was in a better standinthwiy parents. | had been responsible and had beengearn
money. This pleased them.

My room was in the finished attic of my parents’ lronOver the years | had created a work space
in this room where | could paint. | had not paintedlmost a year and a half and was eager to start "my
work" again. | do recall this work was picking up wéhell had stopped when | suddenly left art school. |
considered this mostly student work, exploring thé& afgpainting, wherever | was with this craft. itlc lot
of painting.

| had just returned from a great adventure in Floribaas now painting and feeling good about
myself. This positive cycle continued.

I knew | had to have a job. Foremost in order to kesgre with my parents, and to purchase art
supplies.

My next employment was local and one of which | amyvyeroud. It was with the Jamestown
Foundation. I did have a history of working forstliioundation, which began in the summer of 1957. This
was the 350th anniversary of the first permanent Enghls$tlement in the New World; the establishment of
the Jamestown Colony in 1607. This was a major ewerthé Commonwealth of Virginia and the nation.
Locally, The Jamestown Festival Park was built. Thesident, Queen Elizabeth, Governors and other
dignitaries would be honored guests here, with much @ordceremony. It was an exciting time and | was
intricately involved in all these happenings. | workethe executive office my duties ranged from general
office boy to chauffeur, to part of the support stafflbbhthe visiting dignitaries.

In 1959, | returned for the summer as a "costumed intergrevhich involved working at the Festival
Park. At that time, there were only two units of fbtdiers” in the world. One was the honor guardtfier
Pope. The second was at Jamestown. We too sergedamr guard for visiting dignitaries. Daily, the
truest, there was the raising and lowering of theflag and with military precision the changingloé guard.
Between these events we served as costumed guidgésgrand answering questions to guests about the
history of this historic place.

When | returned in 1961, it was as the Director of Exhiblthere were two museums, the Old World
and New World Pavilions at the Festival Park. In 18%®5t of the exhibit items and artifacts were on loan
from around the world. This ranged from the Magaat&to spectacles belonging to Thomas JefferBart
of my responsibilities were to see to it that allhefse artifacts on loan were returned, and to upddteraate
replacement exhibits. | worked in conjunction withexhibit designer in London for a portion of the new
exhibits. | created the balance. Inthe midst &f tbhovation, | asked the Director of the Parletowdsme to
the Smithsonian Institute in Washington, D.C., ritien to understand first hand the process of devejamn
exhibition. To my delight, he agreed. The Smithgoniwvas contacted and this unusual request welcomed.
| stayed there several weeks, moving through evagudment from exhibit design to fabrication, meetiitg w
most of the curators to participating in the instafatof exhibits. | returned to Jamestown much better
qualified to do my work. While researching and desigrthe many new exhibitions | was responsible for
adding copies of the long forgotten Spanish “Treaty afdesillas” to the Jamestown Foundation and the
Smithsonian Institute. The Director of the Foundatiad | were presented a copy of the treaty by theiSpan
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Ambassador at the Spanish Embassy in Washington DC.

| also wrote, designed and installed a special extnibi'Virginia's Gold/Tobacco in the New World.*
This was to mark the 300th anniversary of the beginning mh@rce and trade in the New World. This
special exhibition was installed for the Commonweafti(irginia and the Tobacco Institute.

Within a year both pavilions were completely remodeldukese exhibits would stay in place until some
time in the late 1980's.

At the same time | was researching and designindigehs, | was also doing my own work, painting
at night and on weekends in the attic of my parleatse. By June of 1962 the work at Jamestown had been
completed. | knew from the start that this work weraporary. Coincidentally, that summer, an oldchfitie
of mine was back in town for a summer break from gredsehool in New York City. His name was Chip.
His family owned a historic tavern, Wetherburn’s Tayen the heart of the historic district of Coldnia
Williamsburg. For the summer, Chip had opened a smak dnd sandwich concession in the garden behind
this old tavern which catered to the thousandswigts that came to Williamsburg each summer.

Chip and I had re-established our platonic friendshipathe process | showed him all the paintings
I had completed. Chip was genuinely excited by my pregaesa painter. He suggested that we create an
outdoor gallery in the garden where his concessaslocated. This we did, and on July 21, 1962 we opened
the first major exhibit of my work. There were 35 p&c@4 oil$ and the rest watercolors. If monetary gain
is a measure of success, then the show was a subdasg.of the works were sold that summer. | contihue
to paint and replaced works as they were sold.

At the end of that summer, we closed the concessidrgallery and agreed we would do the same
thing the next year. Chip and | were both encouragatidopublic response. Chip felt my paintings were
strong enough to take to New York City and try tmifa commercial gallery to handle the work. Fubeif-
confidence that Fall, car loaded with paintingdrdve to New York and stayed with Chip. | hadribene
of a gallery just off Washington Square down in\iillage. The next day, when | found the gallery,uistj
walked in off the street and introduced myself paiater. | asked if they would be willing to lookmay work.

The meeting was pleasant and they agreed. | wasoidiring my paintings at closing that evening dmay t
would have their "critic" view them the next morningywas to return around 10:00 a.m. the following
morning. Once again, Chip and | were excited anebcaked that evening. The following morning, | was
prompt with my arrival at the Gallery. As | entetbe gallery and walked to the rear of the showroom,
noticed all my paintings were standing up againsiilés throughout the gallery. Seated at the bachisf t
showroom was a man having a cup of coffee talkirtgeavoman | met the day before. | was introduced to
this man as the person who selected the work fogahery. Then, there was an awkward silenceid ®©
this man, "Well, what do you think?" He shook resiti "No,” | said, "What do you mean?" He just shrdgge
his shoulders and said, "There's nothing theredid "What!?" "Just what | said, there's nothingehe"|
don't understand.” He responded rudely, "Look, I'mheoe to critique your work. | said there is nothing
there." At this, he excused himself and left.

I was then given some very sound advice by this wosteran the gallery. "Your work is good, but
it is obvious you have not matured as a painter. Your veoto diverse. Here, you have painted a total
abstract. Here you have painted a representationadapd. Your work has no identifiable style. When we
take on an artist, we have to have some idea Wkawork will look like on an ongoing basis."

The curious thing about what Chip and | thought was souahaout my work was that it was so
diverse. The opposite of what | was now being téltithe time, | was totally wounded by this rejectidn.
did understand the words of what | was being toldpledtaps not fully wanting to accept this truth because
I had just been knocked down a few notches on mybalimthat ladder called an art career. For the record
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the advice | was given was right. It would takea more years of life and painting before | begafnth
my on vision. My work would become identifiable.
g

When the work at Jamestown was completed | was withgob. By "job," | mean "9 to 5" in the
traditional sense. My parents were back to theiseldes. | was earning money, but it was througisate
of paintings. To them, this was not a job. In Bookdescribed an incident where | had sold a pairfong
$275 to a couple from California. This was the time framehich that incident took place. They were
distrusting of me or why would anyone buy my paintingfie negatives continued to escalate, "You're no
good." "Why can't you be like 'so and so'?" In trdiiey did not want their son to be an artist.

In the middle of the night after my parents werees| | packed my paint box, a few clothes and left.
| did leave a short note, saying | could not haatlléhe arguing.

While working at Jamestown, there was a co-wor&ened Jim who was married and had three young
sons. Jim's wife's name was Joy. Jim was alsspining young artist. We became good friends, because
we had so much in common. After the work was coreglat Jamestown, Jim and Joy and the kids moved
to the rural countryside, onto an old farm nar@ééton. This was about twenty miles outside of Richmond,
Virginia. They had found this large and very oldrichouse which was built sometime in the 1700's. This
property was very remote and one had to travel rharetiwo miles on an old dirt driveway to reachféren.

When | left my family's home, I did not know whérgas going. | just wanted to get away from them.
| ended up in Richmond and called Jim and Joy. Vaenbiseen each other since the days at James@mwn.
the phone, | explained to Joy what had happened andsséied that | come see them. And so | did. With
detailed instructions, | found my way to Jim and doy this wonderful old farm. They welcomed me with
open arms and pleaded with me to stay with themolthiarm house had many rooms. Jim and Joy and the
children only lived in a few. There was a largemoon the first floor which was not being used arahdse
it to be my new home. This was the fall of 1962, a bduitne of the year in rural Virginia.

I will always remember the time that | stayed wiim and Joy, as a very happy and maturing period
of my life. For the first time, | came to know ttree meaning of friendship, an openness and honésist |
not experienced. | was comfortable in telling themutlooy sexuality. They were not threatened by this at
all. I remember Joy jokingly saying "What a wastéie women of the world. You would make some woman
a fine catch. What a waste." | felt loved for whbwas, not what | should be.

As | said, we had a lot in common. Jim and | wawth aspiring artists. We all loved music. We
spent many long winter evenings sitting around ttehkn table talking about everything from Van Gogh to
Wagner. There seemed to be a great intensity iy ofahese conversations. We were young and thase w
vitality about everything in life. Because of the otemess of this place, it seemed, the rest of thkel\al
not exist.

How did we exist, that is, what did we do for money@y was a nurse and worked part-time in
Richmond. Jim worked as a freelance commercigtart stayed home and took care of the kidshthese
and painted. We were poor, just barely able to makemeedt. This was, however, not important, we were
all very happy. We had a roof, that leaked, over our headsmany times it was peanut butter and jelly
sandwiches.

Each room of this old house had a fireplace. Thsaua only means of heat. The water pipes froze
all the time. We did not have hot water and thggdddl house was not insulated. We had the bare bafsics
living, but we had each other, which was all important

Part of my daily routine was to find firewood foraheAll | had was an ax and a wheelbarrow. Daily,

I scoured the woods looking for downed trees. Theseveasier to cut up. These were the days before chain
saws. However, if they had been around, we coultiane afforded one. | did not mind. | had a gsesise

of accomplishment, when | filled the porch daily wiitte wood. We would heat water on the kitchen stov

in order to take a bath. As Thoreau urged, "simpdiipplify."
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| did a lot of painting and writing that winter, miagf which has long been lost. One short-written
piece did survive. |truly enjoyed getting up veryyarithe morning, long before the sun would rise ouid
add wood to the fire and heat my room until | wasfootable. Many times | put on warm clothes and, @lon
went for long walks in the woods in order to be ¢hewhen the sun came up. The following is a description
of one of those mornings, dated December 1962:
As | look to the east,
a thin line of scarlet appears
framed by a fringed darkness
of the waning night.
A scarlet radiant,
a scarlet of hope preparing
the world for the birth of a new day.
The ground is covered with frost
so white and pure,
as if it were a new fallen snow.
The air, clean and crisp
as if it were void of all the impurities
of man.
I watch my breath crystallize
before my face.
| feel a love for nature,
and a sorrow for men who may never
see or feel the splendor of nature,
a sorrow for civilization caught
up in time.
Man has become complex.
He cannot stop to see the great
beauty of simplicities.

These were the first indelible influences of a ljest would later in life pursue.

I rarely, if ever, left that farm. The outside wehnivhich had caused such personal pain, was not part
of life there. | felt safe and secure. | was pag&nd discovering a portion of my true self, throaglery
uncomplicated lifestyle.

There was a new gallery in Richmond that did hamglevork. This generated a very small income,
which | contributed to the household expenses.

The following spring, life in the woods was beginningenew itself. The sap was starting to rise, as
was mine. Yes, I'm human too. "In the spring, a gauan’s fancy turns to . . ." For the first timemany,
many months, | did leave the farm and went intdhRiond one evening to a gay bar, looking for a kitidre
soul.

| was a new face in this place. | was tall, musc(ffam chopping wood all winter) and had a full
coal-black beard. | must have looked good as | wa®apped many times. | have never really liked gag ba
because | feel very intimidated by the sometimes daadravior. |, by nature, am a bit timid and resermed i
such circumstances. However, going to such a barheamity way | knew to meet other gay men. | digime
a kindred soul, a man a few years older than mgood friendship grew from this meeting. We begase®
each other on a regular basis. His name was Jim K.

Jim K. had been making plans for some time to leav@rRood and return to his home in Seattle,
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Washington. The time for his trip home was neaand | was a bit sad about losing a good friend. Jim K
suggested that | make the trip with him. He wasgtordrive across the country alone. He said it droolt
cost me anything and | could help with the drivik¢e had a log cabin in the woods outside Seattlesaitd

I would be welcome to stay there as long as | likéthy not! Being an easterner, what a great oppoytunit
to leave the east and see the rest of this greatrgoand, to top it off, | would be traveling with aggl friend.

I told Jim and Joy about my plans and they were exfiteche and said, "Do it." |1 was saddened by
leaving them and our wonderful life together on tlaatn, but | was adventurous and was excited about
opening new doors.

With my paint box, a camera, a few clothes and $50.00yipacket from the recent sale of a
painting, Jim K and | started our trip to Seattle. df@ve almost straight through to Scotts Bluff, Nekaas
This was our first stop, as Jim's mother lived tlogr@ small ranch with her father. Jim's mother wey
open and accepting of his homosexuality. | found tluerdradiction of my own life with my parents. She
was very warm and accepting of me. | had never eeqpezd such openness from any parent of a gay person.

g
Visually, what | was experiencing was profound and waifiect my work to this very day.
The Horizon Line. | had been taking lots of photographs and doirg af Isketching. | wrote in my sketch
book, "You can turn 360 degrees and see nothing. At tiiglwhole world is sky.” Other than the ocean in
the eastern part of the country, you cannot see timh@s a straight line. From Kansas on, | waltsped
by this line. A line that was the division betwekea $ky and the wide-open prairie. The line betweandre
and earth, uncluttered space, empty space with this ¢x@sd line intersecting.

There was something else about this empty space with Widentified. It was the epitome of being
alone. Nothing manmade, just me, the sky, thatdimthe earth below. | identified with the lonetiseas
deep inside | was alone with this great vista. mted to walk into that simplicity alone.

As a child, on many levels, | was accustomed tdahisliness. Visually, what | was seeing translated
to deep emotionsl saw, what | as a child had felt.| found in the natural world a human emotion. In the
years to come, this emotion would translate intogiesaof desolation, empty space divided by a single
horizontal line. This empty space was not unlikeraptg stage or a blank canvas on which my life's joprne
would be played out. The tie between the visual andrtiational self would merge. | used to say that all |
had to do was draw a horizontal line across a caawd | would become inspired to paint a picture usirtg tha
line as the main compositional element.

We stayed with Jim's mother for about a week and teaded for Seattle. Jim's cabin was located
in Kirkland across Lake Washington from Seattlee $tAyed together there about two weeks. | adnatsl w
in many ways still immature and had no idea of vehpérmanent relationship would entail. In fact, | wais
wanting a permanent relationship. | was naive aticholi expect this to happen. Jim, on the other hamtl, ha
expectations which | could not meet. | believe | had disappointed him. We agreed that | would go and
find a job and place to live in Seattle. | got amaa the downtown YMCA and was quite content. Withi
days | started to paint in this 12' x 12' room. Thers avéiny window that overlooked Puget Sound. | was
able to borrow an easel from the "Y" and worked edany. In a short time | ran out of money, so | started
peddling my paintings in the downtown bars. | wag afbarrassed to do this, so | would take my paintings
during the day to these bars when there were just pdeple in them. The bartenders would set the pasting
up behind the bar so people could see them. After tel, day | would check with each bar to see if angthin
had sold. Sometimes yes, most of the time, ratd make enough money to pay for my room which | elie
was $12 a week. Attimes, | lived on a bag of peanutaxea Cola. When | did sell a painting, | would pay
my room rent and eat a large meal in the YMCA eaifet
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One would think that | must have been unhappy, thabtd)&ing able to eat three meals a day and
living in a tiny room. Quite the contrary, | wagyéappy. | was painting daily and the concern fodfand
a room to sleep | saw, at the time, as necessitide d wished | could do without. | was so stimddtby
what | was seeing, the mountains, Puget Sound, fiffoags and the climate. | didn't want to take ifne t
to eat or sleep. Oh, to be young again! | was ab$phuiesting with enthusiasm for life.

By early summer | had to return to Williamsburg. Timmer before, Chip and | had agreed to have
another art show of my work. | was able to raiseugh money to fly home through a "fire sale" of my
artwork. Infact, | left Seattle with people owing money on the sale of my paintings. Throughoutine t
I was in Seattle, Jim K and | stayed in touch. Whleft, we parted good friends.

Summer of 1963

In the attic garret at my parent's home there wavagh stored paintings to start the summer season
at Chip's garden concession/art gallery. | stadedrk immediately as | had many fresh imagesingio
be put on canvas. For the first time, | was stattragticulate visually that horizon line of the Midste Only
now, do | recognize the loneliness of those eariytipgs’ At the time, they were unusual. The composition
was minimal. There was just a horizontal line imeting somewhere across the upper third of the canvas
Above this line was the sky. From painting to painthis sky would be expressed in several ways, somgetime
stormy, other times full of light. The unusual aspédhese paintings was from the horizon line dowas, th
lower two-thirds was nothing the bottom left blaridjmes just raw canvas. There was one other eleimgin
was added, an old barn, farm house or beach shackgffnaythe distance. These man-made structures
would intersect the natural world of the horizon.line

Other works were my impressions of Seattle, spetiifithe rain and fog over Puget Sound. This
climate or atmosphere was combined with stylized, rewdishing boats. Those paintings also had that
horizon line, only in that case, the line was laoss the canvas. The entire canvas was blue-gsayutti
the suggestion of the fishing boats, but with great esiglon the vertical masts of these boats.

I was also combining those images with images oé#ise coast. Tidal marshes, the Chesapeake Bay
and trees would replace the vertical masts of thinfisboats. However, the one predominant elemeall of
the paintings completed that summer was the horinen li

Once again, the paintings were selling. They ge¢edra substantial income, a lot more than what |
received in Seattle.

Chip and I had come up with an idea for expanding theshaf the Garden Gallery. We installed spot
lights in the trees of the garden. With this additwe could show the paintings at night. As a tesubre
tourists could see my work and the paintings lookatlyrgood being lit by those lights.

Something else happened as a result of being operhat fiige Garden Gallery became a favorite
hangout for our mutual friends. | remember those egenwell. There were several other artists, students
from William and Mary and locals. This "group” wouwjdther nightly. Always lots of intense conversagio
covering every topic under the moon. Other timessetgatherings would develop into spontaneous parties.
The motto of the young in the 60's and 70's was "sexsdRurk and Roll." This group's motto might have
been. "Talk of sex, beer and Goustoff Mahler."

After the gallery closed, around 10:00 p.m., the group waidglate to a restaurant in the business
district. This restaurant became the second favioaibg-out. We would stay there until they closedthen
gravitate to someone's home. Many times, as a gvewpould party all night. A lot of beer was consumed
that summer. Many times, | would make my way homiggaore the sun would come up. It was a wonderful
time, even though we might have been, by some starndasponsible. As for us, we had discovered minds

“Plates - 9,10.
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which needed to express themselves and yes, to lgo@ldime.

Even with all this drinking and partying, | was proithgca lot of paintings. Maybe at times, burning
the candle at both ends. What about the "Talk of sexy"s#tuality was a secret closely guarded by me.
Heterosexual peer acceptance was very important td me.was the one portion of my personal life | could
not share with the "group.” For me, this did cawseesanxiety, but the vitality and enjoyment of thisugr
of friends overshadowed this anxiety.

| was dating a beautiful woman named Maggie. Sheavzdgrter member of the "group.” We were
very close and on a personal level enjoyed the $k@seand dislikes of life. Maggie was a local @ersloing
graduate work in psychology at William and Mary. Megand | were a striking, good-looking couple. She
had beautiful long, red hair. | often thought she wauddte an incredible model. Whenever we were together
people would turn around and look at us. We knew figs relationship with Maggie was as close as | could
be with a member of the opposite sex. For me it wasmat There never was any physical expression of
my love for Maggie. | do think I loved her, as tlesould, in a limited way. We spent that whole stenm
together. We shared so much of our lives with eéteérphowever, Maggie did not know all there walsrtow
about me. | could not, would not, tell her about my satyuall was afraid of losing her companionship. She
might have thought | was acting out a lie with hebbing someone | was not. Maybe | was.

By summer’s end | was beginning to sense that Maggited more than a platonic relationship, and
rightfully so. If | had been heterosexual, | honeb#fieve Maggie and | would have married.

One night at this summers end. Maggie and | hadrdyb@rgument. The day following, | wrote
down that conversation.

Maggie Why did you tell Bill you went to bed with me?

Robert | didn't tell him that. What do you mean? Why wbll say a thing like that?
Maggie: Oh Robert, you know you did.

Robert | don't know what you are talking about. Why would |
say that?

Maggie | don't know, but he has probably told everyone we
know.

Robert Mag, we've been through this before, | don't kndwene
you get the idea | go around telling wild stories alibattwo of us.
Maggie Do you remember the night you gave me your ring?

Did that mean anything to you?

Robert Of course it did.

Maggie Then why are you putting me through hell. I'm nst |
one of the gang. | love you.

Robert No, you don't. How could you love me? | didn't &sk
anything. We've been very good friends. Oh, | dich&an that.
Maggie Robert, | love you.

Robert | can't love you because I'm incapable of love. Mhbgre are
so many things involved. You don't know what you geting into.
It wouldn't work out. My life is so different fromhat you think.
Maggie You have no choice. You can't stop me from loving
you. All I want are the crumbs. You can do anythiag want,

just let me have the crumbs. You can't stop me fromdov  you.
Robert You don't know what you are saying. What the hell

can | offer you? Do you think | could ever look yotagght in

the face if | were ever unfaithful to you?
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Maggie You can do whatever you want with your life, alvdnt
are the crumbs.
Robert It's all wrong, it's sick.

The Bill that Maggie referred to was one of theoigy" we ran around with. My sexuality was not
at all in the open. In a conversation with Bill, dad to me, "It's very obvious you and Maggie arérget
close, are you "doing It?" Are you "popping it to hed®aid, "No, besides it's none of your business."

I could have left it at just "No.” However, | am asied to admit that | had enough of a male ego to
add a tease, "It's none of your business." An interéinat maybe | was doing it with Maggie. Now,dlfe
closer to the truth of that inference which wassgudise, a front, that Robert was a "normal, red-blooded
heterosexual", always looking for "It." In shorsdught acceptance, always denying in order to be actept
| lived this lie for so many years.

In reading that dialogue between Maggie and me, lwaprised at the statement, "I can't love you
because I'm incapable of love." Now, | see that mydiam slip was showing. First, the obvious and simple
fact | was homosexual, it would be a contradictiorermt to love a woman. But, "I'm incapable of love."
| did not know love. | loved my mother in a stramgother son relationship. | did not love my fatheranted
nothing to do with him.

There is something else at this moment | am havingpteoputting my finger on. | will try.
Homosexuality, up to this point in my life, had beeratieof sex. Not to say that | did not have feeling].
However, | think | can speak for many homosexualdaf time. Marriage was an institution that belonged
exclusively to heterosexuals. These couples could opgphess their feelings for each other with no
judgments made. It was normal. Being homosexualséotiie contemporary vernacular, was to be in the
"closet." If there were feelings, we had to le@rnepress them when in public. If two men lived tbgetdid
not date women, and/or if one or both were a Ig¢fieminate, they were living dangerously, open to
harassment, judgment, discrimination, etc. In otdenaintain discretion, not to be singled out, ditaents
were an excluded part of the "lifestyle.”

When | said to Maggie, "I'm not capable of love,'Ushhave believed it. Because, homosexuals don't
love. | was projecting my own prejudice about myselbwitould I, God forbid, love another man? That's
gueer. Homosexuality meant having sex with another riidmat's all. | feel homosexuals fall into the trap
of their own stereotype. There were exceptions, fradt, in Miami, homosexual couples who were devoted
and had been monogamous for years. | found thisigmarmand at the same time, was envious. In thesyear
to come, | believe part of my anxiety stemmed fronp$irbeing human, as are all homosexuals. | would have
loved if it had been allowed. Those men | did naaet had feelings for, there seemed to be an unspoken
understanding that feelings would be as far as teedship would go. Anything beyond that was forbidden
love. It is hard, now, for me to even imagine lemgiological prejudice could cause a human being to deny
love.

At the end of that summer the Garden Gallery wasedo Chip and I, once more, agreed to do the
same thing the next summer. The "group" had disbardetl, member returning to the realities of their life.
Maggie and | remained friends. The argument didestlve anything, but as a result, we had put a little
distance between our selves.

| was painted-out and the relationship with my paresats at an all time low. After all the activity
of the summer, | found myself in a vacuum. | begammtoisto a profound sadness. Many of the old fesling
returned. Hopelessness. | described myself andtheygarret room at the time in the following.isltwritten
in the third person and dated September 1963.

A single, overhead work light is directed on a &aegsel which is in the center of the room.
A lone figure stands motionless in front of the kaste slowly raises his hand and begins painting
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on a small canvas sitting on the easel. He mowehkdad from side to side. Steps back and then
forward and proceeds to work again.

This room is small and is located in the attic btidding. The ceiling is sharply pitched. On
one wall of the room are hundreds of books and phapbgrecords. Just in front of the records is
a cabinet containing a record player -- Beethovemithi$ymphony is playing at almost full volume.
On the other side of the room are several comfeteltwirs.

The rest of the walls of this room are lined withnpags, photographs and an old violin.
There are a number of plaster sculptures sitting aroencbtm. The whole room is alive with art
and objects that could tell a lot about the man wipaisting.

This man walks to the other side of the room, aking his eyes off the canvas, sits down in
one of the chairs opposite the easel and lightsaaetig and for some moment stares at the canvas.
Turning away from the canvas, he puts his face in hisldhand slumps in the chair remaining
motionless. Suddenly, he gets up and goes back fmathieng, this time, with determination in his
eyes. He raises the brush to the canvas and hidlegims to tremble. He doesn't touch the canvas
with the brush, instead, he drops his hands to hes sgilieezing the brush tightly in his hand. Again,
he returns to the chair, still not taking his eyié$he canvas. He stares for a few moments,veitifi
the brush in his hand. He begins to tremble all ovéren, in almost a whisper and out of pure
desperation he says, "Why?"

Again, he gets up and returns to the easel, thisftamécally trying to work on the picture.
He suddenly stops, holding the brush in his handfithessqueezing it so hard it breaks, then throws
it to the floor.

He turns and looks up at the single light overheae stdres motionless, then slowly returns
to his chair, this time dropping his hands to higsiHe stares at the light, but it is as if it wesnkl
space. As he stares, tears begin to come to his l@gesxpression blank as if numb from some
unknown agony. He slowly turns his head lookingeatheof the paintings on the walls. Eyes are
blurred by the tears of exhaustion. His eyes soon beoaedeon a small crucifix hanging among the
paintings.

The phonograph record has ended and the sound ohglimker and over again is heard. He
is oblivious to the sound. The figure does not moeeappears to have lost contact with his
surroundings . . . just sitting, eyes fixed and teappahg from his cheeks.

This room, which radiates with a love of life, tiht is good, many of life's great gifts, music,
art and literature, it should be beaming with sunligfthose chairs are where people with the same
love have sat and discussed for hours, music, amplaifesophy. But now, this room seems almost
sad, so quiet, no music, the chairs are empty, arditiois closed to shut out the light and the outside
world.

What possessed me to write the above, | do not kiheaunds a bit melodramatic. However, | do remember
clearly that day. | now know what was happeningad lost my equilibrium, that balance between my cresoul
and my personal life. | was becoming possessed bysiepnedebilitated by the mind, blocking the creadimal. The
creative self had always sustained me. As longassiworking, | was happy, totally stimulated by mygisworld.
But when that balance was ruptured due, in part, to gegt-deated unidentifiable need of acceptance as auatah
being, those old issues of sexuality, pleasing my pargetting a job, being responsible and yes, gettingietawere
all starting to overwhelm me. | had a lot of anxigbout this last issue. Society, family and peers ¢éggenen in
their 20's to fall in love with a member of the opposeg, get married and have children. | knew thitafgie and
| were to marry, it would be a lie. This could be ome way | could meet with approval. Deny my own tiatbrder
to be accepted.

If 1 did not have such dysfunctional roll models asguas, that is, they were the models of what | thought
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married life would be like, | might have made thevgranistake and married. | was homosexual. Marriamédibe
a lie. Married couples are stressed and unhappy (mytparémvould have to "stop this nonsense of waritirige an
artist,” which, according to them was being totatfgsponsible.

So, in the Fall of 1963 with no understanding, just thetmns, of what | have just been describing, | asked
for help. In this small southern town, there waseatal health clinic. My stay at the hospital in 1958 bpened a
door that | was about to open even wider. | feltddeel help, | told no one as | sought help from thisccl | was
assigned a doctor who coincidently was on the sfefie state hospital. After we had a few meetihgsput me on
antidepressants which did not help.

November 18, 1963- ADMISSION NOTE: On November 18, 1963, this 24-yearvahite male
was admitted to Eastern State Hospital as an En@rgen

REASON FOR ADMISSION: | had been following the patien the Tidewater Guidance
Clinic, and as he was depressed, started him on riilb#% milligrams b.i.d. and Elavil 50 to 75
milligrams h.s. In spite of the medications thegrdtcontinued to get more and more depressed. The
constant friction which he has had with his fargity worse, and on Friday night his father and mothe
were giving it to him left and right. He [sidiather said, "you are not capable of taking care of
yourself, and you can't accept responsibility.”, angh#ient stated, "They would probably both been
better off without me, implying they would be betteribffhad died that time | tried to take my life."
The patient continued to be very upset over the weekaamtitoday (Monday) he called the Clinic,
stating that he felt he needed to talk with metragliay. As | am only scheduled in the Clinic on
Thursdays, | was called, and after talking with@ef of the Clinic, called the patient trying talkt
him off until an appointment tomorrow, however, haexldghat he needed to come to see me tonight.
Several times during the interview, the patient Skagtbn't know what to do. | am not interested in
anything. | don't want to listen to music or evempaint -- | don't know where | am, don't know what
| am doing, and | don't care. - If | kill myself would probably kill my mother too." Another time he
said, "l don't know who | am, and | don't know whiatdoing, and could care less.” When | suggested
that it would probably be a good idea to come into tiepital, he said, "If | came into the hospital
the only benefit | can see is it would protect me fragself. - Right now, | am alright, but | feel on
the brink and the moment may come when | do songetupid. - As long as | am a little groggy from
the medicine it is alright. | don't have to thihk.

CLINICAL EVALUATION: Patient is a well developed,eil nourished white male, alert,
cooperative and well oriented in all spheres. Thoymgesh was not { } and there was no
tearing, patient seemed to be depressed and suiétdsient gave some insight into his problem of
homosexuality, and having read on the subject ofsitt$ 4ssociation with paranoid schizophrenia,
and hence | feel he is afraid he is psychotic.

INITIAL IMPRESSION: Psychoneurotic Depressive Reactichronic severe depression,
feeling of depersonalization, feelings of unrealispme ideations associated with Sociopathic
Personality Disorder, Sexual deviation, homosexuality.

J. Gray McAllister, Il

November 26, 1963 -- PSYCHIATRIC EVALUATION AND MENTAL SATUS: This
patient was readmitted to Eastern State Hospitalaeidber 18, 1963.

PRESENT ILLNESS: This is a 24 year old, single, e/hiiale who was readmitted to this

5

The term "sic" is used in transcription when a wardroup of words are transcribed exacthea®neously
written. "Sic" points out the transcriber realizes mhistake, but the text is to remain as is, becauseait
verbatim transcription.
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hospital, having been here previously in 1959 with a dsigrd Sociopathic Personality Disturbance,
Sexual Deviation. He was admitted on November 18, 1968 Bsnargency since, in the opinion of
the doctor, he was an emergency at that time.a$t stated that he was in constant friction with his
family, particularly with his parents, and that hel wdt face or accept responsibility. The patient
thereby implied that they would be better off without laind that he intended to take his life. The
patient has been attending the Tidewater Clinic.théhpast couple of weeks there has been a
recurrence of activities that have been previously krnawhis district from this patient in past years.

PAST HISTORY: His past history is unchanged.

PART PROCESSES: Gross Identification: This ise#l-wilt, well nourished, white male.
He is very cooperative and oriented in all spheres.

PERCEPTION: Patient is oriented in all spheres. r& leno evidence of suicide. Since
coming to the hospital, he has not even talked alboum ifact, he denied it.

INTELLECTION: Actually, there is no impairment. Hisemory is good. His capacity for
abstract thinking and concentration is good. Hmmon sense is defective in that he is an artist and
has a different perspective on things.

The precipitating cause appears to have occurred sonte sight months ago when this
patient was almost against his own wishes, persuadend his paintings for exhibition in New York.
He received very severe criticisms and since iime states that he has been upset and worried, has
had no interest in no such work, particularly painting.

THOUGHT PROCESSES: He s inclined to block, ratimeaand be incoherent. . . he seems
to get off into artistry whatever the subject conedris.

THOUGHT CONTENT: No evidence of fantasy, dreamsuicide. he is quite friendly but
appears to be introverted, worried, somewhat depresséis iimpressions, having no interest
whatsoever in his main interest in life, and thiapainting. He has no ambition to participate in
anything and doesn't even want to go on an open waedhaldl no real interest at this time and
requested that he not see any visitors. He chamngedind and wished to see his mother, which we
allowed. In attempting to get him to do some pagnthis time, it met with only minimal success.

The patient is a highly dependent person and has beshtss life. There is very strong
evidence of his being head of a type of antisociairietype of group. There have been all sorts of
accepted immoral procedures going on between varioes aivd husbands, and this patient himself
is a well-known homosexual.

DIAGNOSTIC IMPRESSIONS: (1) Psychoneurotic Reactibapressive Reaction. (2)
Sociopathic Personality, Sexual Deviation.

STRESS: Disappointment in work and domestic diffieslt

PREDISPOSITION: Quite inadequate personality.

DISPOSITION: Continue hospitalization, refer to hive Treatment, keep in hospital for
a minimum period of three to six months.

F.G. Walls, M.D.

In order for you the readeh&wve a broader scope of my thinking during this habpétion,
I will add comments and/or writings, that surviveldile | was undergoing psychotherapy.

After a number of interviewstwiDr. Walls, my new Doctor, he told me in a vetsaight-
forward way what my options were. | could leavehbspital, as my initial period of observation was about
to end. If I left the hospital, my case would be etbsMy second option was to voluntarily allow myself
be committed into the hospital for an indefinite perd time. If | chose to commit myself, | would |@oall
my legal rights as a citizen. Also, if | chosestay, he, the doctor would become my psychotherapisiva
would immediately start therapy. He explained thatttierapy could be both intensive and painful for me.
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He was optimistic, if | worked hard with him, hetfelvould benefit greatly. He also said that assallteny
life would change for the better.

I gave this a lot of thoughtan only remember one of what must have been magstiqns.
| asked Dr. Walls if as a result of my therapy, Liddoe changed for the rest of my life. “What if #zeirce
of my creativity is somehow rooted in my dysfunctibproblems, and if these problems are taken asuagd
would | ever want to paint again.” His answer wassh*“What you ask may be true.” | paused for a long
time. Would | be willing to risk losing the “passionmay life,” my work, in exchange for “stable mental
health,” to give up my creative soul in order to bertnal? . ----------- “Yes, | would stay in the hospita

December 11, 1963 - TEMPORARY VISIT NOTE:

This patient is likely to remain in the hospital smme considerable period of time. During
his present hospitalization, considerable improvenanbken noted, and it is felt that further progress
will be attained. It is recommended that this patiengiven a seven-day visit at Christmas. Relative
of the patient, as well as the patient, have madeest for this visit.

Francis G. Walls, M.D.

I wrote the following after being in the hospitalmber of weeks. It was a lonely night and | had gone
into the lavatory in order to use the only lightttivas available.
December 9, 1963

Dear Lord, give me the strength to paint and writeere are so many things in this world
| want to express, to feel, to see. Life is so wdindleso beautiful. If only | had the strength
to do these things. Moments | feel as if | am gamburst with enthusiasm for life. Life is
so overwhelming, | feel like crying with joy. | alife, a part of life, life is infinite, but | am
not. One life span is all one can endure.

The following is a letter | wrote to a friend. niclude this letter here because, at that time it edfer
an explanation of what | thought brought me to the hakgitd the expectations | held.

December 30, 1963
Dear Virg,

As in the past, it's been a long time and a lot tegspkned. | guess no one can keep up with me, not
even myself sometimes.

I don't know where to start maybe now or when | gentthe last postcard. | think to make a long
story short | will give you a brief run down. | matie the West Coast and stayed in Seattle for atoomt
months and then flew back to Williamsburg. | hadeagtime in Seattle, did a lot of painting and aisiol
everything | painted, enough to pay for a plane titkehe and to live on the whole time | was in Seattle.
When | got back to Williamsburg | was booked for a showun all summer.

The show was great and | did a hell of a lot of pagn In the two months the show ran, | painted 49
oils and sold 38 and hit an all time high in the po€ene painting, $275. Isn't that great? | just could no
believe that someone would pay that much for my wbhape this is the beginning of the road up. It's about
time, right?

Now for the bad news. When the show closed, | denin hill. Virg, | wish | could talk to you in
person so | could explain a little better. As you knlogm not much of a writer. | had been drinking quite a
bit during the summer and lost the true meaning of Wvat doing. Or maybe | should say, nothing had any
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meaning, | had painted myself out. | tried and trimgt nothing would come out. Then | became depressed
and started thinking in an unhealthy way. Well, as know | have never been too stable. Well, this time
panicked, and was afraid | might do something toatfiyd could see what was happening and in turn went
to see a doctor and he, in turn, panicked and put the fatate Hospital. Well, here | am in a mentaphab
I have been here for almost a month. | have ageog doctor and | have a great deal of confidemdenn.
He has set up a positive plan which should have pos#sudts. | was told first that it would take sonmeti--
three to six months. A complete case history, compsychological tests and numerous other means to get
an overall picture of my personality and perhaps pingbancause of my unstableness. | have great hopes
that some good will come of this.

One good thing has happened in the past few wedlesjelstarted painting again and feel good about
the results.

Virg, you should know by now that | will be alright. & get myself into messes overnight and
somehow | make it alright. However, | hope thisetiwill be the last.

Hope you had a happy Holiday. If you have time, pleage,wwould love to hear from you.

As ever,
Bob

PAGE 4 MISSING -- HOSPITAL TRANSCRIPT CONTINUES ADELOWS:

January 10, 1964 - continued -

[Complete verbal exposure. He appears to have no shadnglpeifies in this public acclamation of
his weaknesses, his qualities or lack of qualitieslvhe exhibits. Having met the patient's parents,riat
feel anything is to be gained by trying to get thesein therapy, because the mother is only polite vifnen
the hospital and completely fails to recognize theetsigned if he meets her in public and the fathevera
strongly aggressive type without any real understgnofirmental sickness.

FULL CONCLUSION: Since the object in therapy is tieeagthen this boy's ego boundaries, that he
might have some understanding in order to be accaeptathomosexual in a less definant (sic) way ingocie
It is not the object of the therapist to change thegrés homosexuality, but that he may make it suchlagto
with it. The other object is to strengthen his obsessiompulsiveness so as to counteract his gross
dependency. patient can become more of an obsessipelsove, calculating punctual, untidy, caring a great
deal for the response of society, the ability thawitieoe so intent on this that depressive periodsmait be
as severe nor as frequent, there-by eliminating thelplidgsof future suicide. It could be stated that the
therapist is being directed by the Superintendent inahdling of this quite difficult case, where the progjs
at the best is only fair.

Francis G. Walls, M.D.

As my therapy was progressing, Dr. Walls wanted twkifil had been dreaming. | said as a matter
of fact | was having a lot of dreams. He thenringted me to write them down as they happened in ¢oder
incorporate these dreams into the therapy. In tleksvi® follow there were a number of dreams which Dr.
Walls thought were significant. He would always redjtiest | first give my interpretation of each dream.

The following is one of those dreams, as writtethat time.

DREAM |
A man in a white coat approaches me while I'm sititingpme sort of waiting room. It must be the
lounge of a hospital and he must be an intern.
"Would you come with me?" We leave the lounge anddaarelevator just outside the lounge in a
corridor. We must have gone to the top floor. I'dkmow which floor. But | know we were high up.
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Leaving the elevator, we walk down another corridioough several rooms of no description and
finally into a small room with one bed and all thags that hospital rooms have. However, this rtmoks
old and gray as compared to the bright antiseptis loaliside this room.

The intern gives me a white gown and tells meke tay clothes off and put the gown on. At this he
leaves the room without saying a word. Somehowad afraid to take my clothes off. After some sigll
| finally strip and put the gown on. | then sit oe 8ide of the bed as if waiting to be told what Iusti@o
next. In a few moments, the intern returned. Heaisying a large tray with a hypodermic needle orHe
closes the door behind him and turns to me. "Come'hée slowly get up from the bed. By the time I'm
standing he has walked over to me. "This is far, ys going to be very painful.” He takes my righmhand
oh so slowly inserts the long needle in a larga irethe forepart of my arm. At first, | grit myetd against
the pain thinking it will be over in a moment. But he is just holding the needle in my arm and doepush
the plunger. The pain is excruciating, all | can thskoi cry out. But I still think he will soon push the
plunger and then remove the long stainless stegestfrom my arm. It feels as if it is red hot ang whole
body is alive with pain. Why is he taking so long8aid, "You don't give shots this way, please renibee
needle, | can't stand the pain. Why don't you gigehma medication in the syringe? Please hurry.'lobles
up at me with no emotion on his face. He then tapesyringe to my arm with the needle still in tleanv
He said, "You must not remove this needle, it mustistsgour arm.” He then leads me to the bed andrsts
down. "Now, you stay in this room and don't toudt treedle.” He turns away and leaves the roompaine
continues to build until | can't stand it anymore. rEically, | try to push the plunger in and force thadlinto
my body. But the plunger won't move. The harder | pthghgreater the pain. Suddenly | see blood come
into the syringe, | had pushed so hard that whergiethe syringe drew some of my blood out. Exhausted
from the pain | give up and just hope the pain will gayaw

I must find someone to explain what is happening tolmaust get out of this place. Quickly, | open
the door and run down the hall to a large deskin§ibehind the desk is a nurse tending to some paféres.
looks, and seeing me becomes quite angry. "Whatoareloing out here? You are supposed to be in your
room, now get back" | answered back, "Why won'tesmme remove this needle, | can't stand the pairty W
won't the plunger go in.?" She said, "Oh, you dordeustand, you're not supposed to push the plunger in.
The fluid has to be absorbed into your system. Ittaldé a long time. Now, you must return to your room."

| find myself, now, running as fast as | can. Timdle which has brought so much pain is still
attached to my arm. | am running from the man, plooged its bitter point into me, running from the dark
gray room, where | do not belong. There must be spaee | can go, someone who will put out a helping
hand.

Suddenly | find myself standing in front of a strataeking building. Maybe | belong here. This
building is small and has match-stick screens folsw&tanding in the entrance, | can see througmétieh-
stick walls. Inside there are many young men, ratikihg and laughing. | want to join them. But no one
seems to know me. | see so many faces that | tlehkuld know, but they look at me as if | were hefre.
| want so much to go inside and join them. | waett to accept me, to let me join their fun. Theretrbas
someone here who knows me.

As I turn to look into one of the other rooms, mg®yneet with a familiar face. This time he sees me
and walks to the door where | am standing. Sayatlging, he holds out his hand and smiles. | cadtitfim
drawing me to him. | could feel myself being drawtoithe room.

Suddenly the pain in my arm returns only this time sappll my strength to the point. | fall to my
knees. "Won't someone please help me?" The fatedissso kind is now laughing at me all the voidesdr
blend into one loud deafening sound, a joke. | closgdyes hoping to stop some of the noise. Thelhtbfa
the ground on my face.

A pair of hands, so gentle, lift my body from thewgrd. When | open my eyes, the intern from the
hospital is holding me. "I'm here to help you, you nmagtbe afraid, please come back with me. The day wil
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come when we will remove that needle and you camsia your own two feet.” The two of us leave togeth

I will not go into a long analysis of this dreamchase most of it is very obvious.
After | read this to Dr. Wallls, he naturally askeelwhat | thought the dream meant. | said thateen was
Dr. Walls, and the painful needle was the therapyso Al could not expect to have a fast cure, pushing the
plunger in, because psychotherapy takes a long time.

In Dr. Wall's clinical notes, he states, "It is nbe object of the therapist to change the person's
homosexuality, but that he may make it such as to litkeits* Dr. Walls may not have been overtly trying
to change my sexuality, but he did not discourage nme fmoving in that direction.

We spent a great deal of time analyzing the latterghahis dream. He and | both felt the matchkstic
building was a homosexual hang out. The reason thisimilhs constructed of match sticks was because
the building (lifestyle of homosexuals) could be easibiol away, not stable construction. Proof that such
a lifestyle is not stable. The reason no one acletmed me was because | did not belong there. Whas |
recognized, everyone laughed at me like | was a jékeof again, | did not belong there. At the dasion
of the dream, | fall on my face because of my désite one of the people (homosexuals) in this match-stic
building. The intern (Dr. Walls) picks me up off myéaand in so many words, assures me there is a better
way to live.

In the therapy, there would soon come a time whigraught | had been "cured” of being homosexual.
Again, Dr. Walls did not discourage my thinking. | @t criticizing Dr. Walls. As you will soon see, he
helped me in a great many ways. | believe he geydiketl me, and perhaps on a personal level he thought
if | somehow became "straight,” life for me would beam more stable. The acceptance of myself being a
homosexual was not stressed as a positive. Thera Wa®f discussion about the negative side of such a
choice. It was believed, at the time, that beingmdsexual was a choice and was symptomatic of a deep
"sociopathic personality disorder, sexual deviatidddw | know none of this was true.

Dream Il
There was a second dream which | now feel cameckesg to the heart of my problems. The actual
dream as | wrote it was lost. But | do remembemigortance and some of the images. Dr. Walls and |
referred to this dream as the "Foundation House."

The setting is a clearing in a dark forest. Theraigas circular and quite large. At the
center of this clearing, which is well lit, is tfeundation of a house. | remember the details of this
foundation. It was constructed of stone and wastidive feet high. The floor of this would-be
house was also there and it too was constructedmé.stThus, the name, Foundation House.

This foundation was not unlike a stage. In the drddound myself standing on this stage
in the light with a number of people, one of which Weggie. | recall that there was, at times, a lot
of internal emotions being expressed on this stage.

In one moment, Maggie and | were about to be mariggemotional response was anxiety.
In another moment | would be alone, if you will, stagdcenter stage full of fear for my life. | could
see at the edge of the forest in the shadows thgearof my father every place | looked. In essence |
was surrounded by my father who was threatening akuhduin the shadows. | was afraid that he
was going to rip this place away from me. He wasipg$grsh judgments on everything | did on this
stage/foundation.

In our interpretation of this dream, the first angefoost symbol was the foundation. It was made of

stone. This represented my new-found life. Throhglttterapy | was establishing a solid foundation dolwh
I would build the rest of my life. We even comparebithe match-stick building which would blow away
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with the first strong wind. This foundation wasidpbn the ground, nothing could destroy it. Dr. Walso
equated it with humility, telling me | should "have egt on the ground and my head out of the clouds.” |
also, years later, would add to that definiti@mce you admit you have humility, you don't.

This foundation represented my feet planted firmlyhaground. | now wonder if | ever got my head
out of the clouds. That's a joke, which you will tatederstand.

This foundation also represented a new freedomyéleeldm to construct the rest of my house. My
father's presence in the dream was not unlike hismrese life, always threatening. The residue of ¢hes
threats was manifested in this dream as the emdéan fear that he was going to take away my oead
personhood. This was not unlike the wolf in theystirthe "Three Little Pigs." My house was goingt®
built of stone. The wolf, my father, could huff and paifthe wanted, but he could not destroy my foundation
-- ME.

Maggie's presence and the potential marriage repeesstit unresolved issues. The emotion was
anxiety about responsibility and love. Both, as | uridecsit were what society expected of me.

Probably more than any other subject that Dr. Wallslavatked on was responsibility. We came
to call this "paying the milk bill." This meant bréady the financial dependence | had on my parentginga
my own way. Getting a job and staying with it. Wessaid, "to cut the cord, to break away completelnfr
my parents. To become responsible for my actions dholywo pay for the consequences of those actions.
To learn to set realistic goals for myself." Butsninportant, the means to those goals had to be equally
realistic. This meant learning to curb my appetitesrder to keep my feet on the ground. And last, my ar
should become a hobby, something | did only in my sjiae

Except for what Dr. Walls advised pertaining to myvark, what | learned through this therapy was
sound and would serve, indeed, as part of the foumdbtiwuld learn to build my house on. In truth, | was
not mentally ill, only misguided. | had not throuddé to this point, learned the fundamentals of pensod
from my parents. | am not trying to blame them flbrnay misfortunes. It is that they, through their
dysfunctions, were unable to give me positive guidasce ehild.

There is one last, curious aspect of this therapy whignt through. Almost the entire contents of
my early childhood was not brought to light. For eglanwe did talk about what happened with my Uncle
Robert. This was somehow pushed under the rug. Tine patverted early relationship with my mother |
could not admit to myself, not until 1992, through theingiwork of the letters to my parents, only thevaks
| finally able to deal with that painful truth. Subjestgch as incest, pedophilia (my uncle), child abuseyof an
nature was not dealt with, somehow intentionallyloaied. Children were the property of their paresats
it was the right of the parents to treat the chidre parents wished.

| was treated by the community of psychiatrists as dégant and the responsibility of my
dysfunctional life fell squarely on my shoulders.ctepted this as the truth.

March 18, 1964 - This patient who resides in Building 9, se&) in intensive psychotherapy
by the undersigned four days a week for one hour dndsc He has been gradually becoming more
decisive in his planning, more mature with his degliith himself and others, and less acting out in
order to attract attention to himself. This prodess been gradual and has caused hurt to himself by
the fact that he continuously strived to use the ghetras a form of piggy-back mechanism to carry
him through life. This patient has been usual anduhstgution of the therapist was merely for that
of his father and mother and close friends whodsused throughout his whole life to get what he
wanted right then and there without waiting for it atheut any thought of his paying for, either
financially or otherwise. Certain steps had to Benay the therapist so that at no time any decision
was made, various alternatives were suggested ameésked, "now which of these do you think is
the most likely to operate”, and if he picked a paldicone, asked him what practical steps he had
to the particular goal. On one occasion during the pasith when he was feeling quite over-
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convinced that he was not a homosexual, he had amgygass out and went into the town and sat
in one of his old haunts near the capitol and was corplgt®red by the younger homosexuals
around him. He felt, depressed, dependent, and upsetsaadesult of this called a friend who
brought him back to the hospital. It should be statadtth had a legitimate pass to be out at the time.
Since this type of action was unusual in view of hig pa#tern, his ego was somewhat deflated since
that one would assume that he had always had people thobim because of his physical
attractability. At the present time he is much suféiimself, that he is not a homosexual, that his
past indulgences have been due to immaturity, and ngtgssing from the age of twelve to a normal
mature relationship, either with men and particulaithwomen. Inthe past month he has had a long
sensible discussion with his father, regarding hig argl necessity for independence from the family
to stand upon his own feet, something he has notiddhe past.

He has ignored any equally, plain straight forwatklwath the mother and feels somewhat
guilty and anxious about the same. In order to avdithdbe same discussion with the mother, he
has avoided her and | feel sure she is at a loss #rystadd the change which is apparently taking
place. At the present time, the patient foreseeituse as the necessity of getting a stabilized job.
He is hoping to approach people he knows in Colonialiaifisburg. He has other outlets if this
should falil, to obtain a small lodging somewhere &ntde self supporting. At the same time, he
wishes to continue painting in order to have an exbibif his paintings at the Bull's Head Tavern
during the month of June. It should be stated aldd#hhas become more practical in his approach
to thinking. Before it was a matter of spontaneaufiaw which he now regards as being a neurotic
outlet rather than a thoughtful form of expression.

This patient feels that what he regarded as leisaurestwhen he was with a crowd known as
"the Group", he now regards as a waste of free tifeeis posing to use this leisure time after work
to become equally interested in music for which hesaaige ability, and in art, teaching painting as
well as continuing to paint.

The problem appears to be the cutting of the knot betthegpatient and his mother, since
the mother may be hanging on and on the other Bardnay reach the state where she does not know
what is happening. The patient has felt guilty on@easion in the recent past when he was on a
weekend visit to Richmond and found himself lookétigyoung, attractive men in the street, and felt
very guilty, but shook it off. He did say that he dat wish to be confronted with any such situation
in the future.

It can be said that this patient appears to be on a staoée, mature basis. His present
outlook is one of optimism, which the therapist tteesinge so that in the future when he meets with
the hardness of life and disappointments he wilfloptback into depression. The main concern was
that the therapist should not continue to provide sugdporthe patient to the degree that it was
supplied in the past by his parents. It was discussbdhatDoctor on the ward and it was discussed
with the group in the Intensive treatment, the postsitnf his leaving in the not-too-distant future,
continued (sic) upon his obtaining some degree of worthat he can support himself and attain his
dependency (sic) from the family and at the same iy establish a new, more mature relationship
with the family. Undoubtedly some progress has been npedeaps the weakness in the present
progress is some degree of overconfidence that tienphas, perhaps a greater degree of optimism
than his maturing state at this time would suggestveider, | do think that a furlough if not discharge
in the not-too-distant future is definitely indicatel@pending on the above conditions.

F.G. Walls, M.D.
April 14, 1964 - DISCHARGE NOTE:

Mr. Singleton was admitted to Eastern State Hospitdlovember 18, 1963. At the time of

admission, his chief complaint was depression. Eeived a Diagnosis on December 16, 1963, of
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Psychoneurotic Reaction, Depressive Disorder.

At the present time, Mr. Singleton resides in Bugdwhere he is a friendly and cooperative
patient. He has been seeing Dr. Walls is in psycheyplyerand the reader is referred to Dr. Walls'
notes. At the present time, the patient does noifesaany depressive features, and it is the [opinion]
of his psychotherapist and administrator that it wddddf great benefit to leave the hospital at the
present time. Mr. Singleton is an artist, and mgmged in such activity while being in the hospital.
His paintings are selling at the present time, ankasebeen able to accumulate sufficient funds to
carry him over the period of time that will be reqdifer him to find suitable employment. This writer
discussed the situation regarding Mr. Singletongsass with Dr. Walls, and it is our recommendation
that he be granted a discharge as "Not Mentaholtl April 14, 1964. He is capable of self-support,
and shows no impairment.

Herman W. Wallner, M.D.

April 14, 1964 - This patient has been under therapy withrntersigned for four hours weekly since
he entered the hospital in the early fall of 1963. @&ltfh some degree of insight has been attained by
the patient, there have been varying degrees of geggmndency transferred from the parents to the
therapist, and latterly a sort of a drift away intmare introverted state of self dependency. This
patient has not been completely honest in the ladigs @ith the therapist, in that it was arranged and
he was told to slow down before he left the hospital hleashould perhaps make more definite
arrangements before going to Florida with his bro#tmel that he should have a definite job to go to.
The patient previously mentioned that he was goirggiat Augustine and join the Artist Colony. |
believe, although the patient denies this and hamnfallwith a more practical plan, | feel that it was
done more or less to please the undersigned sirtt&shaot the slightest intention of doing so. This
is a highly dependent, absolutely immature young marsevparents in the past have treated him as
a baby, although he is in this mid-twenties. | spoki Ibo the patient and to the parents and
emphasized the importance of his being allowed to raatod take the roughings in life as well as the
smooth ones. There is considerable guilt feelingsqodarly on the part of the mother who wishes
to calculate and know exactly where she went wrdrgglieve the patient is still a highly scheming
individual who operates exclusively for his own good e#il persistently do so. He will continue to
cry out for help and the mother will continue to aiith vhen such cries become known to her.

The prognosis for this patient is quite poor, becaudeeldoes not have any type of work
which gives him public acclaim. 2) Although he has sadegree of ability as an artist, it is not
sufficient for him to earn a living by. 3) He has véugh-class tastes without either the financial
ground or the financial where-with-all to fulfill tee tastes. The patient is never completely honest,
he acts out a good deal. His painting is an adthiibenefit of the audience, and although he has
attained some degree of maturity it is quite insidficthat he should concur all his past deviations,
particularly in the sexual order without more gross trawaouring. | feel that at least the patient
latterly was not well disposed towards therapy arsliak the therapist did not oppose his suggestions
made both by the patient and through his own doctorhhahould leave the hospital. However, in
conclusion it should be stated that although some eedgnerogress has been made, some degree of
maturity attained by the patient in the opinion of tnelersigned, it is insufficient to hope that the
future will be without trouble both to the patient anddoisty. The prognosis as such is at the best
fair.

Francis G. Walls, M.D.

Once again the doctors were so right but so wrortge prognosis was, at best, fair. The irony of
ironies is that they helped me enormously, but theyaiknow it. What | thought happened in therapy and
what the doctor thought were two very differentites. As | stated earlier, | did not know the @mts of my
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record until 1991. When | read what, | have just shaitdyou, my first response was hurt. How could the
doctor so misread me and at the same time help me?

There seemed to be a double standard. My psychogratystvalls was what | thought, a friend.
He was English and had been raised by Jesuit Priestb@s alhis endeared me to him. He became a
surrogate father to me. Throughout the therapy healssteaching me about psychology, he would
sometimes take me on his rounds explaining to me kiéhasas doing. He educated me about life. We did not
just talk about my problems. We could go off on longjéguts, sometimes for hours at a time. | met hie wif
and had dinner at their home many times. Afteftithe hospital and in the years to follow, we sthiyn touch
and would get together when we could. So, thereanaersonal side to the relationship with my therapist.
You can see why my first response was hurt.

After reading the file several times | became camegér What if they were right? They were doctors
after all, they should know what they were doingaylide | have just been lucky with my artwork and lite.

did not take long for me to dismiss that thoughherd; | must accept this file as well meaning, but smgr

First let me set the record straight. | noticext there was a marked change in Dr. Walls' notes jus
before | was discharged. He really started to becwyative and made statements that weren't true.

| did want to go to St. Augustine, not to join ansartolony, there was no such place. | had found
out through a friend that the following year St. Augnestvas to celebrate its quadri centennial with piets
unlike the Jamestown Festival. Through the diregta@flamestown, the director of the St. Augustine Quadri
centennial Commission was contacted on my behaifasla skilled exhibit designer and wanted to geba j
in St. Augustine with the Commission in order toigedn the ground floor. The response from the Direct
in St. August was positive. There would be exhibit degigrk for me.

Second, | was not planning to go to Florida withbmyther. | did have a brother, who along with his
wife and two children had lived in Orlando, Florifda some time.

Lastly, | quote "his painting is an act for the benefithe audience." | know exactly what he was
referring to.

It had been suggested that | bring a number of my pgstathe hospital in order to show the entire
clinical staff the work. This was not intendecd®an art show. The intention, | thought, was hopefhiit
the paintings could possibly shed some light on my.c&ech a meeting did take place. | sat outside the
conference room as Dr. Walls presented my casetertiire clinical staff of the hospital. | was thevited
in to talk about the paintings. For a change, | wasip own turf. | knew what | was talking about. Rgrh
I was not humbling myself before the staff. | dondw. As | said, | was confidant and pleased thaiuidh
my paintings, | could in some way contribute to my @ase.

After the meeting, | wanted to know from Dr. Wdllew | did and what artist would not ask the
guestion, "Did they like my work?" His interpretatiovas that | was showing off, acting out for the liene
of the audience.

g

For the recordin 1952, when the American Psychiatric Association #sdirst official catalog of
mental disordersThe Diagnostic and Statistical Manual, Mental Disorders (DSMwmosexuality was
listed among the sociopathic personality disturbanddg.the next revisionDSMII, issued in 1968,
homosexuality was moved to the category of “otherp®ychotic mental disorders,” where it was classifie
along with fetishism, pedophilia, transvestism, exiahism, voyeurism, sadism, and masochism.

On December 15, 1973, the APA board of trustees made thadak decision that “homosexuality
. . . by itself does not constitute a mental disofder

Finally, in 1986, the APA removed all references to dmexuality in thedSM-IIIR.

Long Hot Summer
| did go to St. Augustine in the Spring of 1964, preparestaa work with the Quadri centennial
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Commission. | had no idea what my life would nexttrest into.

There were multiple reasons for choosing St. Augustiheggie had once lived in St. Augustine and
during the time we were dating, she told me a loutiber life there.

Maggie continued to see me on a regular basis whileslinvthe hospital. When | told her, | was
considering going to St. Augustine to work for the @ueentennial Commission, she was excited andexffer
to help through an old friend she had who still lieere. Maggie's friend, Dan, was a leather anats a
maker of sandals. Maybe this is where Dr. Walls lgetidea there was an artist colony in St. Augustine.
Anyway, Maggie contacted Dan who said | should comdown that he would be happy to help me find my
way around, a place to live, etc.

| drove a big old 1957 white, Ford station wagon. | botigh car a few years back in order to haul
paintings around. | packed the car with all my pagnsopplies, my sound system, records and clothes and
headed down the east coast to Florida. Upon agrimirst. Augustine, | found Dan and within a day qr so
Dan helped me find a place to live, and what a placas!

Just off the mainland from St. Augustine is Anastédand. This Island is a long, narrow splinter
of land that hugs the Atlantic coast of North FlaridHeading south on this island were miles of urbitae
beach and there, in all its grandeur, was my beloweddn, the split between the sky of the east, wivichld
welcome each new day with a sunrise. Below is Bs far as the eye could travel was the mothelt o
life, the ocean.

Dan helped me find a small two room, second floortapent on Anastasia Island. Much to my good
fortune, this apartment was right on the beach withiswal obstruction blocking this great vista. My new
home was at the end of 16th Street at the Atlant&a@c All of this for $75 a month.

| felt very much at home there. This place was nait®nally unlike the wilderness experience on
the farm at Clifton. | felt safe with this unspoileatural environment. My days would begin long befiose
light. All I had to do was walk a dozen yards oy and | was sitting at the shore line. Almosigrelusly, |
would quietly wait alone for the sun to rise. Somemmys, | would walk north along the shore, perhagg on
a quarter of a mile, where Anastasia Island would énhdias there, during low tide, Conch Island cdudd
reached by foot. This small island was totally ualvited. At high tide, the shifting dunes and scrubarich
Island were sealed off from the rest of the woflth several occasions, | intentionally stayed ondBdsland
as the tide came in, cutting myself off from the #she world. Pelicans and gulls were my compasiin
the north extremity of this island. | would skinrip.d| would wander through the deep pockets of the dunes
I would think. This place was a refuge for the reclaise romantic that was in me. Shores of undisturbed
sand, scrubbed brittle white only by the tide, every 1itdydorever.

I would add to my visual and emotional experiencefithzon of the ocean, miles of empty beaches
and sand dunes. Like the Midwest, | was visuallgrashed.

g

The day after moving into this apartment, | wentsée the Director of the Quadri centennial
Commission. We discussed the project in detailo tetall they were not as far along as | had bektole
believe. We did discuss what my role would be as ebdisigner. There would be a great deal of work once
the project got underway, but at that time, the Comamswas waiting on funding in order to start
construction. | was told that as soon as the stégased the funds, | could start to work. In ottherds, the
Commission did not have the money at that momgmiitone on the payroll. | remained excited, as | digeh
the promise of a good position with the Commissiorihé following weeks, | went ahead and startesigde
work on some of the exhibits that would be neededaslagsured that it would be only a short time befere th
funds would be available in order to be paid for my work.

That short time began to stretch out and | was ggttim on funds. Fortunately | had already started
painting and peddling my wares. Once again, | was tadell enough paintings to survive.

I have always been what is called a studio paintakingindoors from memory or sketches. On this
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wonderful island | thought | should go out on the beaehpaint. And so, with that romantic view of thiesh
with easel and paint box, | found an image | wantgghiot on the beach. | set up my easel and canvas, got
out my paints and brushes and with great vigor begpaitt a beach scene. A gust of wind blew the easel
over, |righted it, sand blew on the canvas andrgotthe wet paint. | was wearing shorts and tregand
sand flies started to eat my legs for lunch. Ifameyhad watched me try to hold on to the easeltisnyaat
my legs and trying to paint at the same time, thatantic view of the artist at work would have beest in
laughter. Out of frustration, wind, sand and insdgiacked my gear and ran for my home. Needlesayo
that was the last time | ever painted on locaticeim strictly a studio painter. All in all, | wasidg well, the
promise of a good job, | was supporting myself with myvark and most of all, | was living in a natural
environment that brought great peace to my soul. Msaghy with Dr. Walls had given me a new confidence
in myself. | was eager to get on with the reshyflife.

Sometime within the first month after leaving tlospital, | wrote Dr. Walls in order to share witimhi
my good fortune. In addition, | requested from hitarge packet of my writings. In an effort, on mytpa
to help facilitate my own healing, | had given Drall§¥ all the cumulative writings of my life to thatipbin
time. Personally, these writings meant a gredttdeae. The following letter was Dr. Walls' respen

May 11, 1964
Dear Mr. Singleton:

Thank you very much for your recent letter receivedhduthe present week. Although it has
been a comparatively short time since you left ugdts much longer to us. This is probably due
to the fact that we saw you so often during the n®titat you were here and became accustomed to
having you around. However, it was very nice to lfiean you and to appreciate that you are getting
on so well.

As you are aware, | am in the process of movingpantof this is to go through my various
papers, books and pamphlets | have accumulated in thevoastars. Among other things only last
weekend did | reread again prior to destroying theepayou mentioned. The reason | did this was
that | felt that it was the only safe procedure, siymu had expressed yourself quite personally in the
papers and which at the time gave me great insightrintherapy. | am very sorry if you had hoped
to use them at some future date, but | think even ilhthalestroyed them in little pieces prior to
burning the same, | don't think you would in fact hawehed to publish them. they were quite
personal, and | think you would appreciate if you jusikiiack over some of them that they were
certainly not for public use, and | understood anéact found them most useful throughout our
therapy.

| would urge you in the present, as | have often irpts, not to confine your interests and
activities to any circumscribed group such as artidtelieve a wider field of interest will be to your
advantage, and with the insight you now have into yooblems, | don't think this will be asked (sic)
too much of your maturing character. In conclusidmnie say that | hope we will keep in touch. |
have noted your address and when | get settledntibinext couple of months, | will communicate
with you, and since it is highly probably that | will imeFlorida certainly within the next year, | hope
we can then get together for a cup of English tea.

In conclusion, let me say it was pleasurable to knaneyw it was some gratification to learn
that our therapy sessions were of help.

Yours very truly,
Francis G. Walls, M.D.
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Ward Physician

St. Augustine is indeed a historic city, tourism befrggmain industry. Not unlike Williamsburg and
Jamestown, the entire community economics is depemtetite tourists. What would happen by early
summer, would totally disrupt this economic base andetail the plans for the Quadri centennial.

Located in the heart of the historic district offl &t. Augustine is the site of the oldest slave ntarke
in America. That summer this site became the fociseo€ivil Rights movement for the entire nation.

Day and night, there were rallies held at this. sihs the summer progressed, more and more Civil
Rights activists gathered in this small southermtoBy July 4 this had escalated to enormous proportions
The Governor sent a large contingency of Statec®oliThe KKK from all over north Florida and south
Georgia were building in numbers. The local black conitywoombined with many Civil Rights leaders from
all over the country had galvanized into one entifye national press was everywhere.

There were attempts to integrate many of the tomgels. | recall one incident where a group of
blacks got into a swimming pool at one of these rmotdlhe owner dumped lye into the pool. By July 4, a
significant date, the leaders of the black communiyted to integrate the "public" beaches on Anastasia
Island. The beach chosen was at the end of 16tht.Stree

During the day, the focus had shifted from the sifjtite old slave market to the beach. If you haven't
figured it out by now, 16th and the Atlantic Ocean igreh lived. From my second-floor balcony, | could
see and feel the hatred of my fellow human beindge rémantic in me was suddenly, once again, thrtst in
the hard cold reality of the world. This time tie form of racial prejudice.

Sometimes | am an enigma unto myself. | do not wtaed the origin of my own values. If values
are learned in one's formative years, they wouldratg from family and peers. |If this is the trutiert |
should have become a bigot. | also grew up in the bétre south during the time when segregation was an
accepted, not questioned, reality of life.

In yet one more way | was different. | never accefitedacial values of my family or this small
community. Please allow me to illustrate. | reeatly specific events of my early years, pertainingitasm.

But for some reason, the events | remember centandrtbe use of the gross word "nigger.” | apologize i
advance for the insulting use of this word.

The first and only time | used that word was when | wa®ung child. | was in the home of a
playmate of mine. Their "colored” maid, Ruth, waspamng lunch for my friend and me. My friend and |
were talking about what we were going to do afterliurithere must have been several choices. | sadjeE
meenie, minie, mo; catch a nigger by the toe, Hdikers let him go, eenie, meenie mine, mo." Ratrt me,
as | said this right in front of her. In a vempfiway she confronted me, telling me that whaid s&s unkind
and not very respectful, and that | should never g&t"'word again. God bless Ruth. In one shoraimst,
from a child's point of view, | understood prejudice. elt §enuine embarrassment and shame for my
insensitivity. | never forgot Ruth or used "that"rd@gain.

A few years later in school, we were studying thel@Var. | was in the sixth grade. It also happened
that my great-grandmother had been living with #reily for some time. One evening at supper [the whole
family always came together for this meal], we 3fsvsat at the same places, my father at one ehd tilble
and my great-grandmother Lasater at the other.w@bkdéhe mother of my father's father. | alwaydsaer
left. This particular evening, | was talking about whhad learned in school that day about the CivirWa
Then | made a grave mistake in making what | thowgtg a rather insightful observation about the final
outcome of the war. "You know, | guess it's good\tbeh won the War. If they hadn't, we would dtdive
slaves." Without warning my great-grandmother Lersatabbed her fork into the table right in front gf m
hand, which was on the table. As she shook her lomyy finger at me, she said, "Boy, don't you evewer
-- let me hear you say that again.” | said nothibgter that evening | asked my father what waswgyneith
grandma. He told me that grandma had a plantatidtmmany nigger slaves and that her husband, my great-
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grandfather, was a Major in the Confederate Ariwas impressed with such a historic past, but it wasrne
something | bragged about.

While I'm on the subject of ancestry, my great grahéfabn my mothers side was a full-blood
Cherokee. 1 do remember my mother's mother, Grandmia&&aboasting that she was half Cherokee.
However, this was a source of embarrassment for miganotit seems my great grandfather and my great
grandmother were never allowed to marry since le@@rokee. It was against the law for a white aom
to marry an Indian. My great grandfather was atsallowed to be buried with my great grandmothéner
white family cemetery near Bath, North Carolina.

My entire family were racist. They despised niggerd Jews. | recall once when | had gone to the
post office with my father. As we walked past the absérvice windows, my father stopped and returned to
the service window we had just passed. With a rugeyvbe said to the man behind the counter, "Hey, Jew
Boy." I said nothing, knowing that tone of voicerh my father, it was meant to hurt. My mothertigfie
line was also in that same character, "no niggemwaked as hard as | have today."

I was a junior in high school when the Supreme Courtléd down the decision that segregation was
unconstitutional. Shortly after, there were manggldiscussions about the ramification of this decislan
one of these discussions, a classmate stood up aostaaemnly said, "No nigger is as good as thesbw
white man." | could not believe that any human coaldsich a thing. Up until that statement, | must have
intuitively known that racial prejudice was wrong. &dh heard those words, | consciously knew | did not
agree. Our teacher said nothing, nor did I.

g

My friend Dan, the sandal maker, had hired himsetfas a body guard to one of the network
television camera men. The riots had escalatedpmint that anyone known to be sympathetic to thé Civ
Rights movement, including the press, was at righetting an axe handle across the head. Dan knew my
position and we joined an underground movement ofeshitho were in support of integrating all of St.
Augustine. This group would have clandestine meetinggyht for fear of being discovered by the KKK or
the growing number of racists in the region. Babicall we could do was be of support to each other durin
this horrific time. |, in particular, was very enwtally vulnerable. | had left the hospital just two thsn
before. | was raw, just out of the crib of protectioot at all prepared for the violence and brutality wa
witnessing.

On the morning of July 4, 1964, | awoke early as usuahaikkd the few yards to the beach in front
of my apartment in order to watch the sunrise. Tlaelbavas empty, not a living soul as far as the eylelco
see. Sometime in the middle of the night someadephaced in the sand an eight-foot pole with an Asaar
Flag attached. There it stood, right in front & ine very symbol of Civil Rights, the very symbidihat day.
| sat quietly and watched the sunrise and the ligthat day fall on the Flag.

Shortly after the sun had risen, | looked south dtvenbeach. | could see what appeared to be a
vehicle on the beach moving in my direction. As tehicle came closer, | could see that it was a ygick-
truck with people sitting on the top of the cap, thedread in the back. As it continued to come closeould
hear loud voices, combined with loud music from the tmacko. As | stared at the mirage approaching, |
became aware of my heart pounding and a sense of diéedspecter approached. | saw confederate flags
being waved in the wind of the moving truck. | turmeglhead and looked at the American Flag in frént o
me. Then, the truck, which was starting to slowmnlas they too saw the flag. Finally, the truclpptm only
a few feet from the flag which was directly in ft@f them. All went silent, there were no jeerdtzey all
guiltily looked at the American Flag. Then, thevdri of the truck revved his engine and floored the
accelerator. Simultaneously, there were cheergdsiitk drove over the Flag. With cheers, somaame¢d
off the back of the truck, picked up the flag, and thitewmto the bed of the pick-up truck.

It seemed only minutes passed before more cars, tamckpeople started to fill the beach at the end
of 16th Street. By midday, there must have been adhndyseople gathered. | wandered through the crowd
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in disbelief. | happened to spot a tall blond man gléisses. What caught my attention was that thishaen

a large professional movie camera. | walked up toanchasked if he was with the press and if he was in
danger. He told me he was not with the press, btuhthavas from Sweden and that he was in this country
on a VISA in order to produce a documentary on thégdrtates. He did not know what was happening on
the beach or in St. Augustine. 1 tried to warn hiat thith that camera, people might think he was with t
press and as a result could be attacked. He assuteslwzes alright. He could not believe any American
would harm him. | left him on his own as the Staddice had just arrived.

In almost a ritualistic way, the State Police waaddve daily, just minutes before those attempting
to integrate the beach. The police would line 16thebtre both sides, creating an 8-foot wide corridomfr
AlA to the beach. The crowd was at least 20-deep bdhenaivb police lines.

On this day, about 20 blacks, including adults, young boggels and a white Rabbi slowly walked
down this corridor towards the ocean.

Proud heads raised,
mouths silent.

Eyes fixed on the goal.
Passively tread through
a corridor of cruel lunacy.

Raving frenzy, twenty deep,

a human funnel of hatred,

leading to disallowed shore

under white-hot midday sun

roar of pounding surf

lost in brutal madness

sound consumed by screaming venom.

Bricks and stone lobbed

hitting random black targets.
Only slightly faltering

Eyes fixed on the goal,

where, bathes in forbidden water
kneeling in silent prayer,

prepared to be baptized
in blood.

The crowd reached the boiling point of intense ltatbeeaking through the police lines. It seemed
everyone had axe handles in their hands. This rerd@anned. All the cars parked nearby on the beath ha
stockpiled the axe handles in their trunks. Whebkeks in the small procession began to kneel iwétter,
the trunks of the cars were opened and the handleldlyggiven out to the heated crowd which immediately
attacked all the blacks and the Rabbi in the water.

As | stood in horror, | saw the Swedish cinematpgea filming. Off to his side, where he could not
see because he was looking through the viewfindéreafdamera, a young kid ran up and with his fist,Hait t
camera lens straight on, shoving the viewfindeough the man's glasses and into his eye. The Btdite
saw this happen and tried to catch the youth, but tovai, as the crowd quickly closed in and the kidwa
lost. There was total mayhem. People running tavttier to see the "niggers" get beaten. It would smkne
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time for the police to gain control. | felt nothietse could be more devastating until | saw the palicest
theblacks.

The crowd slowly dissipated. By day's end, the beahempty and blood stained. Once again, |
sat along on that beach and remembered how this dap b&emembering the serenity of the sunrise and the
American Flag. From that sunrise to that sunset, li&shthe tides would have cycled. | knew my life wioul
never be the same. The incurable romantic had beendbulkngho was the dysfunctional one, | who tried
so hard to accept the roles of society, innocentlg\uieg that society was right and | was the misfits an
artist, | knew in my heart the natural world wouldieredisappoint me. The sun would always rise and set
regardless of what men did. For the first timennlife | wept from the depths of my soul, as | watthee
mother of life purify the blood-stained beach. | krigwthe next sunrise all the rancor of man would be
washed away.

One More Time

With broken spirit, my pockets empty, | left St. Augustand Anastasia Island. In the next three
months | seemed to be living on automatic, doing whigtt was necessary to exist. From St. Augustinent we
to Orlando and stayed with my oldest brother anddmsly since | did not even have the gas moneyade
the drive to Williamsburg. Within a very short timayas gainfully employed with Jordan Marsh, a large
department store in Orlando, working again in visnatchandising.

| found a small, hot and noisy apartment in downtown @dan was miserable and burned out.
There was no natural world, no painting, no freeddrhe transition from leaving the hospital to the high
expectations in St. Augustine to the hatred and brutaditperienced. | wanted but one thing, to returné¢o th
hospital in Virginia. By mid-October, | quit my job éneturned to my mother and father's. Without wgllin
them of my plans, | re-admitted myself back into$ttete Hospital the next day.

ADMITTED: October 23, 1964

VOLUNTARY: This patient is a 25-year old white male, man North Carolina on
December 13, 1937. Economic Status: Dependent. Occuphitmie. High school education. No
military or naval service. Marital status: singhbstinent in the use of alcohol. Protestant rafigi
Previously hospitalized in Eastern State HospitakieRiais suicidal. No homicidal attempts.

PREVIOUS HOSPITALIZATION: Last Admission: Novembé&8, 1963; Diagnosis:
Psychoneurotic Reaction, Depressive Reaction (40-SchBrged: April 14, 1964 from hospital as
"Not Mentally 11"

REASON FOR ADMISSION: Patient came to the hosgitahe from home. Patient had
a recurrence of his old problem with anxiety and homaeesleactivity.

CLINICAL INTERVIEW: The patient talks at length abdus problems with adjusting to
society, about his tremendous anxieties and, at toirggg)st with this thing called society, to which
he is supposed to be a part. He, again, is havingudiffiwith homosexual activity. Interestingly
enough, the patient talks freely about his sexual dificbiut does not care at all to be known as a
homosexual by name.

CLINICAL EVALUATION: This is a well developed, wetiourished, alert and cooperative
while male. He is fully oriented, denies having eigrered delusions or hallucinations. His thinking
is relevant and coherent. His feelings may betle fiait, and his actions are normal. He has good
insight.

INITIAL IMPRESSION: Sociopathic Personality, Sexuahiant.

® This file has been abridged as a lot of the contargtsedundant.
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NOVEMBER 19, 1964 -- PRESENT ILLNESS: The patient giviesg and confused story
concerning his reason for returning voluntarily te tiospital. He refuses to elaborate. However, it
boiled down to the fact that he had some unanswarestiqns in psychotherapy and desired to
continue this.

PAST HISTORY: Medical: The patient states thatMaes first here in 1959 after three
suicidal attempts, and that he was here a year agbiel wwime he had psychotherapy for seven
months, getting quite a bit of insight according ita.h

PART PROGRESSES: Gross Identification: The patiera neatly and appropriately
dressed white male in no distress.

PERCEPTION: His orientation is good.

INTELLECTION: His memory, judgment, and reasonimg good.

THOUGHT PROCESSES: Normal tempo, rhythm and orgeioiz.

THOUGHT CONTENT: There is no evidence of delusionfallucinations.

EMOTION: Slightly depressed and slightly hostile.

DIAGNOSTIC IMPRESSION: Psychoneurotic Depressivediena

PROGNOSTIC INDICATION: Apparently good as this patiesas the intelligence to benefit
from psychotherapy.

In trying to remember back to 1964 and why | returnetiédbspital, which according to the record

there was some question as to what motivated me soich, | will share with you a draft of a letter riote
to Dr. Wallls which gives an accurate account of rajesdf mind at that time. This letter was writsortly
after my admission. Dr. Walls was no longer ondfadf of the hospital, in fact, he had moved taiBkn

November, 1964

It has been some six months since | last saw youe#t geal has happened, both good and
bad. | will try to explain, the best | can, the eveitthe past months, and the many changes which
have taken place in my character.

As you know, when | left the hospital, | had a gl of self confidence in myself and what
I wanted out of life. For the first time in my lifeean see and judge a problem without any artificial
coloring, or what | might call protective coloring. Life iaecome very real, almost to the point of
being startling. | see this protective coloring otigety and the unfortunate reality that it is not
recognized as such. It is recognized as "normadicoeptable.

The events which took place this summer in St. Augeistinich | am sure you have read
about in the newspapers. This crisis lowered merstioivest common denominator "the beast in all
of us." This became evident and dominated every meofltleis community. | have never seen such
hatred for "your fellow man," regardless of colofhe most outstanding and shocking element
displayed was the desire to kill.

"Kill him, kill him, drown him, the white niggerobk at the white
nigger. They're worse than a black nigger."

" The term "artificial coloring" came from my therapjth Dr. Walls the year before, which was defined
as: the many ways of coloring our actions with ulisga behavior, such as justifying a lie, misleadang
covering up in order to protect the ego; artificiaplies false -- the false self.
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A group of white women stood on the beach and scredmgeeds their husbands and sons
tried to drown a white youth, who was known to baigder lover." | was that youth.

This is just one of countless episodes which openeslyes/to what man can be. | saw the
same hatred displayed in the form of sophisticati®aople could accomplish the same devastating
end, but in a way much more acceptable to society.

Recognizing this element in man and knowing thiatrbt just an isolated case, | must accept
the fact that it (hatred) exists in myself becausa just HUMAN.

| also have discovered that this protective coloidng necessity. One cannot exist without
it because the world is not "normal.”

It is like trying to put a square peg in a round hdly self being the square peg.

Before I tell you what | have been doing, | would likeback-track and give you some idea
of the way | felt when I left the hospital and wihabw think | got out of our therapy.

Through our therapy, | discovered all the unrealistaets of my life, all the ways | could
justify my actions. "The trunk full of means to get awn way," the defenses of the ego. One by one
| eliminated these because they were blocking my ntatufihen, we replaced them with the ability
to be a realist in my approach to life. To set asealgoal and the means to that goal to be equally
as realistic; to understand "independence" anddattot least, the final and complete break from my
family, or as we would say "pay the milk bill." Aftézaving the hospital, |1 had to put all these
discoveries into practical use. | must say that banpdished these things with almost little effort.

You gave me an undistorted picture of the type of persasetl to be and gave me the
fortification to stand on my own two feet in theuts.

All of this has brought on an even more devastatingioil in my life. | no longer seem to
fit. Why? Because | have no protective coloringhéW1 get caught up in the ever-moving storm of
society, | panic. Why? Because | know that it isng; it is abnormal. It was this abnormal world
that sent me to the hospital the first time (witlohiny defenses for survival in that world). Hoanc
a person be realistic in an unrealistic world? Protedoloring. How can you have protective
coloring when it is unrealistic. How can | survitstworld?

I did not mail this letter to Dr. Walls. It remaiin the journal | started shortly after | admittegself, this
last time, into the State Hospital. | had alsorledmot to turn my writing over to the doctors, duevhat Dr. Walls
did with all the material | gave him.

January 11, 1965 - PRE-RELEASE NOTE: This 25-year old whétke was admitted to Eastern
State Hospital on a voluntary basis on October 23, 1964thi©admission he has been diagnosed
as Psychoneurotic Reaction, Depressive Reactiors pettient has requested in writing, that he be
allowed to leave the hospital. He has expressed hie desne personally, also. He has been in
personal therapy with Dr. Ashbury. Dr. Ashbury has beaswuted about this patient's discharge,
and he is in agreement that we should dischargpdiient. Therefore, | recommend that this patient
be discharged into his own care, considering thé imefairly good mental condition, and capable of
self support.

CONDITION OF DISCHARGE: Not Mentally III.

IMPAIRMENT: None

JANUARY 12, 1965 - DISCHARGE NOTE: This patient is todigcharged from the

8 Yes, | was that youth. | did not mention it untilmydecause | wanted to express this event through this
letter. The letter was written just months after fidoct.
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hospital as "NOT MENTALLY ILL" in accordance withélpreceding pre-release note.

A Note to the Reader
July 24, 1995

After just completing the previous piece, | feel genainger, full of judgments! | want to scream with
outrage, 31 years too late. | was so gullible, so trgsti the doctors, society and my parents. | wasth
called villain!

Intellectually | understand every event as this si®tyeing told. All the principal events and people
of my life had, to this point, aimed an accusatorydingt me. | was harshly judged as a self-serving,
sociopathic, homosexual.

The letter to Dr. Walls, was in part hostile. | waad am now, angry with the bigotry of humanity,
who with lily-white gloves professes to be all-knogviof the right and wrong of its citizens, whenfant, it
is hypocrisy that rules the day.

"If only," the two most tragic words in the Englieinguage. If only | knew then what | know now.

I am angry at myself for not taking a firm standnoy convictions. For not looking hypocrisy squaréhe
face and calling it what it is. Humanity is frigheel of itself, frightened to spedts own truth. The
unfortunate reality of that statement is a catch 2& the human condition, to be intimidated by knogted
Ignorance and prejudice reign high. To deny oureipgrpose for living. To love unconditionally, which
at the moment | have a great deal of difficulty doin

If, during one of my hospitalizations, there had kseeragic pill designed by society, | would imagine
that pill would do the following. All who took thisill would become white, blue-eyed, blond, heterosexual
male bureaucrats. If society had its way, it wouldt$gtandards, pick the ideal and make us all clomes.
illustrate how gullible 1 was, so trusting of the "srst | would have gladly swallowed that pill. Thankds
there was not such a pill. However, now and in g future, | wonder?

My rage at the moment is high, but | also recograé from the 50's and 60's we, as a people, have
come a long way towards the ultimate truth. But veeséow . . . so very slow . . . to move to an értéged
species. The one institution that should be blazingtatpahis enlightenment should be the church. The fl
in the ointment flawed, manmade, dogma, idolaty/lampocrisy have become holy rites, sanctimonious unto
itself, an institution of greed. How many timesydw hear from the pulpit the true meaning of loving your
fellow man unconditionally, as opposed to the manndadena of separatism, differentiating the diversities
of humankind. “ Because you are different, theref@m® and you are not.” Please let us learn to cdkebra
our differencesalong with our likenesses.

It was February 13, 1959 when my father first took meisdibspital and on January 12, 1965, when,
for the last time, | was discharged into my owreca

For six years | took the responsibility for the fit&tyears of my life. Trying, with all | was, to righ
“my” wrongs. Trying to untangle the complex web ofgbdeginning 19 years of life. | trusted and believed
in those doctors. Now, | know, they too were doivgbest they could with all that they were. Bugsdanmany
ways, they were so right, but so wrong.

I was never mentally ill, just different.
All that was ever needed was acceptance
as a HUMAN . . . BEING.
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