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My story is long.  A decade long-in fact, but we don’t have that kind of 

time, so I’ll share the most important events that brought me to me, to you, here 

tonight. 

My coming out happened in phases, I call it “Coming Out in Three Acts:  

Thy Self, Thy Friends, Thy Family”.  At times it was all very theatrical, full of 

intrigue, innuendo, drama and fear.  And while that makes for great theater, this 

was my real life.  Here goes. 

Act One:  Thy Self 

It’s hard to put into words the feelings I had growing up, because at that time I 

had only been witness to heterosexual relationships.  Cue the reference to Mom 

and Dad.  And when I was 14 and realized I was checking out boys and girls in 

equal measure, I got a bit confused.  So, I ignored it, mostly.  But, I’m lucky, 

because I had a close friend who was starting to ask her own questions.  And 

together we talked about things we didn’t dare speak aloud to anyone else.  Such 

as, “what would it be like to be bisexual?”  We were two questioning peas 

trapped in a hetero-normative pod.  And because we grew up in a small, 

relatively conservative town not far from here, it was difficult to explore the 

answers to our questions without everyone knowing.  But that was about to 

change and life was about to get better (or so I thought), because I was headed 

to college.  

Act Two:  Thy Friends 

Coming out to my friends was easy, for the most part.  I mean friends are 

friends for a reason, right? No judgment.  Unconditional support.  And while 
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some people in my life were a little surprised when I started vocalizing my 

interest in women, they remained supportive.  Until the hypothetical of me having 

a girlfriend became a reality.  As a sophomore, I dated a woman.  My first 

woman.  My first dating experience, in fact.  My BFF, my ally, was thrilled.  And 

most of the friends I had made in college were very liberal, open-minded and 

could care less who I dated.  There were others who were not as supportive.  But 

if they didn’t like me, my sexuality, well then they weren’t really my friends.  And 

the friends who stood by me as I fought so hard to be “normal”, as I tried to 

ignore the truth that was so clear, as I finally started to accept myself, they are 

still my friends to this day.  And they have gotten me through some very hard 

times.  As the saying goes, friends are the family we choose for ourselves.  

Repeat that phrase again and again.  Some friends do come and go, but the 

same cannot be said of family. 

Act Three:  Thy Family 

It took a long, long time to come out to my family.  And it all started without 

me, in fact.  Because of one innocent act, I was shoved out of the closet, long 

before I was ready.  Here’s what happed:  I held my girlfriend’s hand one night 

when we went to the movie theatre near campus……..  That’s it.  I held her hand.  

And the gossipy, high-school crowd from my hometown saw us.  The kids who 

went to school with my younger sister and her friends.  The friends who had 

siblings who went to high-school with me.  The siblings whose parents were 

townies and had gone to high-school with my parents… Do you see where I’m 

going with this? 
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 My sister confronted me about the whispered rumors.  So I came out to 

her, begrudgingly. She and I weren’t really close.  And she was 17 at the time, 

going through her own high-school drama and development.  She showed as 

much acceptance as she knew how.  And she did it by letting me borrow her 

prized possession.  Her car.  I know, it sounds silly.  But here’s why that act 

alone is important- she lent me her car so I could pick-up my girlfriend from the 

airport.  That was my sister’s way of saying she was cool with it.  But even better 

than the car, was her promise not to tell the parental units, which is what I really 

wanted.  So, when my Mom hinted that she’d heard some of the rumors, I skirted 

the issue.  Silent denial.  What they didn’t know, or couldn’t understand at that 

time, wouldn’t hurt them.  But it would hurt me. 

After the first “outing” I couldn’t risk being seen together.  So, my girlfriend 

and I didn’t go out in public.  Because I wanted the rumors to stop and I didn’t 

want to make high-school harder for my sister, because it’s tough enough.  We 

didn’t even hold hands walking across campus.  Too many chances of being 

seen by family friends who worked in the area.  If that’s not a recipe for a 

disaster, I don’t know what is.  My inability to live outside the closet killed that first 

relationship.  And then I started doubting myself.   

And talk about unfair.  I was finally in college where I was supposed to be 

free to explore.  To be surrounded by other like-minded individuals going through 

the same process.  My institution provided many avenues of support for students 

like me.  We had orgs, activities, resources and safe spaces.  Everything a 

questioning student would need for their journey.  I was supposed to be able to 
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experience life outside the closet.  And I did in my own small ways.  I was a 

member of the Lesbian-Bisexual Alliance (the LBA) where I found reassurance 

and acceptance from others like me.  I wasn’t alone.  And they understood why I 

wanted to keep my sexuality a secret a little longer.  Just in case it didn’t go well.  

But I couldn’t risk being out around campus.  It wasn’t anyone’s fault I chose to 

go to college so close to home.  Location. Location. Location. 

 And then I graduated and the closet door closed a little bit more, and I still 

hadn’t told my parents.  My friends, sister, and colleagues had supported me 

along the way.  And I’ll be forever grateful to everyone who shared their stories, 

both good and bad, because they gave me the courage to remain truthful to 

myself throughout those years.  

 It was a decade before I finally, officially, on my own terms and with great 

conviction, came out to my parents.  And it turns out I should have done it 

sooner.  I didn’t give my parents enough credit.  Though I’m sure that they too 

have changed during those intervening years, between my questioning and final 

acceptance, so I guess I’ll never know exactly how they would have reacted if I’d 

told them when I was in college.  But now, it’s a non-issue.  And while we don’t 

talk about relationships in general, because I like having a private life, it feels 

good know I won’t be judged if I bring a man, or much more likely a woman, 

home to meet the family.  And while it’s embarrassing to have your parents ask 

about your relationships, it’s nice to hear Mom say “So, have you met a nice 

woman yet?”  No, Mother…..  But thanks for asking. 

Epilogue:  
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What I’ve alluded to, but haven’t yet told you is that, in addition to being a 

staff member, I am also an alum.  A very proud member of the class of 2000.  

And during my time here the ___ House was established.  I have vivid memories 

of LBA members (which is now True Colors) gathering in the house and painting 

our newly gifted safe space.  I’m told some of our murals are still on the walls.  

The House was my big closet that final year of college.  But in general, I felt a 

great sense of companionship here on campus, in a community that provided a 

safe, open, caring environment where I could figure it out in my own way and on 

my own time.  My fellow students and their stories were a resource and a 

strength.  So, I encourage you take advantage of this time while you can, 

because you will draw from these experiences and conversations for many years 

to come.  There you have it.  I figured it out as a student.  Went out as an alum.  

And just came out again, as a staff member, in case any of my colleagues still 

wondered.  I just blew the doors off that closet.  My story has come full circle.  

Thank you. 

 

 


