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			FOREWORD

			You have to come home,” Jeanne said on the phone. Her voice was urgent, shaking. “Joe has taken a lot of pills.”

			Jeanne, my wife, had stepped into the house that late-spring afternoon to find our son Joseph stumbling around the bathroom in a daze. The room was scattered with pill bottles and bubble packs.

			Joseph, then thirteen, is our youngest child, the last one still at home.

			He had tried to take his own life.

			We didn’t know why he had done it; we didn’t know whether the dozens of pills he had taken could cause a lethal overdose. We didn’t know anything but our anguish.

			Jeanne and I quickly talked out what needed to happen next. She had called the poison control center about the kinds of pills he had taken, and was told to get to a hospital right away. We decided not to wait for me to get home; she would drive Joseph to a nearby emergency room, taking the empty pill bottles with her. I would meet them there as soon as I could get across the Hudson River from my job in Manhattan.

			In that instant, the story I had been struggling to finish—so important! The Second Amendment in the appellate courts!—meant nothing. I walked over to my editor to tell him about Joe. “Go,” he said.

			It’s not easy to dash from New York City to New Jersey without a jetpack. Taxis were out. It wasn’t the money that made me dismiss that option, though the trip would have cost more than my shoes. It was the beginning of the evening rush hour and the streets were jammed. I remembered the agony I had felt twenty-one years before, when I’d tried to cab over to Mount Sinai Hospital while Jeanne was giving birth to our first child. She had gone to the doctor’s office for a routine appointment, the first one I’d missed. Of course, it turned out to be the big one: the doctor found a problem with the baby’s heartbeat and decided to send Jeanne directly to the hospital. The doctor called to tell me to head over to Mount Sinai, adding in her calming voice that there was time to pick up our things from home. Once Jeanne got to the hospital, however, things had moved quickly, and the medical team scrambled to conduct an emergency caesarean section. Where was I during Jeanne’s crisis? Stuck in traffic. It’s the kind of experience that stays with you.

			So: mass transit.

			As my train rumbled out of Pennsylvania Station, under the Hudson River, and west across the Garden State, I thought about how much stress Joseph had been under lately, and how he had told me that he was occasionally seized with dark thoughts. He’d put it this way on a walk we had taken a few weeks before: “I am my subconscious’s bitch.” I’d asked if he wanted to see a therapist, but he’d said he didn’t—that he’d be okay. Now, two weeks later, he was on his way to an emergency room.

			What we didn’t know was that Joseph had recently been dropping hints, gradually letting kids at school know that he is gay. And somehow, that day things had come to a head.

			He had only let us in on his secret a week or two before, and it was welcome news. Frankly, we’d been waiting for what seemed like forever for him to work up the courage to tell us what we already knew. Coming out to us went well, but his second act, at school, had gone very badly. Then Joe had come home to an empty house. Jeanne, who works part-time as a crossing guard for our little suburban town, was working half a block away at the top of our street. Joe had gotten off the bus and passed her without a word; Jeanne saw that he looked upset but couldn’t get home for another hour and a half. By then, he had gathered up the pills, stepped into the bathroom, and taken them, changing all of our lives.

			This all happened a year before the nation would hear about a Rutgers University freshman named Tyler Clementi, who jumped to his death off the George Washington Bridge after his roommate secretly captured video of his encounter with another man. It was before most people were hearing about what was being called an epidemic of suicides by bullied gay teenagers. It was before the columnist and author Dan Savage kicked off a series of uplifting “It gets better” videos that encourage gay and lesbian kids to keep it together through their teen years, with a promise that life improves.

			We didn’t know enough about the research suggesting that LGBT youth are far more likely than straight kids to experience harassment, feel unsafe in academic settings, drop out of school, and more. It would be a year before a United States government report, “Healthy People 2010,” would state that “gay male adolescents are two to three times more likely than their peers to attempt suicide.”1

			Back in 2009, all we knew was that we had one very unhappy son. After a couple of weeks in the hospital and then in the locked ward of a psychiatric treatment center, Joseph would come home to us. In the time since then, we’ve learned a lot about helping our boy become comfortable in his own skin; more important, Joe has learned a lot about it, too. The process has involved a lot of love, a lot of talking, and a few sessions with a hair colorist in the East Village.

			Deciding to write about it all was not easy. A memoir is a tricky thing, full of potentially embarrassing moments and our own missed clues along the way, so agonizingly clear in hindsight. Embarrassment, however, seemed a risk worth taking if the story could possibly help others. Before I proposed the book, Joseph agreed that the story was worth telling.

			A number of memoirs have come under fire in recent years; a journalistic cottage industry has grown up around debunking them. Many of the books have not held up to scrutiny. I decided, then, in taking on this book, to turn my reporter’s toolkit on our own past in order to nail down the facts. I hold on to e-mail, and Jeanne and I supplement our conversations during the day with a steady stream of electronic correspondence that means our lives are dated and indexed in an electronic lifestream. I also take notes pretty much whenever I’m on the phone or in a meeting, and my telephone logs go back to 1994. I know it sounds compulsive, but it’s proved invaluable in my work.

			At Joseph’s request, I have changed the names of his friends; I’ve also changed the names of some of the friends and neighbors I’ve interviewed who requested it.

			This book includes discussions of the development of gay rights in the courts and in Congress, and some of the astonishing changes in popular culture that have helped move the country toward a greater acceptance of gay people. It also explores the work of social scientists on teen suicide and the pressures of growing up gay. These are topics I’ve reported on over the years. This time, I’m tying to weave the reporting threads together with our family’s journey.

			At the core, it’s our story, about our gay child. If you are the parent of a gay child and you are reading this book, you will no doubt see that our gay child is not the same as your gay child. Joseph has some additional issues besides being gay that make him challenging in his own way. Your child might have other issues, other challenges. What our kids are likely to have in common is that they are both different.

			Over the years, educators and psychologists tried to define Joe’s troubles as medical and psychological issues. They offered a long series of diagnoses that we found confusing, conflicting, and more limiting than helpful. Sometimes, it seemed, the point of this medicalization was to describe a condition that might be treated with a pill. Other attempts at diagnosis seemed directed at taking him out of the educational mainstream and putting him on a side track that would leave him less likely to go to college. When we looked at Joe, we saw a kid with real promise. He certainly had problems in school, problems with behavior, and problems in life. But to us, many of those troubles stemmed from something that, for years, no one else wanted to talk about: the increasingly clear fact that growing up gay in a straight world was causing him stress and pressure. The refusal to see being gay as a big part of the picture meant a lack of support for our son at critical times that could have made an enormous difference.

			This story is told, then, from our perspective. A school administrator might tell a different story—Joseph was a difficult boy, and we surely made some of these folks miserable as well with our complaints and advocacy. We have reconstructed the past as thoroughly as we can, and I have gone back to interview many of the people involved. But it is still our story: what happened to our family, and how we dealt with it.

			All this means that we don’t claim to be presenting a step-by-step guide to raising a gay child. I couldn’t imagine trying to write a self-help book; I’ve never felt that I was an expert in much of anything, and telling people how they should live their lives seems impossibly arrogant.

			I agree with the journalist Timothy Noah about such works. In an amazing essay in Slate, the online magazine, he wrote, “Whenever I try to cope with one of life’s predictable stress points by reading a self-help book, I can’t manage it. My eyes glaze over. I think ‘This person is an idiot,’ or ‘This person thinks I’m an idiot,’ or ‘Maybe I am an idiot, because I can’t follow this.’ Within minutes I toss the book aside and start digging around for a decent novel.”2

			Tim wrote that he takes greater meaning, and greater comfort, from memoirs. “What I’ve come to believe is that psychological advice isn’t worth much if it isn’t rooted in personal experience,” he said. “So instead of reading self-help books I read memoirs about the kinds of experience I’m trying to cope with.”

			He wasn’t looking for people just like him, he said—he was looking for a breadth of approaches. “It doesn’t especially matter whether the author went about confronting his problem in a sensible way, nor even, necessarily, whether the author came out of the experience with a clear understanding of what he did right and what he did wrong. For instance, just about the last person I’d look to for personal advice about anything is Joan Didion. But when my wife died six years ago, I devoured Didion’s best-selling memoir about widowhood, The Year of Magical Thinking, and other books about loss and grieving.

			“Some of these books were more helpful than others, but all provided some form of ‘self-help,’” he recalled. “Meanwhile, a stack of self-help books pressed on me by well-meaning friends gathered dust.”

			Tim’s thoughts helped to guide me in writing this chimera of a book, which is part memoir, part journalistic exploration, and part mess. It’s a book about raising a gay child in the age of Tyler Clementi, Proposition 8, and Glee. It’s a book for parents about loving our children, especially when they do not yet know how to love themselves. It’s a book about dealing with schools that still don’t understand what to do with gay kids, and fighting for them with all your heart.

			When one of our children is in distress, we’ll do whatever we can do, go down any avenue, to ease that suffering. What our journey shows is that even the experts aren’t always expert, and a huge part of parenting is learning to listen to your instincts.

			You may have a gay child and be desperately unhappy about that fact. You may have picked this book up thinking that it was going to help you figure out who to blame for your kid’s turning out gay. You may even be looking for therapies to change the child’s sexual orientation. This is not the book you are looking for, though it might be the book you need. Those issues will come up, but the point here is to show how important family love and support are, and how devastating the lack of them can be.

			Jeanne and I are telling you about our bumpy ride in hopes that it will help other parents of gay kids—and maybe, parents of any kid who is different, who is mistreated by others, or who just may not accept himself—to know that they can find their own way to help a developing child handle the pain that can come from not fitting in. To help us all to relearn the most important parenting advice ever written, by Dr. Benjamin Spock: “Trust yourself. You know more than you think.”

			To let parents know that it gets better for them, too.

			Besides, somebody’s gotta pay for the hair dye.

			

		

	
	
CHAPTER ONE

Joseph Milton Schwartz came into the world just ahead of a blizzard. It was January 3, 1996, just days before much of the Washington area got hit by two feet of snow. The District of Columbia pretty much shuts down after the kind of light dusting that you might find in the bottom of a bag of Hostess Donettes, so this actual snowstorm paralyzed the Metro area for more than a week.

Joe was our third child, and labor progressed so uneventfully that at one point the obstetrician said, “Nothing much seems to be happening for a while—would you mind if I ran out and bought some tires?” He had heard about a place with nice prices.

While he was gone, Joe decided it was showtime. Jeanne’s contractions grew more regular, the nurses wheeled her into the delivery room, and the returning doc got into position just in time to catch the little guy. Doctor Goodyear didn’t even have a moment to put on all of his protective clothing, like the booties. I noticed with quiet satisfaction that some of the gore spattered his very nice shoes.

We named Joe for my grandfather, who had passed away four years before, and who had started his life at the cusp of the twentieth century in Russia. The first Joe Schwartz made his way across the globe thanks to the professional ministrations of a yenta, who matched him and two other boys with three girls in Galveston, Texas. The girls’ parents wanted good Yeshiva students from the old country for their daughters. The newlyweds-to-be met for the first time in Cuba, where the boys were sent to meet their brides; the boys made their marital choices at the gangplank.

Grandpa Joe, now married to an American and able to enter the United States legally, took his part in the American story: he started out sweeping the floors in a clothing store on Market Street until he learned English, then moved across the street to a competing store. When the first store failed, he was able to buy the building. He called it Schwartz’s, selling pants in seven languages but never losing his slight Russian accent. A small man with big blue eyes and an engaging manner, he was loved in my hometown. I hoped that giving our Joseph his name might bestow a little of Grandpa’s menschy character and sense of adventure. And when I brought baby Joseph back to Galveston for a family wedding and introduced him as Joe Schwartz, some of the older friends had tears in their eyes.

In any case, a boy named for a Russian immigrant should be able to deal with a little snow. We got Joseph home a day before the storm. In the snow-blanketed quiet of Takoma Park, Maryland, over the next couple of weeks, our newly enlarged family of five lived on lasagna brought by neighbors and settled in for our reintroduction to the world of diapers, baby bottles, and sleeplessness.

We had been moving around the country as I went from job to job. Jeanne and I had come to New York in 1985 after college, when I’d been hired at Newsweek, and so our daughter, Elizabeth, and son Sam were New Yorkers; then in 1993 the Washington Post offered me a job writing about science and technology. So we headed south to a sweet bungalow in Takoma Park, a common landing strip for writers like me. That’s where we were when Joseph came along.

Jeanne and I were feeling pretty good about ourselves as parents by that point—semipro at least. The two older kids had introduced us to what seemed like the entire list of childhood diseases and conditions, accidents and developmental milestones, and we had survived each one.

Elizabeth and then Sam had given us a great study in contrasts. Elizabeth behaved as if she had read the same early child development books that we were reading, and hit every milestone precisely when it was supposed to happen. She took her first steps on her first birthday, waiting and testing her legs until she could walk with confidence.

We were careful, fretful readers of the child-rearing books, which were filled with such helpful and often conflicting advice. They all seemed to deliver one message: “You’re doing it wrong.” The one point we did take away from many of them was to avoid pushing gender stereotypes; don’t force dolls on girls. She’s not going to become an engineer or governor if you’ve filled her head with influences like Barbie saying “Math is hard!” So we jammed our apartment with dolls and toy trucks, girly dresses and building blocks. The fact that she preferred the dolls, and loved the pink tutu she wore to ballet, were signposts of her own emerging personality.

Sam, born three years later, was all boy. He seemed to have come into the world with fully developed leg muscles, and had an odd kind of density to him that you felt when you tried—oof!—to pick him up. As soon as he could crawl, he got over to Elizabeth’s pile of toys and methodically pulled out every truck. The Y chromosome is strong with this one, I thought, and told friends, “He’s got a lot of yang.”

It was apparent in everything. Sam didn’t walk; from the start, he ran. He’d stand up, pitch his big head forward, and with gravity pulling him, he’d stumble ahead at top speed. How did he stop? By slamming into things. Sofas. Walls. Parents. He didn’t care. He was a running hugger, hitting with enough force to nearly knock us over. It wasn’t long before he earned the nickname “Saminator.”

Just as Elizabeth had scared us with the emergency delivery at the hospital, Sam had a worrying medical issue of his own: a concavity at his sternum that seemed to contribute to labored breathing. He almost sounded as if he was snoring, and audibly enough that a little girl at one of Elizabeth’s ballet recitals shouted out amid the quiet, “There’s a pig in here!” The grunting was so loud that a friend we encountered one afternoon on Broadway on the noisy Upper West Side stopped in mid-sentence, tilting his head and asking, “Is that him?” The doctor prolonged the time that he recommended Sam stay with us at night, warning us that he might develop apnea; a babysitter refused to take him, telling us bluntly that she thought he would die. We could hardly sleep at night, listening for the soft grunting to suddenly stop, and terrified that we might lose him.

I would think about those panicked nights years later, when I’d watch our fearless Sam on the high school football field. And on the lacrosse field. And on the wrestling mat.

With Joey, then, we were prepared for the next crisis. Instead, we got the most amazing thing: an easy baby. He worked through the timetable of child development as Elizabeth had, as if he was working through a punch list. He was ahead of time on one thing: Joey was early to smile, and to laugh—especially if you planted a loud, tickling raspberry on his belly. He was a fat, happy baby, presenting a sly grin to the world as if telling you that he was in on the joke.

Piece of cake, Jeanne thought.

Growing into toddlerhood, he was much easier to pick up than his solid older brother, as if his bones were hollow. He’d wrap his arms and legs around Jeanne for a clinging, joyous hug as she carried him around; she called him her “spider monkey.”

Like his sister and brother, Joe was a language sponge, soaking up words at an amazing clip and becoming weirdly articulate. That’s not so surprising: I earn my living by talking, listening, and typing. Jeanne studied to be an archivist, and read book after book aloud to each child. She began with Pat the Bunny and Busy, Busy Toddlers (“I am busy all the time!”). Then they would graduate to tougher fare, including the entire Lord of the Rings trilogy. Jeanne read every page to each child in turn.

Each child’s approach to the stories was a window into a developing self. Jeanne read them The Runaway Bunny, the classic children’s story by Margaret Wise Brown, who was also the author of Goodnight Moon. In case you missed The Runaway Bunny, it is about a little rabbit who tells his mother, “I am running away.”3

The mother responds that if he runs away, “I will run after you. For you are my little bunny.” He then describes the fanciful escapes he will make, and she answers each one. When he says he will become a fish in a trout stream, she responds, “I will become a fisherman and I will fish for you.” He talks about becoming a crocus in a hidden garden, a sailboat, a circus performer on a flying trapeze. Always, the mother says, she will go to him, find him, hug him, and bring him home.

Elizabeth was lulled by the musical language and the sweetness of the illustrations. Three years later, though, Sam reacted to the book with anger and youthful scorn. Why can’t she just let him have fun? He wanted to know. What is wrong with that mother?

Jeanne came to agree, thinking, “Yeah, there is something wrong with that mother bunny—so needy! No wonder he keeps running away….”

She thought about giving the book to the library sale but held off. Then came Joe, who listened to the words with wide-eyed pleasure. No matter what you do, he seemed to hear, your mother will love you. No matter how far you wander, you can always come home. She wasn’t smothering him. She was accepting him.

The kids didn’t just pick up language, but also accent and attitude. Elizabeth acquired language skills in our upper Manhattan neighborhood and in a preschool next to Central Park; by the age of three was asking for “Devil Doawgs” and asking guests if they would like some “cawfee.” She also had an endearingly odd way with language: at four years old, she held up a freshly washed grape to one of our friends during a party and asked, “Would you like a wet grape in your life?” Sam was a more straightforward talker but employed turns of phrase that could take my breath away. Sam and I once had a fight on a trip to the Catskills when he was nine or ten. When we apologized to each other, Sam said to me, “I love you more than a diamond.”

Joe had all that and more. His babysitter hailed from Grenada, and little Joey developed an accent that was semi-British with an island lilt. When we enrolled him in preschool in Takoma Park, the teachers asked what country we’d adopted him from.

That sly smile, once language came along, got a sassy tongue to go with it. When Jeanne and I visited the preschool one morning, we approached the children’s bathroom, which was a hallway enclosure with a privacy curtain at the front. A little girl was pulling up her dress to hop on the pot, and had forgotten to close the curtain. Joey called out as he passed, “I don’t need to see your undopants!”

He was, in other words, our son.

Jeanne and I built our word-drunk relationship on language and laughs from the start. We met in 1975, both of us just eighteen. Classes at the University of Texas were about to begin, and we were moving into Beauford H. Jester dormitory, a behemoth that housed thousands.

“Jeanne! This is the guy I was telling you about!” It was Mike Godwin, a Houston kid I’d met that summer at orientation. He called me over to meet his girlfriend. Mike and I had hit it off instantly at orientation, finding that we both knew the words to practically every song by Tom Lehrer, and had the courage, or temerity, to sing them. We had also, as it turned out, similar taste in movies and books.

And girls. A freckled redhead, Jeanne pushed just about every button I’ve got. And she was wearing less clothing than anyone I’d ever seen who wasn’t at the beach.

Looking cool in the blast-furnace heat of an Austin August, she wore short shorts and a lightweight T-shirt that was held up with spaghetti straps and luck. There was a unicorn on the front of it, and the fabric was distractingly thin. This, I thought, is interesting.

And the attraction went beyond first impressions. When we talked, it wasn’t this careful boy-girl game of saying nothing in a friendly, flirty way. She talked, honestly, profanely, hilariously. The books she loved. The movies she loved. The comic books she loved! She owned every Howard the Duck! Later, I would know the word for what I was experiencing: nerdgasm.

When Jeanne was excited about telling me something, she would bounce on the balls of her feet and slap my chest with both hands, patta-patta-patta pat! Her eyes glowed. She was just plain fun.

She and Mike were breaking up, she said, though it was unclear whether she had let him know that. Before the middle of that















		
			AFTERWORD

			It has been one year since last January, when I turned in the manuscript that became Oddly Normal.

			In that time, high school continues to be a happy place for Joseph—though, you know, the dad in me has to note that his grades could be better. The publication of the book didn’t disrupt his life; while Joe has participated in a small number of book talks and interviews about Oddly Normal, he makes his own choices about what he’ll do, and we have made sure that none of the events keep him out too late on a school night. Many of the kids he knows have read the book. This came as a surprise; I didn’t think kids would read anything that wasn’t assigned. But Joseph says that friends at school tell him they’ve read it, and camp friends get in touch on Facebook.

			“They tell me I’m ‘brave,’ ” he said to Jeanne and me with disbelief. He resists the notion that he should be thought of as anything terribly special, and especially not as a symbol of anything. In an interview with Alice Dreger in The Atlantic, he answered a question about whether he’s somehow expected “to speak for all LGBT youth.” His answer was pure Joseph:

			I am so very deeply unqualified to speak for all LGBT youth, and most of that is for the same reason I’m getting a book written about me: I’m an upper-middle-class white boy who is flamboyant but gender-secure, whose parents love him unconditionally, and who has some minor neurological deficiencies. I could list my privilege for hours. I’m the face that has been put on our community for a really long time, and it kind of sucks for people who aren’t me or a reasonable facsimile of me. Though again, I’m not complaining.121

			In that same interview, Dreger pointed out that some people have suggested a child Joe’s age is not able to really give his consent to having his life revealed in print. He responded:

			I’m seventeen years old. Anybody who calls me a naive child is going to get a swift kick in the pants. I’m not naive, I’m not young enough to be incapable of making relatively minor life decisions, and I’m sure as hell not too dependent on my parents to say “no” if I wanted to. If I had wanted to say “no,” I would have said it. Also, obviously, my dad wouldn’t even want to write the book if I was uncomfortable with it, yada yada journalistic integrity blah.

			I especially liked the “yada yada journalistic integrity blah” part, which I hope to get engraved on a plaque someday.

			He continues to surprise us. Last summer, Jeanne and I once again sent him off to the week-long camp run by Yes. When it was time to pick him up again, we drove up to the Center and saw the big yellow school bus that had brought the kids back from western New Jersey. We found Joseph talking on the sidewalk with a group of kids from camp. There he was, 5'10" and broad shouldered, with a week’s beard growth—and wearing a white dress with polka dots. Jeanne had packed it for a drag night talent show. You should have seen his smile.

			I asked if he had anything else to wear for the ride home. To New Jersey. He explained, “This is the only piece of clothing that was still clean.” And so I said, “Okay, get in the car.” I felt the other kids had been watching us to see what we’d do. Did we pass? Maybe.

			There are just so many tests. We may be getting the hang of this. Still, as the song in the musical 13—a Joseph favorite—puts it, we’ve all got a little more homework to do.

			In the bigger world beyond the walls of our home, the world has changed—abruptly, astonishingly, and movingly. On the day that I started writing this chapter, President Obama gave his inaugural speech, kicking off his second term. He talked about bridging the chasms of our politics, rebuilding our nation’s infrastructure, protecting the environment, and addressing the problem of climate change. Along with those other themes, the forty-fourth president of the United States said something deeply startling. Using the word “gay” for the first time ever in an inaugural address, Mr. Obama called for full equality when it comes to sexual orientation. In a single sweeping sentence. He mentioned Stonewall, the West Village gay bar where a 1969 police raid helped kick off the open struggle for gay rights, along with Seneca Falls, home of the landmark women’s rights convention, and Selma, the home of watershed marches in the civil rights movement.

			“Our journey is not complete until our gay brothers and sisters are treated like anyone else under the law,” he said, “for if we are truly created equal, then surely the love we commit to one another must be equal as well.”122

			Let’s step back a bit to see what a big shift those simple words reveal—and what a quick one. Four years ago presidential candidate Barack Obama defined marriage as being between a man and a woman: He said he could support civil unions but not marriage for gay and lesbian couples. A year ago Mr. Obama said his views on same-sex marriage were still “evolving.” In May 2012 he came out in favor of marriage equality in a television interview.

			And here we were in January 2013, and the issue is a major part of Obama’s inaugural address. In The New Yorker, Richard Socarides, a former adviser to President Bill Clinton on LGBT issues, called it “perhaps the most important gay-rights speech in American history.”123 It’s hard to argue with him. Frank Bruni, a New York Times columnist who has written incisively about same-sex marriage, applauded the speech, saying that there is still much to do before those stirring words become the reality of equal rights, but said, “the distance traveled impresses me more than the distance left.”124

			Me, too. And that’s only one of the changes in the legal and cultural landscape of gay issues.

			In December 2012 the Supreme Court announced that it would take on the question of same-sex marriage by hearing two cases I wrote about in Chapter 12: the Proposition 8 case out of California and challenges to the Defense of Marriage Act. The California case could give the justices the opportunity to make a giant leap by declaring a fundamental right of same-sex couples to marry, or to take a more narrow approach, or overturn the lower court decisions altogether. The second case involves the Defense of Marriage Act, the case involving Edith Windsor—opening up the possibility that the justices might overrule DOMA and declare same-sex marriage to be an issue to be decided state by state and allowing the trend toward greater openness to continue.125

			It is clear that the key vote, and argument, will still be that of Justice Anthony Kennedy. And I’ve still got a feeling that the Lawrence v. Texas case will prove crucial to the majority opinion. But we’ll see.

			Let’s get back to Joe. One of the things that some reviewers and readers of Oddly Normal have said about the book is that they wish they could hear more of his voice, his thinking. Maybe Joseph will write a book of his own someday; I’d love to read it. Until then, here’s a story that he wrote about the beginning of a brief summer-camp romance, a particularly intense moment in his young life. It captures that exhilarating start of that first relationship, the one that lofts you into the world of dating. Joseph gave me permission to include it here, changing the boy’s name to preserve his privacy.

			Thanks again for joining our family on this long and bumpy ride.
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