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1. FAMILY
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Kosta & Tom were a loving couple, about to celebrate their one-year anniversary being together, and they were still at that stage of maximizing every opportunity to show their love for one another. They would stare at each other, hold each other, and engage in sexual relations as often as their urges so easily desired. But also like other couples, they would at times have to discuss subjects where their individual positions would be opposing.

Kosta was lying face down, with his head resting over Tom’s chest, as they both got comfortable in bed waiting to drift off to sleep.

“So when’s dinner at your parents this week?”

“Thursday,” replied Tom.

He had closed his eyes by now but was still semi-conscious, as his hands glided over Kosta’s upper back and neck, offering some massage relief.

“You bringing the usual?”

“The usual,” Tom replied, “Yeah, Marrickville...pick up...fresh tray of...galaktoboureko...got it.”

“Your whole family has a sweet tooth, I like that about them.”

Tom smiled in response, recollecting his new found happiness when his family had welcomed a good Greek boy as his life partner. 

“Wish my own family could have been the same.”

The pain of his own family’s reactions to his coming out would never be erased, but at least Kosta’s recollections were no longer comforted by loneliness.

“Takes time...emotional responses of people...one day will change...look forward but...never forget...don’t hate...where you came from.”

“Just takes time,” echoed Kosta, who had also closed his eyes by now.

Kosta then turned his head to press his left ear against Tom’s chest, hearing the rhythms of his beating heart, and reminding him he was in a safe space. The thoughts of his boyfriend protecting him, and of the loving home they had created together, it showed him what a family could be, what any family should be.

“So what do you think about having kids?”

Kosta took advantage of his moment of clarity and had put the topic out there.

“Starting our own family, guiding our kids to be just as open-minded and non-judgmental as we are.”

Tom’s eyes now opened completely as the follow up statement confirmed the one subject he had always dreaded had reared its ugly head. Being put on the spot, right before bed time where he couldn’t run away and hide, Tom had to think carefully now. How would he get out of this conversation?

“I’m sure your parents would love to have more grandkids.”

Still caught in his own dream, the allure of raising his own family would fill in the void of the abandonment from his own.

Tom’s hands had stopped their movements and moved down to Kosta’s arms, resting on his biceps. The change in physical touch had now prompted Kosta to open his eyes. Turning his head to look up at his boyfriend, he was trying to sense what Tom was thinking.

“Tom, you want to have kids don’t you?”

Tom still didn’t respond, simply turning his head up to the ceiling.

“Come on, Tom. You do want to have kids don’t you?”

“It’s not something I think about,” replied Tom, who thought it best to try deflecting the subject, and sound non-argumentative at the same time.

“Well I don’t really think about it either, but you know it would be nice someday. But you do want to have kids someday don’t you?”

Kosta continued staring up at his boyfriend, waiting for any type of indication that he felt the same way too. He didn’t see any. Bringing his right hand up, he started to caress Tom’s face, hoping the sensations would lighten up Tom’s expression.

“You can tell me what you think, it’s okay.”

The continued silenced motivated Kosta even more to keep the discussion open. He decided to move his body so that he could be lying closer to Tom, bringing his head up next to Tom’s. Kosta then grinded against Tom’s hips, hoping that would get an instant reaction. It didn’t. He then brought his right hand up again and continued caressing Tom’s face while his left hand was used to support his own head as he lay there still looking straight at Tom.

“I just realized that I have been putting you on the spot,” he whispered into Tom’s ear. “So I apologize for being bad. Guess you better punish me!”

“I don’t want to have kids!”

They both now stared at each other, with Kosta in shock at the cold announcement, and sensing that Tom had made up his mind long before this moment. Kosta was about to respond, but Tom wasn’t finished.

“Dude, I just don’t want kids. I mean I could say it’s financial, which would be true cause I want to continue working fulltime, so either we get childcare full-time or part-time depending on what you want to do with your work. Then there’s the issue of baptisms. Maybe there’s a Greek church that would christen our kid, maybe not, then there’s the issue of finding a koumbaro. I don’t want it to default to one of our siblings, I would rather our kid had a real traditional godparent, so some friend who is also Greek Orthodox it would have to be, and I can’t think of any choices I really like off the top of my head. Maybe it’s just the whole looking after someone from scratch thing and having to be there twenty-four hours a day for them, and that our lives would be changed forever. No more going out clubbing cause everything will be centered on this new person or persons in our lives. It’s a whole lot of reasons why, and so...I just can’t.”

Tom hoped that his response was enough to end this discussion now, but he also looked up to the ceiling again to avoid eye contact with Kosta, and limit any indications to invite a response. He had quickly fired off his reasons, and perhaps prompt an early victory by catching Kosta off guard.

“Is that what you really think?” asked Kosta, so saddened now after Tom’s offensive.

“Yes”.

Tom was not going to expand on his answer, or go through each point, so he kept silent again, the one foolproof way to stop a conversation when the other person could see you weren’t going to engage with them.

“What about when our incomes start increasing? I don’t care how far we have to travel to find an accepting Greek parish. Having kids, it changes things, it’s an adjustment, but it’s not all bad.”

Kosta’s statements went unnoticed, as Tom remained silent and continued looking up at the ceiling. No amount of prompts, and facial caressing, would get Tom talking now. Kosta had seen Tom react this way before, putting up his guard and building a wall around himself when he felt either threatened or unwilling to continue conversing on a subject.

Now feeling defeated, Kosta turned over to face the other side of the bed, and to getting to sleep himself. He had a busy work day tomorrow and needed a full night’s sleep. Tom, on the other hand, remained lying on his back, looking towards the window now, and thinking of the real reason why he didn’t want to have kids. Whatever he had said out aloud, while perhaps some truth was present, it was actually just one specific reason in Tom’s own mind.

Recollections from his own school years had forged Tom’s greatest fear. His constant bullying & abuse from other children, sometimes so nasty and demoralizing that he wished never-ending pain on them. The endless days of being pushed around, and the long nights of crying himself to sleep. It had taken Tom many years to get over it, and so his greatest fear was having to face his child when they came back from school one day and complained of being bullied. What would he do? What would he say to his child? Comforting them would never be enough as the bullying would always be there, no matter how much teachers & school administrators campaigned against it. Yes this was the real reason why Tom didn’t want kids, and he didn’t want to tell Kosta this because then he would hear how they could both deal with it together.

New burdens of old pain would just be too much for Tom, but he could live with Kosta being mad at him for not wanting kids, and when the subject came up again he would again be ready to deal with it.

THE END
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2. RULES
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“Today’s topic is coming out,” said the facilitator. “Who would like to go first?”

This was my first gay men’s meet up group meeting, and I had come here today with an open mind, except for fears of intimidation, but they had fallen away as soon as I had walked into this safe space.

I was looking around at the other participants, about twelve people all up. I was asking myself if I could relate to anyone else here, besides our common same-sex attraction. No one looked or sounded like the stereotype, including me. I had been welcomed and I did not feel judged, so I pinned my name badge to my t-shirt and settled back on the couch.

“Well if people are gay then they should come out,” said Scott, who stared around the room at others as if to seek group agreement of his point.

Silence hit the room.

“Why do you think that?” said the facilitator.

“Because that’s when we prove we are proud of it. It’s part of the process that we all go through. We feel confused at our difference, we develop self-hatred when we can’t explain why we’re rejecting conventional traditions, and we go through a never-ending period of questioning, while remaining conflicted internally as a way of coping, and lashing out at everyone around us for acceptance.”

We, we, we. What was all this ‘we’ business Scott was going on about? He doesn’t know me, or my life, and I certainly didn’t give him permission to represent me. But getting back to my thoughts of today’s topic, I hadn’t spent much time in my life considering it. Having lived not being out, I knew I was proud because I didn’t promote putting other people down for their differences. As for people who did, as well as those who question my own life all the time, I just see them as ignorant, and not worthy of my serious attention.

“So what was the decision process like for you?” continued the facilitator as a follow up to Scott, who was still the only one keen to speak up.

“It was easy, I wanted to be me and I wanted my independence.”

“So what did being ‘me’ mean to you?”

“You know, when you want to break free from your family chains, stand up and scream out to everyone that you’re gay, and not caring what other people think, or of any consequences.”

“And how did the other people in your life react?”

“I didn’t care what people in my life thought. It was either accept me or else. For my family I was moving out anyway and I wanted to leave them all behind me. In the end, it’s what I had to do, it’s what we all have to do.”

Scott moved his head back to rest on the couch, looking up to the ceiling. He wasn’t smiling







































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





