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·    Listening Parents Network Update 
·  New Jersey gay marriage bill: An unhappily unmarried 

mom weighs in -- Garry 
·  Coming Home: A gay Christian talks to fundamentalists – 

O’Dell  
·  Dismantling heterosexual privilege – Speltz 
·  Testimony against MD House Bill #90 -- Durkin 
·  Did you know…???  
·   Calendar 
·  Thanks! 
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“The legal recognition of same-sex unions poses a multifaceted 
threat to the very fabric of society, striking at the source from which 
society and culture come and which they are meant to serve.” 

-- USCCB, “Marriage: Love and Life in the Divine Plan,” 
Nov. 17, 2009, p. 24. 

"One of the arguments that the anti-gay marriage side has 
increasingly turned to outside the courtroom is that allowing same-
sex marriage would hurt heterosexual marriage. At the pretrial 
hearing [of the CA Prop-8 case that opened 1-11-10], Judge Walker 
kept asking Charles Cooper, the lawyer defending Proposition 8, how 
exactly it did so. 'I'm asking you to tell me,' he said at last, 'how it 
would harm opposite-sex marriages.' 'All right,' Cooper said. 'All 
right,' Walker said. 'Let's play on the same playing field for once.'  
There was a pause--it seemed like a long one to people on the 
courtroom, though it was probably only a few seconds.  And Cooper 
said, 'Your Honor, my answer is: I don't know.  I don't know.'" 

-- Margaret Talbot, "A Risky Proposal," The New Yorker, 
1-18-10, p. 51.  
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rom its January 28, 2009 launch through December 
31, the Fortunate Families Listening Parents 

Network (LPN) enabled 61 Catholic parents of LGBT 
daughters and sons needing “someone to talk to” to 
reach the listening ear and experiential wisdom of a 
Listening Parent.  That’s the good news!  The bad news 
is that there are many more Catholic parents who need 
“someone to talk to” but haven’t yet heard about the 
LPN.  How can we reach these parents? 

You can help by 
spreading the word 
about the LPN and 
distributing our LPN 
brochure wherever you 
can – to pastoral 
ministers, to school and 
family counselors, in 
parish pamphlet racks, 
in school information 
tables, to libraries, etc.  
You can download the brochure from the Fortunate 
Families website, or let us know how many you need 
and we’ll mail them to you. 

Another way we hope to reach more parents is to 
increase the number of LPs.  We currently have 66 
parents or parent couples on our Listening Parents list.  
Do the math, and you might say that’s more than 
enough.  But that’s only true if people know the list 
exists.  The more LPs we have in more parts of the 
country, the more they can spread the word about the 
LPN through their contacts and by distributing brochures 
in their areas.  Even a marginal increase in contacts 
means more parents moving toward fully accepting and 
affirming their LGBT daughters or sons.  It’s well worth 
it!  We hope to have more LPs on the list in the spring. 

We also feel that it’s time to get more direct feedback 
from LPs on how it’s going, and to share with us and 
each other – what works, what doesn’t, how we can 
help, other resources that would help, etc.  So, Fortunate 
Families is seriously looking at offering a weekend 
gathering of LPs this fall or next spring.  As space 
permits, other interested parents would also be welcome!  
We’ll let you know as this develops.

F 
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By Joan Garry  
January 08, 2010 

With the author’s 
permission 

s lesbian 
moms 

raising children together, my 
partner of 28 years and I deserve 
the same rights as parents with a 
marriage license.  I am a lesbian 
mom with a partner of 28 years, 
but, to tell you the truth, the term 
"gay marriage'' does not work for 
me. 

It’s not some special kind of 
marriage I’m looking for. The gay 
kind. I’m looking for the plain 
vanilla, not-all-that-strong-an-
institution-without-me kind of 
marriage. I’m looking for good 
old-fashioned traditional marriage 
and the rights and protections that 
come with the license. So first 
order of business: let’s stop calling 
it “ gay marriage.” I am looking 
for marriage equality. 

But I didn’t get it yesterday. The 
New Jersey marriage equality bill 
failed. 

Just after the NJ Supreme Court 
ruled in favor of civil unions two 
years ago, my partner of 28 years 
and I ran out to get one.  

When I went to pick up the license, 
a lovely woman with an Irish 
brogue at the Montclair Municipal 
Building went off to the Civil 
Union file to get it for me. “Huh. 
It’s not in there,” she said. She 
looked under both names to no 
avail. “Maybe it’s in the 
“Marriage” binder,” she said. And 
so it was. In her sweet brogue she 
said, “This separate binder thing 
just makes no sense, does it?” 

It’s not just that it makes no sense. 
It’s not right and it’s not fair. 
Because it’s not just separate. A 
civil union offers a lesser package 
of rights and protections. And oh 
by the way, have we not yet 
learned that separate is not equal? 
 
I've written on this topic before 
and clearly I need to continue to do 
so again. So many people just don't 
get it. 

y partner and I have three 
kids and the word “married” 

has evolved in its usage at our 
home since our eldest was born 
twenty years ago. Our kids used to 
use it to describe our relationship 
as it best represented what they 
understood “married” to look like.  

They understood that what we had 
was solid and the relationship of 
the ‘til-death-do-us-part’ variety 
(while meanwhile, 2/3 of their 
classmates' parents were divorced). 
Now, at 15, 15 and 20, the 
distinction is wildly clear. They 
know that we have been 
discriminated against – that the 
institution of marriage (the pursuit-
of-happiness thing in the 
Constitution) is being denied to us. 
And they don’t like it one little bit. 

They shouldn’t. Because our 
second class citizenship puts them 
at risk. All children deserve the 
right to insurance coverage, social 
security, emergency care and 
inheritance rights no matter who 
their parents are. You don’t get 
these for your kids when you are 
just ‘shacking up.’ They come with 
a license. 

Unmarried couples (that would be 
me and Eileen – happily together 
and unhappily unmarried) are 
denied the automatic right to joint 
parenting, joint adoption, joint 
foster care, and visitation for non-
biological parents. In addition, the 

children of unmarried couples are 
denied the guarantee of child 
support and an automatic legal 
relationship to both parents. 

And in case you didn’t know (and 
many do not), had New Jersey 
voted in favor of marriage equality 
and had the governor signed it in 
to law, we would only be married 
here in the state of New Jersey. If 
we moved to Virginia, POOF! 
Legal strangers once again. 

Does it sound like I am bitter? You 
bet. Actually I’m mad. Eileen is 
mad, too. She spent the train ride 
to work this morning trying to 
figure out how I would manage 
without her if she went to jail for 
refusing to pay her taxes.  

No joke. Our taxes underwrite 
benefits to residents of New 
Jersey. Benefits that don’t come 

our way. Our 
taxes underwrite 
federal benefits 

of inheritance, social security and 
the other 1,100 federal rights and 
protections that come with a 
marriage license. Benefits that 
don’t accrue to us.  

I hope some of you readers feel 
safer this morning here in our state 
of New Jersey. I guess you figure 
the sky will not be falling in the 
Garden State. At least not today. 
Just know that while you are busy 
feeling safer, many of us are 
actually not safer at all. 

Oh, one last thing. Did you notice 
that I never mentioned the word 
“religion?”��

Joan Garry blogs regularly at 
www.joangarry.com and at The 
Huffington Post. She is a an adjunct 
professor at U. Penn's Annenberg 
School for Communications, a non-
profit consultant, Democratic 
fundraiser and the former Executive 
Director of GLAAD (Gay & Lesbian 
Alliance Against Defamation). 
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 by Jonathan Odell. Commonweal,  
January 15, 2010 

ast year I got a call from an 
administrator at a Midwestern 

seminary with a reputation for its 
“take no prisoners” conservative 
theology. He had permission to 
conduct a series of seminars on 
hot-button issues like abortion, 
stem-cell research, and gay 
marriage. His plan was to bring in 
a succession of speakers, one to 
take the pro side of an issue, 
followed by a second to present the 
opposing view.  

I took a deep breath. I knew what 
was coming next. “We want you to 
take the pro side on 
homosexuality,” he said.  

“Yippee,” I thought. “I get to argue 
for Satan.” So I asked him, “Why 
me?” Why me indeed.... Several 
years earlier I had given a reading 
on the same campus. It was from 
my novel. But I hadn’t come out as 
gay then, only as a Baptist. Years 
before, I made the decision that the 
only time I should feel obligated to 
reveal my sexual orientation was 
when there was something positive 
in it for me—like a quick way to 
get rid of a Jehovah’s Witness. I 
don’t owe anyone that information, 
especially someone with the 
scriptural dexterity to bless me in 
one breath and to condemn me to 
hell in the next.  

“Actually,” the caller said, “I had 
heard you were gay before you 
showed up.” He told me that when 
the dean found out I was coming, 
he had done his best to cancel my 
reading. I had not known at the 
time that my gay presence was 
sufficient to cause a scandal. What 
would happen if I were to actually 
talk about it? 

The administrator pleaded his case. 
“I want you to come here not only 
because you’re gay, but because 
you’re religious. You’ve obviously 
held on to your spiritual beliefs.”  

I didn’t tell him I’d been able to 
retain my faith by steering clear of 
the hateful fundamentalists that 
universities like his turned out. 
Instead, I lied and told him I’d 
think about it.  

“Well, I can’t blame you if you say 
‘no,’” he added. “In fact, I might 
lose my job over asking you. But I 
think it’s worth it.” 

“Great,” I thought. “He’ll get fired 
and I’ll get crucified. Who could 
refuse an offer like that?” I saw 
absolutely nothing redemptive in it 
for me. I’ve been involved in 
public debates about gay rights and 
gay marriage in which I actually 
got the better of my opponent. But 
once the exchange was over, I 
came to realize few minds had 
been changed, and that some hearts 
had actually hardened. Besides, the 

people at this particular 
school were the 

same religious 
fanatics I had fled 

in Mississippi as a 
young man. I knew already how 
sessions like these could turn out: 
each side using every trick in its 
holy book to destroy the spiritual 
legitimacy of the other side. And 
this guy was asking me to step 
once again into that lion’s den?  

Still, the administrator’s request 
tugged at me. Maybe if I tried one 
more time, things would turn out 
differently. Thomas Wolfe 
famously wrote, “You can’t go 
home again.” Well, perhaps Wolfe 
was only half right. You can never 
go home again, but you can never 
leave completely, either. I suspect 
the unfinished stories of home will 
haunt us all until the day we die, 
creating a never-ending succession 
of possibilities to get it right. To 
say “to hell with you!” and slam 
the door isn’t healthy 
closure, but that’s how I 
had exited my Christian 
community in 
Mississippi.  

I decided I would say no to the 
request, but I couldn’t tell my 
contact that I was really declining 
his invitation because I was 
terrified of being rejected. After 
all, I was apparently the only 
homosexual he had come across 
who actually believed in God, so I 
had to keep up the image for what 
to him must be a very select group 
of gays. So I did what I usually do 
when I need to make a purely 
emotional decision appear rational: 
I turned to Google. I entered the 
name of the school and the word 

“homosexuality” into the 
search engine. My aim 
was to find a way to 

blame these fundamentalist 
Christians for being so 

hopeless that I wasn’t going to 
waste my time on them. 

The first hit was an anonymous 
letter, written by one of the 
seminary’s own students to a gay 
support group, pleading for help. 
He wrote about being a Christian, 
a closeted gay, and suicidal. “From 
the outside, I appear much like any 
other student on campus,” he 
wrote. “I am a Christian, dedicated 
to my family, my friends, and my 
academic career. I am also gay. I 

L 
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came close to committing suicide 
several times, but God had been 
looking out for me. He had given 
me one friend on this campus with 
whom I could be totally honest. I 
believe that were it not for him, I 
would not be here today. One day, 
I hope that we can be seen for who 
we truly are, as fellow brothers and 
sisters in Christ.” 

This student’s poignant testimony 
of desperation and isolation, his 
love for a church that rejects him, 
these brought me back to my own 

youth. As a boy, I too 
was desperate for 
some adult to say, “I 
know just how you 
feel. I was afraid, too. 

But look at me. I survived. So will 
you.”  

Now I couldn’t refuse the 
invitation without rejecting this 
young man, and by the same token, 
rejecting that kid inside me who is 
still waiting for some adult to stand 
up for him. I guessed this terrified 
adult was going to have to do the 
job for both young men. 

I’ve been speaking to groups for 
much of my life, but what scared 
me about this invitation was that, 
for the first time, I would be 
showing up as a “professional 
homosexual.” I would no longer be 
in charge of how, when, or 
whether I came out. No, the only 
thing people would know about me 
beforehand is that I am gay. And to 
them I would represent all their 
feelings and judgments about gay 
folks, a cumulative response over 
which I had no control. I was 
stumped about how to even begin. 

A participant in a workshop I lead 
called “Daring to Tell Your Story” 
helped me clarify my thinking. 
“Don’t debate them,” Betsy 
advised. “Just tell your story and 

let them tell you theirs, like we do 
in class.”  

But as we say in a sobriety 
program I attend, “Simple, but not 
easy.” As a gay man, I have 
several versions of my story, 
depending on what the occasion 
might call for. There is the 
political “I pay taxes, too,” 
version, and the religiously 
challenging “Jesus never 
mentioned it” version. I have an 
aggrieved “Look how you’ve 
oppressed me” presentation, and a 
militant “I’m queer and get over it” 
one. But Betsy was suggesting 
something different: that I get 
beyond the urge to use my story as 
a strategy. Instead, as writer John 
Cournos advises, I should relate 
my personal truth to a more 
universal one, what theologian 
Miroslav Volf calls “a moral 
obligation to remember truthfully.” 
That means telling my story 
without embellishing it, tidying it 
up, or turning it into a morality 
play with clear-cut villains, 
victims, and saints. It meant 
including unresolved tensions and 
all, even if my doubts and mistakes 
would give others ammunition to 
use against me. And so I accepted 
the invitation. 

When I walked 
to the podium 
that night and 
scanned a room 

of budding fundamentalist 
preachers, I discovered the place 
was only partially filled. Most in 
the audience were faculty and 
female students. Hanging in the 
back was a crowd of young guys 
who eyed me suspiciously, still 
deciding whether this talk was for 
them, and what exactly their 
attendance might say about their 
own testosterone levels. I 
nervously blurted out the first 
thing that came to my mind: 
“Hello, I’m the gay guy!” It was 

meant to be humorous, but the 
silence was so thorough that I 
could hear them breathing.  

“OK,” I told myself, “don’t be 
clever. Just tell the truth. If they 
walk out, they walk out.” I began 
again. “When I got the invitation 
to come speak today, it was a no-
brainer.” I looked directly at the 
young men massed in the back of 
the room: “Not in a million years!” 
I noticed a few smirks, but at least 
we shared some common ground. 
We all would rather be somewhere 
else. 

“I’d like to say I’m happy to be 
here today,” I continued, “but I’d 
be starting our relationship with a 
lie. Right now, you are the folks I 
grew up with. The folks I fled over 
thirty years ago and have kept 
running from: my family, my 

community, my church. 
You were my first 
family, and families 
know how to wound 
you the deepest. So 

today I just need to say 
I’m not here because I want to 
convert you, or change you, or 
sway you, or make you like me. 
I’m here because whether I like it 
or not, you are in my life and I 
need to somehow make peace with 
that part of my life.” 

Then I told them that “peace” is 
the last word I would use to 
describe such forums. All we seem 
to learn from such exchanges is 
how to fight one another better the 
next time. Yes, I told the audience, 
I did want gay marriage. I told 
them how much I love my partner, 
Jim, but that I was just about 
through with public controversy. I 
explained that it was a Google 
search on this seminary and 
homosexuality that had changed 
my mind about speaking, 
specifically the anonymous letter 
from a student at their university. 
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 noticed that people began 
looking furtively at one another, 

as if the author might be in the 
room. I told the audience about 
this student’s fear and depression, 
his thoughts of suicide. I described 
his desire to walk with his brothers 
and sisters in Christ, but also his 
terror at what might happen if they 
ever found out who he really was. I 
told them what he wrote rang true 
to my own experience growing up 
in a Christian community. The last 
thing on his mind was the gay-
marriage debate. He was operating 
in survival mode. That’s why I 
accepted their invitation to speak. 

We were all breathing differently 
now. Even the guys in the back 
had nonchalantly drifted into the 
room. Others, who had been 
listening from the hallway, began 
to file inside, until finally all the 
chairs were filled and people stood 
lining the walls. 

I told them of my own journey into 
adulthood as a gay man, as a 
professional, a Christian “with all 
the answers.” I told them how my 
life collapsed when I came to the 
realization that my answers were 
right, but I had spent all those 
years asking the wrong questions. 
Then I told them my story of being 

a Southern gay 
Christian alcoholic, or 

as a friend puts it, a 
queer, Bible-banging, 
redneck drunk. It was the 

first time I had let all these 
carefully segregated, contradictory 
parts of my history loose in a 
single place at the same time.  

I ended by sharing a story about 
my conservative, fundamentalist 
father. It was the day I finally 
asked him if he thought I was 
going to hell. “Johnny,” he had 
said, “I believe every word in the 
Bible is God’s literal truth, and the 
way I read it, it says 

homosexuality is wrong.” But 
then he continued, “And I 
know my son. I know for a 
fact that he is not evil.” He 
nodded once, and then said 
decisively, “I guess both 
are going to have to be 
true.” 

A sign of genius, someone said, is 
the ability to hold two 
contradictory thoughts in your 
mind at the same time. I told the 
students that my father had died 
the year before. “I’m not sure I 
ever lived up to his expectations,” 
I said. “I know I haven’t lived up 
to mine. But it has been a comfort 
to know that there could be a God 
who doesn’t hold that against 
me—who can say, ‘You have 
failed and you are perfect.’ I guess 
both will have to be true.” As I 
said this, I found myself fighting 
back tears. How strange, I thought, 
that I have never felt closer to my 
late father than standing before this 
group of fundamentalist Christians. 

The talk took about fifty minutes. 
When it was over, a pall of silence 
hung over the room. Then a few 
people started to clap, then a few 
more. Someone stood, and whether 
it was contagious 
enthusiasm or peer 
pressure, I received a 
standing ovation. 
“Oh, great,” I couldn’t 
help thinking, “now they feel sorry 
for me.” 

ut something interesting 
happened next, during the Q 

and A. The questions were not the 
ones I had expected. Instead, 
students asked thoughtfully about 
my life and my struggle with 
religion. “How do you as a gay 
man experience the presence of 
Christ in your life?” “How do you 
handle Christians who reject you 
without knowing your story?” “If 
your parents had not accepted you, 

what do you think you would have 
done?” 

The questions were not accusatory, 
but intimate and inviting. I was 
able to talk of my struggles, of my 
own ambivalence about a topic 
that is usually presented only in 
black and white, pro and con. It 
was their obvious concern for me 
as a person and a Christian that 
allowed me to go deep within 
myself to respond to them. 

And then, there were no more 
questions—only a flood of stories. 
Some told tearfully of brothers and 
sisters who are gay, and whom 
they had been taught to reject. 
Others told how friends had come 
out to them, and how poorly 
equipped they felt when it came to 
offering support. About how the 
admonition to “hate the sin but 
love the sinner” proved woefully 

inadequate when the 
sinner happened to be a 

person they cared for 
deeply.  

I understood the dynamic—how 
story elicits story—but I had not 
anticipated the commonality of the 
stories told that evening. They 
were sharing with me how they 
had also been wounded by their 
religion’s intolerance toward 
homosexuals. Caring and 
idealistic, these young people still 
believed that love has the power to 
remake the world. It hurt them to 
be asked to mistrust their deepest 
instincts, the ones that had led 
them to ministry.  

I would like to say everybody 
involved went on to live happily 
ever after, but life doesn’t work 
that way. A few professors whose 
students were at the session 
complained to the dean about my 
being allowed to speak. Some of 
the seminarians attending the 
session decided to push for a 

I 
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campus support group for friends 
of the GLBT community. The 
dean, alarmed, charged a 

committee to create 
a list of faculty and 
students who 
challenged the 
institution’s policy 
on homosexuality.  

Was it worth it? For the institution, 
I hope so. I don’t know whether 
the courageous man who invited 
me will keep his job, or what he 
might have to do to retain it. I’m 
fairly certain I will not be asked to 
speak again anytime soon. As I 
feared, the student body may have 
become even more polarized over 
the issue than before. But it was 
worth it for me as a Christian. In 
the most unlikely of places, I had 
experienced a coming home. Such 
a coming home is not a matter of 
conquest or retribution, of finally 
getting the love, respect, or 
apologies that are your due. 
Rather, simply by telling your 

story, your truth, 
without the 
expectation of gain 
or the dread of 
loss, a person is set 
free. I came away 

with a new understanding of the 
very old saying that while facts can 
help explain us, only stories can 
save us—and, I hope, others. 

©2010 Commonweal Foundation, 
reprinted with permission. For 
subscriptions: 
www.commonwealmagazine.org.  
 

Stories make a difference! 
Did something you, or someone you 
know, do or say make a positive 
difference? … make someone—a 
family member, priest, bishop, 
legislator—more  empathetic?   Tell 
us about it. Your story could make the 
difference in someone’s life.  Your 
story might be exactly what someone 
else needs to hear! 

 

!������������	�	
��	"����
�
�#��	�	�
by Kara Speltz 

t's been some 40 to 50 years 
since the Civil Rights 

Movement made its mark on our 
country, and we're still at the 
beginnings of understanding white 
skin privilege. My guess would be 
that the vast majority of well 
meaning white folks would deny 
the very existence of white skin 
privilege, but their denial doesn't 
change the fact that it exists and 
that even the best of us benefit 
from it. In March, 2009, almost a 
thousand people traveled to 
Memphis to attend the White 
Privilege Conference.  It was the 
first time the conference had been 
held in the South.  It had a 
powerful impact on those who 
attended. 

All of this leads me to wonder how 
long it will take to dismantle 
heterosexual privilege. Two years 

ago in Des Moines at 
the Catholic Worker 
gathering, I gave a 

workshop on 
"Heterosexism and the Catholic 
Worker Movement." I was amazed 
that somewhere between 50-60 
folks attended; the vast majority 
saying that they didn't know what 
heterosexism meant. The 
discussion was, for the most part, 
lively and healing. The Des 
Moines Catholic Worker printed 
an article on the workshop, which I 
believe may have been the first 
time a CW newspaper had 
addressed the issue of gays within 
the CW.  

hen I returned home, I wrote 
my former pastor, Michael, 

a note about the workshop. He had 
always been very supportive of 
LGBTs, and his brother is gay, so I 
was shocked when he wrote back 
to me asking me what I meant by 
"heterosexism." That Sunday at 
church, I spoke with another 
straight ally, kind of chuckling 
about Michael's ignorance and she 
said to me, "even though I have 
spent a lot of time with gay people, 
I'm afraid I don't understand 
either.”Since then, I've found 
myself thinking that we LGBTs 
have really failed in helping our 
straight allies in understanding 
how heterosexism works. 

Two examples of heterosexism 
that I gave at the workshop, I 
believe, will help people 
understand how heterosexual 
privilege works. The first 
happened back in 2000, when 
Soulforce organized its first large 
denominational protest at the 
United Methodist Conference in 
Cleveland. Jimmy Creech, a 

former Methodist 
minister who had been 

defrocked for performing 
same gender marriages 

was one of our major heroes. We 
had been invited to meet with 
some of the Methodist Bishops and 
put together a list of demands. One 
of them was the reinstatement of 
Jimmy Creech, and a request to 
send him to California where he 
would be a welcome asset to the 
Conference there. Jimmy wasn't 
present when we were putting 
together these demands. The next 
morning he addressed our 
gathering asking us to remove that 
demand, because he couldn't, in all 
conscience, rely on his 
heterosexual privilege and be 
reinstated until every LGBT who 
had been denied ordination, or 
removed from the UMC, was also 
invited back. Everyone was 
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shocked. It hadn't occurred to any 
of us that Jimmy's being reinstated 
without the reinstatement of others 
who were LGBT would be a 
matter of supporting heterosexual 
privilege.  

The second example happened just 
a few weeks prior to the gathering 
in Des Moines. At our parish, we 
baptize the babies in groups of 5 -7 
families at our 9:30 am Family 
Mass. For the first time in my 
memory, they actually had a gay 
couple's baby being baptized and 
introduced the couple saying they'd 
been together for 7 years. For all of 
us who were gay and lesbian, it 
was an amazing moment, and 

almost all of 
us cried tears 
of joy. As we 
were having 
coffee 
upstairs, I 

talked about the experience with 
my straight friends. None of them 
got the significance of what had 
just happened. For 18 years, I'd sat 
and watched the baptisms, 
wondering if ever, I would see a 
gay or lesbian couple publicly 
have their baby baptized. I 
explained to my straight friends 
how they could always assume that 
their child would be baptized, but 
for the vast majority of gays and 
lesbians, we could never make 
such an assumption. The very fact 
that heterosexuals don't 
comprehend what heterosexism is, 
is I suspect, a precise definition of 
heterosexism.  

One of the other ways I personally 
experience heterosexual privilege 
is when I communicate with a 
number of my straight friends and 
family, there is this unstated rule. 
We'll enjoy each others 
communications and company, as 
long as I don't mention 
ANYTHING about my being a 
lesbian. When I do, there is 

absolute silence. Not by all my 
straight friends and family, but by 
significant numbers. Those who 
have close friends or family who 
are gay, for the most part don't 
have a problem with this. It is 
those who think they don't know 
any gays, and in their own hearts 
still believe there's something "not 
quite right," about being gay who 
silently demand it not be 
acknowledged nor discussed.  

No one, who takes their faith 
seriously, wants to think of 
themselves as a supremacist of any 
kind.  But the reality is that 
people's biases are such that they 
have not as yet reached the place 
that they understand the concept of 
heterosexual privilege, and many 
aren't willing to examine these 
issues.  Our job, it seems to me, is 
to first help our allies understand 
this concept and from a place of 
love, begin the process of 
dismantling this privilege, so as to 
build a world of justice and 
equality. 
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This bill would prohibit the 
state from recognizing the marriage of 
same-sex couples married in other 
states or in foreign countries. 

My name is Erma Durkin, I live in 
Glen Arm, Md. (Baltimore Co.) 

I come to testify in OPPOSITION 
to House Bill #90.   

When I read this Bill, I imagined a 
manic person rushing into his 
house and in a panic adding 
another padlock onto his front door 
to keep out the marauding hoards 
who aim to take what is HIS. 

A Bill concocted to deny 
recognition, in Maryland, of a 
same-sex marriage validly 
performed in another State, or 

another country, is a ploy fostered 
by prejudice, fed by ignorance. 

This is only the second time I have 
come to Annapolis.  Again, I was 
compelled.  I am now in my 81st 
year, 62 years have been spent in 
Religious Education and Social 
Work.  I am a practicing Roman 
Catholic, and a conservative who 
considers FAMILY VALUES 
extremely important. 

It is for this reason that I support 
the right of homosexual persons to 
civil marriage.  For the last 30 
years I have come to know GLBT 
people, their hopes, concerns and 
difficulties.  Beyond the 
individuals, I have come to know 
many, many of their parents, just 
as I have come to realize that one 
of my three children is gay. 

This is the important piece I wish 
to make clear today.  Any laws 
made by the State, denying 
positive rights to GLBT people, 
are necessarily going to affect their 
families that love them.  Good 
parents know, and want to 
celebrate the goodness of their 
homosexual children.  They want 
to rejoice, having ALL their 
children, gay and straight, around 
the Thanksgiving, Christmas, and 
Easter Table, along with their 
spouses, and their children.  
Enlightened parents have come to 
understand that one’s sexual 
orientation is not a choice. 

Hatred, and alienation between 
parents and gay children, is 
fostered by unenlightened 
societies. When parents see the 
State concocting laws that would 
deny respectful recognition to the 
marital contracts of gay couples, 
they see this as unenlightened 
prejudice, or self-interest, or blind 
zeal at work.  This has, and will 
continue to destroy families 

I must urge you to OPPOSE HB 
90.



You can reduce our mailing cost 
and folding and stuffing labor if 
you request email 
notification of future 
newsletters and 
download them from 
our website.  Thanks! 
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The Family Equality Council says 
the 2000 Census shows there were 
approximately 1 million lesbian 
and gay parents raising about 2 
million children.  And lesbian and 
gay parents are raising 4% of all 
adopted children (over 65,500 
children) and fostering 3% of all 
foster children (over 14,000 
children). 

The American Community Survey 
annually gives snapshots between 
censuses.  According to Deb Price, 
the recently released 2008 survey 
indicated an estimated 149,956 
same-sex couples identified with 
the marital phrasing “husband or 
wife.”  And 414,787 identified as 
“unmarried partners.”  Gay 
demographer Gary Gates of the 
Williams Institute estimates the 
number of legally married same-
sex couples in the U.S. at about 
35,000. 

Unlike the 2000 census, the 2010 
Census will not lump same-sex 
partners together with “unmarried 
partners.”  According to Price: 
“The Census asks the person 
filling out the form to identify how 
others are related to her or him.  
Gates and Our Families Count [a 
gay website] encourage gay 
couples who consider themselves 
married to check the box beside 
‘husband or wife,’ even if they 
don’t have marriage licenses.  
Other same-sex couples should 
simply check ‘unmarried partner.’” 

          

USC sociologists, Stacey & 
Timothy Biblarz reviewed 81 
studies of one and two-parent 
families (gay, lesbian and 
heterosexual).  Their conclusion: 
“No research supports the widely 
held conviction that the gender of 
parents matters for child well-
being.” 
 -- USA Today 1-21-10   

          

China had its first public same-sex 
marriage 1-13-10 in Chengdu. 
 -- HRC, “Equally 
Speaking,” 1-14-10 

���	���
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Mar. 12-14, 2010 

New Ways Ministry. Next Steps: 
Developing Catholic 
Lesbian/Gay Ministry.  Techny 
IL (near Chicago).  For all 
interested in starting lesbian/gay 
ministry programs or developing 
next steps for existing programs.  
Info: 301-277-5674 OR 
info@newwaysministry.org OR 
www.newwaysministry.org. 

Mar. 13, 2010 (Sat) 

Fr. Jim Schexnayder, Lenten 
Retreat Day for LGBT Catholics 
and other Christians in Menlo 
Park, CA.  Info: rd@calgm.org or 
catharine@vallombrosia.org. 

Apr. 12, 2010 

New Ways Ministry, “The Upper 
Room Weekend.” Ossining, NY.  
For LGB or gender-variant persons 
who work for a RC institution.  A 
chance to share joys and fears, 
struggles and successes.  Info: 
info@newwaysministry.org OR 
www.newwaysministry.org OR 
301-277-5674. 

April 24, 2010 (Sat) 

Day of Reflection for parents, 
other family members of g/l 
children.  Also for other 

interested persons including 
parish ministers.  Day based on 
“Always Our Children”.  9am-
3pm. Benedictine Sisters Shalom 
Prayer Center, Mt. Angel, OR.  
Florence & Steve Balog, 
Facilitators. Info: (503)845-7850 
or sandfbalog@mtangel.net. 

Oct. 8-10, 2010 

Emmaus Retreat for Gay & 
Lesbian Catholics and parents of 
Gay & Lesbian Catholics.  Jesuit 
Retreat House, Parma OH (near 
Cleveland).  Info: Jesuit Retreat 
House at 440-885-1055 or 
www.jrh-cleveland.org. 

Oct. 8-10, 2010 

New Ways Ministry retreat.  
Facilitator: Edwina Gateley.  
Aston PA (near Philadelphia).  
Info: info@newwaysministry.org 
OR www.newwaysministry.org 
OR 301-277-5674. 

Nov. 5-7, 2010 

Call To Action Conference, 
Milwaukee WI .  Info: www.cta-
usa.org. 

 

Since our January newsletter 47 
people and/or groups contributed 
to Fortunate Families.  Thanks for 
enabling us to sustain this ministry 
to, with, for and by parents of 
lesbian, gay, bisexual and 
transgender daughters and sons!! 
 
NOTE: The 2009 Annual report 
will be issued in March instead of 
a newsletter.  The next newsletter 
issue will be April. 
  
Fortunate Families, Inc. is a non-
profit, tax-exempt 501(c)(3) public 
charity organization. Contributions are 
fully tax-deductible. 
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