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Still learning
Time heals wounds; every stereotype masks exceptions—

these are just two of the lessons life teaches for free
▼

by Lee Lynch
rivers are waving to me again.

I used to enjoy that connection 
with neighbors as I strode along my 
road. Most of the time I can’t see 
beyond the windshield glare to rec

ognize the greeters, and when I can, often haven’t 
a clue who they might be. It’s just a friendly 
country custom I recall from adolescent vacations 
in New Hampshire, and I’ve always liked the 
feeling of goodwill.

When the anti-gay ballot wars were raging, no 
one waved. I took to walking head down, eyes 
staring at asphalt, trying to be the invisible queer. 
Years later the pall has finally lifted and I wave 
cheerfully back—a far cry from the day a car 
swerved to intimidate me into a ditch.

I’ve learned a lot in my middle years. I didn’t 
exactly want to learn any of it, but learn I have. 
And this has been one lesson: Life is made up of 
cycles. When the neighbors stop waving, wait a 
few years.

A local cultural pillar who’s fought hard to
keep our library open and stocked with intelligent 
(and sometimes banned) books, hugged me twice 
last week after I told her I was moving away. She

helped me to realize another lesson I’ve learned: 
I’m as good as anybody!

It took me this long to learn that if I want 
something to thrive—if I want to thrive—I need 
to be part of that something. Maybe I can give 
money, phone bank, lobby politicians, do grunt 
work like shelving books.

Before I became part of the solution, I was 
intimidated by that local cultural pillar, as if she 
were some kind of celebrity. I’ve learned that I 
have something significant to contribute to the 
world, no matter how small the contribution or 
how small my world. Giving has been my key to 
shedding a poor self-image. And double hugs are 
just one of my rewards.

I’ve scorned organized religion since child
hood, when I spent too many Sunday mornings in 
little-girl drag, sitting or kneeling on furniture 
designed to hurt, wondering what in hell those 
men in skirts or tight collars got out of alternating 
between threatening and boring their listeners.

With religion the backbone of the assault on 
gay Oregonians, my scorn increased. I came to 
despise Christians who sat so meekly on Sundays, 
then turned on their neighbors during the week.

Then I met Meggie. She’s a fundamentalist 
Christian introduced to us by two gay men. And as 
one of the men slipped away from this world with 
AIDS, Meggie was with him until the end.

Our work brought Meggie and I together a few 
hours a week. She listened to me rant about my 
oppression as a queer. She never said a word

against gays. She told me how she was shunned at 
her tiny community church for her friendship 
with the gay men and her refusal to support anti
gay politics.

I thought her advocacy came from knowing 
the guys and us, but no, it sprang from her reli
gion.‘The Bible,” she explained, “says it’snot for 
me to judge. That’s the Lord’s job.”

I’d always been impressed by Meggie’s cour
age. Now I stood awed by her fundamental faith 
and her humility. Bless the true Christians.

Speaking of my intolerance, I learned what a 
obstinately intolerant person I can be. I once 
proudly wore a pin: “Friends don’t let friends vote 
Republican.”

Then I met Nadine. She looked and acted the 
way I imagined a strait-laced, well-off Episcopal- 
church-lady Republican matron would look and 
act. But she kept coming to these human rights 
meetings. And volunteering for whatever needed 
doing. And doing it.

One evening I guess the Republican-bashing 
got a little out of hand. Nadine quietly, politely, 
from an inconspicuous comer of the room, volun
teered, “I’m a Republican.” She gave a self

face flushed. “There are a lot of us who don’t 
agree with our party’s social policies.”

I’ve never worn that pin again.
When I moved west I thought life would get 

easier. In New Haven I was a rodent on a wheel, 
going round and round and stopping only to eat 
and sleep. Here on the West Coast I planned to 
learn to be mellow and laid back. I’d live a 
simpler, less materialistic existence that would 
require less money and less work.

Immediately, I planted a garden (which never 
produced), picked blackberries, split wood, made 
my own applesauce, went for long hikes, got hired 
on at four jobs in about as many months (and 
accepted three), began a monthly column, pub
lished a book a year, ended a relationship, started 
a new one, met scores of lesbians, found outlets 
for book reviews to build my lesbian and gay 
library—you get the picture.

After 10 years of this I broke down, just as I had 
back east. Only now moving to the mellow West 
Coast wasn’t the solution. I had brought my Type 
A skin along with me, and it was time to shed it.

I’ve become very attached to the couch. My 
Higher Power even gave me feet problems so I 
could learn to move s-l-o-w-l-y. When I don’t, I 
fall right over. Rest, I’ve learned, is not a waste of 
time.

This list of the simple lessons of my midlife 
could go on and on. And will, I trust, as I go on and 
on learning.
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Pounded in 1911, Rose City Veterinär}'

Hospital is Portland’;? oldest pet hospital.

A s  the new owner, 1 am proud to be able m

to cany' on this tradition of service to the 

City o i Roses hy giving your pet the finest 

medical care, hoarding and grooming as 

well as lots of loving compassion. Please 

stop hy (or a v isit

8 0 9  SE  Pow ell Boulevard 
(near the Ross Island Bridge)

232-3105

T he F einlein G allery
AND

C o ffeeh o u se

1429 SE Hawthorne Blvd. 
239-7897

Offering
Affordable Fine Art 

and
An Alternative to 
Corporate Coffee

M-Th: 7-3 Fri-Sat: 7am- 9pm

c re a t in g  h e a lth y  re la t io n sh ip s

CENTER FOR RELATIONSHIP THERAPY

rT1 T
innovative groups cv couples therapy

K a o  Rhiannon, Ph.D. 
Nelly Käufer, IMA 

Cheryl W ilton, M S

60 years com bined experience

F A L L  W O M E N 'S  G R O U P S

C re a t in g  Your Life
• A  W om en 's Touch
• A ll  A b o u t  Love

239-3915 248-0018

ga y / le sb ia n  coup les & fam ilie s

1  "you feel 
weightless, 

like you 're 
walking on 
the moon."*

ELLIPTICAL BEST PRODUCT
FITNESS OF THE YEAR 
CROSS 
TRAINER

" FITNESS‘ 
Magazine 1997 
Buyer's Guide

Featured
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these
Local

Fitness
Facilities
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Model
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Arrowhead Golf Club 
Cascade Athletic Club 
Cascade Park Athletic Club 
Clackamas River Racket Club 
Eastside Athlete Club 
Eastmoreland Racket Club 
Fit For Life Athletic Club 
Garden Home Parks A Rec 
Griffth Park Athletic Club 
Hunters Run Apartments 
Kalama Fitness Center 
Uoyd Center Athlete Club 
McCormick Pier Apartments 
Mt. Hood Village 
Munay Hill Athletic Club

PREC0RÌ
I I 5 . 2 1 s

Nelson's Nautilus Athletic Club 
Nike Campus
Northwest Fitness Complex 
Oxford Club
Raleigh Hills Racket Club 
Rivers Edge Athletic Club 
University erf Portland 
West Side Athletic Club

NO IMPACT
Walking 
Running 

StairClimbing 
Crosscountry 

Skiing
4 Machines 

in 1

Available Exclusively At

EXERCISE EQUIPMENT
659-40S5

11211 SE  82nd Ave 
1 mie N of Clackamas T.C

1- 800 - 659-0421
644-061S

11865 SW  Beaverton Hilsdale Hwy


