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Introducing GPA

In September, 1975, a new campus
organization, the Gay People's Alliance,
emerged at Bryn Mawr-Haverford Colleges.
Throughout this first year, membership
has steadily grown until now, at the
close of the semester, 1976 spring,
we have approximately thirty active
members.

The group has founded a peer
counseling center; opened an office
in Jones Hall, Haverford College;
held weekly meetings in the College
Inn, Bryn Mawr College; presented two
lectures open to the entire campus
community; and held a very successful
dance, among other thingse. We hope
that the school year of 1976-77 will
find our ranks even larger and our
functions even more extensives

Coming out is a continuing pro-
cess, done by individuals, and in the
case of our group, done by organizations
of people. It involves making the
same-sex preference/orientation vis-
ible in a society that still largely
ignores and admonishes suchs It is done
by individuals to individuals, as.in
coming out to schoolmates, friends,
parents, employers, and other signifi-
cant people. :

Coming out is a gay person's
statement about the viability of his
or her sexual orientation/preference.
Sometimes it is easy and other times
it is very difficult to dos In this
pamphlet are articles about the coming
out experience, written by both gays
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and nongays. - The purpose of this
pamphlet is to spread knowledge about
this aspect of gayness with the prem-
ise that through knowledge comes under-
standing, and that from understanding
comes acceptances College is a time
for learning. We of the Gay People's
Alliance offer you this oppertunity

to learn about coming oute

The Girl Next Door

The following incident is an exam-
ple of the kind of psychological harrass-
ment that gay people undergo all the time.
It is a composite of several experiences
I have had.

I was on a train with a group of
Bryn Mawr students, none of whom I knew '
very well. As the train pulled out of
the station, I got out some cookies, which
I shared with the girl sitting next to
me, and then I settled down to read Plato.

In the seat in front of me, two girls
began to discuss homosexualitye. They
spoke loudly and clearly. One of them
could not understand why ''those people®
needed Gay Alliance~-''you!d think they
would want to keep it private," she said.
Her companion said that it really didn't
matter to her-~"although once you knew
about someone, you really started to now
tice how different they ares" Loudly
and clearly they agreed that any normal
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person had an immediate reaction of re=-
pulsion towards the ideas

1 could feel my body filling with
tensione My mind raced over the altern-
atives: Confront theme Ignore thems
Crye This kind of shit will never end
until people realize that anyone-«yes,
even the girl sitting in back of you
reading Plato~-might be gaye But to
confront is to expose myself to a group
of people whom I don't know, don't trust.
1 have friends--and a lover-~to protect
at Bryn Mawr. My willingness to come
out is tempered by their feelingse. But
how will anything ever get better if
someone doesn't take a stand?

The conversation endede I was ree
lieved, and went back to my reading,
trying to concentrates. An acquaintance
came over to say hi, and to tell me
about her plans for the weekend. 1 feilt
myself relaxing, becoming cheerful and
unhassled againe

In back of me four girls began to
discuss homosexualitye 1 heard the word
toay' and felt the tension flood backe
T tried to tell myself not to listene I
questioned myself--am I oversensitive?
Am 1 paranoid? 1 told myself that itt's
their problem if they are ignorant and
intolerantes I could live my life with=
out the outside worlde-my personal situ=
ation is secure and supportive enoughe
But I'm not going to do ite I'm not
going to live in a closete I care too
much about my friends and myself te be
able to endure being judged on the basis
of ignorant and unreasonable prejudice.
I felt as though 1 was chokinge.

The conversatiou in back of me was
along the same lines as the first one,
plus a few jokes about lesbians, which
were so0 stupid that 1 could have laughed.,
They knew nothing 4t all about gay people.
They began to talk about "Women'!s Lib.!
Suddenly the tone of the conversation
changed; they were talking about "people"
nows Anyone who calls the Feminist Move-
ment "Women's Lib' (and any woman who
talks about it as an abstract movement
in which she has no place) needs some
consciousness raising in my estima-
tion-=but their views " working mothers
(still being discusse. loudly enough to
edify the whole train) made me drowsy and
disgusted and 1 tried to sleep. And then,
there it was, the inevitable last straws
a sniggering crack about homosexuals
molesting children.

I turned around, so angry that I
could hardly see thems ''You obviously

know nothing at all about gay people
to say a thing like that. Gay people
live ordinary human lives, good and bad,
just like anyone else. Gay relationships
are no more strange or unnatural than
heterosexual ones, and it seems to me
that any kind of loving relationship is
pretty healthye. And furthermore the
statistics show that the majority of
child molesting is done by white male
heterosexuals over the age of forty."
The whole section of the train was
silent. My hands were shaking and my
last words sounded more like a sob than

“the angry scream I felt. The girl site

ting next to me said, "Would you like an
orange?" and when I said, '"Yes, please,"
she peeled it for me.

Honestly Now

1 was weil aware that 1 was attrace
ted to men for quite some time before I
came to Haverforde 1 didn't know if there
was a group of gays organized on campus
before I arrived. I didn't have the nerve
to ask about it during my interview (that
seemed tantamount to asking for a rejece
tion notice)s But I got the feeling that
the bi-college community was a liberal
place, where people cared about each other,
and were too mature to worry about such
trivialities as one's sexual preferences.

I had everything planned perfectlye.
I would make no pretenses agbout my sex-
uality to anyone. Of course 1 wasn't
planning to announce myself as a scream-
ing queen in the middle of Opening Col=~
lection, but I thought I would have the
opportunity to make a fresh start in a
new environment., I reasoned that I

(CONTINUED page 3)




L FAG A MILE AWAY!

didn't have any friends or family here

to alienatey so that I could be honest _

with everyone; there would be no probe
lepm. Things did not work out as
planned.

When I arrived for Customs Week,
I was very nervouse 1 met the other
freshmen on my hall, and my customs=
people. They all seemed to be pleasant,

-and 1 began to relaxe 1 was getting

along with these people as well as I
had with my friends at homes Then 1
realized that 1 was just as afraid of
coming out to my new friends as I had
been of coming out to my old friends.
1 decided not to bring up the subject
of homosexuality until I got to know
everyone a little better, After all,
it would have been foolish to preju-
dice them against me from the very
beginning. I thought 1 would wait for
a week or two until 1 could win their
confidence.

But by the time a week went by,
it was too late. They were already
my friends. 1 already had something
to lose. The expected remarks came
up ("Gee, it's lucky that none of us
got stuck in a suite with some fag-
goti"), and 1 smiled politely as my
guts churned inside. I couldn't be
honest without blowing my cover.
Eight years of being trapped in the
closet at least gave me skill in pree-
serving thates I was so good at being
dishonest with others, that I was even
able to lie to myself . « « for a
while.

I CAN SMELL A
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I told myself that 1 wasn't really
being dishonests 1 just hadn't gotten
the chance to reveal the whole truth,

1 didn't mean to hide anythinge The sub=
ject just never happened to come up at

gn opportune moment. And all this time,
1 was lying to my friends, I was lying

to my family, I was lying to my "girla
friend" (who didn't even know that I

was using her to cover for me), and I

was lying to myself; I felt guiltier

and guiltier with each passing daye. 1

- became very moody, and abandoned my

schoolwork. My life seemed to be fal-
ling apart, and there was nothing 1
could do to save it. s
Over the summer 1 decided that I
couldn't go on that waye I knew that
I would have to take the big step
sophomore years I was fed up with
myself, and with my whole attitude

- toward my sexuality., How could I ex-

pect others to accept me, when I couldn't
even accept myself? I would tell my
friends at school, and if they couldn't
handle it, well « « o it would be their
tough luck.

A funny thing happened, thoughe 1
came back, expecting to break the big
news, and I just couldn't do ite. The

old cowardly streak surfaced againe. I

didn't want to alienate people. I was
afraid that the news might reach my
parents. The same old thoughts from
freshman year began to plague me again.
But this time, 1 wasn't going to let
them to get the better of me.

One by one, I started to tell the
people living on my hall that I was
gays The first one was toughe 1
picked someone who I thought would be
sympathetice He'd mentioned that he
had gay friends at homey, and seemed to
be the sort of person who could accept
me for what 1 was, and not as a mise
guided deviant, We were talking alone

'in my room one afternoon. 1 gritted

my teeth, and told hime. Then I waita
ed for his reaction. But there didn't
seem to be one. I waited for a very
long thirty seconds. ''So?" he asked.
The sense of relief was overwhelming.
1 was so filled with happiness, 1 didnft
know what to says. He knew 1 was gay,
and he didn't really carel
Soon I told another person, and then

~ (CONTINUED page 4)




a. thirde I told my old "girlfriend".

It was getting easier each time. I only
had one more major obstacle in the bi-col-
lege community: my suitemate. We had
agreed to live together freshman year,

and I didn't know how he would handle it.
He made his share of faggot jokes, but I
was able to overlook thate I knew that
ideologically, he was in favor of civil
rights for gays, but there is a big difér-
ence between reading about them in the
newspaper, and having them make love in
the next roome

Also, I worried about the ways my
"coming out" would affect him. Would
people assume that because I was gay,
and we were living together, that he
was gay also? This was definitely a
stigma which I did not care to inflict
on hime But I couldn't do this halfwaye.
I knew that if I didn't tell him, someone
else woulde And since he had to hear it,
1 wanted it to be from meo

He was shaken at first, as I ex=
pected him to be. But I tried to handle
it as comfortably as possible, and soon
he got used to the idea. After I saw
that he could deal with it, I lost all
fears of coming out in the bi-college
community,

1 was very lucky. My friends were
not only tolerant, but accepting of my
gayness, 1 never dreamed that things
would work out so well., Now, at least
here at school, homosexuality is just
another ordinary aspect of my life, al«-
though it is an important one. 1 am no
longer afraid of dancing with other men
at bi-college dances, or putting up post-
ers for the Gay People's Alliance. And
although 1 know that coming out is not
right for everyone, it is probably one
of the best things I have ever done.

The Better Alternative

Coming out in the bi-college com-
munity this fall was one of the most dif=-
ficult things 1 have ¢ 'er donees Thinking
back, however, I wond:r whether the lone=
liness I felt existed because of Haverford
and Bryn Mawr, or whether it was inherent
in my own personality, and might have been
even more difficult to deal with else-
where.

For me, coming out was not simply
recognizing or even acknowledging my

.
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homosexuality: I had realized for a
long time that I had felt sexual at-
traction towards men, and that 1 was
more likely to fall in love with a man
than with a womane. What I had to deal
with, then, was not myself but other
people~~particularly the separation I
felt between myself and otherse. I
didn't know anyone gay at Haverford;
and the Gay People's Alliance seemed
remote and threatening. Also, my male
heterosexual friends seemed sympa-
thetic to my problems, but were either
unable or unwilling to give me the
kind of support I needed: it seemed that
they would accept homosexuality in me,
but wouldn!t even consider responding -
to my feelings towards them with a
similar warmthe. I was also afraid to
consider my futures if I was a homo=-
sexual, I thought, sex would always

be impersonal, I would always be frus-
trated in falling in love, and I would
never meet anyone outside of bars. It
was intensely depressing, and, seeing
no alternative, 1 began to consider
suicide.

Once 1 had reached that point, I
realized that any sort of life was an
improvement on nonej and it eventually
became clear that there was no reason
why I couldn't be both -a homosexual
and happy=--it wasn't necessary to con=-
form to stereotypes. The first decisive
thing I did was to attend a Gay Alliance
meeting, and found there the consider-
ateness and concern that It've noticed
in almost all Haverford-Bryn Mawr
people. There was, however, also a
positive attitude towards homosexu~
ality that I'd never met before.

I have also learned a great deal
from the relationships I've had with
people--including the fact that homo-
sexual relationships can be as ful=
filling as heterosexual ones. Because
of the lack of stereotyped roles, they
may even have more of a possibility

for msking people happye I've also begun
to realize that happiness is more closely
related to satisfaction with oneself than
to the state of one's relationships with
other people, though I have no desire

to regain the isolation I used to feel.
Being more at ease with myself, I think
it's easier to like other people~-or at
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