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Then Sam abruptly quit dancing to write, and with her career transformation came an
unnerving change in appearance. She grew her hair long and started shopping at Anthopologie.
I sensed she was becoming attracted to men, and I subtly withdrew from her.

She came home in February 2005, after a month-long stay at a writers colony, and an-
nounced she wanted to move out. I instantly knew. I refused to believe this was happening to
me again. In our decade together, I'd been no angel, but I did not want us to throw our loving
relationship away over what I wanted to believe was a fling.

Then my friend Donna sat me down and said:

“Jilly, you have to decide whether this is an Anne Heche situation or not.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if she’s now into men there’s nothing you can do about it.”

And, like those fleeting “it girls,” we broke up quickly. Unlike them, we stayed friends. And
when our friends asked what went wrong I babbled: “Yadda, yadda...amicable...yadda, yadda...
grew apart...” I should’ve just said “Yadda, yadda, Yaddo” because it was at the famed arts
colony that she met the man she is now with.

In fact, Sam just moved in with Yaddo-Man.

She’s the third of three lovers who I have set on the heterosexual marriage track. Luisa
married Mr. Roommate; Christie recently bought a house with her current boyfriend —in fact,
his ‘gay’ sister just announced she is pregnant and marrying the father. That’s how strong my
mojo is; I don’t even have to sleep with a lesbian to turn her straight!

Itold youIwas good.

But I've grown weary of my work. I'd love to retire at the top of my game and finally fulfill
my adolescent dream: to bring the right girl home to Mom, not as my friend, but as my lover,
my mate. Instead of retiring, I suspect I need to do just the opposite: go back to school and truly
learn how to integrate all the parts of my life. And this time I will pay attention, instead of sleep-
ing through class.
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Intruth, I have fudged a bit on my resume. | never really had
the power to turn gay girls straight. | did have the uncanny—
or should | say canny—ability to choose girls who were
bisexual or straight all along, girls who'd eventually leave me
and save me from having to truly confront my mother.

In typical lesbian fashion | already have a new girlfriend,
and already it’s a lovefest. Don’t panic. | am finally awake and
see how complicit | was in creating the pattern of my past. So
maybe now | can break the cycle. My new lover wants kids, and,
get this, she wants to have them with another woman... be-
cause she is actually gay!

She’s also half-black/half-Sicilian and all-Catholic, but
at this point, being in a mixed relationship is the easy part.
Besides, to Jews, she looks Jewish. It's the mazal of being born

“Couple” by Lea Majaro-Mintz

with beautiful, naturally curly hair. She’s excited to meet my
mother and I've told Mom all about her. Well, maybe not all.
You see, both her parents are gay—which for my money is

a blessing—more of a chance she truly possesses the “gay
gene.” Maybe that will balance out some of the homophobic
genes that have coursed through my own blood, and the blood
of those who have come before me, including my father, who
was hospitalized all those years ago for reasons that | have
come to suspect had a lot to do with his sexuality. But all of
thatis in the past. I'm ready to create the kind of successful

partnership | know my mother truly wants for me, the kind
that I am sure | will someday want for my child. And I've come
to see that every family has its own version of a mixed-up heri-
tage. None of us get off clean.

And as for me personally, | see now that only by leaving
the probably Jewish, intensely merged union | shared with
Mom as a child can | at last return home as an adult, the Prodi-
gal Daughter, with a partner of my own, ready to have children
of my own, and ready to bring all my loved ones together.

I want to stop rehearsing for my life, and start living it.

As an offering of (I believe) acceptance and even encour-
agement, Mom keeps telling me stories about people who
were involved in nine- or 10-year relationships that stalled and
then ended, where both partners went on to find their spouses

I always chose girls who would
eventually leave me, saving me from
hawving to confront my motbher.

in the very next relationship. Maybe that will be the case for
me. | imagine that the day | bring my girlfriend home will be
beautiful, awkward, funny...just like real life.
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