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Part 1 
Happy fifth anniversary to 

me! 
If anyone would have told me 

one day l would be celebrating 
five years of being sober and 
drug free, I would have laughed 
in their face. For years, drugs 
a.nd alcohol were my reality. It 
was the ultimate escape from 
the hell I called life. 

It wasn't that life itself was 
unbear;ible. It was my life that 
was unbearable. 

My mother was a Mmister, 
and of course when you're the 
child of a Minister, you go to 
church whether you want to or 
not. I sat in church many days 
trying hard to comprehend the 
idea of "God and Jesus Christ.# 
f have always had the under
standing that there was a 
"Supreme Being,* I just didn't 
believe it was God as taught in 
the Bible or Jesus Christ. 

I expressed that thought to 
my mother. After a thorough 
talking to and a good cursing 
out, frQm then on l kept my 
thoughts to myself. I guess for 
me to worship and believe in a 
power greater than myself, that 
power had to prove itself to me. 
When my prayers as a 
child, adolescent and as an 
adult went urumswered, my 
suspicions were confirmed, 
THERE IS NO GOD! 

My thinking was, if there was 
a God, why was I bom inter
sexed, sterile and with many 
qther complications? I never 
expected much from God, 
except to help me feel comfort
able in my body. There were 
times when 1 was younger and 
was teased for looking and act
ing like a girl. I would pray to 
God to help me look and act 
Ii ke a boy, just so people 
wouldn't tease me. 

After years of using drugs 
and.alcohol to numb out, in 
February '93, I signed.myself 
into rehab, and have been absti
nent of drugs and alcohol since. 
I would like to say it was my 

doing when I decided to go in 
to rehab, but it wasn't. After 
years of not believing in God, I 
felt I had l'IO one else to tum to, 
so one night I prayed for the 
strength to stop using drugs. 
Later that same night, I found 
myself on the phone calling hos• 
pitals that could help me with 
my problem. 1 

In rehab, I was again con· 
fronted with the idea that 
"God" was the answer. That he 
and only he could help me with 
my problems. Although it was 
with the help of something or 
someone that I was able to sober 
up, I just couldn't believe it WM 
the Cod I was taught as a child. 
The God who, I was taught, 
hated me. He had to because I 
was born with so many prob
lems, and those problems only 
escalated. How could I believe 
in a God that hates? A lot of 
Ministers, including my mother, 
always preached against homo- . 
sexuality. They said that God 
was a loving God but only if 
you went to church every 
Sunday and gave a tenth of 
your earnings. I was taught to 
fear God, and.I did, very much 
so, There was no way in hell f 
could believe that "that God" 
would help me stay sober. 

But they told me the only way 
I was going to stay sober was 
with the help of a power greater 
than myself. Since I didn't 
believe in Cod, I had to believe 
in something, so I started to 
believe in that voice that told 
me I was more than what I had 
become. It was a strong and lov
ing voice. Gentle but stem. I 
didn't name hlm, but I knew he 
would always be there when I 
needed him. That voice helped 
me stay sober for the first 
two years of my recovery. 

Whenever I felt lilc.e drinking or 
smoking dope, I talked out 
loud, sometimes yelling. He 
would always answer me, and 
made sure I had bus fare to my 
meetings. 

At one time I dated men. 
When I did, the voice of God 
never became hateful or told me 
I was going to bum in hell. 
When I fell in love with a man 
he smJled upon me,. He cradled 
me in his arms when my lover 
broke my heart. This was the 
God I wanted desperately to 
believe in as a child. I never 
doubted there was ever a God, I 
just couldn't believe the creator 
of the world was a hateful, 
jealous and vengeful God. My 
God is a loving God. The voice 
that I heard, that convioced me 
to believe I will never be alone, 
was the God I've been searching 
for all my life. My quest for 
spirituality had begun. llliiiiiiii addl'e5$ is: 

Divide to Make 
Powerless 
by D.L.-

A friend of mine asked me if 
it bothered me when people 
compared the struggle between 
Black civil rights and gay civil 
rights, or equated them as the 
same. Sure I have thought 
about this issue, but as a Black 
gay man I never really sat 
down and examined how I felt. 
Today, I was sitting reading the 
current issues of BLACK LINES 
and I came across a letter to the 
editor ~bout this veg subr. 
The wnter, ~emon was 
very upset and proceeded to 

• proclaim that gays and lesbians 
have suffered more then Blacks. 

Mr. -begin to say that 
while it is not OK to preach 
anti-Black rhetoric from church 
pulpits, that it was all right to 
preach anti-homosexual· 
rhetoric. What Mr ... ailed 
to see is that you can not com
pare the suffering from one • 
group to another. Suffering, 
pain and bigotry are just as 
hurtful no matter which group 
it goes to, but since he wrote his 
mind, as a proud African 

American male, I will write 
down a few thoughts for Mr. 
.. oponder. 

First, the church may speak 
anti.-gay messages but they 
always say that gay people can 
be saved, albeit on their tenns. 
Well for centuries this same reli
gion was used to enforce and 
condone slavery. It w~ said we 
didn't have souls--some even 
believe that today. They 
preached that we, as a people, 
were lost-no hope. Just put a 
harness on our backs and work 
us until we drop dead. 

As for the posili.ve media 
images he claims that we as 
African Americans have such a 
vast array of, I would like to see 
those images. Blac.k people in 
black face does not count. We 
are still just there for the amuse
ment of others. 

The idea that isolation for 
gays and the random institu
tionalization of known homo
sexuals compared to the 
enslavement of an entire race is 
just ridiculous, it does not com
~on any level .. But what Mr. 
-failed to see is this one 
simple point: some of us fall 
into both mixes. Some of us are 
African American and gay. Yk 
should not be forced to choose 
which bigotry is worst. And as 
ridiculous as this whole subject 
is, including my column, it just 
goes to show, that they are win
ning, i.e. the bigots, because 
they are having us compare 
wounds instead of helping one 
another heal and fight back. So 
in the future, if you want to 
know which kind of hatred is 
more harmful than the other, 
just remember neither compares 
to the harm you are causing by 
inflicting yourself with the 
knife that they gave you for 
nothing. 
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SOYl<JN 
s-rePs 
DOWN· 
Keith Boykin is stepping 
down as head of the 
National Black Lesbian 
& Gay Leadership 
Forum, after this 
month's national 

• con£ ere nee. See page 24 
for an interview. 

Dancer/Choreographer 
• David Rousseve performs 
his newest. work in 
Chicago Feb.19-21. 
See page 17 for an interview. 




