
30  www.ExpressGayNews.com  December 31st,  2001

John & John

John Templeton is retired and lives with
his partner, John Siegel, in Fort
Lauderdale, Florida.  He can be reached
at JTempleton@expressgaynews.com.

For years, my greatest fear was that I
might lead a normal life by traditional
standards. Living in the suburbs… having
two children (a boy and a girl)… owning two
cars (a sports car and a family car)… getting
up each morning and going to work... coming
home and watching the news… going to bed
at a reasonable hour.

I never, never, never wanted to be a part
of Ozzie and Harriet’s neighborhood or to
live next door to Ward and June Cleaver, or
even worse, to be them.

Yet here I am.
John and I are more normal than

normal in many ways. Actually, it
chaps my butt! We are a gay couple
more normal that most couples…
straight or gay. We live in the suburbs,
a nice part of town, with a front and
back yard and a pool. We have flowers
to pick, and a mango tree that bears
fruit. Children play in the
neighborhood, and couples walk their
dogs and fly their kites.

The setting is ideal…
picturesque. It could be anywhere:
here or Kansas, California or Vermont,
an ideal place. Very traditional, very
normal.

We each have our children from
our previous marriages, but we don’t
have biological children together,
even though we try… regularly. But
we do have our dogs, which are our
children: Pete and Nana, a boy and a
girl. Like most couples, after our first

child, a girl, we decided we must have a boy
as well. So off we went to the Humane
Society and found Pete, a cocker, to be
Nana’s little brother.

We walk them, take them to school, call
the vet at the slightest sniffle, clean up after
them, talk about them to our friends,
reprimand them and love them. Very normal,
very traditional.

After years of being a two convertible
family… mine just being a two seated one…

we decided that we needed a family car – a
four-door – with plenty of legroom in the
front and back seats. We need room for the
dogs to ride, and space for visitors when we
meet them at the airport and drive them
around town. Not to mention that as we get
older, it is harder to get in and out of a sports
car. Again, our cars are now very traditional,
very normal!

As much as I have fought it, we have
become normal in almost every sense of the

word. We could have the “yard of the
month” poster in our yard and a “proud
parents of an honor roll student”
bumper sticker on our car; John could
join the Businessmen’s Association, and
I could help sell Girl Scout cookies! We
have become what I feared the most:
your traditional American family.

When I share my fears with John,
he reminds me that although we may
appear normal to the world, underneath
that exterior, we are gay men. And gay
men are not normal by worldly
standards. We are better! We are born
with certain gifts: an amazing sense of
design, a knowledge of what color
blends with what other colors, what
striped fabric can be put with another
plaid fabric.

Intuitively, we know that track
lights are always, always better.

Gay men always take flowers or
wine when going to friends’ places for
dinner, know who sang what song in
which show and when! We know that a

More Normal than Normal
black sweater can be worn with beige slacks
and look terribly sophisticated, that the
Democrats are more on our side, how to set
a table and arrange some flowers, that if
Ricky Martin isn’t gay, he should be. All
perfectly normal things for any gay man to
know.

Being gay, having that gay gene, saves
John and me from what I fear the most: living
the life of the typical American suburban
couple. We are that. But we are more.

We are Ward and June Cleaver with red
walls and plaid sofas, yard art and track
lights. We are Ozzie and Harriet with a
twist… John doesn’t go to work, and I don’t
wait at the door to welcome him home. We
read Better Homes and Gardens, the
Advocate, Out and People. We go to New
York and play in the Village. We celebrate
Thanksgiving and Christmas, World AIDS
Day and Pride. We salute the American flag
and carry the rainbow flag.

We are lucky enough to be able to mix
the traditional suburban world and the gay
world and create our own brand of cultural
diversity: not too much of this or too much
of that! Once out of the closet, whatever fear
we ever had of being too traditional was lost
forever. We live in that wonderful mix of the
committed, traditional, suburban, out gay
couple.


