
“You’re neither unnatural, abominable, nor mad; you’re as much a part of 

what people call nature as anyone else; only you’re unexplained as yet – 

you’ve not got your niche in creation. But some day that will come, and 

meanwhile don’t shrink from yourself, but face yourself calmly and bravely. 

Have courage; do the best you can with your burden. But above all be 

honourable. Cling to your honour for the sake of others who share the same 

burden. For their sakes show the world that people like you and they can be 

quite as selfless and fine as the rest of mankind.” 

- Radclyffe Hall, The Well of Loneliness 
 
I was born the younger of two daughters to two Salvation Army ministers of 

religion. My upbringing was relatively strict, ruled by family law as well as 

Christian law. I was brought up to believe that love followed a simple and well-

worn pattern – find a boy (God-willing), fall in love (God-willing), marry (God-

willing), have babies (God-willing), live happily ever after (God-willing). I found 

I had a little problem however. I could find a boy, but for the life of me I 

couldn’t fall in love. Things would be lovely in an adolescent way for two 

weeks, then I’d get bored, start to ignore him then eventually break up with 

whoever the hapless guy happened to be.  

 

I did get particularly attached to one boy when I was 18. He was a friend more 

than anything else, but I enjoyed spending time with him and kissing him (I 

was a good Christian girl, remember!). Things started to get a little tricky when 

he wanted to ‘step things up’ a notch and get more sexual than I was 

comfortable with. I found myself starting to avoid spending time with him. 

Eventually the relationship fizzled out. Over the next few years I was, for the 

most part, single.  

 

I didn’t do well at school academically – I was too busy worrying about 

whether my father would be in a good mood when I got home or if he would 

have a wooden spoon, cane or hairbrush in his hand to hit us with, to teach us 

a lesson about who knows what. After I left school, I was a lazy lump for a few 

years, going to bed late, getting up late, with little motivation for anything 

much else. A task I had to do every fortnight though was scroll through the 



newspaper to find job ads that I could put on my Centrelink form. One job ad 

that sprung out at me was that of a Boarding House assistant at a local 

private school. I was under no allusions – I had limited work experience but I 

had worked as a youth worker for a short time so I thought I had a chance. 

There was no salary; I would be given a room, board and meals at the school 

in exchange for 15 hours of work a week, helping to look after about 20 girls 

living at the boarding house. Here it was – a chance to get out of my parents 

house, with as little actual work as possible! I jumped at the chance! 

 

I remember being interviewed by the boarding house mother and a rather 

serious-looking girl about my age (I’ll call her the serious girl). I got the job and 

was excited about my first shift, which was a buddy shift with ‘the serious girl’. 

I remember thinking that she seemed nice but quiet, who I had not much in 

common with. 

 

A year went by. Life had developed into a routine. I hadn’t become especially 

friendly with any of the other 7 boarding house assistants and kept myself to 

myself for most of the time. That is, until I got into a conversation with ‘the 

serious girl’ about Buffy the Vampire Slayer and an episode that was in the 

form of a musical. Although I wasn’t an avid fan (I was terrified of the devil and 

demons, and that show seemed to be full of them), I wanted to see that 

episode. The ‘serious girl’ invited me to watch it with her. The next day, I 

climbed the stairs to where the serious girl lived in another area of the school. 

For the next couple of hours I was amazed to discover how much I enjoyed 

spending time with the serious girl. We talked and laughed and watched the 

silly show together.  

 

Very soon I found myself looking forward to seeing the serious girl every 

moment I could. I found excuses to visit her area of the school and invented 

jobs that needed the type of help that only the serious girl could give. She 

invited me on her nightly walks. As she was a lot fitter that I was, I struggled to 

keep up with her and it felt natural when she started to hold my hand so that 

we walked together. One memorable night, we went to the school’s 

production of Jesus Christ Superstar at the chapel. Holding the serious girl’s 



hand had become one of my favourite things to do, and we shyly held each 

other’s hands through the play. Afterwards, we went back to the common 

room together and shared our first kiss. I was electrified and terrified all at 

once. I knew this kiss meant something, more than a kiss with a boy. I knew it 

meant a change in how I viewed myself (I was supposed to be a good 

Christian girl – good Christian girls don’t kiss other girls!) and I also knew it 

meant a change in how others would view me. I had spent my entire life trying 

to be the perfect Christian girl and I felt that all change in that single moment.  

 

The next few months were full of confusion. I knew that I wanted to spend 

time with the serious girl and unlike my experience with guys, the physical 

stuff wasn’t something that I ran away from. But we were both scared. The 

serious girl broke up with me more times than I remember, but we couldn’t 

stay apart for very long. Then came the day that she told me that she was 

moving out of the school as she’d had enough of looking after spoilt 

adolescent teenage girls. I felt crushed, but I knew that I didn’t want our 

friendship or relationship to end so I asked if I could live with her. She said 

yes on 2 conditions. 1) I had to get a paid job. 2) We would live together as 

friends. We were still unsure about our relationship and the label of ‘lesbian’ 

terrified both of us. I knew I wanted to be more than just friends with the 

serious girl but I also wanted to live with her so much that I accepted those 

conditions. We didn’t remain ‘just friends’ for very long.  

 

During this time I felt I wasn’t being courageous. I avoided spending time with 

friends and family because I wasn’t ready to tell them about ‘the serious girl’ 

but I felt like I was lying to them by omission. There came a time, though, that 

I knew that I needed to be honest about my relationship with ‘the serious girl’ 

because I knew that I had fallen in love with her and I wanted to spend the 

rest of my life with her. It’s hard to explain what it’s like to tell your parents that 

you’re gay. You know that you’re probably going to erase the dream that they 

have always had for you and replace that with the unknown. It turns out that 

coming out to my parents was the easy part. I’m not particularly close to them 

so I wasn’t emotionally attached to their response. Coming out to my sister 

and friends was another story. Seeing their faces as they learned that I was in 



a relationship with a woman was hard and sometimes heartbreaking but 

continuing to live a lie was something that I was not comfortable doing.  

 

I am still in love with the serious girl after 13 years. My life has changed in this 

time, with our love giving me more courage than I ever thought possible. I 

grew confident in my skin, started and completed an honours degree and 

shaped a career out of honouring and advocating for older gay and lesbian 

people who paved the way for homosexuality to be decriminalised. Their 

courage in the face of imprisonment, police entrapment and state-sanctioned 

violence means that I can live as an openly gay woman without the threat of 

that abuse happening to me. 

 

The serious girl and I share a wonderful life together, surrounded by family 

and friends that respect and love us. This wonderful life would not have been 

possible without me taking the courageous step of truth; truthful to myself in 

falling in love with another woman and truthful to others about who I truly am. 

 

 


