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Dave, once the most rebellious Vellekoop, had  
pulled himself together. He’d married his high school 

sweetheart and was the only Christian sibling.

Mike lived in Montreal where he designed  
computer programs for flight simulators.  

He was dating a Quebecoise girl named Rose.

It’s jagged with sophistication! There are  
 Erté prints everywhere, a baby grand piano, 
art deco vases filled with tulips, mountains of 
books and floor-to-ceiling shelves of records.

A little surly at first. He seemed to warm up by 
 the end of the evening. I think he might be shy. 
Are you doing anything tonight? Can I drop by?

And the lover?  
What was he like?

Sure, say  
around eight?
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 I now shunned my parents as much as possible. 
I was a dedicated Salinger fan and had decided, 
Holden Caulfield-like, that they were phonies.

Do you want supper? I’m going out.

It was easy enough to avoid them. My Dad was  
busier than ever, and my Mum had a job selling wigs 

and piercing ears at the Hudson’s Bay downtown.

Do you want a ride home?

I’ll walk.

My relationship with the 
CRC was on shaky ground.
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Filled with doubt, I continued 
to attend Catechism class. 

The aim was to make a public 
“Profession of Faith,”

thereby becoming a full  
member of the church.

Discussions with friends on the subject devolved 
into inconclusive, unconvincing arguments.

 Fear of the Lord does
not mean actual fear.

I was becoming increasingly hesitant about this.

Paul was more elusive on the subject.

My mother still goes to the United Church, 
but no, I’m not a Christian. It doesn’t have 
anything to do with me. It doesn’t help me.

More like awe or reverence. Uh-huh.

Ugh, it’s so 
depressing.

The story of Christ  
is beautiful…Really!
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Doubtless he knew I was struggling to reconcile  
a faltering faith with my sexuality, but took  

great care not to push me or judge.

I had to sort it out for myself…

Then one night, a dream: Oscar Wilde, Aubrey Beardsley and I are walking in a bucolic English field.

We talk for ages, and they, or rather,  
Oscar, explains everything.

To this day I long to remember what they said.
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Cut to an underwater erotic encounter. I still wasn’t sure what constituted gay sex, besides rolling around in the nude.

Do you see now? Gay sex and 
love are good! Right!! Beautiful!!!

Everything is going to  
be so wonderful!

You’re free!!
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A short time later:

Maurice, are you coming  
to church this morning?

Um, not today. It’s time.

I’ve made the coffee.  
Can we talk for a bit?

I’ve been talking to Reverend 
Van Egmond after Catechism 

the last few weeks…

and he agreed; I’m just  
not ready to do my  
Profession of Faith,

and I won’t be going back. I need time away from it,  
from the church. I don’t know  

if it…fits me anymore.

Well, it’s your decision.
It’s up to you.
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Thanks for understanding.
“It doesn’t help me.  

It doesn’t have anything  
to do with me.”

Coming out to my parents would have to wait, but in the meantime:

I must admit, we kind of suspected. Listen, if 
you ever feel like heading out to the bars…?

Well, I kind of knew.

Why does everyone  
keep saying that???

Thanks, I’ll 
think about it.

Okay, screw the children.  
We need to find you a MAN!

I guess…Ew, I don’t want children!

So does this mean you’ll never have children??


