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Chapter 1 - Anita 

 

The movie theater marquee had not changed since the last time Anita drove past the 

old Rialto Theater on Armat Street. ‘Concert by Musica Orbis - New Year’s Day - Five PM,’ 

it read. Several years ago, Hecate’s Circle, a local music club, had rented the empty cinema to 

put on a big New Year’s celebration. The concert never happened. The police found out 

about it and reported it to the fire department. They inspected the building and found it unsafe 

because of damage from an electrical fire that had closed the theater. The ghostly unlit 

marquee announcement was all that remained. 

Her connection to the Rialto was not through music or film but through her first lover 

Sophia who took over the theater and opened it as the first (and for a time the only) repertory 

cinema in Philadelphia. Anita no longer grimaced when she thought about Sophia. She was a 

beautiful and sensual older woman who fell in love with Anita. Dazzled by an older woman’s 

charm and attention, Anita fell in love with her. Their love, however, did not last. Sophia 

poured herself into the Rialto and it became her new love. Anita endured neglect and routine 

lovemaking until she realized she would never again be Sophia’s first love. She ran away.   

All that happened several years ago but Anita recalled it whenever she drove past the 

dark Rialto. Anita did not know what happened to Sophia when the Rialto closed but she 

could not help feeling sorry for Sophia losing her dream.  

Anita also knew about loss. Long before she met Sophia, she dreamt of being with her 

high school best friend Carol Davis and ran away from home to find her. She would never 

have begun her journey of self-discovery had it not been for her overwhelming attraction to 

Carol and her faith in the absolute truth of her own deepest feelings. However, Anita had not 

known she was a lesbian. When she confessed her love, Carol gently but firmly rejected her. 

A group of lesbians took her in, helped her find a job, and gave her a place to live. However, 

she did not learn what it meant to be a lesbian until she met Sophia.  

Anita hurt, and was hurt by, many people on her journey, but she eventually found 

herself, her family, and happiness. She went from a lovesick girl to a mature young woman in 

her mid-20s and eagerly looked ahead to the future. She did not know what might be coming, 

but she was certain, because of all she had experienced, she could handle it. 

 

“I’m sorry,” the woman said, into Anita’s ear. She did not recognize the voice. 

“Huh? What?” Anita turned and saw Sheila Emory. “Oh, it’s you.” Sheila and Anita 

had a sexual relationship a few years earlier that began with what Sheila called a seduction, 

but Anita insisted was a rape. Sheila dominated that relationship. Anita ended it only by 

escaping from her downtown apartment where she was vulnerable to Sheila’s domination and 

moving back with her father Alfonso and her brother Tony. 

“Yeah, it’s me. I’m sorry.” 

“You already said that.” 

“Well, I really am. Sorry that I hurt you, I mean. What I did was wrong.” 

“Hurt me? No, Sheila, I think you hurt yourself more.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You confused sex with love. I’m pretty sure you don’t even know what love is, do 

you? That’s because you’re closed, isn’t it? Or, your legs are open but your heart is shut up 

tight,” Anita added, bitterly. 

“I… I…,” Sheila stammered. “You might be right, Anita.” 

“I am right. And you didn’t hurt me. You just used me. I got over it and felt sorry for 

you.” 

“Um, thanks, I guess. Can I sit with you?” 



“If you insist,” Anita replied coldly. Sheila sat down immediately but Anita did not 

feel threatened. Something about Sheila seemed different. She no longer seemed brash, 

insistent, and controlling. Maybe she no longer was a sexual predator. Anita wondered if 

someone else had hurt her; maybe someone she actually loved, instead of someone she just 

used. She decided not to ask. 

They had come to a meeting of gays and lesbians at the Hecate’s Circle coffee house, 

where Anita and her brother Tony had come often to hear music. (Tony met his wife Sharon 

there.) Anita did not know who called the meeting. She found out about it from Sharon who 

heard it about where she worked and told Anita.  

“So what’s this all about?” Sheila asked. 

“No idea. I came to find out.” 

“I heard somebody wants to organize us.” 

“Us?” 

“Gays and lesbians.” 

“To do what?” 

“Come out of the closet. Get some power. Change things.” 

“I agree with changing things but I was never in the closet.” 

“What about your family? Didn’t they throw you out when they found out you 

were…?” 

“No, I left on my own. And, I didn’t know I was, not at first. When I came back, they 

accepted me.” 

“You’re lucky. That doesn’t happen much from what I understand.” 

“What about you?” 

“I had no family to throw me out.” 

“Right, I remember now. So you missed out on love.” 

“I didn’t miss out on it. I never wanted it. It’s bullshit. I just wanted sex and I took it 

wherever I could get it.” 

“You definitely took it from me.” 

“Are you trying to tell me you didn’t enjoy it when we fucked?” 

“Nobody enjoys rape, Sheila.” 

“I didn’t rape you!” she shrieked. Some people looked around to see where the 

outburst came from. Sheila looked down at the table. “I never raped you,” she hissed in a 

whisper. 

“Yes you did. I hated what you did to me.” 

“But you came. I saw you come. That was something.” 

“But it was what you wanted, not what I wanted. And I didn’t want you, ever.” 

“Like I said, Anita, I’m sorry,” Sheila replied contritely. Anita wanted to believe she 

was genuinely sorry. 

“Are you? Or are you still raping other women?” Sheila glared at Anita but kept quiet. 

Someone had stepped onstage and gestured for silence. 

“Thank you all for coming. I’m Allie Haines. I used to be part owner of this place. 

Now I own a bookstore downtown. You might have heard of it. It’s called Rainbow 

Bookshop.” A few people clapped.  

“We think society is ready to accept us for who we are, but it’s not gonna happen 

unless we’re more open, vocal, and visible. This meeting is to talk about how we can do that. 

All we want is to live normal lives and not be singled out for prejudice and persecution. 

We’ve seen how black people have achieved recognition and how women have stepped up to 

assert themselves as equals in society. We think it’s our turn.” There was some scattered 

applause. Anita looked around. People seemed eager to hear more. 

  



“Wow, that was exciting, wasn’t it?” Sheila said as they drove away from the 

meeting. She had timidly asked for a ride when she learned Anita had a car. Anita no longer 

felt threatened or intimidated by Sheila and agreed to drive her home. 

“What do you mean?” Anita asked. 

“Weren’t you paying attention? We’re going to have a demonstration! It will be great 

to have a parade and not be afraid to be seen in public.” 

“I’m not afraid to be seen in public,” Anita replied tersely. 

“I know, but to be seen as a lesbian? That’s bold, don’t you think?” 

“No. It doesn’t interest me. I’m not a lesbian to make a statement. I don’t think 

parading around chanting ‘I’m gay and I’m proud’ is worth the effort.” 

“Are you ashamed of being gay?” 

“No. It’s just that gay is not all I am. It doesn’t define me. I’m a lot more than that. 

Maybe you’re not- and maybe those people aren’t, but I am,” she added, emphatically. 

Anita had never felt her gayness was important. The people she loved were important. 

The fact they were all women, well, that seemed accidental. She knew it was not but felt it 

was no big deal, either. She was Anita, the person, not Anita, the lesbian. She knew others 

did not have the self-assurance she had. They struggled with their homosexuality and she felt 

sorry for them. In her view, who people love should be a private issue and not a public one. 

She knew homosexuals were persecuted and laws had to be changed. She was not convinced 

marches and slogans would carry out that change but if others felt they would she would 

support them. 

Anita had never been ‘in the closet.’ She never had to hide her true nature from 

anyone. It was hidden from her until Sophia helped her understand herself but Anita never 

felt guilty or inferior being gay. She felt sorry for other homosexuals who did feel inferior 

and understood they might want to ‘come out’ and publicly proclaim their freedom to be 

accepted for who they were. It took Anita a long time to accept who she was but her 

lesbianism was never an issue for her. Love was.  

Anita sometimes recalled that timid, determined girl who rode a bus to Atlantic City 

on July 3, 1966. She hoped to reclaim and deepen her friendship with her high school best 

friend Carol Davis. Anita got the shock of her young life when she found out Carol was 

traveling in Europe for the summer. If it was not for Carol’s mother Delores who took Anita 

in, found her a job, and helped her take her first steps into independent adulthood, Anita 

might not have survived. Mrs. Davis never told Anita the dangers that lurked in the seedier 

parts of Atlantic City but she protected Anita from them. Anita survived and flourished. She 

also regretted she never went back to thank Mrs. Davis. 

The most difficult ordeal for homosexuals was dealing with their own families. Anita 

never had to face that difficulty. Her running away shocked her mother, father, and brother, 

far more than her being a lesbian. The hurt she caused them had healed over the past couple 

of years. When she reappeared just after her mother Ida died, her father Alfonso did not know 

how he ought to react to her. Nor did he know if he even wanted her to be there. Yet Anita 

came back for her mother’s funeral. Her father felt that meant something although he was not 

certain what it was. Maybe his daughter still had feelings for her parents. He knew he still 

had feelings for her. Nonetheless, they were a tight family now and never doubted their love 

for each other. 

  

“Hello?” 

“Hi, I’m calling for Anita.” 

“Speaking.” 

“I’m Allie Haines. Remember me from the meeting last week?” 

“Of course. Hi.” 



“I wanted to ask you to be part of a planning committee.” 

“A planning committee?” 

“For the big parade we’re doing.” 

“Oh, that. No thanks. I won’t be going.” 

“Oh,” Allie sounded disappointed. “Any reason?” 

“It’s not for me.” 

“You’re not a lesbian? You don’t support gays and lesbians?” 

“Yes, and yes. But I don’t think a parade is the best way to show it. It’s gonna be a 

huge party but it won’t accomplish anything.” 

“But it gets us out there to be recognized. Maybe people’s ideas about us will 

change.” 

“You don’t see straight people marching around proclaiming ‘I’m straight!’” 

“True. But they don’t have to.” 

“And we do?” 

“I think so, yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, if for no other reason than it makes us feel better about who we are.” Allie’s 

confidence impressed Anita but she still felt apprehensive. 

“That’s it?” 

“Isn’t that enough?” 

“Um, no. Not nearly.” 

“I don’t think you know what some of these people have gone through.” 

“So… why don’t you tell me?” 

“When they came out they lost everything and everyone in their lives. For the simple 

truth about who they are. They were rejected, abandoned, banished, reviled, and even hated. 

They had to start over finding understanding friends but at the same time being exposed and 

vulnerable. For some of them, that vulnerability was crushing. It destroyed them or wounded 

them for the rest of their lives. This pride parade is their way of saying ‘Hey, I’m okay. I’m 

not wounded. You didn’t destroy me. I survived your rejection. And sooner or later you gotta 

accept me.” 

“Nobody I’ve met had told me anything like that.” 

“Well, that’s mostly what I hear from the gays and lesbians I talk to.” 

“I still don’t see how a parade is gonna change any minds.” 

“It might not change the straight people’s minds but it will help gays and lesbians find 

strength in numbers. There are more of us than the straight world thinks and it’s time for us to 

come out of hiding.” 

“My problem is this ‘us versus them’ idea. I’m not anyone’s enemy. I’m just a person. 

My being a lesbian isn’t the most important aspect of my personality.” 

“Oh? So what is?” 

“Being a daughter, sister, sister-in-law, and aunt.” 

“You still have a family?” Allie asked, astonished. 

“Yes. One that loves me as much as I love them.” 

“You never had to hide your lesbianism from them?” 

“The only person I hid it from was myself but that was because I was ignorant.” 

“I envy you, Anita.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you haven’t gone through what the rest of us have. You don’t know how 

lucky you are.” 

“Lucky?” 



“Anita, most of us have suffered a lot.” Anita felt Allie was stating a fact and not 

looking for sympathy. Her honest directness impressed Anita. 

“Well, I’ve suffered, too. Everybody suffers.” 

“Yeah, but you haven’t suffered for being a lesbian. You’ve suffered for love.” 

“I think I see what you mean.” 

“Look, I have to go. I would like to meet with you sometime. Do you ever come 

downtown?” 

“I work downtown.” 

“Oh, where?” 

“At the Boyd.” 

“That old theater at 19th and Chestnut?” 

“Yes.” 

“My bookshop isn’t far from there. Could you stop by some time, or could we meet 

for coffee somewhere in-between? I’d like to talk to you some more.” 

“Okay, I guess. I can try to stop by after work. Would that be okay?” 

“That would be great. I look forward to seeing you. ‘Bye.” Allie hung up before Anita 

could reply. She looks forward to seeing me? she thought. Why? I’m nobody special, and I 

just shot her entire idea down. 

 

 


