


con v e r sat ions a n d cosmopol i ta ns .  Copyright © 2011 by Robert 
Rave and Jane Rave. All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of 
America. For information, address St. Martin’s Press, 175 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, N.Y. 10010.

 www .stmartins .com

Library of Congress Cataloging- in- Publication Data

Rave, Robert.
  Conversations and cosmopolitans : awkward moments, mixed drinks, 
 and how a mother and son fi nally shared who they really are / 
 Robert Rave and Jane Rave.—1st ed.
   p. cm.
  ISBN 978- 0- 312- 55423- 1 (alk. paper)
 1. Rave, Robert. 2. Mothers and sons. 3. Coming out (Sexual 
orientation) I. Rave, Jane. II. Title.
 PS3618.A935Z46 2011
 813'.6—dc23
 [B]

2011026766

First Edition: November 2011

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1



5

Within one month of moving to New York, I sat down at my 
computer and began drafting what I aff ectionately refer to as “the 
message of honesty and love.” I poured my heart and soul into this 
letter, off ering answers to every question my parents might have 
regarding my sexuality. At twenty- one, I viewed it as a great liter-
ary work and fantasized that one day, years after my death, it would 
be framed, like the letters of Virginia Wolfe.

However, my mother diminishes this great literary feat, referring 
to it simply as “the gay letter.” That’s my mother: sweet but defi nitely 
to the point. I’ve reprinted the letter  here with its original typos and 
grammatical errors, all of which she’s pointed out to me.

Hey guys this is the hardest thing I have had to do in my life. 
This letter is not something I ever wanted to write or never 
wanted to have to deal with myself. For the past 21 years I 
kept thinking that it would pass or that things would change I 
think I have been fooling myself and I can no longer lie to you 
because I love you both so much and feel that we are ex-
tremely close to each other that it pains me more not to tell 
you than to keep it to myself. I might as well just lay it on the 
line: I am gay.

You have to understand that just as I typed that I am 
actually welling up because I have never offi  cially acknowl-
edged to myself in black and white or let alone to another 
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person. I know this is going to be very, very painful for you to 
accept your hopes and dreams for me may seem like they have 
disappeared in many ways. Believe me, they have not. I am 
the same Robert, Bob, Bobby, Berto that you raised so well. 
I guess I am writing this letter because I am much better 
expressing myself through the written word sometimes as 
opposed to physically saying it. I get all jumbled and ner vous. 
Plus, I wanted to give you time to think about this and react 
and mourn and go through all the necessary emotions and 
then come talk to me about it when your ready.

I don’t expect you to understand or necessary accept it right 
away. It has taken me 21 years to accept. The best thing I 
could think of to do is to give you some basic question and 
answers that you are probably already thinking of that you 
know where I am coming from instead of me just rambling on 
and on and making much sense.

Are you sure you are gay? Is it just a phase? Is it the way you 
 were raised?

Well I am 100% positive that I am gay. I have tried to date 
women and be sexual with them but it just never connected or 
clicked no matter how hard I tried or how many times I tried. 
I just am not sexually attracted to them. For so many years I 
just kept lying to myself and telling myself that it would pass 
and the attraction would come and I just inevitably was 
forcing something that  wasn’t there and after awhile I felt like 
I was headed for a breakdown because I was feeling so tor-
mented inside by the lies I would have to tell myself and to 
others. There  were so many nights starting about 11 or 12 
where I would go to bed praying that when I woke up that I 
 wouldn’t be gay. I did this almost every night until about age 
19 when I realized either God has fallen asleep or it  wasn’t 
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going to happen. I remember wishing that I would be any-
thing but gay. I remember saying I rather be physically 
handicapped then gay. As much as I thought that my being gay 
would pass, the stronger it became the older I got.

Was the way I raised have anything to do with my being gay?
ABSOLUTELY NOT. I have always been my own person 

and have chose my own interests thanks to the freedom that 
you both have given to me. But with all the choices and 
opportunities that you both have given me the choice of my 
sexuality was not one of them. I wish it was because I never 
would have chosen this. I would never have chosen to be 
made fun of, discriminated against, laughed at, and ridiculed. 
This is something that I have known from a very early age.

Is this why you moved to NYC?
NO. NO. NO. My reasons for moving out to New York 

are because I want to be in the city that  doesn’t sleep and 
where I can thrive on the energy and life of a city. I want to 
live in a place where there is something new you can do 
everyday. I moved to New York to pursue my dreams. It is 
very frightening and exciting for me to say the least. Not only 
with me being up in the air about a job but with keeping this 
secret that I  couldn’t do it no longer. I felt that if I didn’t tell 
you in the next couple of months I would have seriously had a 
breakdown with all of the stress that has been escalating and 
that is no exaggeration. To say that I had a lot on my mind 
would be a grave over- generalization.

Why tell us now?
Good question. I don’t know why this week or this day or 

this par tic u lar year. I just knew that I  couldn’t continue to lie 
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to you anymore. I have been extremely open with you about 
every other aspect of my life. This guilt has torn me apart and 
I  couldn’t stand the sleepless nights anymore.

I didn’t like lying to you about another major aspect of who 
I am. It hurts me so much to know that this letter is hurting 
you both. The last thing I want to do is hurt you by all this. 
I have so much love and respect for both of you that the last 
thing I want to do is hurt you by this. That is why I  couldn’t 
bear to see the expressions on both of your faces. It would 
literally crush me. But for the last couple years it no longer 
was a question of if I told you, it was more of a question of 
when. For my own mental welfare, it was time to tell you. It is 
so hard to do but in some ways as I am typing this it feels very 
cathartic and up lifting that lies about this major aspect of my 
life can now end.

Does anybody  else know?
NO. I knew that you two should be the fi rst since you two 

are the most important people in my life. As far as me wanting 
to broadcast it to the world, its not going to happen at least not 
right now. I have to deal with this too. My immediately 
family is the only people that I am really concerned about it. 
I don’t think that aunts, uncles, cousins, and grandparents really 
need to know at this point. I mean if they ask I won’t lie nor 
do I expect you to lie, but somehow I don’t see it coming up. 
I am not of those gay people you see on TV or in the paper 
with their pink fl ags and marching in parades although I do 
believe gay people deserve the same rights as the rest of the 
human race.

Anyway, one the reasons I never really considered myself 
gay was because of the images that I saw on tele vi sion  were 
not me. I am not one of those images that the media was 
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representing on the news  etc. However, as more “normal” gay 
people came out and lead normal lives it makes me feel a little 
better that the tide is changing with the perception. But back 
to the question, none of my friends know with the exception 
of Laurie whom I had to tell because I really needed someone 
to talk to desperately. For the rest of my friends, I am sure I 
will lose 75% of them when they fi nd out. I am in no rush to 
tell them in fact the friends that I truly care about most of 
them I will tell them myself, the others if they fi nd out won’t 
come from me. I just don’t want to be the embarrassment of 
our family. I don’t want to be the one everyone whispers 
about and don’t want to bring shame to you both. Although, 
I know that people will whisper and judge and will discrimi-
nate against me. That will be my cross to bear I suppose. We 
all have them. All I ask is for your continued love and eventu-
ally your support and understanding and maybe ultimately 
your ac cep tance.

Well, these  were just a few questions that I could think of 
that you might have but I am sure you will have many more 
and I know that you are probably in complete and utter shock. 
I am so sorry to put you through this but I just  couldn’t lie to 
you anymore. I want our relationship to be open and honest. 
Call me after you have had time to take it all in. I am not 
expecting alot and I am sure it will be rough. Please know 
that I love you both so very much to my core and no matter 
what, I am proud to be your son as I hope that no matter what 
gay or straight your proud to be my parents. I love you and I 
hope to hear from you soon.

Love,
Robert
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Mama Says

It was a regular Tuesday morning. I got up around fi ve thirty, had 
my breakfast, and read our local paper. It looked like it was going to 
be like any other day in Bloomington, Illinois. My husband, Ron, 
went to work early that morning for a meeting. I ran some errands— 
the bank, grocery store, and then a quick stop at my mom’s  house 
for coff ee— and fi nally returned home around twelve thirty and sat 
down at my kitchen table for lunch. Just as I was about to take a bite 
of my sandwich, our dog, Barney, started barking like he was pos-
sessed. It could only mean trouble. But this trouble was in the form 
of the mailman. I put down my sandwich and grabbed my over-
weight, temperamental shih tzu before I had a lawsuit on my hands 
and made my way to the mailbox.

I thumbed through the stack of mail and made a note to myself to 
dispose of the credit card bill before my husband saw it. (Yes, even I 
have a vice.) I got to the middle of the stack and saw that there was 
a letter from Berto. I was excited to see it, because he had been in 
New York for only a few months and he was already sending me an 
update. The letter was unusually thick, but I didn’t think much of it. 
In retrospect, I was a little surprised to get an actual handwritten 
letter as opposed to an e-mail. He was very big with the e-mails. All 
I thought at the time was, “Great, he has a lot to tell me about New 
York City.”

Well, guess what? He did have a lot to tell me, just not about 
New York.
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I went back to the table and excitedly opened the letter, expect-
ing to read some fun stories about his new job working at a PR fi rm. 
As I read the fi rst paragraph, I was in complete shock. I read it over 
again, and the words didn’t change. The neatly formatted letter was 
fi lled with paragraphs, but all I kept seeing was Mom and Dad, I’m 
gay.

I thought I had better keep reading. I  couldn’t even imagine what 
 else he might have to tell me. After reading it through, my heart 
ached so much for my youn gest son. He was so far away, and I 
 couldn’t see his face to let him know it was okay. I felt so much sad-
ness for him that I didn’t even realize that I had begun to cry until 
the tears began hitting the paper. I cried not for myself, but for my 
son. He was alone and didn’t feel he could tell me face- to- face. 
Then again, if I had been in his shoes, would I have been able to tell 
my mom? I guess we are all diff erent when it comes to the dramas in 
our lives. I suppose I am not sure what I would have done.

I worried about the hard times he would face for the rest of his 
life. I watched the news, and I saw how people viewed gays and 
lesbians. I also didn’t live in a big city, where one is exposed to gay 
people on a daily basis. I heard the nasty comments that people 
made, and what hurt most was knowing I  couldn’t protect him from 
the abuse and discrimination that was yet to come.

I worried he would go through it alone trying to fi nd his true 
identity. The more I thought about it, the more I realized he knew 
who he was and could start getting on with living his life. He didn’t 
need to be worrying about me.

I was a middle- aged stay- at- home mom, and I never really felt as if 
I knew who I was, but  here was my son, who knew for sure who he 
was. I thought, maybe this experience would force me to fi nd out 
who I was, too.

It never even occurred to me to worry about what other people 
would think. I had never worried about it prior to this, so why 
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would I start now? I’d leave that to the TV movies of the week. 
This was one of my children, and he needed me right now.

I knew what my next move had to be, no matter how diffi  cult. I 
called Ron at work and interrupted his meeting. All I would tell 
him was to get home right away because we needed to talk. I’m 
sure he wondered what was going on, especially when he heard the 
quiver in my voice, but I thought he should read what I now refer 
to as “the gay letter” himself. A big part of me wanted to call Rob-
ert right away and tell him it was okay; if he could handle being 
gay, so could I. But my husband and I have always worked as a team 
when it comes to our kids, so I needed him to read it before I made 
a move.

While I waited for Ron to get home, I composed myself and 
tried to keep busy. I cleaned up the kitchen, and then I took Barney 
out even though I had just done so twenty minutes earlier.

I sat at the table and stared at my sandwich. How  couldn’t I have 
seen this coming? You would think, considering how close Robert 
and I are, that I would have known or at least suspected. Every talk 
show I ever watched said the mother always knows, either subcon-
sciously or consciously. Not me— I didn’t have a clue. Robert hadn’t 
been the ste reo typical gay guy I’d seen on the news or in the mov-
ies. He’d always been “all boy.”

Finally, I heard the garage door go up.
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