- We’ll Help Plck
Everything Else

You've spent what seems like a lifetime waiting for this day. And wh
& comes time to register, help your family and friends choose the gi
# that will enhance every room in your home for years to come. The'
%@ Store in Waitsfield offers Vermont’s premier selection of gifts that
}, “+indulge bed, bath, kitchen, body, and soul. Cookware from All-Cla

Calphalon, and La Creusett. Cutlery from Wiisthof.
€

Kitchen accessories from Cuisinart. And a wide range of linens,
serving pieces, antiques, and pottery. We can even help you choose the
perfect gift for your attendants.

ut we can do more than help your guests select the perfect gifts, we can

help you as well, with a wedding consultant who can assist you in choos-
ing everything from invitations and flowers to a caterer and photogra-

pher. Best of all, in addition to accepting all major credit cards, we're
also happy to accept all unions endorsed by the State of Vermont.

All the personal attention you deserve is just a phone call away. Why
not contact the professionals at our Wedding Registry today? Start put-
ting finishing touches on the day you started dreaming about years ago.

The World Comes to Waitsfield

The Store has everything you could imagine, yet it’s like nothing you’ve
ever seen. It’s shopping for the truly adventurous, offering a wellspring
of delights for the kitchen, bathroom, palate, and imagination.

The Setting

The Store is located in a carefully restored, two-story 1834 Methodist
Meeting House. In fact, the only thing more exquisite than our eclectic
mix of products is the fascinating ways they’re displayed.

No matter if you are in the area or out of town, we are only a
phone call away on
The Store Wedding Hotline 1-800-639-8031.

THE
STORE

Route 100, Waitsfield, Vermont

(802) 496-4465 FAX (802) 496-7719
Est. 1965

Open 10-6 Daily

Email - info@vermontstore.com
Web Site - www.vermontstore.com

Susan McKenzie MS.

Jungian Psychoanalyst
Licensed Psychologist — Master

—————

Specializing in issues of Gay, Lesbian,
Bi-sexual and Transgendered individuals and couples

Quechee — White River Junction (802) 295-5533

Insurance Accepted
% % - 8,
?.0'% & 80" by
W® BLACKWOOD' s, 05,
0 ASSOCIATES, PC Ry 2

blackwood.law@verizon.net fax: 802-863-0262

Concentrating in Employment, Special
Education and Civil Rights Law. Also Wills,
LGBT Issues, Estate Planning, Personal
Injury, other litigation and mediation.

Elizabeth C. Campbell, CPA, PC
Certified Public Accountants

15 East Washington Street, Rutland 05701
802-773-4030 / liz@rallyCPA.com

Tax specialists serving individuals
and small businesses

Anyway?

y the time my partner
died on June 14, 2002 I’d
gotten used to people

misunderstanding our relation-
ship. Early Onset Alzheimer’s
Disease had aged Russ consider-
ably beyond his years, although
to me he always retained the '
large facial features of an excep-
tionally good-looking man and
the forehead of a philosopher.
“Don’t tell me!” a
woman good-naturedly, but
somewhat stridently, offered one

‘day as she approached us in a

Wal-Mart parking lot, “Father

_and son! Right?” Russ developed

a lumbering gait in his last years
and I’ve always walked that way.
Anyway, we looked alike; so I
guess it was an understandable
mistake for a stranger unused to
considering a relationship
between two men that was any-

thing other than familial or pla-

tonic.

After Russ entered a
nursing home, and later a hospi-
tal, we got the father and son
question a lot. I always responded
the same way. “He’s not my
father; he’s my partner.” My quiet
but determined declaration was
almost always met with kindness,
often warmth.

Once, though, an aide
replied, “What kind of business
were you in?” [ stared blankly
back, then said, “Oh no, not busi-
ness partners, domestic partners.”
She was visibly shaken, and
stammered weakly, “Oh. I know
about that. There’s some of that
where I live.” In a measured tone
and being careful to smile, I
relied, “Yes. There’s a lot of that
around.” :

Hours after Russ died, I
was explaining Russ’s and my
relationship to the funeral direc-
tor (who, as it turned out, had
once been Russ’s student) and
told him that I would be making
all of the final decisions concern-
ing Russ’s remains and the serv-
ice. He appeared to take every-
thing I told him in his stride.

But when it came time
to talk about the obituary, he first
asked me if I wanted to be men-
tioned at all, then asked did [
want to be mentioned as Russ’s
“friend.” He might still have been
unsure as to whether or not I
wanted to go public. I didn’t con-
sider that though. Instead I
replied emphatically that no, I
didn’t want to be mentioned as
Russ’s “friend”; I wanted to be
mentioned as Russ’s partner of 28
years.

A spouse in my situation
would not be brought to the ques-
tion that now distracts me from
my grief: who was that guy, any-
way? Was he my friend, my
boyfriend, my partner, my com-
panion, my lover? What was he
to me?

I like to refer to myself,
facetiously, as a post-Stonewall

pansy because I came out in the
early Seventies, a time before
commitment ceremonies and
same-sex marriages, when gay
couples lived together bravely as
outlaws. In those days, those of
us in relationships referred to our
better halves as our lovers. I
reminded a friend of that recently.
He said, “True but that makes it
sound like the relationship is all
about sex.” I had to agree and
did, readily, but later wondered
why when [ realized that the liter-
al meaning of the word lover is,
simply, someone in love.
Therefore, I think it a
great misfortune that-Standard
English usage compels the collec-

Russ and I were friends — best
friends. But for me to claim
friendship as the be-all-and-end-
all of our relationship would be,
finally, to deny us and betray
him. All of the other terms I
could conjure to describe what
we had together (companion,
etc.) strike me as equally
euphemistic, and fall sadly short
of the mark.

A week or so after the
funeral, I opened a valise given to
me by the funeral director which
contained a guest book, two lami-
nated copies of the obituary,
some thank you cards and six
certified copies of the death cer-
tificate (for which I had provided
the information to the funeral
director who, in turn, provided it
to the town clerk). The death cer-
tificate contains information
about Russ; including his last
address, the cause of his death, ' -
his parents’ names, and even
(because the law requires it) the
name of a woman to whomhe
had been married for two'years "¢
some thirty“two years ago: The '
document further indicates that

When it came time’

to talk about the obituary,
the funeral director
first asked me if | wanted
to be mentioned at all,
then asked did | want

to be mentioned

as Russ’s ‘“friend”

tive imagination directly into the

bedrooms of gays, causing many
heterosexuals to cringe a lot, and
even some homosexuals to cringe
a little. To me Jover is not only
the most comprehensive term; it’s
the loftiest — although I admit it
will probably never do for legally
sanctioned relationships, such as
Civil Unions.

I can just hear the offi-
ciant saying, “I now pronounce
you lover and lover!” If nothing
else I suppose such a pronounce-
ment would give new meaning to
the expression “Until death do
you part.” A week or two later a
certified copy of a License to
Love would arrive in the mail.

The first time I remem-
ber hearing the term partner, as it
related to same-sex couples, was
in the early Nineties. Initially, at
least, the word struck me not only
as foreign but too palatable. It
seemed to me at the time as
though gays were saying that het-
erosexuals might accept us if
we’re partners, but never lovers.

As for friends, sure,

she was his wife.

[ am mentioned too. At
the bottom, the certificate reads,
“Information provided by:
Thomas Ziniti. Relationship to
deceased: Friend.”

Thanks to my friends
inside and outside of the gay and
lesbian community who helped
me through the most difficult
time of my life, [ am pleased to
say that after the writing of this
article and before its publication,
I went to the town clerk and
requested a change. The death
certificate now reads,
“Information provided by:
Thomas Ziniti. Relationship to
deceased: Partner.” V¥

Thomas Ziniti lives in Warwick
Massachusetts and works as a
special education paraprofession-
al. He also works part-time as
Newsletter and Events
Coordinator for TH.E. Men's
Program of The AIDS Project of
Southern Vermont.




