
Lindsay Havilland 

Q: This is Kathy Staley. Today is March 10°, 2010 and 

I'm with... 

A: I just said Lindsay Havilland [pseudonym]. 

Q: Lindsay Havel. 

A: Havilland, yeah. 

Q: Could you tell me your age, where you were born, and 

where you're living now? 

A: My age is 51. I live in Fairview, North Carolina and 

I was born in Virginia, Minnesota, a small mining town up 

north. 

Q: Could you talk about how you first learned about 

homosexuality and transexuality, which is totally different? 

A: I understand. I first, it's an interesting question 

because I worked as a psychotherapist for many years and 

most gay and lesbian people, it's almost like a form of 

schizophrenia in a sense that when I recall my feelings, 

awareness, discoveries, after coming out versus before are 

two different universes. Before I came out, which was in 

1981, I was clueless consciously, above ground. In 

hindsight I could trace back to the age of seven or eight 

that I was different. That was my first recollection. I 

did not want to play Spin the Bottle. I was not interested 

in things other peers were interested in. My best friends



probably all turned out to be lesbians. They were tomboys 

in the community. Grew up in suburban Maryland, in Silver 

Spring, Maryland. Ordinary middle class suburban community. 

Mixed, very interracial, intercultural, by and large, in 

the Washington DC suburbs. So I knew that there was 

something different. I knew, for example, my older brother 

had Playboy and blah, blah, blah and all of these things 

and yet the ones I was interested in were nudist magazines. 

I could never have discerned this at the time. I 

wasn't capable. Because I grew up in a somewhat sex phobic 

Italian -- my parents were wonderful people but very 

uncomfortable dealing with sex. So sex was already wrong. 

The idea of sex with a man would have been on the moon for 

me, it was so off limits. And growing up, as most of us 

have in this culture, faggot, blah, blah, blah was a 

derogatory term. I was already a sissy. I didn’t like 

sports. I was intimidated by school and so forth. But I 

knew that I was different and it wasn't until I got in 

psychoanalysis -- I tried to commit suicide when I was 18 

using drugs and alcohol and a big part of that was I could 

not deal with my sexuality. So I took a handful of 

barbiturates and a bottle of champagne on, it was actually 

my 19°° birthday. I got into intensive psychoanalysis and 

within 15 minutes, it was a psychiatrist that had worked



with the family years prior with my brother’s drug problem, 

I will never forget this because that was 1977 and he said, 

“I wonder how much of this has to do with homosexuality.” 

And I froze. I did not, could not utter one word for a 

half an hour. I was so utterly terrified. I had not 

mentioned anything about sex. He was obviously a very good 

psychiatrist. Nobody had ever named that. And yet I will 

never forget it, it was a profound experience because I was 

so terrified, because he named what I could not name in 

myself. 

And the unfortunate thing, he was open, I would say 

even then, he was a Jewish psychiatrist, was gay friendly 

perhaps, but did do a disservice in one regard which he 

implied that there was choice involved. And because I had 

had no experience at all that if I pursued down this path I 

would most likely choose. Well, who in the hell would 

choose this path when it's a potential nightmare? So when 

I look back at that on one level he saved my life, 

providing a safe sanctuary place to be, and as I developed 

and I had to, over time, it was until I came out and 

discontinued therapy which was very useful in many regards 

but in that one regard it was not. When I came out it was 

fascinating because then it was like connect the dots. I 

remembered I was always interested in -- I was a swimmer as



a child and adolescent -- I spent inordinate amounts of 

time in the men’s shower. My friends were trying to peep 

through at the women’s showers. I never did that. I can 

remember the men I was attracted to in the showers. I can 

remember the magazines from my brother of nudist colonies. 

I can remember having fantasies but my internalized 

homophobia was so extreme that as a child the only way I 

was safe was to fantasize about that person and a woman 

because I couldn't be in the picture. And I didn't realize 

at the time that that was, and it's understandable but it 

was not normal in the sense, but it showed the degree to 

which we're not allowed to be who we are. 

But when I came out and took those risks, my family 

was enormously supportive, I could connect back and realize 

I remember vividly from the time, seven, eight, nine years 

old. And it wasn't just that I was different. There was 

association with it that just simply was not allowed to be 

integrated in my psyche at that time. And that's why I use 

that term, it's like a split personality. I don’t know 

about -- I think less so with the current generation but 

certainly for me it was very split and very hostile and 

racked with fear. I may have gotten off track on the 

question. And it was also interesting that my parents -- I 

came out because I wrote a letter naively to the Washington



Post and the Montgomery County Journal. It was an ultra 

right wing group referendum on the Maryland legislature 

against gays and lesbians and I was outraged by the 

language. So I wrote a letter. I was working at the 

Smithsonian at the time and I didn't realize, I was naive 

in the sense that I didn't realize that they would publish 

my last name and it was published in the local rag in the 

Bethesda community as well as the Washington Post. And 

somebody called my attention to that and I freaked out 

because it was like ‘I don’t want my folks to find out this 

way.’ 

So I immediately set up an appointment to meet with 

them and we sat down and I said, “There's something I have 

important to tell you, that I'm gay.” And they were 

incredibly supportive and loving. And my father said, or 

my mother, I can't remember which, I think it was father 

said, “We were reasonably sure from the time you were 16.” 

And I said, “I wish you would have told me because you 

could have saved a lot of therapy bills.” I mean we were 

kidding but the fact -- because they said, “You didn't date 

in high school.” I never went to the prom, I never had a 

Single, I think I had one date, and then in college I had 

best friends but gave them complexes because I’d date them 

for a year and a half and never kiss them, never do



anything sexually. But I loved them. I just thought I was 

shy. And I would enroll in a shyness clinic to kind of 

overcome, I thought I was painfully shy. I didn't know. 

You know, I had had one experience and that was shame based, 

at 16. You know, hitchhiking and a man put his hand on my 

leg and I was like excited and terrified. And he asked if 

he was bothering me and I said no but my god, the amount of 

guilt, coupled with liking it, was huge at that time. 

Because I just, I didn't know. I was very, very 

uncomfortable becoming integrated into my sexuality. But I 

do trace it way back and I'm convinced that we are born 

this way. I do believe that if we lived in a different 

culture there would be far more variations along the Kinsey 

spectrum of people experimenting and falling somewhere in 

that spectrum. But for myself I have no doubt that I was 

born this way and the task in life for me, or the challenge, 

was simply to accept that, and celebrate that which, is a 

long process. 

Q: This was going on during the ‘70s. 

A: That's right. 

Q: So there was a lot of changes going on with the sexual 

revolution continuing. 

A: Oh yeah. 

Q: Yet there was still a conservative bent to --



A: Very much so and I remember, I do remember in junior 

high, and I can remember it, I think it was 314 point 

something in the library codes,’ trying to get books that 

had anything to do with homosexuality. And it was a very 

small section. And not a very, what's the word? Not a 

very positive selection of what was available at that time. 

And I remember one of the first things I read was an 

autobiography of Tennessee Williams and I was fascinated by 

it. Can’t remember the title. It was the first book I 

read about an openly gay man and I couldn't put it down 

because I was so intrigued by it. But I remember that. 

And skulking. You know, making sure nobody was noticing, 

pulling out a book that had nothing to do with it as 

camouflage. I look at it and I can laugh now but at the 

time it was painful. Because where do you get information? 

I did not know a single gay person, consciously. 

Television certainly had no gay people in it. I knew 

nobody in the news other than maybe Liberace or something 

on an extreme spectrum. So my idea of what a gay person 

was wasn't like me. I didn't fit that, quote, stereotype 

that I had adopted. I think it was maybe Liberace and I 

can't remember who else, but other than Tennessee Williams 

that was it. How do you find out? I certainly didn't have 

' The Dewey Decimal number for homosexuality is 306.



gay friendships or any explorations. Many people have but 

I didn't. Other than private like, you know. 

Q: And then a few years after you came out it sounds like 

you moved to a rural area in Appalachian Virginia? 

A: Well, yes and no. A few years after I came out, and I 

have to say that I developed a serious problem with drug 

and alcohol addiction and I am convinced that a major part 

of that was it was the only way I could allow any part of 

this to come out. So when I got sober, went through 

treatment in 1981, initially entered AA [Alcoholics 

Anonymous] in ’80 mostly for marijuana and hashish 

addiction and alcohol, when I became sober I became sober 

in the larger sense of conscious. And I recognized I could 

not stay sober -- my life was on the line. My addiction 

had really taken me downhill fast, very fast, even while I 

was in therapy. It was almost counterproductive to be 

overdosing and then showing up for a therapy appointment in 

the same day. And I knew that I could not stay if I didn't 

deal with my sexuality. And yet when I went into treatment 

in 1981 my roommate was a big burly machinist who confided 

and seemed very friendly and said that his favorite pastime 

was beating the shit out of faggots. Well, you know, 

needless to say I just shut up. But intuitively I knew. I



did first come out to the counselor and she was surprised 

but welcoming and grateful. 

And it was through gay and lesbian AA that I learned 

to -- and I was extremely paranoid and uncomfortable about 

showing up -- that I was able to really learn to love 

myself, become tolerant, break apart my own internal 

prejudices, and begin to form actual relationships where I 

fell in love with somebody. It did not last long because 

he had a long distance partner but that broke my heart open 

to the recognition that this was good. There were no drugs 

or alcohol involved. This was something wonderful and a 

gift and I needed to deal with that more fully. So I did. 

And then in time after a year long distance relationship I 

met a partner that I was with for 13 years and we built a 

home in Rappahannock County in Virginia in the Shenandoah 

Valley, initially just as a weekend place, our home was in 

Washington DC and our professions, but I was in love with 

the mountains. I always have been. West Virginia was my 

soul home growing up, backpacking, camping, every minute I 

could get out there I did and I always wanted to live ina 

mountain community. 

So my partner was more wedded to the DC area and I 

chose to create a business and open up a private counseling 

practice there because I wanted to live there. And
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ultimately I was able to pull it off five days a week and 

two marathon days in DC. So I retained DC connections but 

over time my whole, I would say really starting in, really 

around 1990 was when I opened a practice out there and then 

made that my home and fell in love with the community, 

which was unusual. Rappahannock has 8,000 people. It is 

an oasis surrounded by a sea of development. There's 25 

acre zoning. There is a disproportionate number of artists. 

A lot of hippies had come during the ‘60s, visionaries, 

free thinkers, and super conservative. Never voted once 

Democratic in their entire history except Jimmy Carter 

maybe. And then Obama, it still was not a majority. So I 

was aware that there was a dichotomy there, that that 

community was quite worldly. I mean the town I lived in 

officially had 250 people. I lived on a mountain with land 

but our neighbors were the main third generation farmers 

and businessmen and I knew that they knew. They were smart 

people. They knew that we were gay. They never talked 

about it. I didn't divulge and yet I ran programs for a 

cancer support group and things and was respected in the 

community. And I was open only with people that I knew and 

trusted. My philosophy was I am comfortable with who I am 

but I'm smart enough to know that where I am living, you 

know, that there were ramifications and folks who ran the
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general store were good decent people and they responded to 

good decent people and I felt I could be a role model that 

way. But I was very open with anybody that mattered in my 

life. 

Q: Did you know anyone who was what we would consider to 

be out through the general population? 

A: In that community? 

Q: And you were there for 20 years, from 1990? 

A: Let’s say 1990, realistically 15 years. I mean I was 

involved with the community from 1984 to 2006 when we moved 

to Washington State. I knew one person but he was a 

weekender who was rather flamboyant and open, an interior 

designer, in the village of Little Washington. But he was 

only there two days a week. But he caught flak, you know, 

bringing a gay social group out there in his neighbor 

county, who came in. I mean this is a village with a world 

famous inn next to the house he was living in and that was 

so incestuous in that community that there's no such thing 

as privacy. Now, people knew that I was gay and my clients, 

I was open with my clients and that was part of that 

community. So on one level I was open but most people, it 

was understood. There was a sophisticated enough community 

and very strong arts community that welcomed, so you could 

be openly gay there. But openly gay, yes, I guess the only
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other ones were the innkeepers. It was one of the three 

best restaurants in the world and they were openly gay and 

it was an uneasy tolerance. I mean they were denied 

business loans. It would never be admitted publicly that 

it was because of their sexuality but when you're running a 

multimillion dollar inn or a restaurant that is world 

renowned, received every award possible, and operates three 

quarters of the county tax base for that town, provides 

that income, and they want to expand and they ask for loans, 

for a $1 million loan when they already have the clientele 

booking reservations eight months in advance, and they're 

turned down repeatedly? Because it was well known that 

they were gay and it was an uneasy tolerance. Not just of 

sexuality but because they represented outsiders coming 

into this mountain community and reworking it. 

And I would fall into that category as well. I didn't 

like everything that they did because they had a way of, an 

intention of kind of reworking that whole village in their 

own image. Not as gay but you know, in a very ultra 

sophisticated, elitist manner and it didn't fly well with a 

lot of locals and I had a lot of sympathy that way. But I 

think they were the only ones that I would say were openly, 

and that wasn't by choice. It was because it became known 

and you cannot operate a business of that magnitude and
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stature in that little community and not know it. So, but 

most people knew. Most people were closeted, I think, or 

were open selectively. i'm trying to think. i don’t think, 

one, the physical reality, there weren't that many gay and 

lesbian people in that county, just proportionately. With 

8,000 in the whole county. 

Q: Did people who were there, were there social groups 

that were forming informally? 

A: Nothing on a community or public basis. There were no 

gay and lesbian organizations; they were no higher 

education facilities. There was a high school. There 

might have been something in the high school later in that 

time period. I don’t know. But there were informal groups 

and mixings. But generally it was a pretty integrated 

community and that actually fit my lifestyle. One of the 

reasons I resisted coming out was quite frankly the one 

time I lived downtown in DC, miles from Dupont Circle, a 

gay and lesbian district, I was really turned off by the 

gay ghetto. I found it offensive to be around people that 

would only associate with women or men. Then you have 

further splits in that community. We don’t like lesbians, 

I thought it was a bunch of BS [bull shit]. Or we only 

associate with gay people, I thought how narrow minded and 

limited. I can understand it but I will not support it. I
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wanted an integrated life that is open, fully integrated. 

And that's what I’d chosen in the Shenandoah Valley. And 

most people there were of that same ilk, meaning they 

wanted to be accepted as they were, and we were. Because 

people loved us exactly for who we were and knew we were 

gay and we were open about it, but they were also 

respectful of confidentiality, I think, just recognizing 

that there were risks in a rural mountain community. 

Q: Did any negative events occur that reinforced people’s 

way of life of being more cautious? 

A: Nothing that I recall publicly there, although a 

friend of mine who was a retired psychiatrist, he was in 

the mountain communities of Maryland that had ‘fag’ written 

on his door. And it scared him because he was in an 

isolated mountain community and realized he was quite 

vulnerable there and chose to move after about a year 

because it just made him uncomfortable. It was in West 

Virginia actually, West Virginia-Maryland border. [In 

Rappahannock, nothing in particular other than the 

domination of people like Oliver North and right wing 

politicians and some of the Baptist ministers who 

occasionally there’d be a letter to the editor in the 

little rag, Rappahannock News. But there were no incidents 

that I was aware of in the time period I was there. You
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know, no hate crimes per se, at least not to public 

knowledge. Who knows? 

Q: Then you moved to Washington State and then came to 

Asheville? 

A: To Asheville. We spent two years in Washington State, 

in rural Washington near Mount Ranier. We both love nature 

and the outdoors and it was a revolutionary step for both 

of us to completely break ties other than close friendships 

and family and move out there. We were drawn there. It 

Was a very good experience. We were painfully isolated. 

We underestimated. And there was more of a rural redneck 

community by and large. We had very few friends. Most of 

our friends were within an hour or two from us. We were 

pretty outgoing, easy to meet, cultivate strong community 

easily and readily, and yet it didn't happen there. And 

that was one of the main reasons we left was that -- that 

and climate. I hated nine months of rain. I thought I 

could be above it but I really couldn't. It was depressing. 

But the biggest motivating factor was recognizing and I 

probably more than my partner, am deeply rooted in 

community and to not have that is a detriment. 

And we had one incident out there that prompted -- we 

had no neighbors. We were on eight acres. We had mountain 

lion, bear. Remote land. Not a single close by neighbor
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that you could see. And Marvin was out in the garden and 

our gardens were in the front yard and the back yard and 

some beat up pickup truck stopped and screamed ‘faggot,’ or 

‘effing faggot.’ And it unsettled me more than him because 

again, I’d had more experience being out of the closet and 

recognizing because we were rural, nobody -- you know, 

there was a foundation across from us but some rather seedy 

characters not far away. If we don’t have friends here how 

do they know that other than putting two and two together 

that they always see two men working out in the garden? 

Because I do outdoor sculpture and gardens are a big 

passion. So how could that have come about other than -- 

you know, and there was a creepy crystal meth problem in 

that county in this rural area and we inadvertently hired 

somebody to do some yard work one time when we needed help 

when I was ill. That was the only source I could even link 

it to, because we fired him once we realized he was a thief 

and other stuff. 

So you just don’t know. But it did upset me because 

I'm aware enough in particular rural communities of a 

greater level of vulnerability. It wasn't the Blue Ridge 

but it was a mountain community and not nearly as 

progressive. Not like Seattle or other places, or Olympia. 

So we moved here because I truly missed -- we were looking




