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Who Are We Really?
[bookmark: _GoBack]	In life, society has a big role to play in the debate of nature vs. nurture. Our elders, parents, and people we idolize seem to point us in the direction they want us to follow. What they don’t understand is that not everything is about nurture. Some parts of our identities, like our sexuality, are formed by nature.
	I remember when I was a young child not being able to go outside to play. I had  severe allergic reactions that included feeling shortness of breath, and breaking out in gleaming red hives that radiated off my body like sequins on a prom dress when I went outside to play. The doctor didn’t know what I was allergic to, so he told my mother to let me play inside until he could come up with some explanation for my illness. Because of this, some would say that my nurture environment had a lot to do with my outlook on life. I remember watching my mother in the kitchen every morning making great meals like fish and grits and her famous blueberry pancakes from scratch. The smell of those pancakes would linger seductively around the home waiting to entice the nostrils of whomever walked in the door. I watched how my mother would help people in the neighborhood like Sister Cooper, who would come over every Wednesday for the latest neighborhood gossip. She would update us on who Mr. John, our other neighbor, was sleeping with now and how that old man needed to stop flirting with those young girls old enough to be his own daughter. I recall hearing them laugh and my mother telling me I needed to go in my room to play with the new truck my dad had bought for me. Being so curious, I would find a way to creep down the hallway and slide against the wall without her knowing I was still close enough to hear their conversation.
	After I started to get older, the doctor said I could start going outside a little bit at a time to see how I would react. It started to work out: first two hours a day, then three and four, but I still wanted to know what was going on in the neighborhood.  One day, when I was supposed to be outside, I heard my mother talking to Sister Cooper about me. I went through the laundry room door and around the house to hear clearly what they were talking about. When I heard what they said, I really didn’t understand what it meant. Apparently, my father thought my mannerisms were really feminine, and he was worried I was spending too much time in the house with my mother. I will never forget what Sister Cooper said that day. She said, “Honey, that boy is going to be fine. Children are always playing with their parents’ things. Don’t worry, Donny loves his parents and nothing will happen to him.” 
	As I grew into adolescence, I started to realize that I wasn’t like other boys around my age. I loved playing dress-up with my older sister, and I loved having teatime with her best friend Katie from school. We would “play house.” I would be the baby, and they would play old girl friends who had the careers and the money to show for it. I recall a day when I let my nature kick-in. I asked them to let me dress-up with them and wear mom’s beautiful black and white heels, which I admired every time she had them on for church. My sister said, “Fine, as long as I can pick my Cabbage Patch doll first.” 
We started playing. I played Sister Cooper who told them about the gossip going on around town. They both laughed when I told them Sarah across the street was eating Alpo dog food, because she lost her glasses and couldn’t read the label on the can she opened. Then it happened! The day I knew my dad would figure out who I really am. The door swung open. He looked at me and yelled at the top of his voice, “WHAT IN THE WORLD DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING?” My mother came running from the kitchen with her apron ran down the narrow hallway until she saw the three of us. My dad turned to her and said these words that I felt imprinted on my heart for eternity: “I knew it! Those doctors didn’t know what they were talking about. Now my son is confused on his sexuality.” My mother tried to get him to calm down, but he wouldn’t listen. For the next four years, my dad attempted to use nurture on me. He tried to teach me manly things like cutting the grass, planting a garden, and even watching sports, which I didn’t mind, although I was looking for all the wrong reasons.
After I graduated from high school, my parents started realizing that maybe their son was different from their other children. They started to understand that it was nature, and that being a homosexual isn’t something taught or something you like to do for fun.  Their son was just born that way. Yes, it’s a slow journey for them, but every time they look at me with my radiant silver ring that sparkles in the light of day, they know that I’m still their son, and that they gained another one in return who really loves their son. 
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