THE HUNGRY SPIRIT

“Let all whose spirits hungered for acceptance come in: let any whose
thirst for dignity went unslaked enter now.” Those were the first words read in
unison, the first words that joined the student voices, giving them a unity that
became almost touchable as it floated in the air of the classroom at the

University of San Francisco.

The unobtrusive, the boisterous, the second-generation accented voices
in the wide circle of college students combined to rise together and fill every
corner of the spacious and well-appointed classroom. Outside the windows
evening was turning to night as dusk crept around the open spaces between the
buildings tempering and softening the light that framed a magnificent

old-world inspired church spire at the edge of the green.

The parents of the students had optimistically sent them to the posh
Jesuit university and the young people, responding to a driving curiosity, had
chosen to attend a class called Queering Religion. These were individuals who
had stood out as profoundly different from the expected norm and had paid a
steep price for that difference. They sat on the absolute edge of their seats with
their inquisitive young eyes fixed on the two old women who sat behind a table
at the top of the of the circle of desks. The instructor, a middle-aged dyke who

was dressed in casual pants and a man’s shirt, sat at the edge of the circle and



could only be identified as a Rabbi because she wore a yarmulke and there was
the occasional glint of light bounding off the Star of David peeking through the
opening in her shirt. The purpose of her class was not to teach them religion,
but rather to suggest that they consider the meaning of ritual in their lives and
explore the possibility of creating rituals that were more suited to their actual

lives as Queer people and those who supported them.

In the center of the circle was a table covered with a rainbow cloth and
displaying the ritual objects that had been substituted for the traditional
symbolic objects of a Passover Seder, which commemorates the freedom of the
Israelites when they escaped from Egypt. This was a Pride Seder that upheld
and celebrated the history of Queer people and the progress toward the

freedom we know in the 21* century.

On the table was a timeworn and slightly bent antique menorah
containing seven candles in the colors of the rainbow flag. Later in the ritual
reading the students would read a blessing for each of the colors. “When one
light is fragmented, the colors of the rainbow result.” When the norm is

fractured many unique pieces result.

Instead of the traditional symbolic food that is found on a Seder plate,
the plate held objects of special meaning to Queer people. There was an exotic

fruit because we were once called “fruits”. Bread reminded us of the



sacredness of our own bodies and the physical world, which includes our
bodies. There was the pink triangle worn by homosexuals under the Nazis. The
bundle of sticks, or a faggot, reminded us of the gay men and witches who
were bound together and burned at the stake. The bits of broken brick and
stones recalled the bricks of resistance thrown on the night of the Stonewall
riot. There was an empty cup to remember those who did not live to see this
moment in this room. And there was a feather to honor the natives who called

us Two-Spirit People.

Instead of the four cups of wine we sip from at a Passover Seder, the
students drank clear water to remind them of our historic invisibility. The first
cup is to remember the past and those left out of our stories. The second cup is
for those who fought back. The third cup is for those who fell and for those
who tended the sick in the years of our plague. The fourth cup is for those who

did not stand still and those who brought about change.

As the students of the twenty-first century journeyed backwards to
bond with the history that brought us all to this moment, the two old women,
myself and my wife who has shared my life for over forty years, journeyed into
the future to grasp and cling to the hope that we saw shining in the eyes of

these earnest young people.



