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Review essay by Scott Abbott 

Brad Schow's journals reveal him as an 

intense, conflicted, honest, seeking, 

flawed, loving young man. But the real 

power of this book is in the education 

his father undergoes from the moment 

his son comes out. 

I was working on a kind of p u l e -  
matching one set of colored squares with 
another After much exertion, I left them 
for a minute. When I returned, I found 
thatJohn had dumped them all out. I beat 
him severely. 

I was beating up on John, repeatedly 
and brutally. He brought in an accoun- 
tant who was going to investigate every 
aspect of myfinancial Ige. I would have to 
provide endless, detailed documentation. 

Dreams, from "Immortal 
for Quite Some Time" 

A FTER THE BOISE coroner called 
and said my brother John had died 
(of pneumocystic pneumonia, it 

turned out, from AIDS), I drove to Boise to 
pick up his personal effects. Among them 

was a manila envelope in which I had sent 
him. a year earlier, a bad Xerox copy of a 
copy of a copy of a letter written by Wayne 
Schow to a general authority of the LDs 
church. In the letter, as I remember it, Schow 
explained what recent experiences with his 
gay son had taught him about possible 
sources of our various sexual orientations, 
and he outlined the effects of current LDS be- 
liefs on our brothers and sisters who share 
kinds of sexual attraction different from 
those of the majority. I say "as I remember it" 
because the lengthy letter was no longer in 
the envelope. John and I never talked about 
Schow's ideas, so I have no sense of how he 
responded; but I have often wondered since 
whether the letter gave him a sense of soli- 
darity with Church members like Schow- 
or did he think it was simply a waste of 
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words, having decided two or three years 
after serving his mission in Italy to leave be- 
hind, as well as he could, the religion that 
had dominated the first two decades of his 
life? There is no way to know, of course, but, 
looking back, I wish John and I had read and 
discussed not only Schow's letter, but also 
Remembering Brad, his subsequent book. 

T HIS wish is related to questions I 
have recently asked myself: Why am 
I so anxious that my children become 

readers? Why does it please me so much 
when I find them as I have recently curled up 
with McCarthy's All the Pretty Horses (Knopf, 
1992), or Banks's The Indian in the Cupboard 
(Avon, 1980), or the Hebrew Bible. The an- 
swer I tend to at the moment is that we read 
and value reading, and hope our children 
will read, because of the value of multiple 
stories. As we construct our selves, as we 
make decisions about our lives, we have both 
individual and related desires. The best sto- 
ries, many of which are scriptural, work as 
powerful patterns for many of us. Still, even 
those of us with fairly similar needs and close 
cultural connections may need to read our 
canonized stories differently and incorporate 
(literally) them diversely A culture that se- 
verely limits the number of its stories. and 
that discourages individual interpretation of 
the stories it does tell, is powerful in pro- 
ducing conformity, but it is also consequently 
unable to meet the needs of, or provide 
useful paradigms for, its even slightly mar- 
ginal members. However, a culture that en- 
courages the telling and retelling of its shared 
stories, all the while inviting new stories, 
provides opportunities for the other as well as 
the same, fostering a dialectic between other 
and same that is mutually beneficial. 

I'm not suggesting that all stories are 
equally good. There are destructive stories, 
stories that bind rather than free us. Real 
pornography, for example, sets up destruc- 
tive paradigms, while good erotic art opens 
possibilities for fuller lives. Stories that cele- 
brate violence as the ultimate problem-solver 
are bad for us, while violent stories like those 
in Brian Evenson's Altmannk Tongue (Knopf, 
1995) can unmask the immorality of vio- 
lence and make us more human. Good sto- 
ries inform us of possibilities, allow us to 
comuare our lives with those of historical 
and fictional characters, provide information 
and skills with which we can make our liv- 
ings. Well-educated, we know not only 
Steven Covey's Seven Habits of Highly Efective 
People (Simon and Schuster, 1989), but have 
access to thousands of characters, including 
Dostoevsky's axe-murderer and the abused 
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and doggedly heroic women of Smiley's A 
Thousand Acres (Knopf, 1991). Good stories 
suggest the complexities of Emma Bovary's 
life, confront us with the required and para- 
doxical perfections of the Sermon on the 
Mount, tell us that the universe is vast and 
yet open to comprehension, impart the sad 
wisdom of Blind Lemon Jefferson's "See That 
My Grave Is Kept Clean," and teach us that 
blended walnuts, fresh basil, garlic, olive oil, 
and Parmesan cheese are very tasty on pasta. 
In short, we read good stories in large num- 
bers because they enable better lives. 

S CHOWS reflections "On the Loss of a 
Son to AIDS" join a growing list of 
works written as acts of mourning in 

an LDS context. The best of these is Teny 
Tempest Williams's Refuge: An Unnatural 
History of Family and Place (Pantheon, 1991), 
a shocking and loving account of cancer in 
the family, U.S. atmospheric atomic tests, the 
delicate and erotic balances of nature. Carol 
Lynn Pearson wrote eloquently about her ex- 
periences with her husband's homosexuality 
and his battle with AIDS in Good-bye, I Love 
You (Random House, 1986). In Peculiar 
People: Mormons and Same-Sex Orientation 
(Signature, 1991), Ron Schow, Wayne 
Schow, and Marybeth Raynes collected a 
wide variety of personal and professional ac- 
counts that widen our perspectives (if not an- 
swer all our questions) on "Mormons and 
Same-Sex Orientation." And now Wayne 
Schow's honest and compelling book invites 
and enables us to think again about family 
and religion and sexuality 

Remembering Brad is divided into seven 
parts (plus a section of photos of Brad and 
his family and friends): a prologue, in which 
the author describes how the book came to 
be; five chapters that, first, in the context of 
literary tragedy (Schow is a professor of 
English at Idaho State University), sketch 
Brad Schow's biography; second, present en- 
tries from Brad's journals (by far the longest 

section of the book); third, offer a series of 
letters written by Wayne Schow to his son 
while he was away from home; fourth, at- 
tempt once again to revisit the last months of 
Brad's life, focusing on the courageous and 
sometimes shameful roles the family came to 
play in their Pocatello society; and, fifth, 
trace the process of grieving, including the 
Schows' productive and ongoing outreach to 
others concerned with and by same-sex is- 
sues. Finally, as an epilogue, Schow ventures 
a parable of a relationship between an insti- 
tutional church and individuals. 

A natural response to the death of a loved 
one is to romanticize that person's life, to 
forget their faults and magnify their 
strengths. We have, as a result, few honest fu- 
nerals or family histories. Like the rest of us, 
Schow has tendencies in that direction, but 
he is self-conscious and honest enough to 
make of this book more than a simple- 
minded celebration of the brave and noble 
son by his wise and charitable father. Brad 
Schow died of a disease he contracted 
through risky and even self-destructive be- 
havior, a fact of which both he and hi father 
were only too aware. As quoted in the book, 
Brad wrote to a friend, "I was diagnosed with 
AIDS in July of last year, the result of my 
profligate lifc in Los Angeles." His journal en- 
tries repeatedly reflect the manic-depressive 
nature of his profligacy, of which I shall give a 
single example: 

August 4, 1982: I think at times 
that L.A. must be the coolest city 
on earth. But it's like too much co- 
caine. It gets to the point where 
you need more and more of it to 
get you off, and 1 don't feel like I'm 
getting high any more. So many 
unhappy people. So much frustra- 
tion, so much pressure to live the 
illusion of a life of wealth and 
status-to be ONE OF THE BEAU- 
TIFUL PZOPLE, man! 

And Wayne Schow's letters to his son record 

the anguish of a father intensely womed 
about his son's choices but unable to do more 
than give advice like the following (and then 
to wonder if he is doing the right thing): 

I have the impression that the gay 
life in L.A. is hedonistic to an ex- 
treme-and that brings with it not 
only the much publicized health 
dangers (which you would indeed 
be wise to take seriously) but also 
dangers to the psyche, the will, un- 
dermining your sense of purpose 
with a continuing and debilitating 
quest for sensations and nouveau 
experience. That way lie frustration 
and personal nihilism-which I 
am aware you do not want. I speak 
in general terms-and with no in- 
tent to preach. 

Though realistic and moral, the Schows's 
stories are not strands of a black-and-white 
medieval morality play but feel more akin to 
the literary tragedies Wayne Schow describes 
this way: 

the tragic vision of life embodies 
more than simply misfortune and 
loss, more than victimization and 
pathos. . . . Tragedy has a powerful 
affirmative side. Misfortune notwith- 
standing, tragic vision ultimately 
makes us aware of impressive di- 
mensions in human nature. Instead 
of plunging us into despair at the 
prospect of life's cruel uncertainties, 
tragedy in the strict sense reconciles 
us to existence because it makes us 
believe that we can be greater than 
our fall. . . . Ultimately, tragedy may 
not clarify the great enigmas or di- 
minish the uncertainties of life. . . . 

Brad Schow's journals reveal him as an in- 
tense, conflicted, honest, seeking, flawed, 
loving young man. But the real power of this 
book is in his father's life, in the education 
Wayne Schow undergoes from the moment 
his son comes out to him, through Brad's per- 
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ilous experiments, illness, and death, and be- 
yond to the brutal questions that follow 
Brad's announcement of his homosexuality, 
Schow writes in retrospect, 

caught me by surprise and left me 
dubious. first of all because his 
strong-willed temperament and his 
broad-shouldered physique hardly 
fit the common stereotype. But 
there was a second and even more 
compelling reason for me to deny 
the validity of his assertion: I ac- 
cepted the prevailing view of the 
church that homosexuality is a per- 
verse 'choice' of lifestyle, an im- 
pulse that can be overcome. With 
sufficient time to sort out his expe- 
rience, surely a decent young man 
like Brad would not ultimately 
make such a choice. My son a 
queer? No. I had known him too 
long, too well to believe he really 
wanted such an identity I felt cer- 
tain that if he were patient he 
would come to recognize his as- 
sumption as fallacious and develop 
normal heterosexual desire, leading 
to marriage and a family 

As the story progresses, Schow is able to 
make a move not unlike the one I made in 
sending Schow's letter to my brother, only 
the text he sends is Andre Gide's story "The 
Prodigal Son": 

You will, I'm sure, find Gide deeply 
perceptive, deeply sympathetic, 
and extraordinarily honest about 
the nature of individual experience. 
I think you are aware that Gide 
himself was homosexual. He was 
indeed a great writer. 

At this point, through this act, Schow is 
saying to his son that although Brad is not 
living the story Schow would have chosen 
for him, Schow recognizes that there are 
other stories, and, of equal importance, that 
it is still crucial that Brad Dattem his life after 
good stories, honest stories, well-written sto- 
ries. By the end of the book, Schow has pro- 
found doubts about some of the stories that 
have structured his own life. And while still 
suffering deeply, he is grateful for what he 
has learned: 

Yet even if [my grief] could be dis- 
pelled by some deep healing, 1 
think it should not be. I would be 
loathe to lose it altogether. It stands 
as a reminder of the truth about 
this flawed condition of mor- 
tality . . . I have acquired that 
knowledge dearly, and I do not 
wish to forget at what cost. 

T HE cost was and is too dear, and in a 
better world would not have to be 
paid. But this is not a better world, 

and we are left with the narrative consola- 
tions of the Bible's and Gide's prodigal sons, 
with Refuge and Remembering Brad. I would 
have wished my brother the pleasures and 
sorrows of those four stories. In his apart- 
ment, after his death, I found the following 
depressing and yet not utterly unredeeming 
assortment: 

Cassette tapes: The Best of judas Priest; 
Guns and Roses-Appetitefor Destruction; 
Anthrax-State of Euphoria; Foghat Live- 
"Fool for the City," "Home in My Hand," 
"I Just Want to Make Love to You." 
Twenty-six paperback novels, most of 
them with the front cover tom off: "Do 
not buy this book if the cover has been 
tom off!" Eric V Lustbader dominates the 
pile, but there are others as well: 
Neon Mirage by Max Allan Collins: "Mob 
Justice . . . Another shotgun blast ate into 
the side of Ragen's once-proud Lincoln." 
Vision of the Hunter by John Tempest: "In 
his hands, his people's future. In her eyes, 
the promise of a love stronger than time." 
Burt Hirshfeld's Moment of Power: "The 
savage new shocker. . . ." 
Superconscious Meditation by Panda Arya, 
Ph.D. 
Self Hypnosis: The Creative Use of Yacr 
Mind for Successful Living by Charles 
Tebbetts. 
Louis Wnour's Education of a Wandering 
Man. 
The Magnijcent Century by Thomas B. 
Costain. 
Home As Found by J. Fenimore Cooper. 
Radclyffe Hall's The Well of Loneliness: 
"Banned in the U.S. . . . Foreword by 
Havelock Ellis." 
Hoyle's Rules of Games, Second Revised 
Edition. 

railroad intersection. My next door neighbor 
is a wizened ex-contortionist who looked 
deeply into my eyes the first time I said hello 
to her and told me she would read my palm 
if I would come into her room. I begged off, 
claiming I had a vague palm. Her name is 
Maria, and in the relative cool of the 
evenings, she maneuvers a hose to sprinkle 
the tiny plot of grass and flowers in front of 
our rooms. She wears a sleeveless blouse, a 
pair of loose shorts, and sneakers with no 
socks. She has tied white rags around her 
deeply tanned left calf and her equally brown 
left bicep, white sexnaphorn that accentuate 
the contrast between the almost theoretical 
lines of her emaciated limbs and their pro- 
nounced, protuberant, grotesque joints. 
Galls. Burls. One evening she saw me staring 
at her bulbous elbows and went into a prac- 
ticed explanation of how her mother used to 
tie her up in knots when she was a baby so 
she would be limber. She made it clear that 
she had never regretted that turn in her life, it 
leading to her eventual greatness and the 
chance to mingle with the truly great people 
of this century. And she is resigned to living 
out her days in Wickenburg, where the 
desert heat eases her arthritic joints. O 

Basic Documents Supplement to Intern- 
tionul Law: Cases and Materials. 
A 1953, fifty-cent paperback edition of 
Edith Hamilton's Mythology. 

AN ORDINARY DAY 
ETCETERA: The Unpublished Poems of An ordinary day, do you remember? 
e. e. cummings. The earth again was warm, 
The dust jacket of a Modem Library edi- 
tion: The Philoso~hv of Kunt. The book it- The fine rain and gray. 
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self was missing. We talked of great and little things, 
We marvelled at the starkness of the green, 

EPILOGUE New green of trees, 
14 August 1972, Wichenburg, Arizona 

Against the gray, 

W HILE we drill an exploratory oil The trees and luminescence of the clouds 
and gas well a few miles north of In stillness, and ordinary day. 
town, I've taken a room in an old 

motel crammed into one elbow of a highway- -KARL C. SANDBERG 
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