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JUDY GOLD 
 
When this lesbian comic uses the f word, friends know she's speaking with 
love. But what about her son? 
 
WHEN I WAS IN HIGH SCHOOL, I was in the marching band and a bit of a nerd, so 
I was considered a "band fag." I always embraced the term as if it were one of 
endearment — like I was a member of a secret club. To me, the words "fag" and 
"queer" just meant "geeky." If someone did something queer, it meant they did 
something uncool. These words had no connotations regarding one's sexuality; they 
were simply a part of my New Jersey suburban vernacular. 
 
I am now an adult who is lucky enough to have a plethora of gay male friends, and I 
often refer to them, lovingly, as "fags." My stage manager, Damon, who is like a 
brother to me, would think something was wrong if I didn't call him a faggot. When I 
call his hotel room, it's "Hey, faggy? How did you sleep? Did you go online and find 
another fag to sleep with on one of those fag websites?" 
 
I feel like "fag" is my word and I own it. When I say it, it makes my friends smile and 
feel loved. After all, right-wingers took the terms "faith-based," "pro-life," and "family 
values." So why can't I just have my "fag"? 
 
Then one day Henry, my 11-year-old son (his brother, Ben, is 6), came home from 
school really upset. "What's wrong?" I asked. "Today we learned the term 'homo 
sapiens,' " he said, "so you can imagine what went on in the classroom. First the 
teacher wrote 'homo' on the board, and then all hell broke loose." 
 
"What happened?" 
 
"Mommy, I really don't think I have to explain it to you — lots of giggling and stupid 
jokes." I explained that kids are very immature (and apparently, Henry, so is your 
mother). 
 
He came home upset again a few months later, when they were studying the island of 
Lesbos. "Why are they so stupid?" he asked. 
 
"That's how kids are. They act stupid." 
 
When the weather got nice and the kids were playing outside, things got worse. I asked 



Henry what was wrong, but he didn't want to talk about it. Finally I pried it out of him.  
 
"The kids on the playground are calling everyone 'fags' and 'faggots' when we're 
playing football. I started getting really mad, so one of the kids asked me why I was so 
upset, and I told him that the word 'fag' really hurts my feelings because my parents 
are gay." 
 
"That's great, Henry. What did he say?" 
 
"He said, 'Oh, OK, fag.' What is wrong with these people? You know, some of the kids 
won't even come over after school because my parents are gay!" 
 
I couldn't believe it. I mean, we live in New York City. Then I remembered that Henry 
tends to exaggerate (no, I don't know where he gets that from). I tried the kids-are-
mean approach again. "Look, I was 6 feet tall at 13, and everyone called me Bigfoot. I 
ignored them because they wanted a reaction. If you react, then they win." 
 
Then he demanded, "Why is everything always about you?" I was shocked. Nobody'd 
ever asked me that before. OK, I'm lying — pretty much everyone I'd ever met had — 
just never my son. 
 
In the ensuing days, I wanted to beat the shit out of those kids. Then I stopped and 
thought, What about me? Am I helping when I say 'fag' with endearment, knowing 
Henry hears it on the playground with scorn? 
 
My girlfriend, who's a therapist, always cautions me about what is appropriate to say in 
front of my kids. I hate to admit it, but in this case, I think she's right. I can't even 
imagine Henry approaching the teacher: "What's up, faggy?" I'm trying to teach my 
kids that we can really own our words, but can they understand that those words have 
different meanings coming out of different people's mouths? If George Bush ever said 
the word "fag" in front of me, I think I would punch him in the face (not just for that, of 
course). Maybe for the time being, it's best my kids stop hearing the word "fag" coming 
out of their mother's mouth. 
 
Henry resolved his dilemma, and without my involvement. He found a couple of really 
nice boys in his class, started spending time with them, and stopped paying attention to 
the bullies. They started picking on someone else. I was, and continue to be, so proud 
of him. 
 
The following weekend my girlfriend and I were planning a dinner party. We hadn't 
finalized the guest list. I walked into my bedroom, closed the door, and whispered, 
"Should we invite the fags for dinner? I know Henry and Ben really miss them." 
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