


WHAT IS LGBT ELDERS DAY? 

LGBT Elders Day was created to celebrate the lifetime of 

contributions made by LGBT older adults. This day was founded in 

2016 by the Center for LGBTQ Health Equity of Chase Brexton Health 

Care to recognize and thank LGBT elders who have fought for the 

LGBT community. LGBT Elders Day also highlights all LGBT elders and 

their continued existence and resistance to the systems built against 

them. LGBT Elders Day is an opportunity for sharing stories of joy, 

resilience and community that call for celebration! 

"Epicurean Brothers social club flyer," Rainbow History Project Digital 
Collections, https://archives.rainbowhistory.org/items/show/14. 

"D.C. Holds First Ever Black, Lesbian, Gay Pride Day," Rainbow History Project 
Digital Collections, https:// archives. rai nbowh istory .org/items/show /802. 

"1988 Pride Parade Map," Rainbow History Project Digital Collections, 
https://archives. rai nbowhistory .org/items/show/811. 

"Pride : party or protest card," Rainbow History Project Digital Collections, 
https:// archives.rain bowh isto ry. o rg/items/s how/ 841. 

LGBT Flags: https://www.rd.com/list/lgbtq-flags/ 

Gloria Gaynor Album Cover: https://www.discogs.com/release/3308240-
Gloria-Gaynor-1-Will-Survive 

All images not cited above and all written materials weI·e submitted by 

LGBTQ+ elders Subm1ss1ons were kept anonymous unless spec1f1ed 

This zine was compiled by Capitol Hill Village 

(CHV), a DC nonprofit supporting LGBT elders 

aging in place in Capitol Hill, to honor 2023 LGBT 

Elders Dav. 







I am calling this ritual: .. It' you didn't know how much 
you mean to me." Here's how it works: 

1 
2 

First, I mention the number of years we've been 
friends. 

Then, I talk about some historic even1 we've 
both seen in those years, such as the first Gay 
Pride celebration, the legalization of gay 
marriage, the two Kennedy assassinations, or 
Martin Luther King, Jr.'s assassination. 

Next, I talk about some of the eood and bad 
times we've shared together: our cross-country 
trip by air, great dinner parties, the hotel with 
the heart-shaped pool, and dressing for dinner. 

Finally, I offer my personal suppo;rt, encourage 
my friend to pursue-a specific goal, or just let 
them know that they've always been there for 
me. 

I end the call by saying, "I do not want you to 
respond to this, just know it.'' Then I change 
the subject or say we will taI'k another time. 

Lif'e is short. Let the people you love know 
that, riaht now! 





CPMC 

By Alan 

Martinez 

2013 

I've spent the day at California Pacific Medical Center 
and have gotten weirdly nostalgic and even a little 

weepy, which surprises me. Looking up from the truly 

depressing lunchroom patio with its HVAC units and 
dirty white steel patio chairs screwed to the concrete I 
see a small rectangle of grey sky. This is not so much a 

patio as it is a repurposed light well, a windy concrete 
milk carton. It's a truly depressing place, sitting alone 
with my sandwich in its open clear plastic box. I've been 

thinking of how many difficult times of my life i have 
spent here over the decades, but only realized that this 
hospital's days are numbered when i saw the model of the 
new replacement hospital that is under construction at 
Geary and Van Ness. I guess I will miss CPMC - not that it 

is appealing - it is not - although the Brutalist 

architecture has a reassuring solidity that the new 
building does not appear to have. 





So CPMC has kind of been like my own private hospital 

in a way. I never knew of anyone else who went here, and 

i didn't have to visit anyone who was dying here. In the 

annals of AIDS, as far as I know, it will not be 

mentioned. 

- ---

When it is torn down, i doubt if anyone will care. But. 

So much of my life has happened here, things that even i 

have forgotten about until i come here, that its 

disappearance will be a loss of connection to my own 

life. 

Perhaps we do not 

put enough value 

on familiarity as 

being valuable in 

and of itself. 

To be able to find 

your way around a 

confusing place 

without thinking. 

To feel connected. 

To be able to feel safe in a hospital is not such a 

bad or small thing. It's been a kind of friend, 

really. 







By Andy Pollock 7t 
I came in for lunch after cutting wood in the back field of our farm one 
snowy February day seventeen years ago. My husband looked upset 
and said there had been a flurry of phone calls that morning. He told 

me there had been an attack at one of the local gay bars in New 
Bedford the night before. I was stunned. The previous night, a young 

New Bedford man entered Puzzles Lounge, ordered a drink and 
casually asked the bartender if he was in a gay bar. When answered in 
the affirmative, the young man took out a hatchet, machete and gun. 
He then proceeded to attack the unlucky patrons. Because those in 

the bar fought back no one was killed but three people sustained 
serious life threatening injuries. The assailant escaped into the night. I 

was cochair of the South Coast Marriage Coalition along with Liz 
Dicarlo. We immediately started to organize a vigil since we were the 
only LGBTQ+ organization in the community that had an established 
data base. Liz, her wife Bev Baccelli, my husband Jeff and I organized 

the event within a few hours. 
When we arrived at the bar that night the crowd was buzzing. Police 

and national media were everywhere. The vibe in the community was 
anger, fear and shock. How could this have happened here? To be 

clear it was never completely safe. There were instances of violence 
against unfortunate individuals and yells of "FAGGOT" from a 

passing cars as you entered Puzzles, but this time it was attempted 
murder and it could have been much worse. The air was electric on 
that cold wet night I led the vigil. There was a sense of incredulity, 

danger and urgency. No one knew where the perpetrator had gone. 
Was he still in the New Bedford? I remember Mayor Scott Lang 
coming into the bar afterwards to speak to a frightened, angry, 

shocked crowd. Mayor Lang spoke to our community and assured us 
he had our back, he would work to solve this heinous crime and that 
he was an ally. He was brave, adamant and resolved. Everyone was 

./t:
thankful for his courage and as he got ready to depart, 

�



I remember a young man slipping off a bar stool, 

dropping a quarter in the juke box and Gloria Gainer's 

anthem "I will survive" lyrically accompanied the 

mayor as he left the bar. 

A few days later, Mayor Lang asked all the Churches in the 

area to tone down the anti-gay rhetoric. We were in the 

middle of the marriage equality fight and people had strong 

feelings. Some churches did what was asked; others did not. 

One prominent pastor explained to me that people in his 

congregation told him we had gotten what we deserved. 

Mayor Lang understood that words and attitudes have 

consequences. He understood that when a minority is 

treated in a way that is "less than" the majority (Jews aren't 

allowed in a club or African Americans can't drink from a 

water fountain) the words give permission for violence. 

I would like to say the violence has stopped and the 

language has improved since the attack 17 years ago 

but things have become worse. There is increasing 
violence directed against the LGBTQ+ Network from 

right wing paramilitary groups - actual Nazis and 

white supremacists in the SouthCoast. LGBTQ books 

are being challenged in local schools. 
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"Gay people, when we 

grow old, we don't turn 

into pixie dust and blow 

away ... " 
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