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CHARACTERS 
 
Mervyn – early 60’s – Male 
 
 
 
 
Let’s not beat about the bush. 
 
Let’s speak the truth about a topic which was – and, to a certain extent, still is – a sensitive 
one. 
 
No, I am not shamed faced when I talk about this – far from it – I have now come to the 
conclusion that it’s right to come out and talk about it. Safe environment and so on. I may 
be in my early 60’s and some may say that it is too late to admit something of this delicacy, 
but, well, I think I may feel better getting it off my chest at last. 
 
Yes, I am a gay man. I have always been. Since, well, way back when.  
 
I am occasionally asked, how did you become gay?  
 
I sometimes respond with; ‘well, I woke up one morning and thought, mmmm yes I think I 
will take on the gay life.’ Just as someone might wake up one morning and decide to paint 
their toenails green or become a vegetarian, or stop adding sugar to tea and coffee. 
 
‘Really?’ Comes the reply. 
 
I raise my eyebrows and move on. 
 
I have never been able to discuss the truth of the matter. 
 
You can talk genes, DNA, cell structure and all amount of biological theories at me, but none 
will produce the real answer. 
 
I grew up with two older sisters. In the early 1970’s when I was not yet a teenager, there 
were two opposing camps for young girls. The Cassidy Camp and the Osmond Camp – the 
latter referring specifically to Donny Osmond and the former to David Cassidy. Cassidy was 
the older by around 6 or 7 years. Donny was the cuter. Both good looking. My sisters were 
ardent fans of these singers. My sister Mary was a Cassidian and Alison was a Donnyan. 



They would never cross the boundary into the opposing territory. The walls of their 
bedrooms were a competition. How many pictures of their idols could they display? 
When the latest copy of their favourite magazines – ‘Jackie’ being the number one – was 
published,  they would immediately count the pictures of David and Donny in each and 
declare who had won that particular issue. Always two copies were bought – no sharing – 
pictures of the two stars would sometimes be on opposite sides of the same page – the 
magazines remained intact for minutes only, before scissors excised the white teeth and 
flowing locks sported by the boys. 
 
It was all very difficult to ignore. The house reverberated to the strains of ‘How Can I Be 
Sure’ and ‘Puppy Love’. By today’s standards, shmaltzy and sickly songs, but ridiculously 
popular then. 
Arguments and tears were often to be seen and heard – usually the result of disagreements 
over who was better-looking, the better singer, the sexiest or who would make the better 
boyfriend  or husband – supposing that my sisters would have a chance with either! 
I listened, watched and made my own decisions.  
 
I wasn’t interested in pop music at all. I was a loner, a freak. I liked Bach and Handel – hardly 
pin-up boys – but for a young nerdy lad like I was, I could not fail to be drawn into the world 
of the teen girl. 
 
Exposure to these – and many other – good looking guys, certainly had an effect. 
 
But, it was only one which got through to my heart. 
 
Looking at Donny Osmond, those teeth, that smile, those big eyes, that abundance of dark 
hair. How was anyone that good looking? How pretty he was…yes, pretty! Not handsome – 
suppose Cassidy was more handsome. Donny was a pretty boy. He was beautiful. He was 
like no one I had ever seen before. He was the most perfect human I had ever seen. 
 
On many occasions, my sister Alison, would catch me in her room. Staring. Smiling. Adoring. 
And, yes, I admit it. I would kiss some of the pictures. No one else, male or female, would 
stir up such feelings in me. No other human created love in my heart. Yes, of course I loved 
my family, but this was a different love. It was a love that, as a young boy, I didn’t fully 
understand. What I did know is that Donny was a hugely important part of my daily life. 
 
When he appeared on TV, Alison would almost hug the screen. Open-mouthed she would 
watch; inane grin across her face. Sometimes tears in her eyes in adoration. I would often 
be there too. Unnoticed. Also open-mouthed. Also grinning. Also with tears in my eyes.  
 
I loved Donny. 
 
He was perfection. 
 
There was nothing sexual. I was far too young. It was innocent and beautiful in its own right. 
But if I wish to trace my growing interest in the male of the species back in time, it has to 
start with Donny. 



 
As I grew a little older and saved my pocket money and anything I earned from doing odd 
jobs around the house, I would sometimes buy a copy of ‘Jackie’ or the like – usually from a 
shop my sisters didn’t go to. Handing the money over I would always say, ‘it’s for my sister’. 
I started a little scrapbook of pictures of Donny. I kept it hidden behind the back panel of a 
chest of drawers. I don’t think anyone ever found it.  
 
I still have it. 
 
So, there you have it. I think it was Donny Osmond who turned me gay. Well, I know he 
didn’t really, but when I first was aware of him, that was the time I knew I was slightly 
different. My friends at school thought he was ugly and stupid. Ugly? In my mind, Jimmy 
Osmond was ugly – how could he possibly be related to my Donny? I just kept myself to 
myself. I never joined in their teasing of the girls about their idols. No one noticed. I don’t 
think. 
 
As I look back now, I can’t blame myself. Quite honestly, I am sure that Donny is responsible 
for turning loads of boys gay. How could he not be? Of course, once again, I qualify that 
outrageous statement by saying that I don’t mean it. I never wanted to be like Donny. To 
look like him. To be admired by girls like him. I was happy just to watch and gaze in wonder. 
While he was untouchable to Alison and her fellow Donnyans to me he spoke volumes. He 
assisted me on my development and took the edge off a time of confusion and uncertainty. 
When I first heard about homosexuality, I knew I was gay, because of my love for Donny 
Osmond. 
 
I am now in my 60’s and so is Donny. Have you seen him recently? Heavens he has aged 
well. He is still beautiful, and I still gaze in wonder and admire. My sister Alison is the 
mother of two girls – grown up now – I have never spoken to her of Donny, well, not since 
we were young and she was in love with him and was sure she would marry him one day – 
she didn’t, by the way. 
 
I had a message from my sister Mary, when David Cassidy died. Really sad. She said; ‘I am 
devastated as my first boyfriend has died’. Again, he wasn’t her real boyfriend, just 
imaginary. But it was sad. He had a very sad end. Donny, though, lives on. Time has not aged 
or withered him. I doubt it will. 
 
Donny, if you are out there, thank you. You do not know the influence you have had on me, 
but I can tell you, that your unwitting help allowed me to realise who I really was at a young 
age. I am living a very happy life now with my husband of 5 years – my partner for over 25.  
He has been my strength and my heart. He is a little older than me, not too tall and has a full 
head of dark brown hair, big greeny brown eyes and a smile to die for, which shows off his 
perfect set of white teeth. His name is Donald, but I just call him Donny. 
 
 


