
Preface 
 
Since I was 19 years old I've known that I would release my diary for the 

world to see.  Why now?  A few years back, I was sitting in a movie theater in 
Cincinnati, Ohio watching The Devil Wears Prada.  I absolutely adore Meryl 
Streep.  Who doesn't, other than any actress nominated in her category at the 
Oscars?  About half-way through the film, when Meryl's character Miranda 
Priestly starts continuously dumping those delicious coats and handbags on 
Andrea's desk, I realize that I'm laughing hysterically in places where no one 
else in the theater is laughing.  Now I know I'm a New Yorker transplanted to 
Ohio, but this is hilariously wicked stuff and incredibly true to life. I've worked 
for the Miranda Priestly character several times in my own cosmetic career. 

I look over to my Ohio friend and ask, “Why aren't people laughing?”  He 
says with a mouth full of popcorn, "Honey! This movie isn't believable. It's 
sickly funny but it's not real life."  After a sip of Diet Coke and a swoosh of my 
hair à la Cher, I turn sharply and say, “Oh yes it is!”  My mind instantly does a 
flashback to she-dragons, man drama, and lipstick.  If this friend didn't believe 
the crazy truth of the story, then other people outside of urban cities probably 
didn't either.  As I left the theatre that fated evening, I knew immediately that I 
had to share my diary, blemishes and all. 

Now I know what you're thinking.  Most gays and fabulous teen girls keep 
their diaries hidden till death because of the volatile nature of the dish involved.  
Totally understandable.  My friend and soul mate Jason Rockwell has the only 
duplicate key to my diary, so that in my sudden demise he can share my legacy 
with Barbara Walters or the E! Network depending on the deal.  But with all the 
current bullying of gay kids, I feel a certain need to share my story to help them 
be strong, and realize that life does get better.  It may sound cliché, but it does 
take time, fabulous outfits, the right skin care, perfect lighting when you're 
photographed, and perseverance.  It does get better my special darlings, even 
though right now the evidence in your lives may point to the contrary. 

Another timely reason for penning this book is the digital age of instant 
celebrity.  I know it is my time!  And tweeting isn't enough for me; you only get 
125 characters and I absolutely hate that!  And maybe this has happened to you: 
either you or several of your friends have said that your life story would make a 
great book, movie, play, Broadway musical, mini-series, or reality TV show.  
You can just fill in the blank.  You may have gone so far as to cast your movie 
as I have by asking at cocktail parties, "Who would play me?  Who would play 
you?"  Though be careful if you ask; they might say Meg Ryan (which means 
your plastic surgery is on the noticeably freaky side), or Nathan Lane (which 
means you're a fabulous flaming queen who in drag looks like First Lady 



Barbara Bush).  But if they say Amy Poehler, then you are hysterically funny, 
and Bradley Cooper--yum!  Enough said. I love them all. 

You may have also said that you have to wait for certain people to die 
before exposing your diary, because it's so scandalous you'd get sued.  I waited 
until my parents passed, out of love and respect.  There's nothing worse than the 
wrath of a Southern belle; more on my mother Grace later. 

Blush is a memoir “traumedy”, taken from the pages of my diary, about a 
boy who has dreams of love and success in a world that seems set against him 
from the beginning.  Little did I know after accidently tripping into the cosmetic 
industry, that the allure of cosmetics would be so addictive and people would 
turn out to be so ridiculous!  I think this is why we have no memory or ability to 
know the future when we're born.  If we knew what was coming, we'd return to 
our mother's vagina and immediately redecorate our new vaginaminiums! 

I guess I'll be a true beauty junkie till I die, and my will contains a digital 
picture of what I should look like during the viewing at my funeral.  It includes 
the list of shades and products to achieve my best look, including (but not 
limited to) the following: my foundation would be Dr. Erno Laszlo Regular 
Normalizer Shake It in Beige, set with his Controlling Powder in medium; 
Chanel Sun-kissed Bronzer for face and eyes; Dior Show Waterproof Mascara 
in black; Anastasia of Beverly Hills Brow Groomer; Revlon ColorStay Eye and 
Lip liners in brown and nude.  And finally, Revlon Fire and Ice Lipstick, one of 
Charles Revson's very first products.  I know I'm a man; however, it's the perfect 
shade for my finale. 

Are the people in this book real?  Yes, they are.  I've changed some names 
and the actual timing and dates when my drama happened so that a valium 
overdose can be avoided.  If anyone reading this book sees the story differently, 
then I suggest you write your own book.  If we owe each other apologies for the 
drama that happened, no worries.  Karma has a way of leveling the playing field 
of life.  I hope you're all well and prospering because many things can happen 
when people interact.  Some nice and some, well let's just say, make for great 
reading.  I'm gay, so everything will of course be over-exaggerated!  If, while 
reading the story, you find that I accidentally mistake the shade of lipstick you 
were wearing at a party where you were tearing me apart, please forgive me.  
My memory is what it is. 

So, my pretties, before you begin to read, my advice is to immediately 
apply waterproof mascara.  You never know when a tear of joy or sadness could 
ruin your look.  I love Lancôme and Dior waterproof formulas.  The pink and 
green tube from Maybelline always work too if you're on a budget.  But if you're 
a true beauty junkie like me, you already knew that. 
 
Loving air kisses for no smudging, 



 
XO 
Harvey 
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“A girl doesn't read this sort of thing without her lipstick.” 
-AUDREY HEPBURN 

BREAKFAST AT TIFFANY'S 
 

 
I didn't start keeping a diary until I was about eleven years old, so here's the 

tea and back story that will give you a glimpse into the prequel of my reality!  
Harvey B.C.-before cosmetics.  Ready?  Here we go!  I was born gay and there 
was no closet for me to hide in.  Kablam! Gay boy drops out of his mother's 
womb like an Amex at a Prada sample sale.  It doesn't matter what the church or 
Dr. Spock says, I was gay when I took my first breath.  You'd have to walk 
miles in my high heels to confirm this for yourself.  When the doctor first 
slapped my ass I said, “Oh no you didn't!”  And when I speak, a Balenciaga 
handbag falls out of my mouth.  No one has ever really asked me if I'm gay.  
Wait! I take that back.  The only person who ever asked me if I was gay was my 
mother Grace, and I guess it was out of Southern belle courtesy. 

Flashback.  It's 1974.  Think Harvey Milk.  Think Anita Bryant, but not for 
too long!  Think Stonewall.  Think Southern boy living down the street from the 
KKK.  Think faggot.  Think sissy.  Queer bait.  Light in the loafers.  Queen. 
Mary, and Friend of Dorothy.  I've been called everything.  Get it? 

I use the word "faggot" in this book because that's the vile word I heard at 
least five times a day for so many years, and if you're upset reading it I 
understand.  People used this word to make me feel like shit, and it worked.  
Horrible really.  So if I'm lucky enough to be interviewed by Matt on The Today 
Show, or have my own fabulous Barbara Walters Special before the Academy 
Awards, I hope they understand there's no disrespect intended when I use that 
word.  I hope you understand too.  It was my reality for a long time, and I still 
hear it occasionally today, depending on what part of the world I find myself. 

Coming out?  Forced by my mother.  I'm eleven years old and I'm reaching 
into the fridge for something to drink when my mother suddenly confronts me. 

“Are you gay?” 
“Why yes, Mother, I am.” 
“Well, Harvey, you'll never be happy.” 
“Are you, Mother?” 
End of conversation. 
At her funeral I looked down into the casket and realized that my mother 

was just a woman with her own problems.  She happened to give birth to me, but 
she had her own life full of drama.  Most Southern women are candy-coated evil 



and I mean that in the best way possible. I love that about them.  I have a friend 
who is a native New Yorker who says that Southern women with those sweet 
accents can say, “Kiss my ass,” and you'll respond, “Why thank you, I'd love 
to!” 

My father McClendon, “Mac,” on the other hand, was an alcoholic and 
always went to bed drunk.  He smoked three packs of cigarettes a day, which we 
all know is bad for the complexion.  In his defense, he did use Vitalis Hair 
Groomer and Old Spice; not that I'm a fan of either, but he did try.  I give 
everyone beauty points for at least trying.  Grace and Mac were extraordinarily 
beautiful people with five children who are cute, but not as beautiful as you'd 
expect.  Sort of like the children of Demi Moore and Bruce Willis.  I guess in a 
nutshell I'll sum up my parents’ marriage with something my mother once said 
to me: “Harvey, if I would have met your father's family before I married him, 
you wouldn't be here today.”  Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton, or by 
today's standards Jennifer Anniston and Brad Pitt, have nothing on these two.  If 
you haven't seen the film Who's Afraid Of Virginia Wolf? Netflix it.  It's the 
story of my parents, and my childhood.  I swear. 

It's always been difficult for me to understand why my parents couldn't 
accept me for who I am.  What is the big deal?  Being gay is different but it's 
interesting, and for me it is also genetic.  Straight people who say it's not... 
well...that's another book.  I never tried to win my father's love like many gay 
men do by staying in the closet.  No offense to any gay men or women reading 
this, as we all have reasons for doing what we do to survive.  Me?  Being so 
feminine, I was cosmically forced to be myself.  Painful yet authentic.  I spent 
my prom helping girlfriends ready themselves for the first big night of their 
lives. 

Me, sissy?  Who came up with that word?  You can always tell the gays in 
1930-40's films.  The butlers and hairdressers who look like they would blow 
away in the breeze.  Prissy!  Sissy!  Pansy!  God bless those actors.  If you're a 
young gay today, I want you to know that there are others from another time 
who made the payment so you can enjoy the freedom you have.  If you think 
things are intense now, go back and read the story of Stonewall in New York.  I 
buy a fresh corsage made of camellias on the anniversary every year.  Bette 
Davis would be so proud. 

But even with all the prejudice thrown at me from a very young age, I never 
accepted a society with attitudes and judgments that said, "I'm better than you."  
My classmates were forever reminding me of my place in the world by calling 
me names: Freak, Faggot, and Pansy.  I had to stand up to the bullies because it 
wasn't possible for me to hide.  I must have really strong guardian angels since 
I've made it this far. 



One of the reasons I think my mother Grace knew that I was gay early on 
was due to my love affair with beauty products, which began around age four.  I 
credit her with this because she introduced me to the wonderful effects of using 
Jergens moisturizing lotion with its timeless cherry almond scent.  Delicious.  It 
made me a soft and velvety-smooth toddler.  It's one of my favorite memories of 
my mother.  She would put it on my face right before I left for school every 
morning until I was seven years old.  It's not a high-end moisturizer, but I love 
it.  I buy products from every class of trade, from drug stores to specialty 
boutiques.  No snobbery here if it's a fabulous product.  However, I do have a 
trick when I'm short of funds.  I keep my high-end products by the sink so when 
I have guests over and they are in my bathroom they can o-o-h and a-a-h.  They 
would never know I am broke because I put my fab low-end products in the 
back of a closet outside the bathroom.  People go through all the drawers and 
cabinets at parties, you know, so beware and be ready.  It could ruin your 
reputation if you don't! 

I also credit Grace with my love of Secret deodorant.  Strong enough for a 
man but also great for a four-year-old.  Grace taught me what the right makeup 
base can do for your skin.  She wore Revlon Touch and Glow foundation in a 
shade called Misty Rose.  She would mix it with a touch of water and then set it 
with Revlon Love Pat Pressed Powder in a coordinating shade also called Misty 
Rose, but never around the eyes.  She said it makes you look older if you put 
powder around your eyes. 

I began wearing foundation at age sixteen when the acne began.  My first 
was Clinique Balanced Makeup in Porcelain Beige.  Everybody wore this one 
because it was in every Clinique gift with purchase for years!  I've worn 
foundation ever since.  My all-time favorite is a cult product called Erno Laszlo 
Regular Normalizer Shake It in Beige.  I have used this product on and off for 
30 years.  You shake this elixir of the Gods—one part pigment and one part 
fabulous oil-controlling ingredients—and lightly pat it onto your skin using a 
deluxe cotton pad.  If you're a junkie, you know which cotton pads are deluxe 
and which ones are cheap crap that fall apart because you bought them on sale.  
Apply two layers for more coverage or extra oil control, allowing each layer to 
set before reapplying.  Instantly pore-less, radiant.  Never makeuppy. 

Around 1966, my oldest sister Cathy's favorite fragrance was Estee Lauder 
Youth Dew, in the little blue bottle.  Everyday my sister would come home and 
find her little blue bottle mysteriously in my room.  Youth Dew was the leading 
fragrance of its time.  Legend has it that Estee wanted to sell Youth Dew at Saks 
Fifth Avenue and the buyer said, "Absolutely not!  We only sell French 
fragrances!"  Estee wasn't having that so she went to the cosmetic department 
and intentionally dropped the sample bottle on their marble floors, which of 



course shattered and engulfed the department with the Youth Dew scent.  
Customers loved it and wanted to purchase it.  The rest, as they say, is history. 

I also credit Cathy for showing me what great style is all about because she 
always looked fabulous!  She was "Miss Breck."  Remember Dippity-do?  I 
loved the smell of Dippity-do.  Cathy would hot-roll her hair every night on 
gigantic rollers as I would try on her prom gowns and cocktail dresses with 
those fabulous dyed-to-match satin pumps.  It's my party and I'll cry if I want to!  
Cathy first taught me how to dance to that Leslie Gore song when I was five 
years old.  It doesn't get gayer than that, does it?  Well, unless maybe if you 
learned how to slow dance to Connie Francis singing "Where the Boys Are." 

I'll skip the heinous drama of high school and fast-forward to 1980 when I 
decide I want to be a fashion designer.  I've always loved clothes and watching 
the rise of Halston, Ralph Lauren, and Calvin Klein in the 1970's inspired me to 
do be a fashion designer.  I love the glamour of the 70's.  The best decade ever, 
because it truly was the beginning of the American fashion designer as a star!  
1980 arrives.  The Reagans are in the White House and Debbie Harry's hit 
"Heart of Glass" is the hot new song.  I'm attending the University of North 
Carolina at Greensboro, finishing my first semester in the Home Economics 
department, where fashion majors are housed--GAG!  The only saving grace 
about attending this dreadful institution was meeting my best friend for life, Tim 
Richmond. 

Not to be too dramatic, and I know that I have a tiny tendency to 
exaggerate, but I was almost murdered by red neck jocks in my dorm.  This 
nightmare begins with my gay German fashion model roommate Stephan.  
Extraordinarily beautiful, and before you ask—no, we never had sex.  I hadn't 
had sex with anyone yet.  Stephan and I were harassed 24 hours a day in the 
dorm and all over the campus.  I would walk to my classes as quickly as I could 
to escape the threatening wrath of jocks and assholes.  One night while in my 
room studying, my friend Tim burst into my room screaming and crying.  
“They've beat the shit out of Stephan, Harvey!  The ambulance came and took 
him away!  The red necks beat him black and blue in the cafeteria!  Harvey, 
they're saying you're next so lock this door and don't leave your room tonight!  
Do you hear me?”  Tim left and I locked my door.  I was truly afraid for the first 
time in my life. 

The drama continued the next morning after Stephan's beating, when I woke 
to 20 guys screaming, “We're going to kill you, faggot!”  Some of them even 
pissed on my door!  I jumped out of bed in terror and at first couldn't breathe, 
but suddenly I was overwhelmed with the smell of smoke and I could see fire 
under my door.  The assholes started beating on my door like they were going to 
break it down.  My heart was beating so fast I thought I was going to have a 



heart attack, so I ripped the screens off the window and just barely escaped, 
wearing only my pajamas. 

I ran to the infirmary and begged the nurse to help me but she looked at me 
like I was crazy; my cries were falling on deaf ears. I sat in the infirmary feeling 
like a gay visitor from another planet.  After about an hour of numbly staring 
forward I called home, and my mother answered.  “Daddy needs to come get me 
right now because I can't stay here anymore.”  Grace didn’t ask any questions.  I 
guess my mother knew things were bad, and if we spoke about it, that would 
make it real.  Very Southern of her.  If you don't speak about disgrace it doesn't 
exist.  I'm nearly killed, and I can’t even speak of it to my parents. 

Daddy finally showed up smelling of beer and cigarettes and silently sat 
outside the Dean's office while I was fighting for my life inside.  It was sort of 
like a tribunal in front of the KKK.  It didn't matter what I said.  Piss?  Fire?  
Stephan's beating?  It might as well have never happened.  In the Dean's words, 
Harvey, you should make a better attempt to get along with others.  I was livid.  
I stormed out of his office screaming "Come on, we're getting the hell out of 
here."  Back in my room, Daddy watched while I packed up the rest of my 
belongings.  As we were leaving, the guys who had almost killed me were 
standing at their doors as we walked down the hall.  I turned to look at their 
faces so that I would never forget that moment.  Their smiles said the fag is 
leaving the building.  They had won. 

Daddy and I drove three hours in silence.  I couldn't bear to look at him.  
When we arrived home I immediately ran up to my old room and slammed the 
door in shame.  My mother came up and said, “Harvey, are you okay?”  “No, 
Mother, I'm not.” 

I cried non-stop for the next few days as the emotional numbness set in.  
Should I just kill myself because so many people don't like the fact that I exist?  I 
went into total seclusion for a few months, sitting in my room listening to Boy 
George's first hit “Do you Really Want to Hurt Me?” over and over. 

But then, one day, by some twist of fate, magic, or fairy dust, I could 
breathe.  Suddenly there were possibilities where there had been nothing but 
despair.  I decided from that moment forward that no one would ever treat me 
that way again.  No one.  I don't know where this strength came from, but my 
inner Wonder Woman emerged and she's been here with her magic gold cuffs to 
protect me from any discrimination that comes my way ever since. 

After the sun finally came out, I decided to attend The American Business 
& Fashion Institute in Charlotte, North Carolina, mainly because Daddy said I 
was too young to live in NYC and attend FIT, the Fashion Institute of 
Technology.  All the best designers attend FIT or Parson's. The UNCG incident 
was still fresh in our minds but we never spoke about it.  While at AB&F I 



began to heal and make new friends.  Trust was difficult, but I was feeling better 
with each passing day. 

This was also the time and place where my love for women's issues truly 
began.  Equality for everyone.  Women, blacks and gays!  We all seemed to be 
in the same boat, born to live the roles we were given.  While at AB&F, I had to 
work an internship with a department store for an entire semester's grade.  We 
worked with the buyers, store managers, etc., to learn the retail business. 
Eventually we ended up on the floor as sales associates, which was a great help 
because I needed the job to help with school tuition and my ever-budding beauty 
addiction. 

The department store was Belk's, a large family-owned chain in the 
Southeast.  The story of Belk's is an entire volume of books in and of itself, so I 
won't touch that here!  Human Resources placed me in the men's department.  
By some fabulous twist of fate, Tim Richmond had dropped out of UNCG 
because he'd had enough of the gay bashing as well, and turns up at AB&F.  
This is also when we meet our other best friend and eventually roommate, 
Richard Brunson.  It seemed like Tim and Richard looked at each other for just 
seconds and then quickly fell in love. 

Richard had been an ordained minister; the night after they slept together, I 
said, “Tim you are going to burn in hell for sleeping with him!”  This was 
courtesy of my Southern upbringing.  Tim and Richard are like Grace Jones and 
Elton John.  As you will see, they are also my quasi mother and father, 
constantly keeping watch over me and my adventures. 

So here we are!  Now that I've shared all that gay drama, you're probably 
screaming, Harvey, get to the point already! 

Okay, okay! 
What starts this crazy gay story about my climb up the lipstick pyramid is 

so ridiculous that you may have trouble believing it.  When I look back or tell 
the story at cocktail parties, people always say, “Really?  You couldn't 
remember to do that?”  No, I couldn't.  In department stores most garments have 
sensormatic tags that, if not removed by a sales associate, set off alarms at the 
entrance as the customer exits, to deter shoplifting.  Here's the problem: I 
couldn't remember to remove them from the clothes I sold!  I would sell tons of 
clothes and the customers would walk with their new purchases neatly wrapped 
in white tissue and pristinely placed in a Belk's shopping bag, but seconds later, 
well, off went the alarms. 

When the alarm went off, another sales associate would have to go over to 
the customer, look at them as if they were a criminal, search their bag, and 
remove the sensormatic tags.  They would also record the sales associate 
employee number who made the sale and didn't remove the sensor.  I was 
getting 16 write-ups a day.  I would hear the alarm and think, "Oh my God! I'm 



going to get fired!"  I would beg other associates, "Please don't record my 
employee number!"  Eventually, the store manager Gretchen Thomas called me 
into her office.  I just knew I was going to get fired and get a big F on my 
internship. 

I walked into Mrs. Thomas's office and surprisingly she was smiling.  
What?  This caught me off guard…and then to my surprise, she said, “Harvey, 
you've become our top men's clothing sales person out of 100 stores, so 
congratulations!  However, we are going to have lawsuits around you and these 
sensormatic tags.”  Her smile disappeared and without hesitation she said, 
“Harvey, I should fire you but I think I have a solution to our little problem.  
You need to work in a department that doesn't require sensormatic tags.  So after 
much deliberation I've decided to place you in the cosmetic department.  You 
are officially the new beauty advisor for Ultima II cosmetics.” 

Now you might think that I thought of that as good news because I love 
beauty.  To become one of the very first male beauty consultants selling behind 
a cosmetic counter?  In the South?  There were male makeup artists, but male 
store consultants were virtually unheard of.  Working every day those bitchy, 
overly made-up beauty queens judging me?  Here’s what was running through 
my head: my father is going to kill me and my mother will have a nervous 
breakdown.  I didn’t want to lose my job however.  I gulped.  “I don't know, 
Mrs. Thomas.  Are you sure?” 

She smiled and replied, “Trust me Harvey, I have a very good feeling about 
this—why Harvey, you're blushing!” 

“Am I, Mrs. Thomas?”  I walked out of her office thinking, One of the first 
men to sell behind a cosmetic counter in Charlotte, North Carolina? It won't be 
so bad, right?



HARVEY'S DIARY: 
MAY 19, 1984 

“I'm the Revlon Girl?” 
 

“When life is a “real” bitch again, and my old sense of humor has up and 
gone, it’s time for the big switch again...I put a little more mascara on!” 

-JERRY HERMAN 
LA CAGE AUX FOLLE 

 
 
“Tim, I'm not going to do this because it has big gay disaster written all 

over it and you know it!  I don't care if I'm supposed to start tomorrow!  They 
can find someone else, so hurry up and give me a light!  I need a cigarette!” 

I always smoke Marlboro lights when I'm nervous and this is definitely one 
of those moments!  My roommate Tim Richmond hands me his lighter and 
thankfully my next gin and tonic.  This is drink number four.  Children of 
alcoholics always count their drinks.  I don't know why.  

I remember being a little boy counting the number of Pabst Blue Ribbon 
beers Daddy would guzzle on a daily basis.  My other roommate Richard 
Brunson, ex-minister and Tim's boyfriend, keeps saying, "Harvey, you have to 
do this ‘cause if you don't you'll fail your internship!  Besides, you're the biggest 
beauty queen I know and you're a natural!"  Richard is always the calm practical 
one.  

“You're right Richard, all I need is a big fat F on my internship.” 
With all this current retail drama looming, I decide to relax by applying my 

Queen Helene Mint Julep cleansing masque.  It's like an industrial strength 
shop-vac for your pores. Mmmm... Minty fresh.  Masking, smoking, drinking, 
and pacing the floor, I'm checking every few seconds to see if Queen Helene has 
dried down on my skin.  Tim looks at me and asks, “When are you going to call 
Grace, Harvey?  You better call your mother now because if she hears this from 
someone else, you'll have hell to pay!” 

“Oh, Mother!”  I down my gin and tonic, the liquid nerve that I very much 
need before calling Grace and giving her the news. 

“Hello… Mother?”  It's never Mom or Mommy.  It's always been Mother. 
Tim whispers, “Come on Harvey, get this news out fast before she can 

interrupt!” 
I go for it.  “Guess what, Mother!  I have a new job and I'm going to work 

in the cosmetic department at Belk's and I start tomorrow and I'm really nervous 
but excited too!”  I take a breath. 



Silence.  Big breath and I begin again: “So Mother this is a great 
opportunity and Mrs. Thomas thinks this is a good idea and I think I could be 
good at it, so what do you think Mother?” 

Silence.  The first words out of her mouth are: “Harvey have you been 
drinking?  Harvey, how am I going to tell your father about this?!” 

I yell back, “Mother, it's the 1980's, for God's sake!”  I glance over to the 
mirror to check out my Flock of Sea Gull's hair masterpiece.  Thank you  Final 
Net Hair Spray!  Arguing, Grace conveniently says, “Harvey, I didn't raise you 
to speak to your mother this way.  Didn't I get you Barbie's Dream House that 
one Christmas?” 

“Oh Mother!  Why are you always using Barbie against me?” 
“Harvey, I raised you as a beauty queen so this is all my fault!” 
I hate it when she does this!  Grace becomes the martyr and I feel the guilt!  

She whimpers.  “All this recent unpleasantness must be my fault.” 
Grace loves the phrase recent unpleasantness.  Whenever the subject of the 

Civil War comes up she will always say, “Are we talking about that recent 
unpleasantness?”  But as always my mother, in true candy-coated evil form, will 
balance all that negativity that she just spewed at me by ending on a positive 
note. 

“Well Harvey, I know that whatever you do you'll do it well.  Bye-bye.” 
She does this all the time; something negative and then something positive 

(i.e. "He's a horrible alcoholic but he has lovely children").  And the big finish 
with her sing-songy, "bye-bye!" 

I mimic her  bye-bye" and slam the phone down. 
Tim looks at me and pulls out the gin.  "Another?"  I nod my head in 

agreement. 
“Tim, obviously this conversation hasn't helped my confidence.  It's just 

like when I was a little gay boy standing in my mother's high heels looking up at 
her.  Harvey, you take those high heels off this instant before your father sees!  
What should I expect?  We both know she won't understand.  And of course she 
has to bring up Daddy.  What will he think?  He's not thinking anything, Mother, 
he's passed out!  Tim, obviously my life has not been easy up to this point.” 

Tim whispers to Richard, “understatement.” 
“Richard,” I continue, ignoring Tim’s sarcasm.  “I'm called faggot at least 

five times a day and now I'm going to be one of the first guys behind a cosmetic 
counter in a department store?  You might as well make me target practice for 
every red neck who shops at Belk's!” 

“Harvey, you are going to be great at this!” 
“Tim, what about all the products I will have to learn?  How will I learn to 

do makeup?  What if I'm not good at it?” 



“Well, Harvey, you are more than proficient at putting all that crap on your 
own face!” 

“Shut up you gay bitch!  What about standing for eight hours behind a 
counter?  What if I faint?” 

Tim takes a big swig of his own cocktail.  “Slow down Boy George!  I'm 
going to make you one more drink—then it's off to get your beauty sleep.”  That 
will be drink number five?  Hmmm. 

I feel my face.  Masque is dry. As I rinse off the minty fresh Queen Helene 
masque I'm dreading tomorrow, but my pores look refined and ready for 
anything! 

The next morning I try to put my best face forward.  Clean, close shave, and 
a light touch of foundation to hide the blemishes that have erupted from all this 
stress!  Black mascara, applied on upper lashes only.  I always think that looks 
more natural.  I spritz a few extra squirts Secret deodorant for my nerves. Come 
on, Secret, you're the only thing that has never let me down!  And finally, three 
layers of Final Net hair spray perfection that even a New Orleans hurricane 
couldn't muss today! 

I finally decide on a lavender shirt, coordinating tie with a conservative grey 
suit.  What time is it?  Mother hasn't made our routine morning call.  She's got to 
be freaked out and that's no surprise.  With me turning into a new public beauty 
queen must be too much for her to deal with.  Oh well!  I'll call her later.  As I 
take another glance at the kitchen clock I start to feel the first day panic.  Come 
on, Harvey!  Get it together or you're going to be late! 

I put myself on auto-pilot, blasting Pat Benatar “Hit Me With Your Best 
Shot!” driving to Bojangles’ for a delightful Cajun chicken breakfast biscuit 
with a Mountain Dew.  Southerners drink soda or iced tea in the morning as well 
as coffee.  Sometimes both together—we need the extra caffeine rush.  I pull 
into the parking lot in front of Belk's department store at South Park Mall, the 
best mall in Charlotte, located on the south side of town where all the old 
Southern money dwells.  I turn the engine off and roll down the window letting 
out a big gay sigh.  I sit in the car and smoke a final cigarette before heading in 
for my first day. 

My mind was a flurry of thoughts.  Why should I be nervous? I can sell! Oh 
dear!  I don't think the Bojangles’ biscuit was such a good idea and I don't have 
time to throw up!  I'll have to redo my makeup and I can't be late.  Come on 
Harvey, check your look a last time in the mirror.  Damn!!  Humidity plus stress 
plus Bojangles’ biscuit discomfort equals a terribly oily shine!!  Oh my God!!  
My T-zone looks like an oil spill deep in the heart of Texas!  I know!  A touch of 
Coty Airspun corn starch powder and I am matte perfection again.  Smoke one 
more cigarette?  No!  Come on queen!  It's show time! 



I meet Patti Garrison, Director of Human Resources for Belk's, in her office 
on the second floor.  I've never seen her in the store before, so this has to be a 
big deal if she is involved. 

“Good morning Mrs. Garrison."  Patti looks me up and down and doesn't 
utter a word.  "I'm a little nervous about today but I...” 

Patti interrupts, saying, “That's nice.  Please finish filling out your inter-
department transfer forms.” 

Boy she's scary with severe black hair and beyond-white skin.  She's young 
but already looks like an old lady.  Her evil isn't candy-coated; it's 
straightforward satanic evil.  And it's all in the name of the Lord.  She's what I 
call a pretend Christian who's probably married to the Grand Poo Bah of the 
KKK.  All her hatred and prejudice is justified by her holier-than-thou attitude 
and incredible ignorance.  She gives you that  "I'm going to heaven and you're 
not, you Sodom and Gomorrah sinner" superiority. 

By the way she looks at me I can tell that she wants me to fail.  No—to be 
more specific, she wants me first to fail and then to burn in hell.  She just keeps 
grimacing at me.  I know what she's thinking, A man in cosmetics? Absurd!  She 
is such the Southern homophobe.  Just like my ridiculous cousin the 
(honorable?) senator from North Carolina, Jesse Helms.  These two are birds of 
a feather.  More about cousin Jesse later. 

Now I know that the only reason I've been given this chance is because of 
Mrs. Thomas' kindness and the willingness of Stephanie Cape, the Revlon 
Ultima II Account Executive, to try something different.  Mrs. Thomas called 
Stephanie and told her about me.  Stephanie is very progressive and agreed to 
me taking the line without interviewing me.  Stephanie is a bubbly, Goldie 
Hawn look-alike that trusts Mrs. Thomas.  Patti Garrison, however, has other 
ideas.  I heard that Patti looked at Stephanie and simply blurted: “Absolutely 
not!” 

Stephanie held her ground!  "Patti, I'll pull the line out of the store if you 
don't hire Harvey.  Don't forget that Ultima II is one of the top three brands sold 
in department stores.  Are you going to go up against Gretchen Thomas?"  
Obviously she couldn't, so here I am. 

Patti continues to look me up and down as I finish my department transfer 
paperwork.  "Are you ready?"  She doesn't wait for my reply.  Instead she barks, 
“Let's go!”  I almost puke up my problematic Cajun biscuit all over her lavender 
Koret polyester business suit. 

Patti is looming behind me while we’re going down the escalator, breathing 
her coffee-scented dragon breath down my back.  I can feel her eyes glaring at 
the back of my head and I can also smell her sickly sweet White Shoulders 
fragrance.  When we reach the main floor we immediately turn right and march 



over into the cosmetic department.  All the beauty vixens are standing at 
attention.  Patti looks at me and says coldly, “After you.” 

It was kind of like walking down the hall for the last time at UNCG looking 
at those red necks, except this time the villains are overly made up candy-
coated-evil women.  The first woman whom I meet is Jean, counter manager for 
Elizabeth Arden.  She is a tall, blond, glamazon whose makeup is heavy yet 
impeccable.  Big hair.  Big nails.  Honestly, big everything!  Her trouble-making 
part-timer Tammy, who is about 4'11", is standing beside her with her hands on 
her big hips.  They look at me and simply say, "Hello" in unison. 

The Estee Lauder girls are in navy jackets, and the Clinique girls in their 
signature white lab coats are pleasant enough, but all have a forced cosmetic 
beauty queen smile on their faces.  Any minute I'm expecting them to say "God 
bless America" or "I want world peace."  However, there is one Clinique girl 
who doesn't look like Clinique.  She's sort of goth-meets-grunge but in a hypo-
allergenic fragrance-free kind of way (if that makes any sense).  She looks at me 
and winks knowingly. 

“Well! Will you get a load of him?”  The voice came from somewhere over 
in the fragrance bay.  Just so you know, cosmetic companies call their case 
locations bays.  The most revered women in cosmetics work the fragrance bays.  
Whose voice had I heard?  Katherine.  Tall, conservatively dressed, and not a 
hair out of place.  She also looks like she's been smoking cigarettes since Queen 
Elizabeth I first discovered tobacco from the American Indians.  “Good luck 
young man!  You have a lot to learn.” 

It seems as though I've been walking for hours down this reception line.  I 
guess if I would have known what was waiting for me at my bay I would have 
chatted with everyone a little longer to try and escape my fate.  No such luck, 
though, as I finally end up at the Ultima II cosmetic counter.  Trying to be perky 
I proclaim, “So this is my new home!”  Patti Garrison grimaces but receives a 
page over the intercom and has to leave.  No words of encouragement like, 
Good luck or Call me if you need help. 

As I walk behind the counter I can see a beauty advisor standing with her 
back to me.  She doesn't even turn.  What a reception!  Were these Southern 
belles raised by she-wolves?  Where's the Southern charm and grace?  Mrs. 
Thomas has a good feeling about this?  Good for whom?  I spy a mirror and do a 
quick hair check.  Still fabulous.  Thank God I was having an exceptional hair 
day. 

As I bend down to look into the skin care case I get a sudden chill.  I look 
up and there she is, looming.  DEBBIE.  I only know this because of her name 
tag.  She's the skinniest woman I have ever seen in my life and this includes 
those people in National Geographic who haven't eaten in months.  I give her a 
half-smile and say, “Hello”, but she turns back to a display case and starts 



wiping down the glass cabinets in her bay.  Debbie is the Revlon beauty advisor.  
Revlon is considered very ghetto because of its low price point and the fact that 
you can purchase it in “a drugstore near you.”  Debbie's anorexic before the 
medical term or practice has even become popular, or at least addressed in 
public.  The most astonishing thing is that she wears Lucille Ball Lucy Show 
ice-blue eyeshadow.  Hideous unless you are a Las Vegas show girl, or Lucille 
Ball herself, of course.  She's cold as ice and her eyes always seem to be looking 
past me as if I don't exist at all.  From this moment on I can only think of her as 
“ANOREXIC BLUE EYESHADOW DEBBIE.” 

The very first words out of her mouth to me—well, not exactly to me, 
because she’s looking right past me—are, "I'm going on break."  I immediately 
think, For what? You don't eat.  As she is walking away I realize that I'm here in 
this cosmetic bay all by myself.  What if a customer comes?  What do I do?  
Critique their makeup?  Tell them the anorexic bitch will be right back?  Stand 
here and continue thinking that everybody I just met hates me?  I'm feeling so 
fidgety that I have to do something, but what?  I decide to look, feel, and smell 
products so I will look like I know what I am doing. 

I look up and everyone is watching my every move.  For a minute my inner 
beauty junkie is in heaven because of all the products lined up in a pristine row 
waiting to be enjoyed.  At that same moment I realize that Katherine in the 
fragrance bay is right: I have a lot to learn. 

As I'm looking for a tissue to wipe the cream off my nose (I stuck it too far 
into a jar of Revlon's miracle cream Eterna 27), I see an older Southern lady who 
looks like a cranky spinster that probably owns twenty cats, walking quickly 
toward the Revlon Counter.  This will be the first woman I wait on in this 
department.  She looks dehydrated and maybe a little drunk, too.  Come on 
Harvey, take a breath.  You're on! 

“Hello, Ma'am.  How may I help you today?” 
No one has taught me anything about anything, let alone the appropriate 

Belk's greeting.  This woman slams her purse down on the counter and asks in a 
raspy exacting voice, "Where's the Revlon Girl?"  She and I stare at each other 
for a million seconds. 

“I'm the Revlon girl.”  I laugh nervously. 
She doesn't. 
Instead, she just stares at me, the old battle axe!  "WELL" she says. The 

next 20 minutes are hell as she keeps breathing hard and tapping the counter 
with nails that I think are, quite honestly, a little young for her to be wearing.  
She keeps saying "WELL...!!! WELL....!!! WELL!!!?"  I was ready to faint. 

Here's what ended up on the old bat's list: 
• Moon Drops Moisturizer 
• Misty Rose Touch and Glow 



• Love Pat Misty Rose 
• Love That Red, Love That Pink, Persian Melon, and Orange Flip lipstick 
• Base Coat, Top Coat, and Fast Dry Spray for nails 
“I'm sorry Ma'am, but I can't find anything in this huge bay!  It's my first 

day and I don't know where anything is!” 
“You actually work in this department young man?  I know the Belk 

Brothers are crazy from marrying their cousins, but this is ridiculous!” 
I see her mouth moving but I stop listening because I catch a glimpse of my 

reflection in a mirror; my Final Net hairspray has lost its control.  My fabulous 
doo is now in my eyes, matted against my forehead just like Jane Wyman's 
bangs in the TV show Falcon Crest.  My bangs are hideous!  I'm trying to smile 
and I think I even pee a little. 

I try to keep her calm.  "Ma'am, I'm sorry, but we're out of everything you 
need today.  Why don't you come back tomorrow and maybe then we'll have 
what you need?" 

“Look here, young man, you don't know what you are doing and you don't 
belong in this department.  Makeup is for girls, not boys!  Didn't your mother 
teach you that?  Where's the regular girl?  You know, the skinny one!  Cat got 
your tongue?  Boy, get me the department manager.” 

Department Manager?  I don't even know who the department manager is.  I 
look over to Jean at Elizabeth Arden. 

“Jean, what is the department manager name?” 
“I've already called her, Harvey.  She's coming.”  So, enter Connie, the 

cosmetic manager, petite, older woman with an incredibly sweet face.  How 
does she handle all the beauty divas?  She has just arrived for her shift, so I 
didn't get a chance to meet her earlier.  “What's the problem today, Mrs. Jones?” 

“The problem, Connie, is your staffing here.  A man selling behind the 
counter?  I've used Revlon since before you were born and I've never had such 
terrible service!”  Connie's eyes keep getting bigger and bigger as this old 
woman continues screaming about me and the service.  “What is a man BLAH 
BLAH BLAH?  He doesn't BLAPPITY BLAH BLAH BLAH!  How could you 
BLAPPITY BLAH BLAH BLAH?  Where is BLAH BLAH BLAH?” 

Connie now has the calmest look on her face even though this old witch is 
really screaming.  I also suspect that she has dragon breath like Patti Garrison 
from a mix of Maxwell House Coffee, Wild Turkey Bourbon, and Milk of 
Magnesia. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Anorexic Blue Eyeshadow Debbie 
returning from her break.  God, I can see her hipbones through that white trash 
silk dress she has on.  Now my humiliation will be complete!  This girl who 
probably lives in a trailer from the wrong side of the tracks is going to end my 
cosmetic career before it really begins. 



Dragon Breath Battle Axe points her boney little arthritic finger.  “That's 
her!  The skinny one!” 

“Why Mrs. Jones, what's wrong?  You look so upset!” 
The old bat begins by asking why a man is selling Revlon, and continues 

with how I didn't know what I was doing... blah blah blah.  Here we go again.  
Anorexic Blue Eyeshadow Debbie replies, "That's okay Mrs. Jones,  I'll be glad 
to help you."  There’s nothing worse than a smug anorexic bitch making me feel 
worthless.  She mutters under her breath—yet audibly enough: “Mrs. Jones, you 
know a man doesn't belong in the cosmetic department.” 

Mrs. Blah Blah Blah nods in agreement, and Connie finally asks, “Are you 
happy now, Mrs. Jones?  Thank you for shopping at Belk's and please don't 
hesitate to let me know when I can be of assistance again.” 

Debbie quickly finds every product that was requested and rings the sale.  I 
feel like I'm going to cry, so instead I leave the counter and go to find Connie's 
office.  As I walk past the beauty divas they each turn their backs on me.  Oh no!  
It's the first day and I'm already taking the cosmetic walk of shame to the 
manager's office.  This feels as bad as having toilet paper stuck to your shoe as 
you leave the rest room, making the whole roll follow you wherever you go, 
which if you’ve noticed typically only happens in a very public place like a 
restaurant or disco dance floor.  Connie's office is in the back, behind the ladies 
dresses’ section.  I notice some lovely new Oscar de la Renta jackets on my way 
back there.  Love, love, love Oscar! 

I reluctantly knock on the door. 
“Yes?” 
I slowly poke my head in. 
“I've been expecting you, Harvey.  Sit.” 
“Am I fired?” 
“No.  First, it's nice to meet you.  Second, it's your first day.  Third, Mrs. 

Jones is in here complaining at least once a week.  She wanted me to fire Debbie 
last week for being out of Make Mine Mauve lipstick.  So it’s nothing personal.” 

“Thanks, Connie.  But I don't know if the cosmetic department is going to 
work out for me… I've only been here a few hours and I've already gotten a 
complaint.  Plus, the girls don't seem too thrilled to have me in the department.” 

“People don't like change, Harvey, and let's face it, you're different... I know 
I'm not the first person to point that out to you!”  We both break out laughing at 
the same time.  “You know, Harvey, Mrs. Thomas wants this to work, even 
though Patti Garrison has been against it from the beginning.” 

“What about you, Connie?” 
“Honestly, Harvey, the cosmetics industry isn't for the faint of heart.  I have 

a business to run.  You have one month to prove yourself, just like anyone else 
who works in my department.” 



She gives a curious smile.  “It's just lipstick, kid.” 
I take a deep breath as I begin to relax, but before I get to comfortable in 

myself Connie gently points out one last suggestion. 
“Oh, and by the way, Harvey, you could use some oil control.” 
I slowly walk back to the cosmetic department pondering what Connie has 

said about my lack of oil control and the one month to prove myself.  When I 
arrive at the Ultima ll counter I pretend to just clean the display cases so that if 
anyone approaches the counter they won't think I actually work behind the 
counter.  In fact, I am so embarrassed that I take my name tag off so customers 
won't think I am an employee. 

Driving home after that first day of beauty hell, all I can think is, Have a 
DRINK!  Tim and Richard mercifully take me out to our favorite gay disco, The 
Odyssey.  There are only two gay bars in Charlotte.  The other is Scorpio's, a 
lesbian bar that welcomes gay men on Wednesday and Thursday nights.  The 
Odyssey is our haven from the homo-hating world!  After hours of dancing we 
finally come off the dance floor loving Prince's new hit 1999. 

Wow!  1999 seems so far away from 1982!  “Tim, what do you think we'll 
be doing in 1999?” 

“The same thing we're doing now!  Dancing and being fabulous!” 
“Honestly y’all, this has been the worst day of my life.  I wish you could 

have seen that skinny smug bitch!” 
Tim hands me a drink.  “What's wrong with you queen?!  Don't let those 

evil, overly made-up witches get you down.  Let's make Debbie and Patti's life 
miserable!” 

Richard, always the sensible one, just looks at me.  “Don't give up Harvey.  
Miss America would never give up, would she?” 

“Oh! Richard!  You just had to bring up Miss America!” 
Tim, lighting a cigarette, adds, “Yes Richard, that's true.  But I still think we 

should spread rumors of Anorexic Blue Eyeshadow Debbie around her trailer 
park.”  We burst out laughing.  It’s the first time that day when I feel OK. 

Driving home, I can't stop thinking about that heinous Revlon customer.  
What have I gotten myself into?  I've got to call Mother.  I don't want her to say, 
I told you so!  Bye-bye!  So I'll tell her a little white lie: Mother, there was no 
“recent unpleasantness” today.  Patti Garrison is the biggest bitch I've ever 
met, but she does look lovely in lavender polyester. 

I guess the apple really doesn't fall far from the tree.



 


