






My Own Man 

In the last few months of my therapy with Matt, sensing 
that my need for professional therapy was coming to an 
end, I took greater command of the sessions to make sure I 
dealt with everything I needed his help with: lingering feel­
ings of rejection I needed to release; hurts I needed to for­
give. More and more, I was coming in to therapy sessions 
reporting joy instead of hurt, anger or fear, sharing my 
increased sense of identity and power as a man, reporting 
on new friendships I was building and new risks I was tak­
ing to test my increased inner strength. 

As we prepared to part ways, one time Matt had me lie 
down on the coach as he played soft music. Sitting behind 
me, he cradled my head and shoulders in his hands. "You 
ARE a man," I heard his strong, deep voice affirming. "You 
are strong. You are powerful. You have broken the power 
that once tied you to your mother's identity. You have 
proven yourself as a man among men. Men admire you and 
affirm you. You are one of them. You are a good and loving 
husband and father. You are whole. Not perfect, but you're 
okay not being perfect. You are whole." 

Tears rolled down my face. I believed him! It was true, and 
I finally knew it. I was whole! I no longer desired men sexu­
ally. I was one of them, not their opposite. I didn't need a 
man to complete me. Yet the irony is, I felt more bonded and 
connected to men and manhood than I had all of my life. 
THIS is what I had been seeking all those years from all 
those men. THIS is what I had really wanted all along -

this REAL connection, not the fantasy one. Connection to 
God. Connection to men. Connection to my own manhood. 
Wholeness within myself. I felt my heart almost burst out of 
my chest with joy. 

I walked out of Matt's office for the last time on August 25, 
1999, 27 months after I had first walked in. I was a different 
man. Stronger. Happier. More grounded. Whole. I had been 
"sexually sober" and faithful to my wife for two years - and 
had found peace and joy in doing so. 

As I left the last session, I hugged Matt firmly, burying my 
head into his chest. "I love you," I told him. "I'll never 
forget what you've done for me." With tears in his eyes, 
he said, "I love you too." If only I could keep him as a 
friend, always. But something inside of me told me: 
"Friendship is forever. Even if you can't be his friend in 
this life, you will be in the next. This powerful bond 
between you will be forever." 

And perhaps more important, I would take the gifts he had 
given me with me into every other relationship from now 
on. I didn't need Matt as a therapist any more, because now 
I could be in honest relationships with others. I could make 
friends. I could ask for help. I could be real. 

And more than anything else, I could love. I had learned to 
give love and receive love from other men as my brothers, 
and trust them with my heart. In this, I truly had found 
what I had been looking for all my life. ■ 
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