Susan Simmons’s remarks at the P.B. Poorman Award ceremony at the 05 April 2008 Women’s Studies & LGBTQ Spring Conference in Green Bay.  
If, if I had had any doubt before―and I never really did―of the great value of the work “all y’all” are doing, I would have lost those doubts the night of June 27th when the coroner came to my door to tell me the love of my life, my life partner of 19 years, had been killed. The man did the best he could do, but very soon he had to tell me that he couldn’t tell me much or arrange the release of Paula’s body―which had to happen by 2:00 the next afternoon―until he talked to a family member. And that wasn’t me. Three couples―six good friends―arrived at our home within half an hour and with them by my side I contacted Paula’s brother, who told the coroner that I was to act on behalf of the family. 
How fortunate for Paula and me that we have been comfortably out to and maintained close family ties with both sides of our family. How fortunate that Paula and I had taken the time to put as much paperwork in place as we could to protect each other legally as best we could in case the unimaginable occurred. How fortunate for me that Paula’s family was and is willing and eager to protect me, their daughter and their sister’s life partner, when the State in its mean-spirited, callous, small-minded, and self-serving fear is not. 
I was reminded again when Paula’s sick time disappeared into the system instead of paying for my health insurance, as it would have for a heterosexual widow. 

I was reminded again when I, as Paula’s executor, recognized that none of the 41 years of social security money she paid in would come to me, yet even after a short marriage a heterosexual widow would have received that benefit.

And I was reminded again when the autopsy report arrived several months later showing on the front page Paula’s next-of-kin as her parents. 

We, the members of the LGBTQ community, are not concepts. We are real people living real lives and the inequity makes hard times harder. Paula gave a great deal of time and energy and thought to the work of the Inclusivity Initiative. We used to argue about it. I said it was a black hole; but Paula saw that the work was and is crucial to our well-being, and she anticipated change. She thought people were almost ready. The tipping point was near. And if the Initiative could help move the State to legalize equity to all its citizens, to our community, then people would begin to settle into the change and homophobia would begin to recede, and our lives would become easier. We are not concepts. We are real people living real lives and the inequity makes hard times harder.
I know Paula would be incredibly proud that it was the Inclusivity Initiative that honored her with an award named after her. She would express her gratitude loudly, colorfully, and insistently. There would probably be Hawaiian shirts involved―and food. At the same time, she would be quietly surprised, stunned, and bemused by the honor. She didn’t usually see her own galvanizing impact. I know that she is incredibly pleased and truly baffled, and I’m glad because I think that combination is good for her. 

Paula would not, however, be surprised or baffled at the first recipient, who she held in the highest esteem and considered a good friend. Paula would like it that―Paula would be enthusiastically exuberant about having their names linked with the bestowing of this first P. B. Poorman Award for service to LGBTQ students, staff, and faculty. 

You were and are all dear to her heart. Thank you for thinking so highly of the woman I love and for creating this wonderful honor for her.

Thank you.

