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For the last 10 years I’ve said that I was going to write a book.  I’ve told almost everyone, and their response, “Write one!  You have so many stories to tell”.  So my next question was, “How do I write a book”?  When you have so many stories to tell, and so many experiences, where the hell do you start?  They all said, “Just start typing”.  So, that’s what I am doing.  

It’s April 10, 2001, and I am in the car heading north on I-75 in Florida. I am not driving, my father, the warm-hearted Archie Bunker who looks like Fred Flintstone is driving the car, Mom is in the passenger seat, and me, well,  I had just finished watching the wedding singer on DVD in the back seat.  The movie actually made me cry!  Gee, Adam Sandler and that song about growing old together that he sings to Drew Barrymore, makes me reflect on my life and wonder, really wonder, if I will have someone by my side to grow old with.  Someone to put a blanket on when they are cold, get them a drink when they are thirsty, or the other millions of things a life partner will do.  I question it, of course, because of all the messed up relationships I have had.  Too soon to get into those right now but you’ll see what I mean later in my story.


So who am I?  I'm Chris Blatus, a 38-year-old gay male, who only recently starting admitting my true age.  I am your average looking, average intelligence, and average Joe kind of guy, born into an average family, on the way to Gainesville, Florida.  That’s right, “Go Gators!”, home of the University of Florida, and Shands Teaching Hospital.  Our destination had been selected due to my illness.  I am fighting AIDS and Non Hodgkin's Lymphoma. A real double whammy!  Rather took the wind out of me that's for sure!  I have always been one of those young gay guys who thought he was invulnerable. I had never ever imagined that I would even have to consider that life has an end.  I mean, we have all been taught that there is life and death.  That everything that is born must at one time die, but I never thought I would have to actually imagine that could be me at 38.  I always imagined me at a ripe old age, but now here I am, getting ready to face my fourth round of chemo.  This is what they call salvage therapy. You see, I had been treated once already, and due to relapse, I have to go through a different more aggressive type of therapy this time around.  I have been handling it fine, and do plan on surviving, but I do have to say it has been quite the experience hearing with ones’ own ears that you have cancer.   It’s quite an eye opening experience that is for sure.

 
Finding out that you have cancer at a younger age than one expects really does redefine ones meaning of life.  Things that we all take for granted; the smell of flowers, the stars on a clear night, the birds in the sky, and even the sound of crickets at night, suddenly become more important to you.   When one is healthy and care free we do not think about life in terms of finality.  It’s very scary to be on the brink of either a cure to live a long life, or maybe the final act in a two part musical.  Very eye opening indeed!  I have found in the last two years of being ill, that what we think life is all about is definitely not even close.  When we are healthy, we think in terms of goals to accomplish, going to school, making a career, being successful, making money.  It’s amazing the pressure that we put on ourselves to attain those goals.  Whether it is sports, or making a grade, getting that big raise or promotion, some people in this world are under such pressure to succeed that if they do not, they kill themselves by suicide.  This is a very sad thing - especially from the eyes of one who is fighting every day to continue to live.  Fighting every day to stay positive and move forward, keeping on track.  


Life is so valuable, and the lessons that life sends and teaches us are invaluable.  Maybe times we do not understand the lessons that we are learning, sometimes not until years later do we understand or get even a slight idea what the world is trying to show us.  But, trust me, there is a lesson in almost every action, almost every event in your life.  Great teachers of our time, like Gary Zukav, or Depoch Chopra are amazing in what they have to say, and the lessons that they bestow to us in order for us to develop our spirituality and our authentic energy.  


The fourth round of chemo at UF went quite well.   Thank God for Demerol! Being stuck in the hospital with an IV dripping down into a surgically implanted port for 4 days at a time, can be quite drooling.   So, a few complaints of pain, and wham, Demerol on board and the next 3 hours I’m at peace with the world and my nightmare.   What happens after 3 hours?  Well, if you have the right health care team, and they are compassionate, they will repeat it for you until you check out 4 days later.  That's what they did for me, and it made things go a lot easier.   


I have been one of the lucky ones with my chemo treatments.  I had heard nightmares of people puking their guts out, wasting away to 90 pounds, and looking like death.  For me, I gained 20 pounds, and except for being bald, actually felt pretty well.   The hardest part was about 10 days after treatment on the last rounds; my red blood cells fell so low, that I had to have a few blood transfusions.   Other than that, I thank my higher power for making a possibly unbearable situation, bearable.   Also, the fact that my mother was on one side of me, and my boyfriend Jose on the other, certainly helped me wonders.  My mother is an Angel.  I must say I couldn’t have kept things together as well as I did without her.  What will I do the day God takes her away from me?   I just have to stop and thank God for those things, which I have had up until this moment.   


Today I write from the 16th row of a 737 on the way to Long Island, New York, to visit my old college girlfriend Rachele.  We were the Will and Grace of the 80’s, and should have had our own sitcom that's for sure.  As I look around the plane at my fellow travelers’, my intuition is that most of the people around me have no clue what their lives are about.  Sure, they feed the crying kid; or brag to the couple to ones left about how much experience he has in traveling on planes and on cruises; or the flight attendant that collects the trash and brings you the change for you cocktail.  However, most have no sense of direction, no sense of what God or the energies of the Universe are trying to tell them.  Do they know where they come from?  Do they know where they are going?  They are so caught up in their vanity and material world, so caught up in trying to be happy, without really knowing what happiness is.   What is the true meaning of life, or even death?


As I have faced experiences lately like blood transfusions, infusa-port implants, chemo cocktail names like CHOP, ESHAP, ENOCH, and others, it has opened my eyes like nothing ever possibly had before.   I never realized how much stress people put themselves under for no reason.   It seems they have it all backwards, and honestly, I can’t say that I’m any better.  I don't claim to know the answers; I only can tell you about my experiences and the things that have touched my life.  Things that have made me cry like I've never cried before. 

Since the introduction in 1992 of the Information Super Highway, i.e., the Internet, I have learned how to make my own web page.   I originally started it in order to find a boyfriend.  That’s right, looking for a boyfriend online.   I spent hundreds of hours on the computer, typing and doing online chatting, live with other gay men.  My web page, GayChris.com, has made me laugh, and has made me cry.  Made you cry you might ask?    Well in the last year, I have had so many persons asking about my health status and my fight for life, that I put a link on my site that is a kind of journal, or diary.  Every other day, whether in the hospital, or home recuperating, I update GayChris.com with my little experiences.  Sharing my daily and weekly experiences has yielded such emotion from hundreds of people that have run into my web page. Whether they found my site accidentally, or intentionally, each person has sent me love, prayers, and compassion.  It amazes me how kind and loving people are these days in a world where children are going to high school with .38 specials and shooting their teachers and classmates.  At a time when people are so mad and angry, with so much rage, so much rudeness, so much contempt, that a 17 year old girl can write me an email and tell me about my courage.  A note from a man who has just been told he has to undergo radiation tells me that I have given him the strength to battle his disease; or the thanks from the teenage boy, who is struggling with his sexual identity, for giving him the courage to tell his family.    These individuals have changed my life, changed my perception, and changed my will to live as well.


It is amazing to me how many people have emailed me, or told me in person how strong I am.  They look at me and say they cannot believe that I have lymphoma much less AIDS.  When they hear about the road I have been on, they wonder how I can have such a positive outlook on life.  How I can laugh, or even smile with such a dark cloud over my head.  Some days are harder than others, but for the most part I am very lucky.  I have more love surrounding me than most, I have my loving mother, my wonderful brother, and two sisters, I have loving friends like Rachele R, Tim N, and Gary P, and through the years of being a psych nurse, I have met many caring people in general who actually do give a shit.   

Now, in the new millennium, with the internet, I have hundreds of people that I have never even met, that are sending me love, prayers, and good wishes every single day.  This is how I manage to laugh, survive, and to have the strength to move forward and not think of where I am, but rather think of the great that can be.


So why am I on a plane heading to New York?  Well, after my fourth round of salvage therapy at the University of Florida, I was told I was in remission for the second time.  Yippee!  The cancer that once was a small spot on my soas muscle in my back and had spread to my lungs, is now gone again.  The outlook doesn’t look great, but I am not giving up.  The only problem that my health team is warning me about, is that the type of lymphoma I have, and the fact that I have HIV, is that I am very likely to relapse again without some new kind of treatments.  So, I have learned now, a new term in medicine, Stem Cell Transplant.   Stem Cells are what our bone marrow produces and releases into the blood stream.  These tiny baby cells split into a white cell, red cell, and platelets, which are the blood cells that help us fight infection, help us breathe, and help our blood clot.   With new medical technology constantly changing, it seems that there is some new stuff going on at the National Institute of Cancer in Bethesda, MD.  This is the government hospital where most of the newest therapies are invented.  Well, my wonderful Lymphoma specialist, Dr. Lynch, and my oncologist, Dr. Fred Weeks, have worked hard to get me an evaluation for a specialized type of stem cell transplant.  This type of transplant involves finding an HLA matched donor, zapping my body with high intensity chemotherapy, and then after scientific manipulation of these new cells, they are infused back into my body.  There is some great theory that not only could the lymphoma be zapped, but the HIV disease could be slammed as well.   So currently, I am waiting to find out if my siblings are a match, and what road my life is going to travel down next.  This could either be the road to cutting edge medicine, or possibly the road to death.  It might be a road to pushing the envelope and continuing the strength and courage to go on; or the road to surrender and giving up hope.   I have to wait and see. My intuition has been very strong lately and my psychic impressions are very positive.  I just have to learn how to keep the fear and negative influences in my life at a minimum.  This is the challenge and my next lesson.

As we begin our decent in the 737, and are above Atlantic City, and I begin to say my Hail Mary that this plane makes it to the ground, I have the morbid, but curious thought, that says, “Hey, if you gotta go, why not go in a plane crash”.  Deep down, I already know that a plane crash is not my destiny and that my destiny will be related to my illness.  I feel that I am going to play a major part in the cure for this God damn disease and that my fabulous personality is going to influence someone’s life in such a way, that my questions for the meaning of my life will be answered.  As my ears pop, and my legs cramp up, and I remember the poor persons who have died of blood clots on planes lately, I power down my laptop and think about the beginning of the next chapter of my life.

     
It’s now the end of August, 2001.   The last few months, since my trip to NIH in Maryland, have been spent racking up frequent flier miles.   The stem cell transplant idea was a bust.   After checking my siblings HLA tissue types and not having one match, my heath care team and I decided to watch and wait to see if the last round of chemo treatments did the trick.   So, it’s “Watch and wait”.   In the mean time, as I watch and wait, I had decided to do as much traveling as possible.  I have been to Costa Rica a few times, back and forth to Long Island, NY; and even spent almost a week in New York City. Through all of these travels, I have accomplished the closing of many still open doors to ex-relationships in my past.  I wonder why, in retrospect, these opportunities have come to arise; yet I tend to believe that maybe in order for my next major door to open, all of these other doors must be closed first.   In order to close these doors, I visited an old boyfriend from Costa Rica, Paul C.; took my old boyfriend Shane to the Waldorf Atoria in NYC; went out with MJ; spent time with Jose in the Keys; and even met with Chase in Orlando.  I am being constantly reminded that the time I spent with these guys are my history, and not my future.   As I sit and ponder in deep thought, I try to reflect on the lessons that I am supposed to be learning each day.   I now tend to believe the writings of Many Masters Many Lives, and that each life is one of many, and that we tend to repeat the many mistakes of our past lives until we finally learn and then can move upward towards the next plane of existence.  

     
I love life, yes I do.   I have always been a great lover of people and love.   Yet, as I reflect, I realize that the things that I once held as important to me are not of importance at all.  The important things are health, family, and friends, and that romantic relationships in life are just a means to propel us toward our lessons of learning.   I have found, interestingly enough, that in my life, the drama tends to repeat itself, and that all that changes is the actors that I pick to replace the old actors.   In addition, that somehow this drama is connected to the lessons of a previous existence, and previous mistakes.  Do we really learn?  Do we really change?   I believe we do both, but it takes a very long time.   

     The challenge of cancer and AIDS is something that I do not think most people can understand.   It can be so overwhelming at times.  I think back to only a little over a year ago when I heard the word “Lymphoma” for the first time.  The shock and the pain I felt was worse than sticking my finger in an electric socket.   It awakened in me the reality of time.   Time is endless, yet it is finite.  Endless as in infinity, yet finite and miniscule in it’s relationship to our own lives.  When I think of my illness, and the experiences I have been through, what feeling comes to mind most, is fear.  Fear of the unknown, fear of leaving my family and friends behind, fear of pain, fear of loss, and most of all, the fear of being alone.   We come into this world alone and we leave alone, but do we have to be alone during this journey?   There are people that do touch our lives during this brief episode on Earth.  Why are some so temporary and some so lasting?   What are the chemistries involved with the people who actually influence our lives?  Does it have something to do with unresolved issues of the past or maybe unlearned lessons of life?

     
Feeling alone is by far, I think, one of the most painful pangs we can feel.   There is nothing worse than being in a crowded room full of smiles and full of fun while feeling invisible.   This is how I have been feeling lately.  I have traveled thousands of miles in the last few months and whether I was in Costa Rica, Florida, New York, Washington DC, New Orleans, or Key West, there has been a common denominator:  I have felt alone.   Moreover, it’s ironic, because I have so many people praying for me and caring for and about me.   I feel I have been very lucky in my life with the number of persons who have touched it.   I can honestly say I feel like I have more than a handful of people in my life that actually really do give a shit, and would be there if I really needed them.  Yet, many times, I do still feel alone.   There is something missing within myself that I just can’t seem to put my finger on.   Many times, I just do not feel whole.   I feel a power within me that touches many.  I have been told that I have gifts that others do not possess, yet I feel as though I have not tapped into this energy to the degree I am supposed to.   I am at a loss for direction, and influence.   Where do I turn?   Where have I turned?

My first love died of AIDS at an early age, back when there were no good anti-vials.    My relationship with him only lasted for a few months, but the love I felt for Jerri C. was a love that I don’t think I ever got over.   He touched me in a way that I think influenced the dysfunction that I bring into each of my relationships, and I have had a few.   After Jerry, there was John L. for a few years, then Dale K., a former porno star.  To get away from the pain of Dale, I ran away to New York and fell in “love” with Howard.   Howard and I were together on and off for over 10 years.   The closeness I felt for him was more of a teacher-student relationship.  After the “student” became smarter than the “teacher”, he moved on; and I, who I thought was so worldly and better than him, am still lost.   From Howard there was Paul in Costa Rica, Mark in Tampa, Jose from New York, and William from Costa Rica.  These have been some of the major relationships of my life.   If only it was so easy to forget the hundreds, maybe thousands of men and boys in between.  


I wonder daily what is to become of me, especially now as I face the possibility that time is running out.  I wonder if I have brought anything to the world, or to any one person.   It’s an awful thought to think that you may not have really done a darn thing with your life – that you never influenced someone or helped someone to grow, as in being a parent.    I think I would be a great father.  Did I miss that boat or could that be my destiny?   Would a child, or a lover that I haven’t found yet, fill the void in my life that I feel is missing?   

If there is one thing that I have learned, it’s that in all the learned nastiness of today’s society, there are some very wonderful loving people in this world.  There are people who actually care about the well-being of others, like me.   People like my doctor, Gerald Pierone, Dawn, from Project Response, or my newest friends, the Hanners from Cape Cod, who out of the many hours of the week constantly gives of themselves because they actually cares about their fellow human beings.   I will never forget my best and dearest friend in the world, Rachele Linden, who I lived with in Gainesville, Florida.   She would do anything for a friend and not expect much in return.  Nor will I forget my sweet Velma Jean Judware, who has also survived cancer.  She would send me cards of encouragement and some money to pump up my spirit and to remind me to keep eating.  My friends: Scott, Tim, and Gary, all of who love people unconditionally.  There are wonderful people in the world, and I think and do believe that I am one of them as well.

    
 I am a giver.  The world appears to be made up of two major personalities: the givers and the takers.   I am a giver.   A few months back I met another giver, Jose.  Jose touched my life at a time when I really needed someone.   I met Jose in a bar in Long Island after a psychic predicted that I would meet my next boyfriend on that visit to NY.   I was very skeptical, but sure enough, the psychic was right.  For several months, Jose stuck by me during my discovery of cancer, and through most of my first year of treatment.  He was a giver, as am I.  Yet I had a big question, which I even asked my therapist.  How do two givers, who only know how to give to others, survive in a relationship?  When does the giver learn to receive?  Is it possible?  I have found it is a very uncomfortable feeling to let someone do for me, after all the years I have done for others.   Can a relationship work?  Is there such a thing as a 50/50 relationship?  Or, does there have to be a taker with every giver?   I still cannot answer that question.  I can tell you that Jose and I did not work out, and that in the middle of my treatments at Shands, the stress of my illness became overwhelming and the relationship fell apart.   It was painful, it hurt, and sometimes I wish it had not even happened; but when I really do think about it, I know in my heart that God, for some reason, brought him to me.   I do thank Jose and will always love him as long as I live.

 “Sometimes we are the bug in life, and sometimes we are the windshield”.  I have no clue as to who wrote that, but boy is it not the true.  Sometimes you are flying high, and sometimes there just seems like there is no bottom to the barrel of crap.   People have asked me many times when I was assessing them for admission to the psych hospitals, “Why does there have to be such pain in life?  Why does it get so bad?”   The only answer I ever had to that question was that if there were not the nightmarish downfalls in life, we would have no way of appreciating when we are high on life, filled with joy and happiness.   The theory of yin and yang is always influencing us.  There is no good without evil, no happiness without sadness, and no life without death.   


Death - Yuk. What a crappy thing to have to think about.  Never waking up again.   How does it feel?  Does it feel?   Is there pain?   Is there joy?   Is it an ending?  Or, is it maybe a beginning?   All these unanswered questions that we have deep within our unconscious mind that we don’t entertain that often.   Why?  Why don’t we talk about our deaths, as we do our lives?   We can talk about the cell phone, but how often do we talk about the battery dying.   We talk about the new car, but how often do we talk about the car accident that robs us of that vehicle.  We talk about the birth, but rarely do we talk about the death.  Is it because of fear?   For me it is fear.   Somehow, I think if we focus on it, we feel as though we might manifest it.   For me, after I was given my diagnosis of Lymphoma and AIDS, I got an advanced payment on my life insurance.  My family and friends did not want me to do that.  Did they think it would influence my outcome?  Would thinking about life insurance bring about my demise?   I even wonder about it at times myself.  For now, I am in remission, and have been traveling and spending money happily, so for now, I do not think of that.   I don’t think about whether or not I am alive in a year or two.  Maybe that did influence my future.   I know I do not have all the answers, do you?

     
Sex!   Oh my goodness, good ole sex.  How much it does influence our lives when we are young, or even older for that matter.  That drive can be so powerful; it certainly has ruined lives.   I know it has ruined mine.  Yet even today, with illness brought on to me by sex, I still would not hesitate to have sex with a cute guy.   I wouldn’t even think twice about it.  Of course, I would think about the use of a condom.  But damn it, where would we be without sex?  Where would I be without sex?   Hmmm... Maybe instead of a nurse, I might have been a doctor?   I know sex ruined my education.   I know sex ruined my ability to think straight.   I know sex has put me in some pretty scary and dangerous situations.    I’ve been arrested due to sex.  I’ve been to the doctor due to sex.  I’ve lost money because of sex.  I have had fights due to sex.   I’ve lost friends due to sex, lost lovers due to sex, and I’ve even had friends loose their lives due to sex.   So, why do we have sex?   Why do gay men have sex?  Straight people have sex to procreate, but why would any guy want to be yanking on some other guys “winky”?   Does it make sense?  What good comes of it?   Is it solely the pleasure principal?   I can’t answer that one either, but you can be sure I won’t give it up.   I will not, nor do I think I could if I wanted to.   Sex, sex, and more sex, I just have to have sex. 


So when did it all start?   My earliest memories of any type of gay feeling, goes back to second grade when I saw the biceps of one of my classmates.   I remember getting extremely excited and didn't understand why.  Then a few years later, the same thing happened in 6th grade gym class, because of a cute boy named Eddie B.   Eddie was so cute naked that I remember his package quite clearly to this day.   A few weeks into our friendship, I got some free guppies from him when I began to have a fish tank.   I didn't have my first sexual encounter though, to the best of my recollection, until I was in Junior High school.   

My family and I moved from NY to Seminole Florida when I was 12.  We lived in an apartment complex.  Across the parking lot of the complex were some boys who always hung out who, now when I think back, were all gay or bisexual.  There was the little boy, whose penis was so small I could barely touch it, and then there was Craig who was very aggressive and helped me come out, so to speak.   When I first met Craig, we used to swim in the pool together when no one was around.   Each night, we would swim closer and closer until one day we actually started swimming between each other’s legs and “accidentally” brushing up against each other’s hard bulges.  It was so erotic.  No one had ever come that close to my penis.  Day-by-day, the bathing suits would get lower and lower, until one day, we were naked in the pool.   In fact, the next step almost scared me to death, while I was swimming in between Craig's legs going under; my lips were caressing his chest, down to his waist, and then his crotch.  At that point, he actually put his thing in my mouth and that certainly shocked me.   It was the first time someone had done that to me, and I did not know how to react.   We stopped playing the pool game for a while.   A few weeks later, I started spending the night. We would start out pretending to be asleep at first, and then participate in jack off sessions, progressing to actually sucking his “thing”.   These memories for me were the beginning, and for years offered me a lot of self-indulgence.  Things cooled down just before my family moved to the other coast of Florida, and I must say, so did my sex life.  In fact, it cooled down to nothing for a few years.


Of course, in my early teens, never did I ever think I was gay.  It wasn’t even considered.  Gay?  That's for guys that kiss!  Not for guys that just mess around a bit.  I’ll never forget the first time someone told me I was gay.  Oh my God, I thought maybe I had turned a different color and that now people could tell by this new shade of purple.   I had started messing around with guys when I found out a guy I was working with at a local restaurant was gay.  I kind of found myself seeking him out to stare at him and see if he was very different than I was.  His name was John, and John had a reputation of being a real “fag”.  Not only was John very effeminate, but also everyone knew that he “sucked dick”.  For me it was exciting to look at him, yet I did not want anyone noticing that I was looking at him.  One night, I followed John into the men’s room, and at the urinals we played show and tell.   My heart was racing; I could hear each beat in my temples.  I was having flash backs of Craig in Florida.   And then, after John peed, he said to me, you need a ride home from work today?  I said, “Yes, sure”, and John drove me home in his yellow Volkswagen bug.

We drove around a bit and I remember our legs touching, and then his hand on my leg, and then mine on his.  Within an hour of pretending nothing was going on, John and I were giving each other head behind the dentists office in his Bug.   This went on for weeks.   I looked forward to our little rendezvous' after work.  We even started doing it in his house in his bed.  I would call him on the phone, sneak into his room, and then leave.  Finally, one night, when I left after our liaison, John said to me just as I got in my car, 

“Chris, Do you know that you are gay?”   I said to John, “Gay? No John I'm not gay, I don't like guys like that, I don’t kiss guys.”


I remember the drive home and how sick those words made me feel.  Only John was a faggot, not me.   I got so nauseous hearing that word that I almost threw up.  I stopped talking to John for a very long time after that.   That is until I joined the Drama Club, and found out that there were guys like me in Drama too.  


One of my first performances in High School was “Up the Down Staircase”.   I remember Mrs. Miller our director and the entire cast oh so well.  Of course, there is one cast member I remember even more than the others and that was John S.  John started playing footsy with me one evening rehearsal while we were sitting on a rolled up mat waiting for our cues to go back on stage.  I couldn’t believe it.   He was making a pass at me.   What should I do next?   I had no idea.   We started touching each other, and I was so excited, that I knew I had to see him exposed.   I was actually getting the craving to have his “thing” in my mouth.   So, John and I wound up riding home together, and one thing lead to another, and we started to fool around.   We did it for a few weeks, in the cars, in his house, and never really talked much until the end when I started to really like him, and he liked someone else.  I think he was actually the first to break my heart, in a puppy dog way.   John has AIDS now too.


My “gay” life was very closeted back then.   No one talked about being “gay” because it was not accepted.  The only times I really remember hearing “gay” referred to was when my father would tell police stories of how he and his friends would harass the faggots.   His stories really scared me, especially since I might be one of those faggots.   How could I tell my mother, or my father?  Dad would kill me!   In fact, I remember how I inadvertantly managed to get on a porno mailing list, and I had some of the gay brochures in my dresser drawer.  My mother found it and gave it to my Dad.   Dad said to me, “Chris, what is this shit?”  I quickly replied, “Garbage”, and in the trash they went.   The subject was never brought up again until my college years.   My alma mater is where I have been going for treatment, the University of Florida in Gainesville.   The first real gay bar I ever went to was the Spectrum.  What a place that was!  It had a sunken dance floor.  People could walk around the dance floor 360º and cruise everyone.  It was a great way to come out of the closet.   It had dancing, drinking, drugs, and lots of sex.  Oh yes, sex back in those days was like a nightly trophy.  If you didn’t get laid the night you went out, you were a loser.  I hated being a loser, so, I frequently picked someone up almost every night of the week.  After all, every night had a drink special, so why not go out almost every night.  


Gainesville taught me so much; it was an amazing college town.  It taught me the right way to make yourself puke so you wouldn’t have the spins before bed; it taught me that you have to do acid with a friend, not a stranger.   It taught me that when someone puts their dick up against your butt it means they want in, not for you to clinch your cheeks shut.   What an education huh?  It taught me that there are people out there who would beat the living shit out of you if you break up with them, and it taught me that I could fall in love.   So, my first gay love was from Gainesville.   


I mentioned Jerri C. earlier.   He was amazing.  Jerri was the most beautiful boy in the bar.  When he rolled in, all eyes turned on him.   He would sweep through the bar and find a guy he liked, and would say, “let’s go, we’re outta here”.   I waited a week for that invitation.   It finally happened to me one night when I was introduced to Jerri by a guy who was “doing me” at the time, Jeff D.   When my eyes met Jerri’s eyes, I had goose bumps.  No one in my life had ever made me feel this way.   How can you top that?   Jerry took me away from the Spectrum that night and to the county fair.   The ferris wheel was huge, and Jerry and I rode the wheel to the top, and when it stopped, not only did we do a hit of poppers (amyl nitrate), but, he kissed me like there was no tomorrow.  Jerry was a romantic, at least that’s what I thought.  He had picked me up in his father’s convertible, took me shopping, bought me a stuffed bear called Boo-Boo, and took me to his house to meet his family.


This scared me at first, meeting Jerry’s family.   I couldn’t imagine someone’s parents knowing that they were gay.  However, in time, I learned to love that about Jerry and his family.   I adopted them; it was so nice to be loved not only by my boyfriend, but also by his mother and father, and even his brother.   My new family was the best in the world.  I even helped his dad, who owned an Auction House, for extra pay.  No longer did I have to donate blood plasma for drinking money as now I earned my own, and I had a boyfriend.   Who could ask for more?  I was content.  This was to be my life.  I would move out of the dorms in school, and move in with Jerri’s family and live happily ever after.   WRONG!  I was dumped by him 2 months later.   Jerry broke my heart so badly that I actually considered suicide.   I just could not believe it.  My life was now over.   I cried night after night and my grades got bad.  I did not care about anything anymore.  School?  Yuk, no way, and so, I dropped out of the University, and moved back home.   The only good thing that Jerry breaking up with me did, is it made me feel so badly that my mother knew something was wrong, and that night, after much wine I let it out,

“Chris, what’s wrong”, she said.  “I can’t say Mom, it’s hard to say”.  “Just tell me, she said, I love you no matter what.”  “Mom, I just can’t, I can’t say it”, I said.  “I think I know what it is, you have trouble with girls?”  “Yes, mom, the girl I told you I was dating, is a guy”.  Mom and I bonded that night.   It was as if someone had lifted a ton of bricks off my chest.   I felt so much better; I didn’t have to lie anymore.  The only thing I had to tell Mom after that was to please not tell my father.   She agreed only to betray me a few months later.   I thought I would die, when Mom told me she had told my father.  It was months before I could look into his eyes.  After a few years though, Mom and Dad accepted me for who I was.  The gay thing no longer mattered.  The just wanted me to be careful of that new “gay cancer” that was plaguing gay men - AIDS.  

 Of course, Mom would have loved me to marry Rachele, my college roommate.   Rachel and I met at the Spectrum one night, after the Jerry C. drama, before I had moved back home.  When she and I met at the bar, our eyes just locked. She was unbelievable, funny, pretty, and knew I was gay.   Rachele took me home from the bar that night.   We were both very wasted; after all, it was quarter night, and drinks were only .25 cents each.   I was so drunk, I don’t know how we fucked but we did.  We were having a good ole time that is until my head started to spin.  I was so dizzy.   I will never forget Rachele’s remedy to help me stop being nauseous.   She said to take a deep breath, relax, and think of sweet smelling wild flowers.   All I could think about were dandelions and cut grass; that’s all it took.   I immediately turned to the right and vomited like there was no tomorrow.  I puked all over Rachele’s pretty, little, yellow, plastic night stand.   After all that fucking, and puking, Rachele’s roommate Daryl, who slept in the same room, never even woke up. 


Rachele and I continued to fuck and go out.  She was a bit more on the punk rock side than the disco/pop side.   She enjoyed music like David Bowie, and Adam and the Ants; I was more into Gloria Gaynor, Donna Summer, or the Village People.   Nevertheless, we had a lot in common.  We both were from NY, our parents both lived in South Florida, and our parents were very similar.  Even though she was Jewish and I was Catholic, we got along so well together.   That is, until I decided I needed a boyfriend again.   You see, what happened is that Rachele and I enjoyed our relationship so much, that she forgot, and so did I, that I was gay.   That craving, almost like an addiction, would kick in about 11 o’clock at night, and off I would go to the bar, sometimes to come home, and sometimes not.   It got even more complicated when one night, Rachele came over to my apartment wasted.   I was asleep with my boyfriend John.  Rachele arrived and came in the apartment stumbling. One thing lead to another and John, Rachele, and I had a three-some.   It was great while I was in the middle.  Unfortunately, one of my nightmarish memories of that night was watching my boyfriend John, do my girlfriend Rachele, and I was left out which was very hard to swallow indeed.  

Rachele and I, that following summer, lived together in my apartment.  I had broken up with John, and it just seemed the right thing to do.   We had such great fun, but as time went on, my gayness came out, and Rachele’s quest for a husband started to take its toll.  Rachele graduated after that summer, and she moved to NY.   It was a while before I saw her again.   Now she is married with a wonderful daughter who calls me Uncle Chris.  Rachele and I are the best of friends, and will be friends forever.   It’s amazing how things work out.


My life in Gainesville was interesting indeed.   This is the place that I “came out” and probably the place where I contracted my HIV.  Seriously, during those days if you didn’t have sex several times a week, something was wrong with you.  The few years that I spent in Gainesville certainly began to prepare me for the reality of life indeed.   

 
I guess one of my most significant relationships was the over 10 years that I spent with Howard.   I was pretty fed up with men at the time when I met him.  I had been waiting tables at a restaurant called PV Martins and was friends with the entertainer Frankie Holiday.  I had told Frankie how fed up I was with my current boyfriend Dale, and that I was sick and tired of working the slow summer season in Florida.   I told Frankie I was ready to leave Florida but had no clue where to go.  Frankie told me that the place to go to was Lake George, NY.   He said he had been working the summers there for a few years now and he could hook me up with a job there.    Therefore, at the end of the winter season, I packed up my car, and off I left to Lake George.  I had no idea where I was heading or who I was going to meet.  One thing I was sure of though was that I was done with guys.   I wanted no relationship.  I just wanted to go away for a while and find myself.   That thought certainly didn't last very long.


The first week I was in NY, I stayed at a hotel north of the Lake.   The hotel was only 100 dollars a week and for me this was a good thing.  One of the cheapest hotels around; it was run by a German woman who was a friend of Frankie.  My first couple of nights I would go out to the local bar, Mr. Chips, to try to find some new friends.  The first night in Lake George I was a hit.  Everyone was on me like flies on shit.  I’m telling you the truth.  It was really due to the fact that my best friend Tim and I had just gotten back from Key West and we had been in the sun the whole weekend.  I looked like a bronzed, Greek God, that's for sure.   So, looking so great, and being single, the boys were hitting on me right and left.   I was really enjoying all the attention.  That night there was a drag show.   What a fucking piece of shit it was.  The drag queen was Santana, and she was so fucked up and didn't know the words to any of the songs.  The blue eye shadow she had on was so ugly, and the outfit to match the eye shadow was ridiculous.   She sang Jennifer Holiday’s And I am Telling you, and it was horribly funny.    I went back to my hotel room alone, laughing about the crappy show, happy and drunk.


The next morning was a Sunday, and around four o’clock I was ready for a cocktail, so off I went back to Chips.   The bartender, Steven, was so damn funny; he was a non-stop riot.  He was so cute and adorable, and very personable.  As I entered the bar to say hi to Steven, there was a boy sitting on a barstool, who literally fell off the stool, as his eyes were fixated on me.   His 180-degree turn on the stool didn’t quite do a good job at keeping his butt on the chair, so he fell to the floor.  I was so impressed by his long gaze and humorous fall, I decided to go over and say hi.   He was very cute, blue eyes, and a great laugh.   His name was Howard, and it happened that he was Steven’s roommate.  I commented about the horrible drag show the previous night, and how ugly the drag queen was.   Expecting a laugh from Howard, I was embarrassed to find out he was the drag queen from the night before.  After the discomfort wore off, and I wiggled out of my put down, we actually laughed and had a great time getting to know each other.  Howard told me he was working as a short order cook at Friendly’s restaurant in Glens Falls.   Howard also mentioned to me that he was looking for a roommate.  He said that he had a room for rent in his trailer and it was only 120 bucks a month.   I told him I was interested and that I would take it sight unseen.   This was a homerun for me as the rent was peanuts compared to what I was paying at the hotel.  Howard gave me directions to the trailer and I said I would be by tomorrow to finalize the deal. 


When I showed up the next day, Howard was in his gray Speedo bathing suit, lying on a lounge chair getting sun, with a spray pump bottle to cool off.   He showed me the room and although it was very small, I didn't care.  I was only up for the summer, and what the hell; I didn't need much space anyway.  For the price of this place, I could continue to save money.  

Howard and I sat in the kitchen of the trailer, I met his dog Tito, and we talked a lot about NY and Florida.  We got along pretty well.   He wasn’t really my type as he was very skinny and had a big nose, his hair was curly like it was permed, and he loved to drink.  I was in the spare room at Howard’s for only a few days, when he insisted that I move into his bedroom and share his king sized bed.   I told him I didn't want to have sex with him, and that it was only to sleep.   I told him that my last boyfriend, Dale, had really hurt my feelings and that I didn't want to have anything to do with any guy unless they could prove themselves to me.   Howard asked me repeatedly to have sex with him.  He was very insistent indeed.  I told him that if he could get 10 points, a point for every good deed or nice thing that he did for me, that I would give in and let him have sex with me.   


Things went great as he got 4 points and then five points.  He took me out to dinner, bought me a music tape, took me to lunch, introduced me to new friends; he was really a sweet guy.  He was up to 8 points within 2 weeks.  This game was really exciting.  Someone was actually treating me as I felt I should be treated.   Howard was making a real effort to be nice and caring.  For a change someone was buying me gifts and treating me nice.  Howard did great; up to 9 points... until one night, he stood me up for a date.  Never called never showed up, nothing.  I took away a few points.   This game went on for another week, until one Saturday night, when I was drunk and horny, and realized I hadn’t had sex in weeks.  I asked Howard if he could tell me my full name; first, middle, and last.  If he answered the question correctly, he would win a bonus of 2 points.  Needless to say, we fucked all night.   Howard was hooked.


That summer with Howard was very interesting.   It was extreme to say the least.   The first few weeks were not very eventful.   I changed jobs from the place that Frankie hooked me up with, to the Georgian Hotel.   The Georgian was a five star hotel where the mafia used to stay when they came up from New York City.   They used to hang out at the racetrack at Saratoga and stay at the Georgian for the month of August.   The restaurant at the hotel was amazing.   We all wore tuxedos, and even though these people were trapped in the 70’s of what they thought gourmet food and service was, it was still good money and a fun time.    Being a waiter with experience from very good restaurants made me a connoisseur of food by experience.   When I first met Howard, his idea of dining out was at a steak and ale type restaurant where you ordered your steak from a buffet line.   Steak, Potatoes, and Macaroni and Cheese was Howard’s idea of fine dining.   I slowly showed Howard things like Escargot, Veal Oscar, and Chocolate Mousse, which I realized later, was a mistake.   Once you give someone a taste of the finer things in life, they do not like to go backwards.   They like to continue to feed the hunger of fine dining.  Later on when money was tight and chopped steak and potatoes were the only things affordable, Howard would not settle for less.   Since I loved to make other people happy, I fed Howard’s hunger and ran up my credit card bills. I learned never to shove your taste down someone else’s throat; you might regret it later.


One of the things I couldn’t believe about upstate New York was how everyone there was either totally uneducated, careless, or just plain slutty and did not know much about AIDS.   It bothered me so much that I helped to organize a trip to Albany for a bunch of us to get tested when the new HIV test came out.  I will never forget the irony in my mission to save Lake George from AIDS.  For it was I, the ringleader, the bearer of  information on safe sex, who cried the hardest when my own test result came back HIV positive.   It was a nightmare; here I felt I was going to save the world, only to hear that I was probably going to die soon.


Back in those days, AIDS and DEATH were certain.  I remember very well the first Infectious Disease physician I went to see, Dr. Echols.  After my total physical and a detailed evaluation, he asked me what I was planning on doing with the rest of my life.   I told him I was planning on moving back to Florida after the summer and enrolling in nursing school.  As long as I live, I will never forget the first time a Doctor had given up on me.  Dr. Echols’ advice to me was that my goal of Nursing School was not realistic and that I probably would not live to graduate from it.    He said I should try to enjoy what little time I had left, and that I should set goals that are more realistic for my life.   Well, I showed him, I am still alive today!  Not only did Dr. Echols leave his practice, but also I think he committed suicide years later. 


Howard told me that his test came back negative.  I never really knew whether to believe him or not, but, that’s what he told me so that’s how we lived.   Howard didn’t like to use condoms, and so knowing how much he loved me, I guess he decided that he’d rather take the chance of getting sick then dealing with the rubbers.   Howard told me he tested positive for AIDS a year later.  We do not know if it was from me or not.


The summer was going by very quickly.   Howard and I began to have some bad problems.   Howard loved to get drunk, and of course, I would get drunk with him.  The biggest problem with that was, I was a horny calm drunk, and Howard became a loud, obnoxious, sluttish drunk.   This created some very heated fights and arguments.   Many times Howard would stay out late at the gay bar drinking until wee hours of the morning, and come home and we would fight.   Howard had quite a temper and in a heartbeat would bite, or break things.   During our first major fight I remember Howard taking a clothes iron and hurling it at me.  The iron missed me and crashed into my car.   Lucky for me it missed me; I think it would have hurt a lot.


 Even though Howard and I didn’t see eye-to-eye much, I did know that he loved me quite a bit, and with my codependent nature, taking care of Howard became my life.   Howard could manipulate me so well, that I would hand him money without cause.   He would stop paying his electric bill for months, knowing that I would save him and not let him crash or hit rock bottom.  That’s the kind of person I am, a rescuer, I guess that’s why I became a nurse.   


The end of the summer drew fast, and I had decided it was time to go back to Florida.   I liked New York, but I loved my job at PV Martins restaurant.  My boss, Ernst, was not only my best friend, but he respected me for who I was.  The fact that I was gay did not make a difference to him or our friendship and I found that I could talk to him about my boyfriends and sexual escapades over the years.   It was and still is a great friendship that seems to have lasted over time.    The fun I had, the lessons that I learned, and the funny stories I heard, while working at PV Martins, were definitely worth going back to.     So, I decided to go back to Florida after Labor Day.  Howard and I had a hard time with the goodbyes, and we both cried.   I think his tears lasted a bit longer than mine did, but I drove back to Florida, without stopping, and made it home in one piece.


Ernst and Ali’s PV Martin’s was for me my grounding, as well as a great source of learning.   My boss and mentor, Ernst, taught me things about life that even my own father was unable to do; lessons about love, relationships, work ethic, and best of all getting “blood out of a turnip”.  Yes, I know, they say you cannot get blood out of a turnip, but if anyone in the world could move mountains, or fit 12 people on a table for 8, it was the owner of the “store”, Ernst.  Ernst was like a father to many of the misfits of PV Martins.  The waiters and waitresses of the Treasure Coast whose only focus in life was how much money they would make in tips for that day, and how fast they could spend it later that night.   Ernst was the backbone, the fiber, and the rock of many people over the years, including many former employees like myself.   The day to day stories of the workers of PV Martins, were stories of humor, complexity, pain, love, and, of course, hatred.   Later on I will share some of my beloved moments from PV’s, but for now, I can honestly say, that if it weren’t for Ernst, I would never have survived some of the relationship nightmares that I went through..   I am blessed to have a friend and mentor in Ernst.  The love and support from him, and his partner in life and wife Ali, built the foundation of who I am today.    I returned to PV’s for another winter season of lifting trays, listening to complaints, taking food orders, and developing my character, and my fabulous people skills, with Howard on my mind every minute.


Howard and I talked on the phone almost daily.   If there was one thing I can say about Howard and I, it was that we shared awesome sex, some of the best ever.   The memories of our great sexcapades lead to great phone sex with Howard, almost nightly.  The phone bills were almost nuts, and after a month or so, Howard decided to move to Florida to be with me.  I thought it was going to be great.   I found a room for rent in a gay guys house and the day Howard arrived I was so happy.   It was a odd thing though.   He was supposed to arrive in West Palm Beach, Florida, and due to some crazy airport problems, he arrived in Melbourne as I was waiting in West Palm Beach with roses.   Luckily, my mother, who had never met Howard, was available to pick him up at the airport in Melbourne.   I had to wait for Howard’s bags in West Palm Beach and then drive like a nut back to Vero to give him his roses.  I was so pissed off at the airline for the mix up, and for screwing up my romantic moment.   


Howard’s first visit to Florida didn’t last very long.   His jealousy of my boss and I got out of control.   He was insistent that I was sleeping with Ernst, which was in no way true, but it caused him angst and inner turmoil that it didn’t take Howard long to go off the deep end and attack me.   Our first fight in Florida ended up with Howard biting a chunk out of my leg and destroying the bedroom we were staying in.  I was so pissed off at what had happened, and for no reason, that I drove Howard to the bus station early the next morning.  I remember handing him the money for the bus ticket, and after finding out that he waited over 8 hours at the bus station for me to come back, I called and asked my mother to drop off some cash for food, and off he finally went, back to New York.  Howard and I didn’t talk again for months. 


Toward the holidays that year, Howard and I began talking again.  I felt extremely lonely.  Although I was going out to cities all over Florida acting like a whore, and falling in lust with boys here and there, there was still a bond I couldn’t break with Howard.  The closest I came to breaking that bond was falling in “like” with a guy named Gary K.   Gary was a hot looking boy who was your typical club kid.  He was so hot and desirable that I really wanted to get to know him and have sex with him.  Many times, I tried to put myself in that situation with Gary, but he was not interested and my lust for him had to be catalogued and forgotten.  


Howard and I began to talk daily again on the phone.  The phone bills began to skyrocket again, but I knew it would be temporary because on Valentines Day Howard sent me a big stuffed bear in the mail, and asked me to move back to NY.   I was in love again and couldn’t wait to see him.   I started to count the days before I would go back to that trailer in Glens Falls and be with my boyfriend again.   As the days were becoming fewer until my road trip, it was getting very hard to get in touch with Howard.   I had a feeling that something was wrong.  When I would get in touch with Howard he sounded and acted distant on the phone.   I felt as though I had to pull teeth to get him to talk about my return.   Then, everything crashed for me. 


With only days left before my departure, my car already half packed, Howard dropped a bomb on me and told me that he was seeing someone else.   I cried and cried, and felt so betrayed.   I said to Howard, “How could you do this to me?”  “You told me you loved me and you wanted me to come back”.    Howard cried too, but said he was sorry that he had met someone while he was tending bar at a place called Rumors one night.   Rumor’s was a new gay bar in Glens Falls.   He said that this guy was so much like me and so cute, that he fell in love with him.  He said that since the guy lived there, it was better, and that he wanted to continue to see the guy.   He also told me that ironically, the guy was from Florida and from the same town I lived in.   I cringed when I heard the guy’s name was Gary K.


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.   The one and only guy that I really liked in Vero that had the potential to keep me from moving back to NY and going back with Howard, was the same guy who was having sex with “my boyfriend”.   The guy that I used to fantasize about and almost stalked, was now dating Howard.   How could the world be that small?   I was a mess, sick to my stomach, and very sad, crying myself to sleep.


I continued for weeks to beg Howard to come to his senses.   I sent him flowers and continued to call there.   Several times Gary answered the telephone.  It was so painful and I felt my life was out of control, and yet I could not do anything.  I felt helpless, worthless, and useless.   I even thought about killing myself again.  Not since my break up with Jerry did I feel this badly.   As the weeks went by though, ironically, Gary was slowly blowing Howard off. Shortly after Mother’s Day, I found myself back on my way up to NY again.   Howard had finally decided that it was me that he loved and that he wanted me to come back and be with him again.


I left 2 days earlier than I had told Howard I was going to leave.   I wanted to surprise him.   I was so thrilled and excited that he and I were going to be back together again.   I did not even want to stop to sleep.   The adrenalin was pumping and the fact that I had a little black and white TV mounted on my dash helped to keep me awake.  When I would talk to Howard on the phone, I would even lie about my location so that Howard would not suspect an early visit.   I love to be surprised, and the only thing I like better than being surprised is surprising someone else.   I certainly surprised Howard, but I too would soon have the shock of my life.    After driving for 24 hours non-stop, only stopping for bathroom breaks and food, I reached the exit 18 rest area stopping to freshen up.  I wanted to shave and wash my face and make myself look and smell good for Howard.   The rest area was only five minutes from the trailer, and my heart was beating so fast, I couldn’t wait to surprise Howard.


As I pulled into the rest area, I saw a car that for some reason gave me a chill but I didn’t stop to think why.    This rest area had been known to be very “gay active”.   The bushes at the top of the hill were known for guys going up there for blowjobs.  I had the strangest feeling come over me as I was heading toward the bathroom to shave.    I completed my shave, and teeth brushing, and as I headed back toward my car, my stomach knots got worse. As I looked into the dark green car parked next to mine, I saw old crumpled up cigarette packs of Newport’s on the dashboard.  Strangely enough, this was the brand of cigarettes that Howard smoked too.  The uneasiness inside my stomach got more intense.  I was so compelled to walk toward the woods to see who was up there.   As I walked in the darkness and approached the cruising area, out of the bushes came two guys.   I must have scared them and they decided to stop their sexual moment.   One of the guys was this older, ugly man, and the other guy was Howard.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.   The guy that I wanted to surprise, that I made every effort to shock, shocked me!   Howard was doing someone in the bushes only a day before he was expecting me.   The look on Howard’s face was priceless.  He was busted and once again, I was crushed!  I only said one thing, which was, “If I wasn’t so exhausted from driving 24 hours without sleep, I’d head right back to Florida right now”.  


For the longest time I wish I would have turned around and gone home, but I didn’t.   Howard denied everything; he was always good at denial.  I wanted to believe him so much, that I did.   I forgave him for the rest area episode, and wrote it off as only being in my mind.   This was a bad pattern of mine.  Even when I saw things with my own eyes, I would let Howard convince me that I was seeing things.   I am not sure how he did it, but he was good.


The second summer in Lake George started out good.   I had a job at the Georgian again, and Howard and I were taking up where we left off.   Things were good for a while, until the same patterns began again.   Howard with his drinking and infidelity; it didn’t take very long before I finally gave in and started doing the same shit.   It got very intense.   We both knew that we were cheating on each other, and neither of us was happy, yet neither of us could break away from each other.   So, we learned to accept things for what they were and continued the relationship through the summer.   


One of the great things about working up there was some of the people I met while I was there.   Two very dear friends were Carol S., and Bob W.  Bob was a big Irish guy that had a laugh you could hear miles away.  Everyone knew Bob’s laugh, and everyone loved Bob.    One night Bob and I left work early, as it was slow, and we decided to go to the Trading Post for happy hour.   Bob wanted to introduce me to a drink that he loved called a GMC.   Grand Marnier, and Courvoisier mixed half-and-half – an extremely potent drink, the fumes alone which could knock your socks off.   Bob and I drank the GMC’s from 4 pm until 1 am.   We told jokes, laughed, and he even opened up to me and told me that he had feelings for me and for men.   Bob was married and was struggling with his sexuality.  I loved Bob as a friend, and tried to be there for him during our conversation.  Unfortunately, after as much drinking we had done, I could barely sit on my barstool.   I was getting a bit woozy and I was feeling like Bob was hinting around for us to get together.  It was getting late and it was time for us to leave.   As we walked down the driveway back to our cars, I remember Bob telling me, “Now Chris, when you get to the road, turn to the right, NOT to the left, as the police are very bad going back through town and you don’t need to get arrested”.


Well, when I got to the road I thought Bob said go to the left, so I went to the left.    The music in my car was loud and I was laughing all the way down the hill remembering the fun Bob and I had had, until I saw the red and blue flashing lights.   As I was pulling over, I started to think, and think quickly; what to say, what to pretend, how to act, I was determined to be OK.  I was calm as could be, and I did not panic.  The police officer asked me if I had been drinking and I denied it.   He told me I smelled like a brewery and told me I was lying.   He asked me to submit to a Breathalyzer test and I said I would.  I knocked the test off the scale and they began to berate me saying if I had not been drinking, then how did the test show a .09?   Remembering that I had just read the insert to a Primatene mist package and that it had 40 percent ETOH, I said I had asthma and got upset when they pulled me over and used my inhaler.   They didn’t believe me, so off to jail I went.  


When I arrived at the jail, they searched me, and took me to a room that had a better Breathalyzer machine, not the pocket version, but the real thing.   The new machine also revealed that I was indeed drunk.   However, I was determined that if I was going down, I was going to go down fighting.  So, I told them I demanded a blood test, because I had done my inhaler and it was showing a false positive.   They said, no way, tough luck, you’re drunk, go to the hospital and get your own blood test.  They released me on my own to return for my court date.  I called the hospital for an ETOH test and they told me that it could only be performed by a police request.  I called the Police Department and asked for the request, whereupon they told me, “We just arrested you, why would we help you get off?”


I had to wait several days for my court date.  During that day, I thought repeatedly, in my head, of what I was going to tell the Judge.  Should I keep up my story?  Or, should I cop a plea?   I decided to keep to my story.   I told my side of the story to the Judge, and the Judge asked the DA what he thought about my story.  The DA asked for my evidence of the insert of the meds what showed ETOH, as they wanted to send it to the crime lab.   I then proceeded to tell the judge that I had asked for a blood test and that the officers were not only not cooperative, but also nasty to my request.   I had documentation that showed the law that stated I had that right, and copies of the hospital policy that showed that I needed a police request for the test.   The judge then verified that I had requested the ETOH test and that the officers refused.


When the results came back from the crime lab in New York City as to whether or not the Primatene Mist inhaler could screw up the results of a breath test, the results were inconclusive in any direction.   So, after 2 months of waiting, the Judge dismissed my case and told me that I had done a fabulous job of representing myself, but suggested that I go back to Florida as soon as I could.    He then asked me if I had anything further to say, and I did.  “Your honor, this county is a big catch 22.  I was not drinking yet when I asked for a blood test, which was my right to do so, I was not allowed.   I think it’s ridiculous and I wonder how much money is made in this town unjustly because people just plea out and pay the fines”.


The Judge thanked me and told me “good luck”, and then turned to the DA and said, “You may want to take some of what he said to heart”.   This was one of the best moments of my life.   Not only did I beat the DUI, but also I got the system yelled at by the Judge because they were not following procedures.  A part of me wishes I had kept my mouth shut instead of yelling at the DA in my final remarks.  Why you might ask? Well, at the end of the summer, I got arrested a second time.   


The second arrest happened because of another fight with Howard.  This time I had found him in a car having sex with someone.   I couldn’t believe my eyes.   I remember it vividly.  I was at working at the restaurant and had one of those horrible psychic feelings come over me again.  I knew something was wrong.   I got so upset, that I told the manager I had to leave, and had to leave now.   I was in the middle of waiting tables during the dinner rush, and I turned my tables over to the other waiters, and went to find Howard.   I arrived at the bar in half the usual time due to speeding.  I parked my car, got out, and while my heart was racing, I stormed the bar to look for Howard.  Howard was nowhere to be found.  I ran into his friend Ernie, and asked him where my boyfriend was?  Ernie said he was just there, that he must have just left.   With my heart now in my throat, I walked around the parking lot until I came upon a station wagon that had all the windows fogged up.   As I listened, I could hear voices coming from the back of the wagon.  It was Howard and a strange voice.   I walked to the side of the car, and in the window that was opened a crack, I said very loud, “Howard, get the fuck out of that car now!”   The strange voice said, “Who is that?”  I heard Howard answer, “That’s my lover”.  The stranger then said, “You told me you didn’t have a lover!”  By this time, I had picked up an empty beer bottle and with it in my hand I said, “Mister, if my boyfriend isn’t out of your car in 30 seconds, you are going to have to tell your wife why you don’t have any windows.”  The guy instantly threw Howard out of his car.   I then ordered Howard to get into my car as we were going home.  Howard refused, I guess mostly out of fear.    I told him if he didn’t get into the car I was going to leave and go back to Florida, tonight.  Howard refused, and I left, almost running him down in the parking lot as I sped out of the dirt parking lot.   

I went to the house, loaded up the car, did several shots of liquor, and proceeded to leave New York once again.  It was late, and I was very tired.   Because I was so angry with Howard, I thought I would stop at the rest area and maybe find sex, the same rest area where I had caught Howard months before.  I was so angry, hurt, and once again feeling alone, that I took the gun that I had under my seat, and threatened some old man at the rest area.   I actually took the gun, waved it at the man, told him that I was a cop and that he was a fucking faggot, and should leave now.  I also told him I wanted him to give me his wallet, but then changed my mind and ordered him to leave.   I should have left for Florida, but instead I hung around wanting to find someone to have sex with to punish Howard and make myself feel better.  As I sat in my car waiting for someone to show up at the cruising spot, a police car showed up.   Upset and a bit dazed, I allowed the police officer to search my car, and then I was arrested for possession of a loaded firearm.   My karmic nightmare continued.


I was so embarrassed to have to call Howard to bail me out of jail.  Even though he had hurt me, I was trying to make a dramatic exit and, instead, I now had to count on him to help me get out of jail.  Not only was I arrested  because of the gun, but at the rest area no less.   I was caught with my tail between my legs.  Thank God, Howard answered my collect call from jail.   Howard made calls to Florida and helped get money from my parents to bail me out of jail.   This time I was facing more than just a DUI.   I was facing a third degree felony charge and could do time in prison.   I was scared shitless!   


I had no choice but to get a lawyer. My lawyer was some drunk who supposedly was a friend of the Judge.   I thought maybe since he was a friend of the judge that all would be OK.  That is until the first day of my hearing when the DA from the last court trial remembered who I was and said that I was going to “hang” for being such a smart ass.   I was quite scared.    Furthermore, when they saw that my car was from Florida, and that I was working at the Georgian, which had been known for its underworld connections, they thought that I was drug trafficking at that rest area.   It was an absolute miracle that I got off with a misdemeanor and a slap on the wrist.   It indeed was another nightmare, one more of many.   


A few months later, after all that Howard and I had been through, he decided to break my heart again.   Apparently good ole Gary K. decided he wanted to try to be with Howard again.   He told me one night in bed that he was sorry but he had to ask me to leave, because Gary was calling him again and that he wanted to try it one more time.   I could not believe what I was hearing.   What is with God and his reasons for my misery with Howard?  I just was so close to losing my mind and snapping that it was scary.   


I packed my things the next day and moved out.   I was working at a different restaurant in Lake George now, and the owner had apartments out back and said I could stay there for a bit.   I was feeling horrible.   I remember that I did not eat for 4 days, and that I was loosing weight quickly.   I was obsessing about Howard and the Gary.   I could not get them out of my mind.   The night of the fourth day, I decided to go out with some friends and get drunk.   What a mistake!   That night Howard and Gary were at the bar being happy little lovebirds.  The knife was already in my heart, and now Howard was twisting it.    I left the bar in a drunken huff, and went back to my room.    I wish I would have stayed there, but I didn’t.   


After an hour or so, as my mind kept playing the scene of Howard and Gary in bed together, I felt as though I had to see it for myself.   When I moved out of Howard’s I still had a key to the trailer.  So, at 3 am I went back to the trailer park and parked my car a few blocks away and tiptoed to the trailer.   The lights were all out.   I went around the back to see if I could hear anything going on in the bedroom, and there was silence.   I  thought that maybe they weren’t home, but if they were home, I wanted to see it for myself.  I felt as though it might help me put closure on things so I could move on.


I opened the front door quietly so as not to make the dog bark.   The dog greeted me at the door and I tiptoed down the dark hallway to the master bedroom where the door was shut.   I slowly opened the door, and couldn’t see anything.  I remembered that I had my lighter in my pocket, and in an instant, as my heart was again in my throat, I lit the lighter and saw the two of them sleeping in “Howard’s and my bed”.    I needed to see more, so I walked around the side of the bed and lit the lighter again.   They were both still asleep, arm in arm.   I was getting sick to my stomach and realized I didn’t want to see more.   


At that moment, Gary woke up and said to Howard that someone was in the room.   I made a mad dash down the hall and out the side door of the trailer.   I ran and didn’t stop until I got to my car.   As I got in I heard Howard yelling, “Chris, I know that it’s you”.  
After a few minutes, I thought how stupid it was for me to run when they knew it was me, so I returned to the scene of the crime.   My advice?  Never return to the scene of the crime.   In doing so, I had to admit that I was in the house.  Even though I had a key, the police told me that I was trespassing and could be arrested.   Howard didn’t press charges, but, later on I found out that Gary had chased after me and had broken his ankle running down the hall.   I could not wait until morning so I could be sober and depart.  I know knew that I was going to leave Lake George for the last time, never to return there to live again.  Gary sued me for damages, and won since I never showed up to court, but he never collected a cent.  After all, I think that a little payback for coming between two boyfriends, on such a regular basis, does offer some risk.  Don’t you agree?


The next morning I thanked the owner of the restaurant, packed my car, and left for New York City to see my friend Rachele.   I decided to stay with her for a few days before I went back to Florida.   She nursed my mental health back to a somewhat sane state, and got me to eat my first meal in almost five days, my first Sushi dinner.  She was so wonderful and so great.  She even encouraged me to go visit my friend Frank in Montreal.  Frank is a guy that I met one night in a strip bar in New York City.  He actually picked me up, and turned out to be such a wonderful guy.  Frank flew me to Montreal and completed nursing my mental state back to sanity.  Frank is one of my dearest friends in the world; I will love him until the day I die.  I found out later Frank would be a friend for the rest of my life.


As I said, I never went to live in New York again.   Unfortunately, as sick as it might sound, after several months of being single in Florida, Howard called me to apologize and tell me that what he did was wrong, that he would prove to me that I was the love of his life, and he would move to Florida to stay.    I think at that time I really needed a therapist, but of course, I did not have one.   Howard did move to Florida and he and I got an apartment in Vero Beach and lived together for another two years but, of course, we had many ups and downs. 

During this time, in my practically perpetual state of unhappiness, I wound up being arrested a third time, this time for supposedly trying to buy cocaine.   I realize now that this happened because I was drinking while depressed, and was in the wrong place at the wrong time.   The charges were dropped; because I did not buy cocaine, nor did I have intent or thought to buy cocaine.   

It was at this point in my life that I started understanding that Howard and I were a dangerous mix.  Our personalities and chemistries were always going to lead to negative things.  Case in point; when Howard was drunk and rolled his car into a ditch one night when he found out I was out on a date with someone.  We weren’t even together anymore, but it was still overwhelming enough for him to drive like a crazy man and loose control of his jeep.   I just thank God that he didn’t drown in the water filled ditch and that he escaped with only a few scratches.   Howard and I were in a black hole of bad energy, in a bad mix of Karma that needed to end.   I realized that I needed to attempt to break this cycle, this addiction.  Therefore, I decided to flee to another country.  I took my first trip to Costa Rica, which was the start of a major change in my life.

My first trip to Central America was in 1997 when I was 34.    I had never been out of the US before, and I had heard that not only was Costa Rica gay friendly, but that the guys there were very cute.   So, I blindly looked for a place to stay, and hooked up with a gay guesthouse in San Jose called Colours.   This was such a nice place, it reminded me of a show that used to be on TV called Melrose Place.   The rooms encircled a big beautiful pool, in the middle of the complex.   The people I met were all so nice, and the boys that were there were gorgeous and plentiful.  This country really made me feel good about myself.  It made me forget all about the shit in Florida, and New York, and just relax and have fun.   The first few days I just whored around, trying to speak Spanish, with a limited vocabulary, with the boys I had met in the park, and at the bars.   It was so different and so new that it was almost like a new drug.   The fourth day I was there I was walking down a street looking for a gay bar called La Avispa.  It was Sunday T Dance and I had heard it was the place to go.   


That’s when I ran into Paul.   Paul was this very cute boy, who was just 18 years old.   I had stopped on the street to ask him directions to the bar, and ironically, that’s where he was headed.   So I followed him to La Avispa, which was only another block or two away.   The bar was so interesting.  Latin music and American dance music was the music of choice.  Guys and girls alike, all gay, would dance Latin salsas one minute, and then dance to American club music the next.   It was a great cultural experience.   Paul had disappeared from my eyesight but I wanted to thank him for showing me where the bar was, so I found him and bought him a drink.   We spent about four hours at the bar, and Paul was so nice, and knew a few words of English, that I actually asked him if he wanted to stay with me in the hotel and maybe go swimming in the morning.   To my surprise, Paul came with me back to Colours and spent the night.   It was a very romantic evening, lots of kissing and love making. 


Paul did not speak much English and all I had was a few years of Spanish from high school, which was so long ago, so although it was complicated to talk it was easy to communicate.  It was amazing how the language barrier could be overcome by body language.  In a few weeks, Paul was learning more English, and I more Spanish.   We fell in love with one another, and this was one of the pivotal moments in my life, for my relationship with Paul began my detachment from Howard.   A long, over due, detachment that really would take years, was now finally starting to begin.   Paul was such a dynamic person; I really fed off his energy and his insight.   He was an honest, caring, and very passionate person.   From the first day that I had met him, and even now, Paul was very determined to be someone in this world.   He refused to be like some of the typical “bad boys” of Costa Rica.   He was not a prostitute, nor was he into the drug culture of San Jose.   The qualities Paul had were so wonderful and so enlightening and  I was deeply drawn to him.   That is until I found out that Paul had lied to me about his age.   When Paul told me he was only just turning 17 years old, I began having nightmares of prison in a third world country.  One nightmare even had me being executed; it was horrible.    I was angry at first, especially when I found out that he was using a fake ID to get into the bars, but after the paranoia wore off, and after I met his mother and she liked me, I calmed down.   It was my first lesson in Costa Rica; ask for a photo ID even if you meet in a bar.   These guys are so desperate to get out of their poor country that they will lie about their age.


By my third visit to Costa Rica to spend more time with Paul, the reality of him being so young and so far away began to set in my mind.   Meanwhile, Howard was so upset and jealous that I was moving on with my life with someone that he began pulling my heartstrings in an attempt to reconcile.  I was so tempted to ignore the flowers, and the dinner invitations, but because Howard was still in my heart, I eventually told Paul I was not coming back to Costa Rica for a long time and broke his heart.    Paul cried and begged me to come back so I promised him that one day I would, but it would be over 3 years until I returned.  


Once Howard realized that I had given up on the thing with Paul in Costa Rica, the bullshit began again.   He started seeing other people, and when I told him I would not move back in with him, he eventually met someone else and he and I drifted apart.  He drifted back once, just long enough to lure me into bed while I was trying to make a relationship work with a Georgia boy named Shane W.  Although it was clear that Howard and I could not be together, we would each still obsess on each other’s attempts at a different relationship.  Obsession is one of the worst feelings you can have.  The feeling in your stomach overwhelms you and the craziness makes you do things that you normally would not do.  I became a mess as I became a stalker.  When you are unable to trust someone, then you never believe what he or she tells you, especially when you have thoughts that they may be lying to you.  It became my mission to prove to myself how much Howard would lie to me.   I wanted so badly to believe him, but my stalking would only reinforce the fact that he could never be true to me.   


The episodes of stalking were ridiculous.  I would spend hours around the block listening to his telephone calls by using a police scanner to tune into his cordless phone frequency.   I crawled into his house through the doggie door to look for clues that someone was sleeping with him.  I even bought him an answering machine as a gift, writing down the secret code for retrieving messages, before I gave it to him.  I was doing very sick stuff with this insane stalking behavior of mine.  I needed to get away from this cycle of abuse, incurred by both of us, before one of us got hurt badly. I finally realized that I couldn’t live in Vero Beach any longer, and decided to follow a friend’s advice, and move to Orlando. Howard and I are now friends, and he is happy with his new lover Matt.   Although their relationship was shaky at first, because Howard was still having sex with me occasionally while he was with Matt, they are now happy.  Matt and I are actually friendly towards each other as well.  The two of them have been together now for almost five years.   My move to Orlando helped us both with that closure that we so desperately needed.    

Orlando, at first, was a breath of fresh air.   I moved there with my friend from nursing school, Michael.   Michael and I were the “Frick” and “Frack” of our class.   We were two of our teacher’s worst nightmares.  Many times, we would take over class discussions, just to prove that the teacher couldn’t control the class.  He and I bonded.  He would be a very special friend for several years.  I was his token wife; I cooked, cleaned, and helped take care of him and he took care of me as well.   


Our lives in Orlando became very Internet intensive.   We were becoming cyber sluts or online sluts. At one point, we were keeping score as to who had more notches on their bedpost.   I think I finally won the contest with about fifty people that I had sex with, but it was a very close contest.   Mike and I bonded in such a great way.   We would spend many nights at Pleasure Island in Disney World, getting totally shitfaced on shots of liquor.   We would drink so many “liquid cocaine” shooters, that we would have black outs.   One morning I woke up and saw that in my car were road safety cones and parking signs in the back seat.   Neither of us remembered how they got there, until days later when the memory began to come back.  We had the time of our lives in Orlando.


In life, we find that sometimes we are placed in someone’s life for a purpose.   You don’t know it until time passes and you look back, but now I realized there was a purpose for Mike and I living in Orlando together.    One night, I was out at the Parliament House Gay Resort Hotel looking for a piece of ass, when I met one of the funniest and loudest girls I had ever met.   This girl kept screaming out loud “Only 45 days until I get my masters!”  I screamed back to her “You go girl! Congratulations!”  That was all it took for us to begin to talk.  I felt very close to her, and immediately asked her if she was a lesbian.  When she told me she was straight, the first thing I told her was, “You have to meet my friend Michael.  You are perfect for him.”   Mike and Krista got married two years later.  I became a Notary Public and actually performed their wedding ceremony.  

 
Although being single in Orlando was fun, I never expected to really meet anyone surfing the Internet whom might be boyfriend material.   Boy was I wrong.  They say just when you let your guard down is about the time you meet your next love.   This was true for me.  Mark  J. was going to college to become a dentist.   We met on MIRC an Internet chat program.  Mark was adorable.  He was this cute little “Backstreet Boy” looking guy; with a cute little button nose, and a sense of humor that would just crack me up.  Mark and I met on the Internet and within a few days, he drove from Tampa to Orlando to meet me.   Mark and I had a crazy time together, and it didn’t take but two weeks for us to fall in love.   We had a blast and we would joke around and laugh like you wouldn’t believe.  Mark would bring out the funny man in me.   He brought out a side of me that I had never seen before.   Of course, Mark was young, only 19 years old, when we first met, but when we were together neither of us felt an age difference.  Luckily, I don’t look my age.  Sometimes it’s a curse, but for the most part, it’s a blessing.   Mark would have such a fun time trying to have his friends guess my age.  He actually acted like a goof ball about it, but it was all in fun.  Every time we were together, we had a blast including the time that we wrestled in bed, and he flipped me over his head and I landed on my back, I still laughed.  Well actually, it took a few minutes for the air to come back into my chest, and for me to realize that my back wasn’t broken, but this relationship was different.  It was very fun.   We made love a lot, had Sushi dinners alone and with friends, went to Disney World and Pleasure Island, and, we even fooled around in Space Station Earth at Epcot.   I hadn’t really been involved with anyone since Paul in Costa Rica, and really had not had this much play and fun in a long time.   It was time for something new, fun, and loving in my life and that is just what it was.   That is, it was until Krista, Mike, Mark, and I went to Atlanta for a long weekend of “fun”.   


The first night we all arrived in Atlanta, we went out to Buckhead.  Buckhead is a small town to the north of Atlanta made up of yuppies.   We went to this cute restaurant/ bar and started drinking those stupid “liquid cocaine” shots, the same shooters that Mike and I used to drink at Pleasure Island that caused blackouts and amnesia?   We drank and drank and drank, for hours.   Mark was kissing on Mike, I was kissing on Krista, and it was getting very crazy.   We all stumbled back to the hotel on Peachtree Street and went to bed.   Mike slept with Krista, and I slept with my boyfriend Mark.   Mark was extremely drunk.   We undressed, and Mark and I began to make out and have sex.   About 10 minutes into our session, Mark began to get woozy, and in the middle of making love, we stopped because I could see in his eyes that he was passing out.   We both went to sleep.


In the morning, at breakfast, Mike was telling the story of how he was eating out Krista’s “muffin” the night before, and that she didn’t remember.  It was funny watching Krista’s reaction when Mike went in detail about his “seafood buffet”.  Mark started to crack up laughing thinking it was amazing and funny that she couldn’t remember anything.  He was laughing hard, until I mentioned that he and I were having sex, and that he didn’t remember any of it.   I told him that we had started to make love and that he passed out and so I stopped.  Mark lost it and began to make a big drama about how he felt raped and how could I take advantage of him.   He would not listen to anything I had to say about the details, or how I didn’t finish.  I tried to tell him how it didn’t take me long to realize that he was too drunk, and so I stopped.  He didn’t believe me and for the next several hours I listened to him rant about being raped by me, his boyfriend.  We both cried hysterically, and I felt like shit.   As I sat on the windowsill, trying for the 10th time to apologize, I actually thought about jumping out the window.  This was the third time I had thought about killing myself in my life, but I thought about it twice and realized that I did nothing wrong, and that my horrible feeling inside would pass.  Unfortunately, the trip was ruined, and Mark left the next day, flying back to Tampa by himself.   Even though he said he forgave me and that he believed that I didn’t rape him, it was never the same.  Shortly thereafter, Mark broke up with me.  His break up with me brought on a major depression episode, and became my worst nightmare to that point in my life.


At first, I tried to ignore the horrible feeling of abandonment inside.   I had never done well with breakups before, but this time I wanted it to be different.  I wanted to let Mark go, without any drama.   What wound up happening was that I internalized the emotions that I felt, and that began the beginning of my physical downfall.   I stopped eating, started going out nightly and getting drunk, and stopped taking care of myself.  Mike and Krista were no longer in Orlando, and I was alone.  I was working at Orlando Regional Hospital doing psychiatric triage in the emergency room so my job was occupying most of my time, but I was miserable.  The loneliness and pain began to mount in such a way that losing my appetite caused me to lose inches off my waistline.  I loved the fact I was wearing 30-inch waist pants again, and wearing tight muscle t-shirts, but I had no idea that I was looking like a walking corpse.   After the third month of this downslide, my face started breaking out with the weirdest form of acne I had ever seen.   These zits were not filled with the typical “zit” juice, but were filled with a tissue substance that would bleed for an hour when squeezed.   Losing weight and feeling tired and shitty was one thing, but put some marks on a gay guys face, and immediate intervention is always necessary.  Due to my vanity, I rushed to a dermatologist only to be misdiagnosed with a skin problem called Rosacea. 


My face continually got worse and none of the creams my dermatologist prescribed to me worked.   I decided to go visit my new Primary Care doctor, as my benefits from the hospital were now in full force and I had not yet met her.   My new doctor was wonderful; she was very thorough, and quite nice.  Aside from feeling tired and having the shit on my face, I thought I was ok.   I was in for a shock.  When I got on the scale, I had lost close to 40 pounds.   I thought the scale was wrong.  I told the Doctor that my last weight was 190 lb two months ago; and yet here I was weighing in at 150.  Another thing discovered during my exam was that I had a fever of 103, and that all of my blood counts were severely out of whack.  I was very sick, and didn’t even know it.  Two weeks later, I was diagnosed with AIDS and began the latest cocktail of meds.   


I was so sick that my friends and family all thought I was going to die. I would lose my mind for a bit and not remember much of anything.   I was so weak that I could not get up out of my father’s lazy boy recliner.  It was really bad.   I would overhear my Mom talking to my friends Rachele, Stacey, and Tim about the possibility of my death.   I had ignored the HIV thing, and it had finally caught up with me.   I should never have done that, but with the social stigma attached to it, and the fact I was a nurse, I simply couldn’t deal.   Once, after my positive testing of AIDS, I took another test and it was negative, which was not a true test, and so I easily went into denial about the HIV never to be retested again.   The depression from the break up with Mark, the drinking and partying, caused me to spiral and allowed the HIV to turn into AIDS.   It took me some time, but I finally came to grips with it, focused on getting better, and began to overcome it.   My viral load went from in the millions to undetectable, and my t-cell count went from 30 to 300 in only 5 months.   My progress was great, so great it was miraculous.   I had rebounded from death.  I had beaten the odds and fooled the doctors.  I did it!  I was on the road to recovery.  At least I thought I was, until June of 2000. 

Only a week to June of 2000, I met Jose in New York.  It was such a great thing to meet him, especially since the Mark thing was so bad, and had blown up into something so shitty.  Once again, a cute, young, smart boy was finding my heart.  I was thinking that there was in fact hope that I would not be alone after all I had just been through.   I was ready for some good stuff in my life, and ready for a bit of fun.  I liked Jose so much that I promised I would come back in 2 weeks after our initial meeting.   A week later, the most pain I have ever felt in my life awakened me.   I was asleep and awakened by what felt like a butcher knife shoved into my liver and back.  I could not even get up out of bed.  I had to crawl down the hall to my parents’ bedroom to tell them to call an ambulance.   Mom loaded me up into the car and took me to the emergency room.   It seemed that since I was on a protease inhibitor called Crixivan that this might be a kidney stone.   So, after lots of pain medicine and fluids, I was finally relaxing awaiting my discharge, when the ER doctor told me that the CAT scan had found something more than just a kidney stone.   Once again, I was thrown another curve ball.   The CAT scan eventually turned into an admission, which led to a needle biopsy, which in turn led to my diagnosis of having Non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma, an AIDS related cancer.   I cried for days, and didn’t really stop until Jose agreed to come and visit me in the hospital.  This angel like young boy was willing to come to Florida, see me, and give me love and comfort.   Little did either of us realize what was in store for us.   Jose came to Vero Beach, and moved in with my family, shortly after I began my long year of chemotherapy.


The battle of AIDS, and then a new battle with Cancer were so emotionally draining on my family and me.   It seemed like every time things were starting to go our way, something would upset the tables and I would head into another downward turn.  Getting sick with AIDS, being diagnosed with lymphoma, in remission, not in remission, being told I was probably going to die (for the second time), and then in remission again.   I was very lucky to have my Mom by my left side, and my boyfriend Jose by my right side.   The two of them, and the support and prayers from friends like Stacey, Rachele, and Tim gave me the strength to beat the cancer, even when at one point my doctor had given up on me.  The illness has given me a new outlook on life.   I was not going to give up; I was not going to believe anyone who had any doubts that I would beat the lymphoma.  I prayed for physical and emotional strength during each horrible event, including the break up with Jose during my last treatments at the University of Florida, and the loss of my great friendship with Michael.  Through the path of our lives, many times those who were the closest to us in one moment become distant and fade away.   I miss them both, but I have finally accepted that reality.  I will never, nor have I ever stopped praying for either of them.

As strong as I thought I was; I discovered how weak I actually am at times.  I was constantly reminded each day of my own mortality and how at any given second our life can change its perceived direction.   Sometimes that new direction is very painful and quite horrifying; nevertheless, it is an accepted lesson.   I also learned that many of the clichés that we hear in life are actually true, and that you have to live each day to the fullest, as it might be your last.   So many people influence our lives.   Even the slightest influence can make such a difference in the outcome it is almost amazing.   Some people have heard of my battle of cancer or even the stories of my past relationships and have said it has helped them make a change in their own life.   That is when I feel as though my life is most valuable, when I have made a difference in someone else’s destiny. 


My therapist recently told me that I have a need to be needed by others, and that is why I tend to be attracted to needy or younger people.   Being needed or needing to help isn’t always bad, but it certainly can be dysfunctional when the need to be needed is winning over the need to care for yourself.   This might be the truest definition of codependence, but that of course is a book of it’s own.   I do think that we should continue to make a difference in others by helping when we can.  We should be generous with our lives and our time, and be generous in the love we give so that we can receive those gifts without strings.  We must not forget to value our precious gift of life, and not stray from the quest of finding out what path our life needs to be taking.   Life is short, but it can be even shorter than we think.  It really sucked when I was reminded of this cliché on a personal level.oHowaH


On September 11, 2001, a horrific event occurred that changed history.  Terrorists hijacked planes and flew them into the World Trade Center in New York City.  Only a few weeks before this event I was in New York City and I was on top of the world taking in all the beauty with another ex-boyfriend Shane.  They say something good always comes out of a tragedy.  If that’s true, then I hope and pray that the event of 9/11 caused people all over the world to realize just how precious each day is to them, and how in an instant it can all end.  Whether it is a terrorist attack, an illness, a car accident, or a murder, life can be erased as quickly as it comes to be.  It’s so difficult at times to reflect on those events in our lives that are painful.  My opinion is that it is very necessary to remember all the pain and grasp it, be in touch with it, and feel the blades of pain it has brought to you in order to progress into what we are to be.   Only when one embraces pain and comes in touch with its meaning, can one move forward and begin to feel the love and beauty of life again. 


The last few years of my life have really been extraordinary.  My fight with lymphoma, a remission, then relapse, battling AIDS, striving for perfection, looking for love, and dealing with tragedy, has lit a fire in my heart.  I feel the need to grab onto people and shake them and say, “Stop worrying about the little things, and enjoy a bit of the life that God has given us”.  Unfortunately it’s to no avail, people still get caught up in balancing their checkbooks, passing tests, flipping off traffic, and getting neurotic about the little things.   It’s amazing to me how clichés come to be.  For instance, the phrase: “just when you think things are going your way the shit hits the fan”.  When you doubt that things could get any worse, you are shown that they can, and often do get worse.   What brings that to mind?  Another horrible event that came to my life even more recently.  A few short months ago, after my breakup with Jose, and during my many travels to and from Costa Rica to visit my ex boyfriend Paul, I met and fell in love with very sweet 18 year old boy.  


The first night I met William was quite bizarre.   I had just finished doing a three- some with 2 brothers in my hotel room, when they decided to invite me to a local gay bar.   We took a cab and went to bar Greco, located in San Pedro, on the outskirts of San Jose. The bar was very dimly lit, and only a few people were there.   Not a single person spoke English, which was a bit uncomfortable, but was good incentive for me to continue my learning of Spanish by immersion.    As I sat in the middle of the two brothers, and attempted conversation with a few of the boys nearby, in walked a breath taking young guy, with a fire in his eyes that just about knocked me off of my chair.   When I looked into his eyes, I saw his soul.  I saw a person beyond belief.  Not only did William resemble my previous Costa Rican boyfriend Paul, but he also had many of the same qualities that Paul had.  I could not stop staring at William.  I completely forgot about the brothers sitting next to me and could feel myself straying from them.  I didn’t care because there was something about this attraction that was different from any other.  This was so powerful I would have knocked someone over to talk to this person, something I would usually never do.   


My first words to William were whether he had a brother named Paul.  The resemblance was so astounding that I was sure he had to be a relative.  Of course, my Spanish was so awful that I think William said yes, just to shut me up.  Later I found out that William was not related to Paul and that William did not understand what I was saying to him.  I was falling quickly for William.  I could not get enough of this guy.   He was cute, funny, and definitely the life of the bar.  Everyone knew him and gravitated towards him.   I couldn’t take my eyes off of him.  It was as if he was a magnet.  His energy glowed like no one I have ever met in my life.  He would look into my eyes, and the warmth and love I would feel was something that I cannot even put into words.   I stared at him for what seemed to be forever.  I wanted to know him better.  

 I continued to smile and talk in Spanish with William.   After about 15 minutes, everyone at Greco bar was starting to leave the bar, including the boys I had come with.  William turned to me and said in Spanish, “Venga bebe”, (Come on baby).   So, I did just that, following the crowd of guys out the front door into the street.   It appeared that we were all going to get in a cab to go to La Avispa, the dance bar across town.  William told me to get in the cab first, and as William followed me in the taxi, he slammed the taxi door in his friend’s faces and told the taxi driver to drive away.  He asked if we could go to my hotel room, and from that minute on began a new chapter in my life.   In just a mere second of time, my life had changed and I had not even known it.  

 
William, not to my surprise, had previously been a prostitute.  Although he denied that he was doing it currently, and although he had never asked me for money, I know that his prostitution was for his survival.  William’s father had thrown him out of the house when William was only 14.  In some of our deeper conversations William explained to me how many times he had to sell his body in order to eat, or in order to find shelter from the rain during the rainy season.   Hearing some of William’s stories about  his past fascinated me, his stories of doing drag and working the national parks late at night made me sick, but also intrigued me as well.  You cannot even imagine how good William looked walking down Second Avenue dressed up as one of the most gorgeous girls you have ever seen.  In fact, William was so pretty, that even I, who have seen many a drag queen, could not tell the difference.  Unlike some of those transsexuals you see on Jerry Springer, William out of drag was not the least bit feminine.  When William was in drag he made a total transformation.  William never at any time resembled a drag queen while dressed up, but instead looked like an innocent, beautiful, sweet, little Latin girl.  I was told that William made big money, not just because Costa Rica has such a high amount of its tourists looking for sex, but also because Costa Rica is also very closeted with many married men getting their “boy sex” from the streets via legalized prostitution..

Coming from the streets, William was also very connected to the gay underworld of Costa Rica where there was an abundance of cocaine, and lots of robbing of “tourists” whenever he or his friends could.   To fall in love with a hooker, was like living the movie “Pretty Woman”.  William stayed with me for a month, and was so unreal; very loving, compassionate, and touched me in a way that I really needed.  Because I was spending each day with William, he told me many details of his life and he opened up to me, like he had not opened up to any American before.  William’s friends told me that William had never fallen in love with an American before because Americans were only for the sex, the fun, and the money.  I had become William’s first true love.  One day as I was doubting his love for me and ready to hit myself, because he had disappeared and was nowhere to be found, in walked William with two dozen fresh cut roses of every color of the rainbow.  The most beautiful bouquet I had ever seen in my life.  All the guests sitting by the pool at the hotel were in awe.  “You found yourself a good one Chris”, said Baron Paul from France.  “I think this boy really loves you, and this could be a great thing.  Pay no attention to his past, and his need to survive, but feel in your heart what he has been offering you.  I can see in his eyes, that he really does love you”, the Baron added. Hearing those words touched my heart, and offered me my own needed validation.  


William and I, even though he spoke not a word of English, did not have much trouble communicating as my Spanish had progressed so well, that as long as he would talk slow to me and do some word substitution when needed we did great.  We talked about some pretty deep stuff; like how his father was a drunk and used to beat the shit out of him (showing me the scar on his head), or some of the horrible things that happened to him in the past working on the streets.  We talked about how much he used to charge, as well as how he had never been in love before until now.  We would laugh, kiss, cry, and share every emotion possible together.  We knew our time was limited for this visit.  


 He would take me to the bar to watch him get ready for his female impersonation show.  I would watch him sew a dress and put on not only his make-up but also all the other boys make-up who were performing that night.  He had the respect of all the great transvestites and performers in Costa Rica.  Everyone knew “Gina”, and either respected her or feared her.  Drag queens in Costa Rica have been known to be very dangerous at times, and although William had a big heart, after many years on the streets, he has some enemies as well. William was not shy by any means. He was very up front about being gay.  Everyone in San Jose knew him and if they didn’t like him, he would tell them to kiss his ass.  One night William, the short, little, cute boy toy that he was, screamed at a cab driver to fuck off cause he didn’t like him and I kissing.  Another time, while walking arm in arm at night looking for a cab, some jerk called us faggots, and in a heartbeat William turned to the guy, grabbed his crotch and said, “Suck my dick you homophobic fuck, you know you want it!”.  He was fucking incredible.  The boy had no fear. He took me to places around people that most people would run from.  I was in situations that I knew could be dangerous, but I felt safe with him.  Imagine that, me safe with some 18-year-old Costa Rican boy who didn’t speak English, and might have weighed a whole 125 pounds soaking wet.   I fell head over heels in love with him like I have never felt before in my entire life.  


I fell in love so hard, that I began talking to William about coming back very soon.  I couldn’t bear leaving Costa Rica; I extended my trip another week, but after that week needed to get home for appointments.   I was going to visit Rachele in NY, then get my CAT scans and go to doctor appointments.  William said he understood and that it was OK as long as I promised to be back by his birthday, telling me that we were going to get married on that day, and that he would be shopping for a wedding dress while I was gone.  I grinned, felt all fuzzy and warm, and promised to come back for his birthday.


 Less than a week after being home, I received a phone call that William had been in a taxicab accident with his friend Alberto.  He had been hurt, was going to be in the hospital for a day or so, and that his hand was in a brace.   I immediately made new reservations, packed a bag, threw it in my car, stopped at Burdines to buy a box of Godiva Chocolates, and was back in William’s arms within hours.  Well, I should say, back in his arm and his arms’ ace bandage.  His injuries were not that bad, but they certainly gave me a great reason to go back to Costa Rica sooner than later.


We spent the next week together doing everything; enjoying his music La Ley, eating Dim Sung, and Arroz Cantonese, making love, laughing, and talking about me moving to Costa Rica.   It looked to me like I was finally heading somewhere.  My life seemed to have a purpose again, and someone new was having the same thoughts as me.  I could only stay a week this time.  My coming down for him and the circumstances I came down for created a bond that was unbreakable.  I could see it in William’s eyes that something had changed.  The warmth and energy of the love that we were now sharing enveloped both of us.  We both felt it equally, and even though there was quite an age difference, at this point, it did not matter to either one of us.  


I’ll never forget that last night, while we were lying in bed at the Holiday Inn Aurola on the 7th floor, looking at the gorgeously lit mountainside. It was so hard, and so overwhelming, that we both cried hysterically for about 2 hours.   “No se va”, (don’t go back), ”Te amo” ( I love you), “Please Chris, I beg you, please do not leave me”.  “I love you”, all said with tears and hugs, holding each other as if it was our last night together.   While the tears were falling from my eyes, and he was in my arms, I looked into William’s eyes, deep into his soul, and I grabbed Williams’ hand and pointed to the full moon over the top of the mountain, that he had brought to my attention earlier.  I held him close, held his hand, and said, “Papito, when you are lonely and sad and missing me, look up at the moon (mira la luna) and then look at the ring I gave you and remember that I am doing the same thing in Florida”.  “Yo mira la luna y pienso a ti siempre”.  (I will look at the moon and think of you always).  I promised William I would be back for his birthday.   


I wasn’t back a week when I got the phone call.   William and his friends had gone to the beach, allegedly running away from a pissed off drag queen that held a gun to his head.  He called me from the beach to tell me he was staying there for a week and wanted to know when I was coming back.  He begged me to come back soon.  I said I would be there in 2 weeks and he was so happy when I told him those words.   I told him to be careful, as I had been having horrible nightmares for a week that bad things were happening.  He told me not to worry, he let me talk to his friend for a minute, and then he got back on the phone and told me he loved me.  Before he hung up the phone he said he would call me “manana en la manana”, (tomorrow in the morning) and his last words to me were “Te quiero mucho mucho mucho”.   I never heard William’s voice again.


My sister and her family were visiting from Colorado for the week, and we decided to go to dinner for their last night.  We all met at Outback Restaurant, had a wonderful time, ate and drank, and just enjoyed the family together.  I was on my way home when my cell phone rang.  It was James calling from Costa Rica to tell me that he had heard a rumor that William was missing and that he might have drowned at the beach.  My heart stopped a beat.  Questioning the source of where he had heard it from, I told him I would call him back as soon as I got home.   My heart was in my throat, as I dialed the few connections that I had in Costa Rica, online and by telephone.  My pulse was up and I was praying like I’ve never prayed before; on my knees before God outside, in the night, with no moon.  At that moment, I remembered the last night William and I were together, and we promised that if we missed each other we would look up at the moon.   I looked for La Luna (the moon) all night long.  It was amazing to me that it was out the night before and yet not tonight.  I searched for the moon until 3 AM while waiting to hear more news.  Slowly, more bad news came in, but all hearsay, no facts.  I took a ton of Xanax and some Ambien and went to bed.   


The phone rang at 10:30 AM and it was my friend Litho from Costa Rica.  “I’m sorry Chris, but it’s true, they found his body washed up on the rocks.” I lost it.   I burst out crying hysterically and couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  My newfound love, who I was dreaming about a new life with, was now dead.  Tears ran down my cheeks, onto my shirt, and into my nose, as I ran outside to yell at God, and to smoke a cigarette.   Looking up at the cursed heavens, I noticed a full moon out in the late morning right over my head.  This didn’t help my tears.  I felt as though William was telling me, “Papi, la luna”.  I still get nervous in my stomach to this day when I think of that moment.


I arranged the airline tickets in a matter of moments on-line to leave early the next morning from Miami.  I packed up a bag, called my friend Jose Soteldo, who speaks English, and flew out at 5 AM the next day.  My friend Manuel was there to pick me up from the airport.  It was so nice to see a familiar face.  I asked him where my friend Jose was, as he was supposed to meet me at the airport.  Manuel said that we were going to pick him up now.  The tears began to flow again, remembering the last time I was at the airport when William was there too.  I was getting sadder and sadder by the moment.  We arrived at the meeting place where Jose waited and I jumped out of the car, hugged Jose, and cried in his arms.  Jose had known William, and all his friends, for years.  It was a good connection for me.  


We got to Hotel Colours around 11 AM.  William’s best friend, Alberto, Costa Rica's highest priced hooker, was sitting in a chair by the pool crying hysterically.  He had had a fight with William and Ronald and was feeling guilty that they would not have gone to the beach if it were not for the fight.  I embraced Alberto, and in his mixed Spanish, he cried in my arms.  I thought I would have time to relax, unfortunately that did not happen as Jose got a call that the body was being moved today.  We had a few minutes to get to the morgue, as I wanted to put some things in the casket.  A dried rose that William had stuck in my suitcase when I left in February, and a stuffed bunny I had bought him for Easter, and a picture of William and I at dinner.  A friend of William’s had arranged a cab for the day, which worked out fine.  So, in the beat up red taxi we drove to the morgue.  


I told Jose I wanted to see the body.  Jose said, “You are not allowed.  The father won’t let you.  He’s drunk and he knows you are gay”.  Ronald, Alberto’s brother and friend, told the father it wasn’t about him, that William was in love with me, and that’s why I was here and that William would have wanted this.  The father said no at first, and then changed his mind.  They still said I couldn’t see the body.   Jose said I wasn’t allowed, but later on I found out he lied to me for my own good.


The funeral really sucked ass.   I do not believe I have ever cried so much in my life.  The casket was brought to the viewing place and when I walked in, I lost it.  All of William’s friends were surrounding me as you would the widow, two on each of my shoulders, as I held back the hysteria.  I had brought from the States two Mass cards.  One I gave to Ronald and Alberto, the other I handed to his Mother, as I met her for the first time, at the viewing.  The friends led me to the coffin and I put my hand out and touched the gray velvet coffin, with a viewing panel, which remained closed for me.   The minute I touched the coffin, I shuddered, and had to sit down.   We only stayed for a few minutes; they had waited for us to show up, and after 10 minutes, lifted the coffin and moved it to the station wagon, which was decorated with hundreds of flowers, reminding me of Princess Di’s funeral on TV.   I was moved into a van which followed the quasi hearse.  We drove around the town of Zappote directly to the cemetery.   I watched as they lifted and transported the casket around the winding walkway, past many tombstones, to a mausoleum.   There stood a vacant hole, in which they slowly brought the coffin down to the lowest level, and slid into the dark hole.  People gathered around and pushed me to the front where I knelt with Alberto.  Everyone was crying and moaning, when suddenly Williams’s mother screamed out, “William, mi hijo” and fell to the ground.  I ran to William’s Mother, put water on her face, and put her legs up.  She woke up in a few minutes, but for a brief minute, I thought I was going to have to perform CPR the same day.  Thank God, that didn’t happen.   I then went back to the hole where I took a daisy, William’s favorite flower, and put it in the hole on top of the coffin.  William was enclosed with our picture on his chest, the bunny next to him with the rose in its paws, and a daisy on top of the coffin.  


Just when I thought I was totally drained of all tears and emotion the bricklayer began to close up the tomb, brick by brick by brick.  I was now officially a basket case.   I went back to the half-open tomb, threw in a carnation, and in the silence of the mausoleum, yelled, “Tu lingua!”.  This was William’s favorite phrase, which was kind of like saying kiss my ass.   The silence broke as everyone stopped for a minute and laughed.  I had accomplished something that I have always been gifted to do, make people smile when they really need it, but this time it was for me.   


I gathered my composure, as one by one people left the cemetery.  The last to leave were Alberto, Ronald, Jose, Joanna, Ericka, Juan Carlo, and I.  Joanna was at the beach with William and Alberto.  This is when I got more of the gory details of what happened.  Not really wanting to know, but knowing I needed to, Joanna took my hand  and gave me the gold chain and the ring that I had given William before I had left.  They had removed it from the body.  Joanna told me that she had asked William to pawn the necklace when they needed food and drugs.  William had taken the jewelry off and handed it to Joanna but at the last minute, stopped her from taking a cab and told her,  “If I have to go out on the street in order to eat, I will, but I will never take this necklace off again.  Chris gave this to me and when he comes back for my birthday on April 20th, he and I are going to be married”.   


I had forgotten that I had promised William, my beautiful Costa Rican boyfriend, that I would marry him.  William had come up with the idea of getting married when he and Alberto were at the mall one day and William insisted on trying on wedding gowns and had such a blast.  They couldn’t wait to tell me the plan, and William, on two occasions, told me to remember that on April 20th, to come back for his birthday, and for our wedding.  This too, chokes me up even now.


After we left the cemetery, we all decided to go somewhere, but we just couldn’t decide where.  So I said let’s all go back to the hotel where we can have a drink and relax.  So we all piled into my cab and headed back to Rhomosier.  Everyone greeted us and was very condoling.  My friend David had bought me a plant and everyone was waiting on me like a king.   We all sat down in the courtyard as I went up to get the CD of William’s favorite music from La Ley.  His favorite song was “sin dolor, no te haces feliz”, which means without pain, there is no happiness.   We all cried again as we talked about William and continued the mourning process until 2 hours later when they all left.   I paid the cab.


That night, and the next few nights, Jose stayed with me.   Jose was a person that I had met the same time I had met William, and when I met him, I was so impressed that I wanted to introduce him to my friend David who had been alone for months.  This boy could speak English, lived in Miami, was so nice to meet me at the airport, and now to stay with me so I didn’t have to be alone.  I believe that Jose was sent to me by William to help me in this time of need.   I thanked God, and enjoyed his embrace that night.  I did sleep well.


The next day, I actually had some time to clear my head a bit.  Jose managed to help me get my mind off of the day before, and to stop dwelling on the other details.  He did tell me that he lied to me about the viewing of William’s body.  He said that I would thank him later for lying to me, because the body was so decomposed, it would have been unbearable to look at.   He was right, I am very grateful that my last memories are of his beautiful face, and not an unrecognizable mess lying in a coffin.  Thank you Jose.


Of course, when someone is there in the midst of emotional hurling, someone is bound to be caught in the middle.   My way of coping for my need of compassion and filling the darkness I now had inside of me was to make passes at Jose.  Knowing how wrong it was, but knowing that I needed to feel something he allowed us to kiss passionately, but only kissing.   It was quite moving, and I’m glad that it went no further.  Thinking that it was totally out for respect of William, I nodded in respect.  Later on that night Jose said that he needed to talk to me.   “What’s going on?” I asked.  He continued, “They just told me that William had SIDA (HIV).  Did you know he had AIDS?”, he asked?  I said, “No, he told me he didn’t have it”.


One day as William pointed out a homeless person who had AIDS, the topic had been brought up.   William began by saying, “Papi, el tiene SIDA  (He has AIDS)”.

This began our talking about it, and I asked him if he had ever been tested, and his answer was, “Papi, Yo no tengo SIDA”  ( I have no AIDS) and then added that he got tested often.

I had told William that day that I had AIDS.  I had to make sure that he understood.  When I asked William if he had been tested recently, he told me that he was negative.   I found out that night with Jose that he had lied. 


“You didn’t know that he had AIDS?”, Jose asked?  “No, he told me different”.

I laid in silence thinking that now was probably the time to tell Jose how I knew and why I knew.  However, I figured, it wasn’t the time yet.   So I let it pass, knowing that he and I hadn’t had sex.   I was overwhelmed as it was, and couldn’t deal with much more for the moment.  That night, as we lay in bed, Jose’s head was on my chest.  Jose then starts to tell me that he was very worried about getting HIV, when I quietly said, “You know I have HIV don’t you?” as my heart beat quickened.  “I was wondering when you were going to tell me.”, he said.  “So you knew?”, I asked.  “Yes, Alberto told me”, he added.


This emotional nightmare was getting better by the minute.   Seems that William had lied to the boys and told them that I had given it to him, which, I know, for a fact, was not true.   I think he said this to his friends because it was Williams’s way of finding acceptance by falling in love with me since I  was open about it and was practicing safe sex, and that is another reason why he decided to “marry me”.  At least now, the door was open for Jose and me to talk about “my” reality, and know the total truth about me.  .  This helped me even more.   We talked for a bit, and he fell asleep.  I got up to take an Ambien, a Xanax, and to have a cigarette, when I looked out the window and saw the full moon glowing brighter that I have never seen before.   I smiled, looked up at it, and said, 

“Mira, La Luna!”.  “Good Night, Papito, Te Amo” (Good night my Love, Te Amo).  I fell asleep shortly thereafter.


After 3 days of my depression and not wanting to do anything but stay at the hotel, Jose was ready for a break from me.   He told me at 10 AM that morning that he was going to his sister’s.  I assumed he was coming back, until the cab showed up and he told me different.  I figured out it was for the best, because I didn’t need to be falling in love at the moment, nor did I want that to be an issue only days after I buried my boyfriend.  I waved goodbye to him and he told me to call him.   That afternoon I realized how many memories were at that hotel of William and I, and now that Jose was gone, I decided it was time to go home.   


The morning of my departure, everyone at the hotel was so nice.  Luis, the housekeeper, helped me plant David’s plant in memory of William by the pool.  James charged me half of the normal charges for staying at the hotel, and even Manuel didn’t want to charge me for the ride to the airport.   As we got ready to leave, the phone rang and it was Jose asking me what I was doing.  I told him I was going to the airport that since he had left, there was no real reason for me to be there, especially with the Easter Holy days coming up.   Everything would be closed because of the holiday and I was tired of being alone at the hotel.   He was upset and said he would be right over and that he wanted to go to the airport with me.   I agreed and said that it would be fine.


Jose and I sat out in front of the airport for 3 hours before my flight.  Since 9/11, and the heightened security, it really makes for a long time waiting for your flight to depart.  After 30 minutes of hugs, and a few pictures, Jose said he was bored and was going to go.  I said, “That’s fine, this is quite boring”.   I watched him walk away, never turning around once.   I looked up at the sky, smiled, and thanked William.


Being at the airport alone was not a good idea.  After waiting in all the various lines, and getting my passport taxes paid, I realized how much time I had to think about William’s last kiss at this airport.  As I sat waiting to board the plane, the tears began to fall.  I sat alone, crying in my chair, trying to hide my tears, as people looked at me funny.   I’m sure that seeing an almost 40 year old man crying like a baby must have been bad for the other passengers.  When I checked in, I asked if I could sit alone, that my “wife” had died and I was just too upset to sit near anyone.   At first, they said they couldn’t do that but after they saw how much of a mess I was, they insisted.   “Ju dunt git no business class dinner, Entiendes?”  I said, I couldn’t eat if I wanted to, and thanked them through the tears with my hand held to my face.   


The flight attendant was so nice to me.   As I sat, with him obviously knowing what had happened to me, he gave me tissues and a glass of water.  He told me if I needed anything to please ask.  I said thank you and began my long stare out the window.   The plane took off on time, and after about 20 minutes in the air, the cabin lights went off as the sun was beginning to set.  I was the only person in business class.


Suddenly, a red glow caught my eye from the cabin window on the other side of the plane. It was astounding.  As I got up out of my chair and crawled into the other seats, I looked out of the window and saw one of the most phenomenal sunsets I have ever seen.  The red and oranges completely filled the sky.  With slight tears still in my eyes, I actually got chills and thought of William.   It was so beautiful I took out my camera and took a digital picture (This appears on my web site Gaychris.com).  I then climbed back to my seat and buckled my belt again.   Suddenly, even though the sun wasn’t fully set, out my window I saw the full moon just coming up on the horizon.   In all my life I had never seen a sunset and a moon rise at the same time, and at 15,000 feet I was right in the middle.  Unbelievable you may think, but all true, and I cried again, but this time they were tears of joy.  


It’s been a few weeks now, and things have been very strange since I got back from Costa Rica.  Weird things have been happening.   I have been having an Anti-Midas touch with electronics all of a sudden.  Both my computers crashed, my cell phone power cord is acting weird, the sandwich machine at the hospital got my sandwich stuck, my DVD player was acting strange, just very weird things.   The other night I was online and there was an article about how this was the first year in many that the full moon was longer than predicted.  People have been telling me they have seen rainbows and sunrays that they have never noticed before.   I think William has felt the love, from my friends and me.  

Even the other night I was outside and smiled at the moon, no more tears, and I said, “Willie, if you’re still nearby, I wish you would give me a sign”.   What if I told you that his best friend, Alberto, called me not 20 seconds later from Costa Rica?  He, in Spanish, was asking me how I was, that he missed Willie, and would I be at the show they were performing in Williams’ honor on his birthday. Would you call me crazy?  Well, it astounded me too, but it’s true.  I felt William’s presence almost on a daily basis.  I found myself seeing William’s face in every sunset, in every full moon, at every beach, and in every song.  


One night, as I was in a twilight sleep, I opened my eyes and saw William’s face in mine.   His sexy profile, looking at me out of the corner of his eyes.  His skin was so tan and smooth, and he had a smile on his face.  I didn’t hear any words come from this image, but it was an image I have never seen before.   The image was not like a dream, a two dimensional image, but it was in the third dimension.  It was such a wonderful feeling that I wanted to reach out and touch it, but when I tried, it went away.  The only way to recapture the image was to close my eyes and remember where it was and what it looked like.   I continued to feel as though William had not crossed over.   


As the days passed, this feeling continued to get stronger.   The electronic failures continued, and now the reminders of William became more specific.  Every time I tried to let go, tried to say goodbye, an interruption would prevent my ritual.   One time, I went to light a candle in my room, and hold the bunny rabbit (CHRIS I THOUGHT THE BUNNY WAS PUT IN THE COFFIN?) that I had given William close to my heart, and I could smell William on the bunny rabbit.   The ring that I had given William which he was wearing when he drowned, only I could smell a foul odor on it, when no one else could smell anything.   One day while smoking a cigarette and talking to William under the stars, I could smell the scent of cocaine being smoked in a cigarette.  Something William loved to do when he was partying.   The harder I tried to let go and say goodbye, the greater the reminders.   One afternoon, I took off all of the jewelry that I had received from William, except for a leather necklace that he had given me the last time I went to Costa Rica to see him.   Shortly after I put the jewelry in a box, I received an email from his friend Juan Carlos in Costa Rica, asking for copies of the digital pictures of William.    Coincidences?  Probably, but they didn’t stop, and I found myself needing a break from this reality.  I felt as if I needed to go to church and pray for him, and once again try to say goodbye.   No more interruptions, I was determined to do it.


I waited until 8pm that night to go to St Helen’s Catholic Church.  This particular weekend was William’s Birthday, the day we were to be married, the one-month anniversary of Williams’ death, and to the day, the anniversary of his funeral.  St. Helen’s is the church I was confirmed in and the church my Mother goes to every Sunday.   I had brought with me two of my favorite pictures of William, one of him and I eating dinner at David’s, and the other picture of him dressed up as a woman.  In the latter picture, he was wearing a type of Moulin Rouge outfit in red and black.  His hair was up in a do. On his left shoulder, he had painted a tattoo of a large “C”, which stood for Chris.   Such a romantic thing when he told me the “C” was for me.   So, with the two pictures in my hand, and all the jewelry that he had given me and that I had given him, I pulled into the parking lot of the church.  I was very surprised to see the entire parking lot full.    There was no way it was a mass, it must be a rehearsal for something.  So rather than go in the front door, I decided I would go in through the back door, sneak in, light my candles, say my prayer, and leave.   As I entered the back of the church, I heard something very strange.   The person speaking was speaking in Spanish.   I moved to where I could view the altar directly at the back end of the church.   As I looked down the long center aisle, I saw a priest presiding over a Spanish Mass.    I looked at the full church, and felt as though I was back in Costa Rica, in the Church at Cartago.  William and I had gone to that church so I could bring back holy water to my friend and mother.  The church was where Mary had appeared to a young girl at the church and is now sacred ground.   I had talked William into taking communion during the mass, and now I felt as if I was back there.   My memory then switched over to my other memory of a Spanish Mass, the last one I had been to, which was William’s funeral.   Chills went up my back, down my leg, up my neck, and down both arms.   I just looked at William’s pictures, and smiled.  This was absolutely one of the most wonderful and unplanned moments I had ever experienced in my life.   I began to pray for William and say goodbye once again without interruption.  “William, my love, its time for me to say goodbye.”  
I didn’t even finish my words when I heard the priest making an announcement, in Spanish, that today was the 30th wedding anniversary of two of the members of the church.   I continued to listen;

“Friends of the Church, I am going to ask Mr. and Mrs. Sanchez to come forward before me, as they would like to renew their wedding vows in front of all of you”.


More chills came over my body, as I watched and listened, in Spanish, thinking how remarkable it was that on the anniversary of William’s death, and on the weekend that I was supposed to be back in Costa Rica to exchange vows with him, these two people exchanged their renewal vows.   I felt as though William and I were being married at that moment.  Although he had died, he was here, with me, in the presence of God, to make good on our promise.  I looked down at the pictures in my hand and once again, the tears rolled down from my eyes, down my cheeks, and onto the pictures.    I looked at the alter, looked up at the ceiling, said thank you to William, and immediately left the church, once again interrupted from finishing my goodbye.


I think I called everyone I knew to tell them what had happened.   Was I going nuts?   Was I becoming a psychiatric patient, instead of a psychiatric nurse?   I have seen psychotic breaks happen due to depression; it was possible.   Was I inventing these things?   I needed grounding.   I turned to my friends for help, including my Internet friend Jeff V.   


Jeff V. and I met online way before the Internet even existed in its present form.    We met on my Gay Bulletin Board back in 1991.   Jeff and I had made a connection way back then, and spent many hours talking about our lives.   Our relationship began and got intense, as neither of us knew what the other looked like.  I know that we enjoyed our voices, but we had no way to exchange photos.  Online chatting was very new, and the technology to send a digital image did not yet exist.   Therefore, the only way we could see what we looked like is by sending pictures in the traditional mail and waiting.   The day we both got our pictures of each other was a day I’ll never forget.  Neither Jeff nor I liked what we saw.   We didn’t talk again for weeks, waiting for those images of each other to fade so we could recapture what we had verbally.    It didn’t take long to get back into talking again, with the acceptance that we had nothing more than a friendship.   Over the years, Jeff and I have talked regularly, and have built a fabulous friendship, although we have never met.   I had mentioned to Jeff about what had happened to me with William.   Jeff and I spent many a conversation talking about life’s philosophies, about psychic sense, about after-life, and love.   Our talks always got very deep, much deeper than most.   I felt very open to tell Jeff about my feelings that William had not crossed over yet, and he agreed with me when I said I thought I might need to find a medium.   Most people would have thought I was crazy, but Jeff said he really felt that this was an avenue I needed to pursue.   After our telephone call, I went and searched the internet to find a medium, but found no one.   Four days later Jeff sent me a link to a medium located in Florida.   I sent the guy an email, stating that I thought I needed help, my boyfriend had died and weird things had been happening.    I didn’t hear anything for days.


One Saturday I opened my email and heard, “You’ve Got Mail”.   Scanning down the list of garbage mail, I saw an email from Jason Oliver.  This was the Psychic/Medium that Jeff had found online and that I had written.   The e-mail, was a very nice letter, and in it was a link to his web page regarding readings, and information about seminars that he taught.   I wrote him back thanking him and asking him whether he was going to be in this area soon.   Amazingly, I received an email back in a short time from Jason.    Jason said he didn’t understand why, but he felt that he wanted to lend his time to me, with no charge, and that I could call him when our schedules allowed.   I wrote him back and we decided on a date and time after the weekend my friend Tim and I would be back from New Orleans.     


Almost 20 years ago, my best friend Tim and I had taken a trip to Key West for his 21st birthday.   The party back then was to celebrate his birthday, and to say goodbye as I was going to be moving to NY.   Well in May of this year, Tim would be celebrating his 40th birthday and wanted to take a trip with me.   We thought about going to Las Vegas, but after looking at reservations online, and possible vacation spots, we decided on Jazz Fest in New Orleans.   Neither of us had ever been to the French Quarter and wanted to go somewhere neither of us had been before.  We booked the flights, the room, and took off for N’awlins.  


The main thing to do in New Orleans, of course, is drink.  You can drink 24 hours a day, 7 days a week there.  The bars never close.  It is a continuous party of drinking, and if you want sex, you can find that too.   Back rooms everywhere, bath houses, and little horny people walking the streets at all hours of the day.  Yu can definitely have a fun time if you are in the right frame of mind.   Our first two days we had a good time exploring.  But, as the newness started to wear off, I began to think about William again.   Even sitting at the bars I would tell the bartender about my nightmare and gain his pity.   It wasn’t as though I wanted to obsess about it all over again, but those damn reminders, triggers so to speak, were a constant reminder of my horror.   One afternoon I decided to talk to Tim about it.   I even told him about the weird things that had been happening, how I felt as though William was still around me, and that he had a message to tell me.   Tim’s response was, “You are a fucking nutcase”.   


Tim has always been my emotional rock in my life.   His witty personality, mixed with his “I don’t have time for this bullshit” attitude, has kept me in balance many times.     Frustrating as he can be at times, he really offers me a sense of balance when I am caught up in an emotional whirlwind.   This time though, Tim’s strong pessimism would be challenged.   By the end of our trip, Tim would see things in a different light.  

  
The third afternoon in New Orleans, Tim decided he wanted to me to turn on the TV.   We had not watched any TV since we checked into the one bedroom apartment.   Tim reclined on the couch with his head on the armrest, while I sat across from the TV in an antique styled chair.  With the remote in hand, I began to surf the channels.   I had spoken to Tim many times about the details of Williams drowning.   I described to Tim how the beach was, with its Pacific style look with huge rocks lining the shoreline and even in the water.   The type of rocks you would expect a boat could shipwreck on.   The type of rocks that bodies are found on the morning after a drowning.   Tim would try to be sarcastic and make me laugh about my nightmare, saying things like, he looks like William, he just needs some seaweed to hang from his ears.   Tim and I have always had sick senses of humor, and it was his brand of medicine that usually make me feel better.


While surfing the channels, Timmy stopped me at his favorite show, Diagnosis Murder.   The show stars Dick Van Dyke, and its storyline revolves around the solving of murders.    I stopped the channel selector on that show and we began to watch.   What happened next was chilling.  Keeping in mind that Tim and I had just finished talking about William’s drowning again, the show began to show the scene of a beach in a Latin country.   It was beautiful, with rocks, and crashing waves.   The scene continued with Dick Van Dyke talking to the other actors about a murder that had occurred.   Tim and I said not a word as the scene continued down the beach, to a spot, where the cameras cut to 2 people dragging a dead body out of the ocean.    Tim turned to me and said, “Can you believe what we are seeing?”  I had chills up and down my arms.  He had tears in his eyes, feeling my pain, and now knowing one of the types of reminders I had been having.   I was numb to the TV show, used to this stuff happening, but it really grabbed Tim in such a way, that at that moment I think Tim began to believe me a bit and my extraordinary coincidences.  It affected Tim so much, that he even told his boyfriend Gary on the phone, and later our friend Rachele.   We stayed in New Orleans for another day, and left on a Monday morning.


On our way back home, Tim suggested that we stop at Ozzie’s Crab House for dinner.   He and I love to go there for all you can eat blue claw crabs, and pound the petunias out of the crabs.  This is the kind of restaurant that has newspaper on the table, and southern, hometown, type clientele.  We drink our beers and carefully dissect our crabs to get every bit of crabmeat possible.   The whole event usually lasts about 2 hours, and by the end, our hands smell so bad, it’s almost disgusting, but it’s so enjoyable.    Toward the end of our feast, Tim started to reflect on the weirdness of the TV show in New Orleans.  
“I still can’t believe that the only time we turned the TV on, we saw that”, he said.  “I know Tim, it’s the kind of stuff I keep seeing and experiencing.  The kind of stuff that you say I’m a nut ball when I describe it to you”, I answered.  “Well, it just gave me the creeps and gave me goose bumps”, said Tim.  “Did you feel the tears in your eyes?”, I asked.  “Just fucking weird, that’s all”, as Tim broke open another crab.  
“It’s almost like William has a message for me, and every time I try to move forward, I get another weird message, It’s actually scary.”


Just at that moment, I happened to notice that the newspaper I was eating my crab on had the same date that William had drowned, March 21, 2002.  I almost didn’t want to tell Tim, but I just couldn’t hold it in.   “Case in point Tim, do you see the newspaper I am eating on?”  “It’s been almost 2 months since William died right?  “Look at the date!”  Tim said, “Holy shit!”  “You see what I mean?” I asked.  “These are the kind of things that just keep happening to me.   I can’t explain it, but I feel as though William won’t let me forget”.  Tim nodded his head, took his last sip of beer, and I asked for the check.  On the ride home, I started to get back into the here and now, and remembered that tomorrow I had a phone call appointment with Jason Oliver, the medium.   Now more than ever, I felt like I needed his help.


It was so good to be back in my own bed again.    My nighttime rituals lately included my facial regimen with Clarins, playing on America Online as my facial mask dried, brushing my teeth, and watching my recorded shows All My Children and Rosie O’Donnell.   The last thing I did was to take a big sniff of the white fluffy bunny that I had bought for William, smell his smell, and say goodnight to him.   As I drifted to sleep, I remembered that tomorrow was my phone call with the medium.   I don’t know why, but I tossed and turned all night long.   I do not think I slept a wink.


The appointment was for 1 PM.   I wanted to be on time for the call, or even a minute or two early.  As I watch the clock closely, I started to dial the number I had carefully.    I felt like Jason was ready for my call, but as I waited for the call to connect, I got a recording that the number had been disconnected at the customer’s request.   I couldn’t believe it.   I started jumping to conclusions, thinking that this guy might be a fake, that this was all bullshit and some kind of joke.  I took a deep breath, checked the number from my palm pilot address book, and realized I had dialed the wrong area code.   I dialed the number again and the call went through.  Jason answered the phone, “Hello Chris.”  I said hello back to him and wasn’t sure what to say to him.   He asked me how he could help me and I began to speak about William.   The only thing that Jason knew was that my boyfriend had died, and that weird things had been happening.  I described the bizarre stuff in detail, and then began to talk about some details of William.  When I started to give him those details, he pulled back and said.  “I would like as little detail about him as possible”.    “You don’t have to say anything just let me see what I can see.”


Jason first began telling me that he could get in touch with the final moments of William’s life.  He said he could feel that the death came from the chest and lack of breathing, that it was numbness and as well as heaviness on his chest.   He said that first the breathing stopped then the heart.   He suggested that William might have drowned.   I was amazed.   Next, he began giving details about Williams “darkness”.   He began to tell me that this particular life that William had lived was a dark one filled with much pain and sorrow, and that he was ashamed of his life.  I told Jason of William’s days on the streets and how he sometimes had to prostitute.   He also began to talk about serious physical pain with regard to William’s father.   I reaffirmed and told him his father used to beat William when he was younger.  This I knew as William had shown me a scar on his head when his father had hit him one night with a bat.   His father was a drunk.


The details of Jason’s reading were astounding.   As pessimistic as I can be at times, I was convinced that he was seeing William.   Then there was silence, and he said, “Wait a minute, I need to listen”.   He then proceeded; “William wants me to tell you that he is sorry and wants you to forgive him.  He is so sorry for what he has put you through.  He is sorry that he made bad choices and that those choices led to his death.   He is sorry he could not keep his promise to you.  William needs you to forgive him.  Have you been talking to William?”


I was flabbergasted!  I told Jason that I had been talking to William not only regularly but often.  Jason then said, 
“I feel that William has been very close to you, that you have seen him since he has passed, maybe while you were in or near your bed”.  I remembered the night when I could reach out and touch William’s face.   How vivid he looked and how the smile made me feel very good. 


“I feel as though you have said many things to William, but you have not said you forgive him, and this is what he needs to move on.   You need to say goodbye to William and tell him to move into the light.   William needs to cross over”, said Jason.


I told Jason how I had tried many times to say goodbye to William, but each time seemed to have been interrupted, and that I felt as though William wasn’t ready to let go.  Jason described it as a tug-o-war.  He said that when William wanted to leave I wasn’t ready and my sadness kept him here, and that when I was ready to say goodbye William decided he wasn’t ready to go.  Jason continued to tell me what steps needed to occur and what I needed to do.   He said that when I felt I was ready, the next thing to say to William was that I forgive him, and that I needed to help him into the light by imagining him crossing over.    


The phone call lasted almost 3 hours.   After we talked about William’s death and afterlife, Jason then started to talk to me about my psychic energy.   He said that I was very sensitive and that I have strong psychic ability.   He told me I had such good ability that I could make money doing it.   I thought it was very interesting.   I know I am psychic, and I know that I have those gifts, but to hear a professional tell me this, was quite rewarding.   I liked what he said, and we talked about me maybe attending a seminar or even pursuing it on my own.   I found our conversation intriguing from beginning to end.  


At the end of our conversation, I asked Jason if he still felt William’s spirit.   He said that William’s spirit was starting to pull away from me and that he was happy that now I knew what he was trying to tell me.   He did say that William was at peace now and that he believed that I could feel that peace as well.   He was right!  I could now sense not only my calm, but also William’s.   The tenseness I had felt in my chest and stomach was now gone.  I felt as though I had been walking around with soaking wet clothes and I had finally changed into something dry.  Jason said that William had not crossed over yet, that sometime when I was ready, I needed to say goodbye again, and that this time William would pass over.    I told Jason thank you very much, that what he did was so wonderful, and that one day I would repay him in some way.


That night, as the sun began to set, I sat outside looking at the sky.   I knew that it was time for me to set William free.    Although I had thoughts of keeping him around, because the feel of his energy was now familiar, I knew that would be selfish.  Jason had also said that many of the other weird things, like the electronic problems, was due to the fact that William’s energy was not compatible in the form it was in.  It needed to be processed and that after he crossed over, he could then come back and be a guide to me; but not until he shed this life and went through that process.  So, as I sat in my chair, smoking a cigarette, I looked up at the sky and I said to William that it was time for him to cross over.   I told him in Spanish that it was time to go into the light, I told him that I forgave him, that he didn’t need to be sorry, I told him I loved him, I would miss him very much, but that we would see each other someday soon.   I repeated to him to go into the light.    At that moment I looked up and whether it was in my head or not, I saw an angel come and put his arm around William.  Behind the two images, the background was bright white.   As the Angel put his arm around William, they started to go into the distance.  Suddenly, William stopped them both, turned back to me and looked down at me, took his fist of his right hand and brought it to his heart, tapped his chest, and said “Te Amo Mucho Mucho Mucho”.   I did the same back to him.  The angel turned him back around, and they left into the light.   Chills went all over my body, and tears began to fall.  I told him, “bye my love, I love you”, and at that moment, I felt as though a big brick was lifted from my chest.   I felt as though the next breath of air was fresher, I felt a peace I have not felt in a very long time.    I knew in my heart and soul, and believe, that at that moment, my little Costa Rican love of my life had finally crossed over.   He was waiting to say he was sorry, because the bond of love that we had was so powerful, he could not go on until he could say he was sorry for letting me down.


So, as I close this chapter of my unbelievable experience in Costa Rica during the spring of 2002, I must say, that the test of strength and the will to live, continues on in it’s weird ass way.  I think I was trying to save someone who couldn’t be saved, but in the meantime, actually fell in love.    Falling in love with William, an 18 year old “former” prostitute from San Jose, who probably had AIDS, and was ready to settle down with this almost 40 year old gringo, has been one of the most fulfilling and most saddest moments of my life.   I will say this though; I would not have traded those memories for anything in the world.  From the first moment my eyes saw Williams’ up until the last goodbye at the airport, and through all the unexplained incidences leading up to my last image of William crossing over, I feel that this situation has taught me some lessons of love that I would not have known had I not met William.   



Closure is something that comes in time.   When we loose something or someone in our life each of us is different on how we deal with grief and loss and how we come closer to putting closure on that pain.   Letting go of William was and still is a process.   Seeing his spirit disappear in the clouds on that spring day I thought would be enough, but it was not.   After that whole nightmare, I really did not think that I would have any desire to return to Costa Rica.  I certainly was wrong in that respect.    After a few weeks, I began to have a fire inside my gut to return and to see his gravesite.   For some reason I needed to go back to that cemetery in Zapote, Costa Rica and bring flowers to my baby.   Therefore, in August, I decided to give myself an early 40th birthday present, go back, and do just that.


The flight down was quite unnerving as it brought back many memories of the funeral and of the drowning.   Being back on a plane, and then back to Juan Santa Maria airport opened up that can of worms that I thought was buried down deep  My friend Manuel the taxi driver picked me up from the airport and we took off for Hotel Colours in Rhormoser.   The weather was hot.   I couldn’t wait to light up a cigarette and start practicing my Spanish with Manuel.   I explained to him that I wanted to hire him to drive me to the cemetery in a few days to put flowers on the grave.


I was a bit nervous of the idea of returning to the cemetery.  In fact, I had postponed my visit until the last day before my return.   That morning was pouring rain.   The only day of my trip which was not only cold, but had this torrential downpour.  I had asked my friend Abelardo to go with me, as I really did not want to go to Zapote alone.   So, around noontime, Manuel brought the car around and Abelardo and I sent off for our 30 minute journey across to the next town.   We stopped on our way at the roadside florist where the freshest of flowers were being arranged.  It was still raining cats and dogs as I got out of the taxi with my umbrella and tried to keep as dry as possible.   Of course, being the rainy season, that was an impossible feat.  The floral arrangement I bought was gorgeous.   The colors were so brilliant and the scent of fresh cut flowers filled the cab.   I was starting to get excited, yet at the same time extremely anxious.   It was as if William was sitting there in the cab with us just waiting.  It felt as if William was pulling me to that cemetery for a reason.   I couldn’t get his image out of my mind, nor could I get his scent out of my nose.


Manuel wasn’t sure where the cemetery was, and in fact, after turning around a few times and asking directions, when we finally pulled up to the entrance, I wasn’t even sure we were at the right place.   It’s incredible how we humans can block out pain along with all of its details.   Even more incredible was that the minute the taxi stopped and I opened my door, the downpour of rain ceased.  Now I knew William was in my presence.   Still not sure if the cemetery was the right cemetery, I walked as if I was on autopilot walking by the mausoleums, and crypts.  One lane at a time, starting out straight ahead, and turning left, and then all the way to the end, onto the grass, I made my final right turn.   I was feeling a bit sick in my stomach now.   I walked halfway down the wall reading each crypt.   Looking for William’s name, as I was not sure which one was his.    I remembered it was almost halfway down the wall and on the bottom level, but where was it?  I couldn’t find it.   Then suddenly, as if being pulled by William’s spirit, my eyes caught that spot of newly dried cement covering the spot where my boyfriend’s body lay.   I got my bearings, looked around, and now was sure, without doubt, which crypt was his.   The nausea overwhelmed me for a bit, and worsened as I realized that his family did not take the time or money to put his name on the resting place.   As I knelt there, placing the flowers in front of the ugly square of cement, Abelardo and Manuel finally caught up with me and joined me in my silence.  I had my left hand on the wall, and my right hand arranging the flowers.   I felt tears deep within, but they would not come at this moment.   I knew they would be coming soon.   I looked up at my two friends, smiled at them and said, “I am done, let’s go”.  


 The instant that my door on the cab closed, the downpour of rain began to start again, but nobody said a word.   The only sound that could be heard was the pounding of heavy raindrops on the roof.  Abelardo held my hand, and Manuel would occasionally look at me in his rear view mirror as we all took in the silence, and my eyes began to fill with tears.   It was good timing for the rain to start again; I turned my face toward the window and began a long stare out into the rain, the sound masking my crying.   I had very strong yet very mixed feelings.  In addition to the expected sadness, I had started to feel very angry inside.   The closer we got to San Jose, the sadder and angrier I began to get. The imprinted vision, in my mind, of William’s final resting place without his name on his plot began to haunt me; and would continue to do so for the next four months.   The contempt I felt for William’s father for not putting his son’s name on the grave just because he was gay, would become overwhelming.   I left San Jose early the next morning; little did I know that I would be back much sooner than I thought.


The nights back in Florida became very restless.  I was not at peace, and I was beginning to understand why I was so compelled in August to return to San Jose and pay my respect.    The more nightmares I had, and the more I obsessed about my loss, the more I knew what I had to do next.   One night, after I spent 4 hours putting together a musical slide show tribute of all of William and my pictures, I went onto the American Airlines web page and booked a flight back to Costa Rica.   This time not only to bring more flowers to William, but to begin, and end a mission that would finally put closure on my loss.   


Costa Rica, although beautiful, is one of the most backwards countries I have ever visited.   Things do not move quickly in any respect.   Everyone moves at a snails pace, in fact they have invented a new time zone.   In addition to Eastern Standard Time, Pacific Time, Mountain Time, Daylight Savings Time, there is now Tico Time.   Tico time is whatever time someone is supposed to be somewhere, or whatever time someone says they will complete a task, you must add several hours or days.   In other words, nothing is done when it is supposed to be done; again I was reminded we were on Tico Time.   


The caretaker of the cemetery asked us if we had permission slips from the government to put up the plaque.   I looked at Ronald and cringed.   Permission slips?  Why didn’t the sign maker tell us this?   I knew the answer but, of course, I couldn’t insult Tico lifestyle.   So,  after asking and being told where to go, we found out they closed early that day.   My quick little mission was turning into mission impossible.   The next morning I met Ronald, with Manuel, and we went to the Ministry of Governmental Affairs.   The rules were such that only a national could sign the request for permission form.  Thank God, Ronald was with me, as I would not have been allowed to do this on my own.   We got the slip, and went back to the caretaker in the Zapote Cemetery.   Ready?  Set?   TICO TIME!!!!   The caretaker said he couldn’t do it for a few days, maybe on Sunday.   I was leaving on Thursday as I had to get back to Miami and I had already changed my flight twice.  I turned to Ronald and told him, you tell him it has to be done before Thursday.  I will pay him extra money to have it ready on Wednesday.   The caretaker agreed and we left.   Three days later, we returned with flowers.   Walking slowly and praying that all went well, Ronald and I arrived to see a freshly painted white wall, with a beautiful plaque nicely centered saying, “Willliam Gamboa, died March 21, 2002; ‘Bailando con Los Angelitos’ (Dancing with the Angles)”.  I placed the flowers, put my left hand on the wall, and for the first time while kneeling in front of the crypt, I spoke to William and said, “Te Amo Siempre, I love you always; Te Quiero Mucho, Mucho, Mucho”; the same last words that William had said to me on the phone a few days before he drowned.   After a moment or two, I then stood up from the wall, took a picture with my digital camera, looked up at the sky, and smiled.  At that moment, I felt calmness come over me.  I now felt certain that William’s spirit was finally at rest.  My mission impossible was now complete and it had given me the ability to put closure on all this pain.    Grief and loss is a process and its duration is different for everyone.   Some resolve quickly without the need for detail, while others need ritual and memorials.  Every time I see the full moon, I will remember that special boy that reopened my heart and overstuffed it with joy, laughter, and most of all love.   My memorials to William were now complete, my healing had finally begun, and now I finally had my closure. “La Luna Papito, La Luna!”


It was now Christmas and although feeling much better, I just didn’t feel like it was Christmas.   I went through the movements of the hustle and bustle, but this year Christmas shopping would become Christmas shoplifting.  While caught up in my shopping frenzy, I walked out of a department store without paying for a box of Godiva chocolates.  I had even put the box down twice rethinking my purchase while remembering the last time I had purchased them was on my way to see William for the last time.   After much hesitation, I said to hell with it, and was proud that I was no longer in mourning.  I proudly prepared myself to make the Godiva purchase once again.   Unfortunately, with many distractions, a cell phone call, and my car alarm going off, I never quite completed the purchase; instead, I was placed under arrest for shoplifting.  The year had started and finished with the love of Godiva Chocolates; very poetic wouldn’t you say?


Costa Rica is in my blood.   I just can’t seem to get it out of my system.   Just when I think I have had enough, something kicks in and poof, I’m on American Airlines on my way back to Central America.   The next time I went to Costa Rica it was because I was due for some fun again.   Now that all of the pain and anguish had faded, I just wanted to go back and have a hell of a good time.   I was ready to just be a slut and just enjoy myself without really thinking.   With plenty of whores and prostitutes and young men in Costa Rica, I shouldn’t have too much trouble finding sex and having fun.    First, there was Cesar.  Oh, my God, Cesar was a sex machine.  Although he didn’t know a word of English, he still managed to say that he loved me a few times, that is up until I found out that he had cut a boy’s face in the National Park a few weeks prior.   The National Park is known for prostitution and danger.  Cesar had denied to me that he was a prostitute, and had never asked me for money, only sex and fruit loops late at night in the hotel.   Of course, what I found out later was that he lied to me and was indeed a prostitute.  In fact, he worked the streets late at night as a hooking transvestite, a little too close to home for me.  Cesar was sweet, but his molars were rotten and his breath stunk.  Although he had a great dick and knew how to use it, our nights and days were limited.


After Cesar there was Carlos.  Now I never had sex with Carlos, it was close, but I got a feel of his dick and it was substandard for my liking so sex didn’t happen.  Carlos was a very sweet boy, not gorgeous, but quite sweet and I did spend one night with him in my hotel room.   Of course, I found out later he too was a transvestite; the only difference was that he liked to do shows and did not work as a prostitute on the street.   I still run into him here and there at times.


From Carlos there was Diego.   Diego and Abelardo are two of the most intelligent boys I have met so far in Costa Rica.   Both are very caring, sweet, honest, hard working, and very studious in their educations.  Diego, at times, was my rock of reasoning.  Our affair was brief because I screwed things up by betraying Diego’s trust.   After the initial sadness, we found we could confide in each other about other guys and sex.   A friendship, that at first only started as a seed, has now been watered and fertilized and is has grown very well.


From Diego there was Steven.  Oh, my dearest Steven.   This was one of the cutest, sexiest guys I had ever been with in Costa Rica.   He was not my usual type.  Not that small, petite, underage looking with the smooth body type; but rather a tall, swimmer’s build, model type looking guy.   Oh and I’ll never forget that he had a huge dick too.   Three problems with Steven though.   Problem number one, he did too much cocaine.  Problem number two, he had a boyfriend that he failed to tell me about, and problem number three?   Well, Steven was as dumb as a box of rocks.   You know the kind of person that I am talking about?   One sandwich shy of a picnic, a few cards short of a full deck, or the lights were on but no one was home.   Not a brilliant boy, but oh my God he was so sexy and so damn good in bed.   He knew exactly what to do, where to stick it, how to stick it, and just how much time to stick it.  


Steven and I had some fun times together.   I had even left Costa Rica and a few weeks later came back to surprise him.  Of course, that is when Steven surprised me and introduced me to his boyfriend.   That rather sucked I must say.   Those boys in Costa Rica sure do like to lie.  They can sure work you over and you never even feel the hand going in the pocket, or the emotional rape.   I guess they are so used to the tourists lying to them that they get numb to being abandoned by the tourists.   I can’t blame them; I just like to think that I am different or special.  Well, I know I am different and special; I just had to go through a few guys in order to really feel special again.


One day, while sitting by the pool at Colours, the phone rang.  It was my good friend Abelardo asking me to do him a favor.  Seems a good friend of his had just been kicked out of the house.   His father received a prank telephone call saying that Alan was a “puta” and was working at night in the National Park as a prostitute.  This, of course, was not true, but his father believed the caller and kicked him out.   So, being the co-dependent, nice person that I am, I told Abelardo to bring Alan over and he could stay with me for one night.  After all, it was a Monday and all the bars are closed on Monday.   


Abelardo showed up with Alan and another friend Anthony.   Alan was an average looking boy, with problem skin.  He was very friendly and polite.   He was so thankful for my allowing him to stay at the hotel and I was looking forward to the company.   As the four of us ordered a pizza and watched TV., I really started noticing Abelardo’s other friend Anthony.   Anthony was a cute, petite, boy toy looking type of 19 year old.   When introduced to him my eyes immediately locked into his cute face, but I felt he was not interested.  I tried to get his attention several times by striking up conversation, but in time I discovered he had a boyfriend and was living with him.   I gave up on any flirtation with him, went back into the TV room, and enjoyed more pizza.   A few minutes later Anthony had moved next to me, and I could not stop myself from wanting to make some kind of body contact, just to feel him close to me.   This boy was beginning to drive me nuts, and after about an hour, I could not believe that he and I were lying on the couch together watching TV.   Cuerpo en cuerpo; body on body.   Nothing sexual, simply cuddling while watching a movie.  Definitely my kind of romance!   It was great while it lasted, but then Abelardo and Anthony left and Alan and I went to bed.   Not having sex in a few days, having this boy in my bed, the fact that the room was dark, and that Anthony had sparked my sexual prowess, I decided not to hold back at all when Alan leaned over and kissed me.   I knew it was not a great idea, but it happened and when Abelardo asked me the next day if anything had happened, I lied.   Well, kind of lied, I mean I didn’t have sex with him that I remember.   I mean, I kinda, sorta, gave him a blow job and according to former President Clinton, that is not sex.  So there, I didn’t lie!


The next day Abelardo and Anthony returned to pick up Alan.   Now I have no idea how Anthony wound up in my bed that early evening, but he spent a few hours with me and we really had a good time.  Things started getting very romantic.  Hours of kissing, cuddling, and laughing.   I could not believe that I was beginning have serious feelings for Anthony, and so was Anthony.  In fact, after the first time we made love, Anthony took off an 18K gold onyx ring, put it on my finger, and told me that it was mine to signify his love to me for always.  I was really starting to fall for him and I could tell that this boy had a very big heart.  I begged him to spend the night with me, but alas, he said no.  The next evening he came for dinner, and it got very romantic again, and then around 8 o’clock when I asked him to stay he again declined, but  promised to come back the next day.   He did just that, and we continued to have fun, cuddle, and make love for the next 3 days, each time ending the same way.  My frustration in his inability to spend the whole night was due to his need to return to his boyfriend’s bed.   I tried everything to get him to stay over, but he would say he could not.   I decided to finally accept this and started thinking that it was time to move on and find someone else to spend the night.   I reprogrammed my thinking for the weekend and asked Anthony if he would like to go out to the bar with me and my other friends.   He agreed and we all went out to La Avispa together.   

One of my best friends in Costa Rica is Damien.   Damien is an old one-night stand from 2 years past and our friendship has blossomed into something that is pure bitchy sisterhood.  We are the bitches, that is for sure.   Well this night at La Avispa was getting interesting.   You see, Damien was aware of my liking Steven.  Remember Steven -  the box of rocks?  Well this particular night Steven showed up, out of the blue, without his boyfriend.   His boyfriend, was a real insecure fruit loop and the night I met him made sure to tell me five times he was not jealous of me and that he knew I was an ex- boyfriend of Steven’s.  Well, when I asked Steven where his boyfriend was he told me that he had broken up with the guy and that it was all over.   He asked me what I was doing and if I was busy, and after a long pep talk with Damien about showing feelings, he lightly touched my hand while he moved closer to my body in the bar.   I was getting excited and actually was somewhat happy that Steven dumped his boyfriend and was making it known that he wanted to go home with me again.   I was starting to feel all warm and fuzzy all over again.   And,  then it happened!


Do you remember Anthony?   The boy who I really liked and who I felt had a big heart?   Well I guess he started getting a bit jealous with all the attention I was getting from Steven.  I had introduced the two of them after finally gave up on anything serious happening with Anthony.   It was somewhat interesting having Anthony on my left who I fucked a few hours ago, and Steven on my right, who in my mind was going to fuck me in a few hours, and me looking like the monkey-in-the-middle.   Right about then, an interesting twist occurred in my evening.   As Steven’s little “accidental” hand touches of puppy love began to put my libido into overdrive, Anthony pulled me aside and said, “I want to go back to the hotel with you tonight Christopher”.   I said to him, “What did you just say?”  In that instant, I felt that uncomfortable feeling you sometimes have when all the bright lights go on after last call in a bar.  It was like there were spotlights on all three of us, and a close up camera on my face to see my reaction to this surprising news.  I absolutely fucking shocked!  My reaction at first was hysterical laughter to myself.   I turned to Damien, who was to Steven’s right and told him what had just happened.   I just plain needed someone to slap my face and wake me up.  Maybe someone could dump a bucket of ice water on me.   As the tears of laughter began to run down my face, I realized that I had to decide whether to pick either the “big dick” or the “big heart”.   Repeatedly I rationalized, “big dicked, stupid, dumb, jock”, or “big hearted, generous, romantic”.  I stood in between the two boys looking to my left, and then to my right, and again to my left.    Just when I was swaying to go with Anthony, Steven turns to me and says, “Christopher, are you ready to go yet, or are you busy?”  Iwas so not believing this moment, that I had to go to the bar for a shot of tequila.   I bought the boys and Damien a beer and returned.   After a long hard thought, I decided that both boys were playing a game; after all, they both had boyfriends.   Therefore, I told Damien that I was going to go home alone one more night.   Anthony had moved to a table while I was looking for advice from Damien.  So I strolled over to the table and sat down and said to Anthony “Sweetie, you have a boyfriend, and I don’t feel or think you really want to come with me.  I want you to take your ring back because I am going home alone tonight”.  I no sooner finished my words when Anthony shouted out with tears, “No, I don’t want it back, you can’t give it back to me, you are different, you are so special, you can’t do this, I love you!  I love you so much!”  Anthony was now crying hysterically.   At that moment, Steven walks up to the table and says, “Chris, you ready to go?”  
I told Steven I was talking and he had to go.   I then asked Anthony if he was sure about going home with me   His words kept ringing in my ears of how different and how special I was to him.   I had not heard these words for months, and I started thinking that I had found someone very special again.   I asked him again, “Are you sure you want to be with me?   Are you absolutely sure?”  “Yes Christopher, Yes, I love you, I think I really love you”, he whimpered under his crying, buckling voice.  “If you are sure, if you are really sure, then lets go, let’s go right now”, I yelled over the loud music while grabbing his hand and storming out of the bar.   As we went outside, Anthony realized that he had forgotten his knapsack.   I waited outside while he went back in to get his bag.   As I stood outside the door, being attacked by third world beggars, Steven comes out of the bar, looks in my eyes as he passes me by and says, “See you later Chris, good night”.  How rude of me, I never even said good-bye to him, and yet he kept his dignity by saying good night to me.    

“Later Steven”, I said, as I watched “Mr. Stick It” walk off into the night.   


Anthony and I did go to the hotel, and he did stay the entire night.  It was beautiful indeed.  After a long wait, I finally spent the night with him.   It was pure compassion.  When we had finally fallen asleep, we both slept like babies arm in arm.  Pure bliss!


The next day Steven called 4 times; three times more in one day than ever before.  He asked every time what was I going to do that night.  I believed that Anthony probably wouldn’t be able to spend two nights in a row, so I made plans with Steven to meet up later.   After all, he was a gentleman last night, don’t you think?   The irony was when Anthony, at 8 o’clock PM, as I am preparing in my head for his departure, suddenly says to me, “Chris I want to stay another night.”.  Gasping at the irony of all this I said, “You can’t, you have to go home to your boyfriend.”  Anthony left at 8:30 PM.  I met Steven, we partied, we fucked, and I didn’t hear or see either boy again that trip.   I spent my last night alone, and I did deserve it.  

 Anthony called me and emailed me almost everyday.   I kind of had a feeling that he would, and in all actuality was very happy that he did.  There was a small part of me that was hoping that I would hear from Steven, but that didn’t happen.   Therefore, I started thinking seriously about my feelings for Anthony.   I looked at the ring that he had put back on my finger that first night we actually slept together   With each night as I lay alone in my home in Florida I started to miss Anthony more and more.  I would find myself sitting in front of my computer on the internet waiting for hours to see his screen name pop up so I could chat with him and tell him I loved him.  The long waits would be well worth it as he would tell me repeatedly how much he missed me and how much he wished I would come back.   

After 2 weeks, I began thinking of a sudden return.   I checked the flights to San Jose and in two days there was a cheap flight back.   So, I booked the flight and waited for Anthony to come on line the next day.    Around twelve in the night, his screen name on MSN messenger popped up and I began with my usual cartoon kisses and hugs.   I received no answer.  I then began to type I love you, don’t you love me anymore?   Again, I got no answer.   This went on for 10 minutes and then he signed off.   I began to think I had been played,  so I picked up the phone and called his house, only to be surprised that his boyfriend Rolando picked up the phone.  “May I talk to Anthony?” I asked.  “Who is this?” asked Rolando.  “May I talk to Anthony” I asked again.  “He is not here, he is out, is this Chris?” asked Rolando.  “Yes it is Chris”.  “What is going on with you and my boyfriend?” he demanded.  I then said, “So if Anthony is not there, then it is you who is reading his e-mail and breaking into his chat?”  “Yes, now answer me, what are you doing with my boyfriend? I read your web page and the one day that Anthony did not come home to bed, you were in Costa Rica.   Are you having sex with my boyfriend?” he asked.  I said to him, in a calm voice, “If you are breaking into his e-mail, then there must be some really bad problems between the two of you and I think that you need to talk with Anthony”.

Rolando and I talked for almost an hour, I almost felt badly for him, but at the same time knew that things would not be the same for him or for me.   I was coming back and I was going to spend more time with Anthony.   I’d been in Rolando’s shoes before, and I almost felt like maybe I was making a mistake.   

After I returned to Costa Rica and felt the love that I did again with Anthony, I decided it was time to get that apartment that I had been dreaming about there.   Now Anthony is staying in the apartment waiting for me to return next month.  I talk to him almost every day, and so far things are going great.  I am very happy, and he tells me he is too. Is it possible that I am going to be happy for a while?   Could this boy be the one, or, is this another fantasy?

Only time would tell for sure, and of course it did.   They say it takes 3 months to get to really know someone.   The first month is the honeymoon period, the second month is the side they want you to see, in third month you begin  to see the side they don’t want you to see, and by month four, the dark side is so apparent that by then there are usually fights and many differences of opinion.  
The first month with Anthony was incredible, we enjoyed furnishing our new apartment and, of course, it was gorgeous.  I had wired him a lot of money to get the apartment and to put up vertical blinds and draperies.   He did such a great job, I accounted for almost every penny that I had sent to him.  Dollar for dollar, it was all there.   My little boyfriend, who had told everyone in the apartment complex that I was his father, had done a great job of finding the perfect little love nest  for the two of us.   The beginning was fun.   We went shopping to buy all the necessities for the place, including refrigerator, oven, washer, dryer, two TV’s, and the list went on and on.

Anthony is from the upper crust, so he couldn’t go with the bargains, he had to go with top of the line;  carpets from the Orient, matching furniture,  25 inch TV for the living room, etc.  It didn’t matter, but I certainly was spending money like I was Madonna or something.   

All went quite well in month one, two and three.  Everyone kept telling Anthony how beautiful I was and how better looking I was than Rolando.   I was feeling quite good, and believing in Anthony to no end.   It was truly unconditional love with no questions.   He was going to school, going out with friends, and everything was great.  I didn’t want to put too many restrictions on him, but it turned out that I was an idiot and should have been less trusting.  After all, you can’t let a dog wander without any leash and then try to put him on that leash when he is much older.  Anthony began lying to me, and slowly but surely I was catching him in so many lies it was making me sick to my stomach.   I put my foot down and told him I would be done with him if there was one more lie.  Anthony could feel my frustration and I believe it was then that he began looking for someone new.   

One afternoon, when I was sleeping late because of a long night out with him, he left me a note on the dining room table saying “call me when you get up”.   I called many times, over a period of five hours without any answer.   My psychic stomach began to churn, as I could feel that Anthony was with someone else but I could not prove it.   Then  I remembered an American at the gay bar the night before being very nice to Anthony, almost too nice.   When introduced that night, Anthony was whispering under his breath, “this is my boyfriend, please take your arm off of me”.  I remembered that this guy was staying at the hotel around the corner, Colours, my favorite gay hotel.   So, I took a little walk, only four NYC blocks, and sat and waited.   I waited for 3 hours and continued to call Anthony’s mobile, every 15 minutes and received no answer, just voicemail, voicemail, voicemail.   I was going crazy!  This boy, of which I had spent thousands of dollars so far on, was missing.   I was biting my nails, and smoking like a chimney.   

Shortly after six o’clock, the guy from the hotel, Zack, walked in the door.   I sat calmly not knowing if he would recognize me or not.   He happened to sit for a few minutes and I asked him how he was enjoying Costa Rica.  He said loving it, and that he was going to stay a few more days.   I asked what he had done today, and he answered he had gone to a movie with a guy named Christian.   I said, “Wow, already met a boyfriend did you?”   He said yes and that he was a real cutie.   Then, without a pause I said, “Oh by the way, you had a phone call. A guy named Anthony called and said you had his ID”.   Zack began checking his pockets out of reflex and then said, “Anthony?”  “I don’t know an Anthony”, and then he said, “You got me, you’re Chris aren’t you?”    I said, “Yes, sit down and let’s talk”.

Zack turned out to be a pretty nice guy.  Shit, if I was Anthony I would have slept with him, but according to Zack they only went to the movies and the worst thing that happened was that they had kissed.  In fact, Zack mentioned that Anthony was cold as a rock when he kissed him.  Kind of strange, I must say.  Zack said Anthony wouldn’t even use his tongue, and I remembered Rolando telling me that Anthony never ever gave him head ever in the two years they were together, and yet, with me, Anthony was an expert.

Zack was so honest that he went to his room and gave me a photograph of him and Anthony taken in one of those photo booths.   The kind where you get about 8 pictures on one page.   In two of the pictures, Anthony actually was kissing Zack and I was pretty uneasy about that.  Zack told me that I could keep the picture and so I did.   I left immediately for the apartment with my evidence of his date to see if I could get Anthony to tell me the truth   

I walked into the apartment and Anthony and his best friend Luis were sitting on the couch in the living room talking.  When I looked into his eyes, he knew he had been caught because I had told him I was talking to a friend of his at Colours when he had finally called me back, which was the exact moment Zack had returned to the hotel.   I went right into the bedroom, put the picture on the end table, and laid on the bed waiting for Anthony to come into the room.  

After making me wait some time, Anthony finally entered the room.   I thought he would flop himself on the bed, but instead he came around to the side of the bed and immediately saw the picture and grabbed at it and said, “This is mine!”   “No asshole, Zack gave it to me, it’s MINE!” I screamed back and grabbed the picture out of his hands.

Almost instantly, Anthony and I began to fight physically.  The actual struggle was intense with no one getting severely hurt.   Anthony scratched my face and pulled my hair, and I merely punched him in the face, without marking up that pretty thing.   I ran to the living room and demanded Luis to leave.   Anthony said, “If he leaves, I leave!”   Luis did not make a move.  I repeated myself to Luis to leave and then they both went out the door.   I told Anthony to stay, and as he began to climb over the gates, I offered to open the door.  His stubborn ass decided to ignore me, and go over the top of the gate grazing his leg on the razor sharp barbed wire at the top.   He then disappeared as Luis walked out the front door.  

I didn’t see Anthony again for days.   We tried to patch things up a few times, but to no avail, the relationship was coming to an end.  Toward the end of the relationship, Anthony slowly stopped coming home at night and the number of nights I waited up until five and six in the morning grew, until finally I moved out of the apartment.  

Anthony and I tried to reconcilliate a few times, but the magic was gone, and the pain way too intense.   One night, as Anthony lay by my side, I told Anthony I was going back to the United States.  At that moment, he broke into tears and begged me not to leave him in Costa Rica alone.   He could not make a life for himself, and that he would rather die than stay there.  He  wanted to try to get to Florida via Canada.  He begged and said he loved me and that our problem was that he hated Costa Rica.  

 I could tell that I was being manipulated, but as I tend to always think of Karma in the back of my mind, I agreed to buy an airline ticket for Anthony to Montreal, Canada. I knew that if Anthony wanted the United States and me that bad, he would figure out how to get there.   So I left Costa Rica, and waited.

Anthony never did show up on my doorstep.  I did hear from him from time to time; phone calls to ask for money or emails to ask for favors.   I held on to the thought that one day he would tell me that I was still the one, but the last contact from him was to tell me that he married a Canadian guy, and was now living his dream in Montreal.

After realizing that Anthony was out of my life, I began to relive my memories with William.   The memories of the fun, the love, and the craziness began to cloud my head in almost an obsessive way.   I began watching a video that I had made of William more and more, and really started punishing myself by reliving that pain almost daily.   I could not stop talking about him and his death again, and in a way, it was as if I had exhumed the body of a 2-year-old corpse.   

Why did I feel the need to punish myself all over again?   Why did I feel as though I could not be alone?   Why did I feel that I would never love like that again?   Finally, why did I not love myself?    I did not think of this until months later, but the answer to those questions is the key to my success.

Opening up those scars and wounds became so painful, that in the summer of 2004, I began a tragic journey down a very long and dark road.   I began to abuse my prescribed Demerol, using it in an abusive fashion, by shooting it up my veins.   I did this for months when I was living with my sister Jean.   About once every other week I would take a weekend to go through a 30 cc bottle of Demerol.   Sometimes I would over-inject and find myself lying on the bathroom floor with a neck ache or backache, or sometimes I would be awakened by the panicked screams of my sister for me to wake up.    

I forced this nightmare on her and to this day I am so ashamed and quite sorry for that.   As Jean’s fear for my well being got more intense, my problem began to come to the surface.   After a bad tumble with the Demerol, I promised Jean I would tell the Doctor and get off the stuff, and that is just what I did.    Unfortunately that is when I rediscovered cocaine.

Damn, from Demerol to Cocaine, what a mess I was; whether it was snorting, IV pushing, or smoking, it did not matter.   The drugs had the ability of making me stop thinking and more importantly stopped my ability to feel anything.  While using, I did not have to think of the last few years of tragedies, the numbness would prevail, and I could survive.   At least that is what my brain told me.   Repeatedly I would start and stop, thinking to myself that I could live in a self-medicated world, not feeling any pain.   Of course, this turned out to be so not true.

With each episode of relapse, the pain got worse.   Reflecting back on the original nightmares got worse, and having to deal with the new troubles of cocaine addiction really made my life pure hell.  I tried to stop for good several times, but my brain would remember how euphoric and sexy I could feel on that drug and after a few drinks out at night, I would find myself smoking a rock of cocaine again.  I had become a “crack head”.   

No one really had it figured out at first.   Sure, they could tell something wasn’t right, but they really didn’t know.   I could swear I wasn’t using the Demerol anymore, because I couldn’t get it.; however, I was using more amounts of cocaine that was lasting less.  I was becoming an out of control junkie.  I could hear Anthony telling me that I caused him to start using coke again.  I could hear Justin saying that I used too many drugs for the reason not to date me.  And finally one night, as I lay on the carpet of my living room, depressed, crying, and in pain,  I saw a vision of William in my skylight telling me to go home to my parents and tell them I had a problem with cocaine because it was not my time to die.   I picked my ass up off the floor and did just that.  I told my parents I had a problem and I was going to try to kick it on my own.   They believed me at the time but they later wished that they had not.  

I continued this cycle for a year.  The hell I constantly created was unbearable, and yet I continued.   I even tried to leave Florida again by moving to Arizona in order to get back into the trenches of nursing. I only found myself back in the crack houses with the other “dirt bags”.  My inner voice continued to scream at me as I wept, but I did not stop.  My car had been stolen now 4 times due to my drug abuse, my body was shriveling up to my post AIDS diagnosis weight of 152, and I began to alienate my family and friends.  Not only had I given up on myself, but I was also beginning to feel the loss of my friends and family.   It got so bad for them, that when I was arrested for possession of cocaine, no one would come to bail me out of jail.  They all felt that I was safer there and would at least be alive.   They all could feel that I had given up on living, and that the only way to save my life was to let me sit behind bars.  This reality, and the rock bottom that I hit as I abused cocaine my last time after jail, brought me to the wellness that I now can feel and see is my destiny.  I realize now that rock bottom did in fact have potholes.


I first tried to save my life when I looked into my doctors’ eyes and said that I needed help.  With help from my doctor, my Dad, and my best friend Scott, I once again attempted to take control of my destiny.   After finding out that “rock bottom” did have potholes, I managed another comeback with the love of my family and friends.  I truly wanted to be clean and sober.  I finally realized that my life is a blessing and that my addiction would eventually kill me if I didn’t sincerely attempt to grasp hold of my addictions.   I had to realize that I could not drink alcohol either, that drinking eventually led to my need for drugs as well.  I had now put the word recovery into my daily vocabulary.


My first attempt at a real recovery began on July 19, 2005, ironically my Mother’s birthday.   I voluntarily admitted myself to a program called Alco-hope.   It was a  wonderful experience.  The 30 days that I spent there allowed me to look deep inside of myself to find out what messed up wiring within made me feel inferior and prevented me from loving myself.   It truly enabled me to grasp the difference between being dry and clean and the ideal of sobriety.  I began to learn and experience the miracles promised by the 12-step program and sobriety.


The first few months of recovery were very hard, learning that my inflated ego and damaged self-esteem constantly fed my character defects and provided fuel for relapse.   I learned what the phenomenon of craving was, and how it could hit me at anytime, without notice.  Relapse seems to be a part of recovery process and with each slip came more intensive shame and guilt.  Thoughts of suicide echoed within my head because of listening to that beast in the closet (addiction), always doing pushups.  The war stories of the subsequent relapses are not as important as the realization that eventually they would end in more jail, more institutions, and eventually death.  


Recently, after 10 days in jail, and before the drug court judge ordered me to attend a six-month rehabilitation program, I had a true spiritual awakening.  I awakened from a sound sleep at 1 AM with an extremely intense craving to do cocaine.  The little monster in my head (addiction) was telling me to get out of bed, get dressed, and go back out and get high. The craving was so intense, that before I could get on my knees to pray for my craving to disappear, I was already out of bed and dressed.  As I began to look for my car keys, I began to cry to and pray for the craving to stop.  Suddenly my cell phone rang.  When I looked at the Caller ID, I saw “unknown caller”.   I answered the call and there was no one there.  It rather spooked me.  A minute later, I was putting my wallet into my pants and some change in my pocket.  I again prayed.  Unbelievably, the phone rang again with the same “Unknown caller” display, and again no answer.   I was almost out the door of the house when the phone rang a third time.  I could not believe it, the same message a third time.  At that moment, after three calls from an unknown caller, at 1 o’clock in the morning, I figured it was some kind of sign from a higher power.  Something or someone did not want me to go out and get drugs that night.  Therefore, without hesitation, I took off my clothes and got myself right back into my bed.  As I lay back in bed, I looked up to the full moon beaming in my window and thought of William, my eternal love, and said to myself, while staring at the moon, were those calls really a sign from you, or were they just a coincidence?   The instant that I finished my last word, my window shade abruptly went up on its own!  As it rolled around and made its flapping noise, I looked to see what caused it to go up.  Did I touch it?  Had I brushed against it getting back to bed?  “Oh my God”, I exclaimed to myself. I was not even close to the shade! For some reason I was not scared, I simply looked back out the window to the moon and smiled, “Thank you William, and good night”.  That night I had a spiritual awakening, which finally allowed my recovery to begin.


Recovery from my shame for my drug habit; loss of self worth; abusive cycle with Howard; my breakup with Dale; my guilt in influencing Anthony to do cocaine; my craziness with John, distancing MJ from my life; accusations from Mark, my cheating on Shane; my unfounded feelings of abandonment from Jose; my whorish behavior; my AIDS illness; disappointing Michele, my Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma; poor judgment, and finally, recovery from survivors guilt

I finally realize that I could not have prevented William’s death in Costa Rica.  I did not need to kill myself with cocaine just because his being high on cocaine during the drowning had played a part in his death.  If I had been in Costa Rica during the accident, I probably would have tried to save him, and in fact, I too would have probably drowned.  I now truly believe and know that it was not my fault he drowned.  Understanding that I could not have prevented it is truly a sign that miracles do happen in sobriety.  

Reflecting on all my past relationships, I have learned how one life can influence another. Whether a relationship lasts over a span of a decade, or whether it only lasts a few days, each of them exchanges energy.  We give a part of our life force to them, and they give a part of theirs to us.   The exchange of that energy is as passionate as lovemaking, yet sometimes is so subconscious and hidden that we do not know it even occurred until years later when we are reflecting on them.  Each exchange brings a lesson to us.  The horrific pains we feel in our journey through life occur for a reason.   We do not see the reason during the pain, but eventually as we progress and find happiness in our lives; we look back and realize that we would never have gotten to the happiness, unless we passed through the shit.   Shit makes good fertilizer and promotes healthy growth.   My shit was my many painful relationships, which I usually sabotaged; my health issues with AIDS and cancer, and my alcohol and drug abuse. 

Lucky for me, five years later, I am healthy and in remission.  Today I am sober, living a day at a time.  I thank God every day for my good health and life.  It has been the greatest gift to come so close to death as many times as I have, then do a 180, and live to tell about it.  It has offered me strength, and renewed my faith in God, love, and family.  My recent experiences are responsible for bringing my fingers to the keyboard to share my life with others; along with some of my intimate experiences, thoughts, pains, and fears.  If my journey can enlighten someone else’s perception of life or love, or soften the pain from their journey, then it makes me happy, and fills my heart with warmth and joy to share.


Please take this moment to open your eyes and see how you define your life. Try to improve how you love yourself so you can actually give the gift of love without expectations. Think how precious this moment is! Take time to see what you have; not what you do not have.  Truly notice and acknowledge the gifts life has given you; not what gifts you want life to give. For the gifts and love received could vanish in an instant.  Realize how healthy you are, not how sick you might be.  Analyze what lessons you have learned from your experiences, and how you can share that wisdom with others.

Just remember that no matter what life has to offer you, that the constant truth in our life is that It Only Takes One!  It only takes one what?  One Moment, One Person, One Love, One Event, One Story, One Idea, One Smile, One Birth, One Death, One Illness, One Hour, or even One Second to totally change your life forever.  Most importantly, is that in this life you are the One!
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