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Introduction  

I danced with TINA for over a year. Sometimes to a soothing waltz, more often than 

not a frenzied Charleston that wouldôve made Fred and Ginger cross-eyed. A sensual 

tango occasionally unfolded with any number of dancers, but at the end of it all, I was left 

with the slow, side-to-side swaying of emptiness. Of course, TINA always led. All I 

could do was follow and hope to keep up with her steps. 

This is basically a story of three things, co-dependency, coming out and drug abuse. 

By walking away from co-dependency, I realized Iôd never completely explored gay life, 

even though Iôd been out for sixteen years. I thought Iôd been around the block, but not 

really. The drug abuse was a crutch, helping my inhibitions disappear, bringing on all 

sorts of adventures. Eventually, I came to see that my co-dependency to the drug was as 

serious as that to people. 

Let me make this clearéthe Crystal Meth world depicted in this memoir is a sub-

culture of the gay community in Chicago (and most other gay urban cities,) not a 

reflection of the gay community as a whole. One acquaintance of mine, a rather odd man 

obsessed with Bob Mackie, of all things, negatively made the comment I shouldnôt be 

writing down these experiences, he thought they depicted all gay men in a bad light and 

shouldnôt be discussed. Well, until something is faced head on with truth, it canôt be dealt 

with or even understood. To hell with sweeping such things under the carpet and ignoring 

theméthey exist. 

 

One thing that concerned me was, I didnôt want to be crass. I say live and let live as 

far as anyoneôs sexual desires and adventures go, but I also believe there should be an 

element of subtlety in people. However, the gay Meth world consists of orgies, three 

ways, a virtual fantasyland of sexuality, scenarios that actually happen, which is part of 

the reason Meth is so addictive, destroying many gay men. I know I certainly lived out 

desires Iôd always wanted.  

Still, as ñworldlyò as I mistakenly thought I was, nothing prepared me for some of 

the things I saw or experienced at a Crystal Meth sex party. Iôll try putting some of the 

moments in words, but others I donôt know how to. Keep in mind, most of the things I 

write about I probably have done at one time or another. Crystal Meth is not an inhibiting 

drug, it gives you the confidence, or perhaps the stupidity, to do some fairly ñout thereò 

things. Maybe some are better left unsaid, but weôll see. I think the only way to open 

peopleôs eyes is by honesty. Through all this, I wished thereôd been a ñGay 101ò book out 

there, or a ñTINA for Dummies.ò Iôm not trying to be funny with that, if Iôd known about 

things Iôd eventually experience, I doubt I wouldôve picked up the pipe. 

Hence, this isnôt simply a ñlaundry listò of my sexual encounters and is certainly not 

erotica. Anyone who refuses to analyze the sexual side of gay Meth use has no business 

even discussing the subject. Sex and Meth go hand in hand in the gay community, 

becoming a circle of addiction. None of these remembrances are meant to sensationalize, 

impress, or shock, so youôd better be open minded when you read this. 

  

People seem to bring their own experiences to the table when hearing my story and 

react accordingly. If a person has never tried drugs or is a bit of a prude, theyôre disgusted 



or shocked. If open minded, they sometimes say, ñYou make me want to try drugs,ò then 

when they hear the terrifying downside, ñI never want to touch the stuff.ò One young 

club kid thought my adventures were ñhot,ò others whoôd been around and gone through 

recovery felt it an honest, realistic take of the same things theyôd gone through, although 

it brought forth triggers within them and they needed a break every few pages.  

Because of these differing reactions, Iôve tried to use my sense of humor as a tool. 

Iôm by nature a smart ass, believing laughter can let peopleôs guards down enough to 

assess the realities of their opinions. Sort of like at a funeral, when at first everyone is so 

uptight and serious, then someone cracks a joke, and people get a little looser, finally 

voicing how they really feel.  

 

Iôve changed all the names of people I came into contact with, for obvious reasons. 

Some of them would have a hell of a lot to lose, even if a few probably would deserve it 

(Bitter, party of one?) But, I really wouldnôt be that cruel, either. No matter how badly 

someone would treat me, I wouldnôt be the type to purposely get even, or open up 

anotherôs private can of worms, not in the long run, and I wouldnôt want someone to do 

that to me either, although several have. Self-preservation is one thing, as is standing up 

for yourself, but revenge quite another. In the long run though, I just had to say, ñThe 

truth is the truth,ò even if it happened to be my truth. There are only eleven people whose 

names have been retained. The criteria were they have nothing to lose and gave me 

permission to use their names.  

This piece started out as a self-help exercise for me, but once my therapist found out 

about it he thought there was a market for this sort of memoir. I havenôt seen many books 

out there chronicling Meth use specifically in the gay world, yet Iôve seen hundreds of 

posters and stickers exclaiming, ñSay No to Meth!ò or ñMeth free zone!ò I know from 

experience thereôs a hell of a problem out there, certainly in the little world I walked into, 

on purpose, I might add, which I suppose was a stupid thing to do. Not in hindsight, 

though, as Iôm wiser because of what happened. I canôt change the past, but I can at least 

learn from it, and thereôs no sense whining and groaning how awful life was. It wasnôt 

completely awful, which is a component of Meth use many gay men are afraid to admit, 

that they had fun with it. You donôt do something if it makes you feel bad, you do it 

because it makes you feel good. Therein lays the danger of abuse, when your world 

unravels and you fight to maintain your sanity, Meth sneaks up like cheese on a 

mousetrap. When the trap snaps shut, it does so unexpectedly and overwhelmingly. But if 

you donôt acknowledge the good times, how can you possibly understand the downfall? 

 

Trying to be as honest as possible with this memoir, some of the events that occurred 

I admit I donôt have all the answers to. What caused them? Who caused them, what really 

happened, were they drug-induced? All I can say is everything I write about did happen. 

Iôm not making any of this up or lying about what I observed. Why the hell would I want 

to? Some of my adventures were terrifying at times. I have suspicions as to what 

happened at certain points. You hear rumors, you observe behavior, you notice friends 

trying to protect you by what they say, then by what they donôt say, and you let a lot of 

oddballs into your life. I have to account for the times I acted like an oddball also, 

admitting things that donôt necessarily put me in a good light.  

 



These are my experiences and I donôt mean to give the impression theyôre absolute. I 

donôt want to make blanket statements, assuming everyone in the Meth world responds to 

the drug the way I saw people respond. For instance, not everyone barebacks, but almost 

everyone I met in that world did. Not every porn star uses drugs, but every one I knew 

did. Those observations are not meant to pigeonhole others, they were simply things I 

noticed. I donôt want to imply it holds true for everybody. 

 

The writing of this book began in June 2005, a few months after I walked away from 

Crystal Meth. Driven just to heal myself, I think as human beings we sometimes forget 

the little moments that occur within the big picture and as time goes by, weôre in danger 

of repeating those same mistakes.  

It was my therapist who suggested I consider having the memoir published, he 

thought I could possibly help other gay men who didnôt realize what happens within the 

Meth world. Although this story is specifically about me, the stories told are similar the 

world over. Wherever you have a large concentration of gay men, the Meth scenario 

exists on some level.  

My personal mode of healing was to write about my experiences, usually through 

emails to friends in the hopes of clearing my head. I wasnôt necessarily looking for advice 

or even a reply, but as I printed out stacks of emails, I discovered an entire period of my 

life in a sort of ñdiary form.ò Actual word for word conversations that took place during 

encounters were right there in front of me. Usually written two to thirty-six hours after 

the occurrence, I realized Iôd been compiling this section of my life all along. Finishing 

the majority of this memoir by December 2005, at that time I was trying to detail the 

ñwhatò in hopes of discovering the ñwhy.ò The memoir then reflected October 2003 

through October 2005. After that, I waded through what I call the ñvaudeville of 

recovery,ò learning even more about myself and that roller coaster period. Iôve expanded 

the original healing (and a bit naïve) piece with new prose to flesh it out. However, I 

didnôt want to change those original writings much since I was in a very specific (and 

honest) mindset at the time. Once a few years pass and you calm down, as well as wise 

up, hind-sight brings in that thought, ñWhat the hell was I thinking?ò when reviewing 

past choices.  

I donôt want to judge my initial reactions too much since they were authentic and raw 

at the time I needed them to be.  

 

As I started writing, I realized it wasn't all about me anymore, since I cared for many 

of the people I met within that community. If I could perhaps help gay men make a more 

educated decision, then reliving the past was certainly worthwhile to me. Thereôs no 

reason people should have such a tragic thing happen as drug abuse if it can possibly be 

avoided.  

Notice I say, ñdrug abuse," not "drug use." Although drugs aren't for me, obviously, 

Iôll never judge anyone for what theyôre currently doing. Choices are up to the individual 

and who am I to judge when I havenôt been in their personal shoes?   

 

In the end, the ñwhyò formulated like this, in my mind. That drug abuse is never 

about the drug itself, it's almost always about something deeply emotional and 

psychological within the user. For me it was co-dependency, a product of abandonment 



issues I had as a child, coupled with my own natural need to pull away if someone 

wouldn't let me be who I wanted to be.  

I donôt have any answers on solving the Meth problem in the gay community. I 

simply want to tell my story and let it go. I wish it was a perfect world where HIV and 

Meth could be controlled easily, but it isnôt, and they canôt. So many people want life to 

be all black and white, but it isnôt that easy, thereôs just too much gray area. Not 

everything is right or wrong, good or bad. Itôs up to us to figure that out for ourselves. 

It takes work, and I donôt have a clue what the campaign would be to accomplish 

that, other than perhaps other users opening up with their stories, education, a 

compassionate outreach via public health agencies and the media toning down its usual 

over the top scare tactics. Iôm not an activist or a therapist, I know me, thatôs all. 

However, since Iôm talking about campaigns, Iôd like to say thank you to Susan 

Kingston, who gave me permission to reprint, in its entirety, her lecture on Crystal Meth 

in the gay community. In my opinion, itôs the best and most educational take on the 

situation Iôve yet encountered. 

Thanks also goes out to Scott Vandermyde, David Kinser, Tina Peterson, M.V., and 

C.B., for being supportive while I travelled through the rabbit hole of drug abuse. 

 

I hope nobody thinks any less of me for even having been in that world, but Iôm a 

better adult because of what I went through and saw. I will say I never tried to purposely 

hurt anyone. I was never overly dishonest with others, and some of the biggest moments I 

need to account for are the times I backed away from someone or a situation without any 

explanation. 

Some of the people involved probably deserved an explanation. Self-defense on my 

part, I never meant to hurt anyoneôs self-esteem or scare them by doing that. Once youôve 

been bit in the ass once, you stop putting your butt to the dog. 

 

Well, this is my story and I need to let it go. I soooooo need to let it go, which is 

what Iôm doing by writing it. I held onto hurt, hatred, guilt, paranoia, embarrassment, low 

self-esteem, overblown self-esteem, love, you name it, for far longer than I should have. 

Now itôs time to forgive myself and everyone else. I walked out of that rabbit hole, but I 

do want to write all this down and lay the past to rest. 

So, this writing is closure for me. Get the hell out of here, get off the cross because 

somebody needs the wood. Of course, I could also supply the replacement on that cross 

pretty easily, but we arenôt bitter, no...Never. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Part One ð Kurt  

ñIôm afraid I canôt be your boyfriend anymore.ò  

Realizing Matthew was having a harder time saying the words to me than I was 

hearing them, my very first thought was one of relief. Matthew and Iôd been dating for a 

year and I was bored with the relationship, it lacked spark, and I wasnôt content. He 

always seemed so unhappy and it was getting tougher to ignore that, no matter how I 

tried. 

Matthew suffered from depression, not violent or incapacitating, but certainly one of 

overwhelming sadness. Irish Catholic, his upbringing, his fatherôs alcoholism, and the 

religion itself all played into his symptoms. 

Knowing this when I started dating him, it didnôt matter to me at the time, heôd been 

honest about it. Never being one to run away from anotherôs illness, I believed if youôre 

with someone and care about them, you bite the bullet doing the best you can. Running 

away says more about you than it does about the ill person and Iôd never want anyone to 

run away from me due to my HIV+ status. My health was no different than Matthewôs 

emotional issues. He wasnôt scared or worried about me at first, so I wasnôt going to turn 

away from him either. 

Iôd never really been single before, having met Matthew immediately after ending 

another relationship, one that lasted seven years. Co-dependent, there was no doubt, Iôd 

almost always been with partners throughout my adult gay life, never getting a chance to 

find out who I was, always someone was there to tell me. Usually living for the moment, 

never certain thereôd be another to follow, ever since childhood I felt that way. Some 

might say that attitude was caused by my adoption as an infant, but I wonder. When 

things got rough within my dysfunctional adopted family, I had a second, imaginary 

world to dive into. 

Literally given to my rural parents in the maternity waiting room by the nuns in a 

Catholic hospital in Des Moines, Iowa, I was told at a very young age, probably four or 

five. Nobody else in the family seemed as sensitive as I, no one wanted to please the 

others as much, cried under their pillow as often, took as many chances in the hopes of 

adventure, or seemed to crave love the way I did.  

Screaming was common in our household, physical violence erupted occasionally 

and actual threats of abandonment were thought to be an acceptable form of child rearing. 

On turning fourteen, I looked elsewhere for acceptance and felt any positive emotional 

experience Iôd be given was just a fluke, pure chance. So, I grabbed as many rings off the 

merry go round as possible, not even caring about my parents disapproval, since Iôd lost 

respect for their decisions long ago, watching them continually operate on impulse and 

negativity. Selfishly taking what I wanted that was positive about them internally, I 

searched elsewhere for the rest. If the good times werenôt going to last, I may as well 

experience as much life as possible, thatôs the way I looked at things growing up and I 

suppose, even today. 

So, there it is in a nutshelléI had abandonment issues. It was if nothing was going to 

stay forever and nobody was going to love me unconditionally. Life didnôt necessarily 

turn out that way, even very often, but you canôt tell that to the little emotional devil on 

your shoulder that wonders how much of an effect the ñadoptionò conversation actually 

had on your five-year-old self, years ago. 

 



I knew I was gay from the age of seven. I realize at that age oneôs sexual instincts 

arenôt going strong as when they blossom in the teenage years, but I remember being 

intrigued in the menôs locker room the first time I saw an adult male. My curiosity wasnôt 

perverted and it wasnôt wrong, after all, I was seven. I didnôt act on it, but it told me 

something was different inside me. 

Of course, years later, I made a joke out of it and blamed it on my mother, much to 

her amusement. At the age of ten, I asked for, and got, ñJudy at Carnegie Hallò and ñThe 

Ethel Merman Disco Albumò for Christmas. It was definitely her fault, yep, even to this 

day she may as well have stuck the myriad of lovers Iôve had smack down in my lap 

herself, those two albums started it all. 

Iôm kidding, of course, but Iôm sure I mustôve been a bit confusing to people in my 

childhood and teenage years. I wasnôt the stereotypical gay boy, yet I wasnôt the 

stereotypical straight boy either. I loved old films and musicals, yet I also loved the Civil 

War, playing cowboys and Indians, was in the Marine Corps JROTC, swam in the river 

every chance I could and was always falling out of tree houses until the cows came home. 

  

Once Matthew ended our relationship, relief poured over me. There was a bit of 

sadness, of course, because now I was going to be single again, but the promise of 

excitement in the future, that I could finally sow some oats and not worry about anyoneôs 

opinion, outweighed it. Well, that freedom wasnôt going to last very long, boyfriends 

seemed to drop from the sky immediately after every breakup and it was about to happen 

again. 

When Matthew left my high-rise apartment on Lakeshore Drive that evening, he was 

very upset and had only stayed about five minutes. I felt more concern for him than about 

being single, yet was relieved, it took away the pressure of me eventually breaking up 

with him. Thankfully, he made the first move.  

After he left, almost in tears, I shut the door, closed my eyes and took a deep 

breathéfree again. I called my close friend at the time, Tina Peterson, giving her the 

news, adding I was probably going to go out that night and paint the town pink. 

ñBy yourself? Youôre not very good at that,ò she answered.  

She was right, I always felt stupid hanging out on my own. If with friends, or 

someone friendly to talk to, I was fine, but standing with a phony shit-ass grin pasted on 

wasnôt my style. The most annoying thing people usually said to me was, ñSmile,ò and it 

was always when I was alone in a bar. If Iôm going to smile, which I actually do a lot, it 

has to be natural, then people say, ñYou have a nice smileò (not like George Clooney, but 

maybe more like a Care Bear.) At the American Musical and Dramatic Academy in New 

York City, that was the whole reason I was lousy in the chorus, I couldnôt fake it. I got 

along fine as a single or in a character part, but I couldnôt stand with twenty other people 

dancing and grinning. I always ended up looking psychotic, like Jim Carrey in a Conga 

Line. 

ñWell, I have to get out and meet people again. If Iôm gonna meet Mister Right-

Now, maybe I can do it easier with some legitimate practice.ò By this I was referring to 

actually going to the bars or baths and having nobody to answer to. Perhaps now I could 

get the experience without worrying about being caught. 

Within another few hours the phone rang. It was a guy I knew named Jordan, and he 

was downstairs. Someone Iôd met at the baths, and yes, I was dating Matthew at the time, 



Jordan popped into it when I needed an education and I saw him every once and awhile, 

whenever I wanted to live on the ñdarkò side. It happened not too often, but enough for 

me to learn some things. With an edgy quality, he was probably as ñstreetò as anyone Iôd 

met up to that time. Never fooled by him, he always did drugs and used people, but he 

introduced me to the TINA/sexual world in a way that wasnôt threatening, he was an 

ñadventure.ò Although I tried Meth a couple times with others, it was Jordan who walked 

me down those dark little alleys of sex and drugs. As long as I could shut the door and go 

back to my little Midwestern mindset, I was fine with it, for a while.  

 

I first tried Crystal Meth at the age of twenty-two, but to me that doesnôt count. With 

a straight group of friends, we did it simply because weôd been drinking heavily that 

evening and had to move one of us the next day. Around two a.m. after the bars closed, 

we snorted a few lines, gabbing and playing cards for a couple hours, then we started 

moving the friend around four. Never had I been so productive and focused. My therapist 

told me studies show if you do a small amount of TINA, by itself, youôll score higher on 

an I.Q. test. That is, a small amount of Meth, after prolonged use it does the opposite. 

Unfortunately, I had a date the next night, a first date, and could barely shut up the 

entire time, talking a mile a minute. I completely forgot Iôd done Crystal back then until I 

sat down a few years ago, trying to remember when I first started. It was a different 

situation, not sexual or gay at all, and I honestly forgot about it. 

Howeveréwhen I first heard the words, ñDo you party?ò some thirteen or so years 

later, thatôs a different story. At the time I had no idea what the question meant, although 

I thought I did. In a bathhouse, some guy I was hooking up with asked me just that, ñDo 

you party?ò 

My first images were, ñDo I drink and dance? Do I go out and have a good time?ò I 

replied, ñYeah, I party,ò trying to appear hip with everything but the little John Travolta 

Disco move. Hell, yeah, I par-tied! Yeah! 

Well, he pulled out a small bag of white, ground-up Crystal and immediately I felt 

like an idiot. ñUmm...er...oh, thatôs what you mean...er, no, I donôt do that.ò 

He smiled, obviously knowing I felt like an ass. I still do feel like an ass 

remembering how cocky Iôd acted, and then the realization sets in of just how naïve I 

was.  

ñDo you want to try it?ò he asked, but I turned him down. Iôd done coke a few times, 

had liked it, but was never really into drugs. Not that I was against them, usually up for 

new experiences, Iôd always been glad about trying things, but that was it, I never bought 

anything, and I didnôt know anyone who really did drugs very often. 

 He did it, which was fine. I still had a lot of fun with him, two ships bumping in the 

night so to speak, even though my ship didnôt have nearly as much wind in its sails after 

my faux pas. Afterward it was a long time between then and the first time I took someone 

up on their offer to PnP, which means ñParty and Play.ò Party means you do drugs, Play 

means you have sex while youôre doing them. 

When I began writing this, I talked to many people who had no idea what the 

terminologies of drugs were. Certain names and code words after a time became second 

nature in most conversations I heard, yet many non-users asked, ñWhat does that mean?ò 

or ñWhat does this stand for?ò just like me when I first heard, ñDo you party?ò I donôt 

want to talk down to anyone by explaining terminologies which in certain circles are 



quite common, but at the same time, I am not so savvy, nor was I that heavy in the drug 

world I knew what everything meant either. 

Tina Peterson, when hearing some of my experiences firsthand, said, ñI have no idea 

what youôre talking about. Iôm interested, but donôt take for granted I have any clue what 

PnP means. And as far as Iôm concerned, TINA is my name, so youôre just confusing the 

hell out of me when you mix the terms around. I keep thinking, óWhat? Where? When the 

hell was I with Terry in a bathhouse, and why was he doing me?ò 

 

Crystal Meth is a man-made drug, unlike cocaine, and was first synthesized by a 

Japanese chemist in 1893. During World War II, it was used by both the Axis and Allied 

troops to keep them alert and motivated. I donôt know how true this is, but itôs been 

speculated Hitler may have used it also, which could account for some of his extreme 

behavior, especially in the later days of the war, when he was completely unrealistic, 

paranoid about the people around him, ordering troops to defend Berlin when there 

werenôt any troops. Iôve also heard the Kamikaze pilots took heavy doses before their 

missions, and after using it myself, can certainly understand why. It gives you a 

confidence and unrealistic feeling of happiness and power, that ñon top of the world!ò 

mindset where you can do anything. 

In the fifties, it was commonly prescribed as a diet aid for housewives and also to 

alleviate depression. Well, it certainly obliterates depression, but after it wears off, the 

sad moments could be completely unexplainable, they were just there and mustôve 

caused enormous havoc in some households, yet never discovered as the cause.  

Finally criminalized by the government in 1970, itôs made up of many ingredients, 

mostly toxic: Pseudoephedrine, mercury, aluminum, anhydrous ammonia, toluene, 

methanol, ether, lye, muriatic acid, iodine, rubbing alcohol, among others, depending on 

the ñrecipeò used. Iôve read it takes only $1,000 worth of ingredients to make $20,000 

worth of Meth and that, for every pound of Meth produced, there are five to seven pounds 

of toxic waste. Because it isnôt legalized or standardized, you could be putting anything 

in your body, itôs not like bags of Meth come with nutrition labels. 

Crystal Meth is more commonly referred to as TINA, which started as a code word 

so people wouldnôt know what youôre doing, it is illegal, after all. I doubt the code word 

is fooling anybody now, but at the time, Crystal became ñChristinaò or ñTINAò for short. 

Sometimes it gets generalized as ñParty Favors,ò which could mean anything from G to 

K to X, but essentially refers to Crystal Meth. Iôve heard reports that in some parts of the 

U.S. itôs referred to as Ice, Glass or Speed, but I never noticed that. 

The first time I did it in a sexual situation was with another trick at that same 

bathhouse in 2003, and involved snorting it. He inserted a pen cap into a tiny zip-loc bag 

of Meth and there was the hit. A few minutes later, he offered again, this time lining the 

white crystals on a flat surface with a credit card. Snorting with a straw, within three to 

five minutes I was flying. 

A passionate drug, it lowered my inhibitions and I felt like a sexual powerhouse. 

Queen Victoria would jump out of a cake at a bachelor party on the stuff and it could 

make a prude yell out, ñGet over here, Mister!ò After that first snort, it turned out to be 

fun with a capitol F. Not to be crass, but it made the other capitol F a lot more fun also, 

and unlike before, I noticed a lot more men in the baths doing it. 



It could make you feel so good you always wanted to feel that way, to continually 

recreate the intense feeling. The down side is, in the end, TINA makes you feel awful 

when it gets out of control, or lousy in general sometimes, even if you have it under 

control.  

Crystal Methamphetamine is a stimulant that triggers chemicals in your brain 

normally activated by the neurotransmitters norepinephrine, serotonin and dopamine. 

One educated person told me Crystal releases around fifteen hundred times the amount of 

dopamine a person would normally produce and itôs this artificial rush that makes one 

feel so confident. This statistic is a hard thing to measure and assumes the person has 

never used Meth before. Overall, dopamine release levels depend on the person, their 

natural physiology, how much theyôve ingested, how long theyôve been using, etc. To 

show the difference between Cocaine and Meth, Coke releases four hundred times the 

normal amount. 

Dopamine is natural to your body, itôs the neurochemical that makes you feel happy 

about life and itôs not artificial. Once the drug dissipates, your brain doesnôt produce any 

more Dopamine since its reserves have been severely depleted and it needs to regroup, 

the result is depression. 

 

On this particular October night, I thought, ñWell, thatôs timing. The day Matthew 

breaks up with me, boom, there Jordan is.ò 

Once upstairs, he said, ñHey Buddy, I was hanging out at a friendôs and he had to 

leave for something, mind if I hang out here? Brought the pipe, Man.ò 

Sure, I said, so we smoked a little from a glass Meth pipe. It didnôt take much at that 

stage for me, seemed fun and never caused any issues or guilt. The only guilt I suffered 

was I was dating Matthew when I first tried it, but that was over now. 

ñYou want to go out, we could hit some bars?ò he asked. 

Why not, may as well jump in with both feet. Taking a cab up north, not really sure 

where we were going, he finally suggested a Levi/leather bar. A Tuesday night, I figured 

what the hell. 

Inside, I ordered a beer while Jordan said, ñIôve got some business to do with the DJ. 

You want some TINA if I can get it?ò  

Never having bought any before, I told him sure, and he disappeared to the DJ booth 

for about ten minutes. Now was my chance to practice looking cool, available and single. 

Starting out okay, within five minutes I finished the beer, smoked a cigarette and was 

wondering, what the hell did I do with my hands now? The place was not crowded, being 

past twelve on a weeknight, after all. Ordering a second beer, by the time Jordan 

returned, I was over staring at the few men there and figured it might be a good idea to go 

home. 

ñI got your stuff for you, Iôll give it to you when we leave. You havinô fun, man?ò 

ñIôm doing okay, a little bored though.ò 

ñA friend of mine is in the back playing video poker. Youôd like him, want to meet 

him?ò 

ñWhat does he look like?ò 

ñHeôs good looking, lives right near here. I know we can probably go to his place 

and party. Up for it, bud?ò 



ñSure,ò I told him, and he disappeared for a minute in the back area. While downing 

my beer, I looked up, across from me were the deepest brown eyes Iôd seen in a long 

time.  

ñKurt, this is my friend, Terry.ò 

ñHey, howôs it going? Nice to meet you,ò and he shook my hand, good grip. I told 

him I was fine, just hanging out with Jordan and weôd decided to go out on a whim. 

ñCan I get you another beer?ò Kurt asked. 

ñWell...sure, why not?ò Any thoughts of going home were out the window now. This 

guy was about 6ô 1ò, close cropped hair, beautiful brown eyes, thin, hairy chestéwoof. 

Physically, he was the type I slavered after, and very seldom had, by the way. 

After getting my beer, we talked for five minutes and he seemed genuinely 

interested, which shocked the shit out of me. He had a smile like something out of a 

toothpaste commercial and I half expected a little twinkle to come off his teeth. Soon he 

excused himself for a moment and Jordan emerged from behind a pillar with a sly grin, 

ñYou like him?ò 

ñHell, yes, I like him! Heôs completely my type!ò 

ñYou want to go home with him? Shit man, heôs into you! He told me a minute ago 

he wanted to take you to his place, how about it?ò 

I answered, in typical man fashion, ñWhat do you think? Hell, yeah!ò 

 When Kurt returned, Jordan whispered something into his ear and he looked over, 

those brown eyes boring into me, like I could dive into them. 

ñYou want to come over? I just live a block away,ò he asked. 

Sure, I said, while Jordan told me, ñIôll be over in a minute, I want to talk to the DJ 

again, hereôs your stuff by the way,ò and he slipped a little cardboard jewelry box in my 

palm. Kurt went to cash out his winnings from the video poker machine, although I never 

quite understood how a bar could pay money for poker if it was illegal, but then again, 

Iôd just bought TINA on the sly there, also. 

So, I walked out with Kurt and on the way to his place, he kept looking directly into 

my eyes, smiling. It didnôt take long to get there, he actually did live right around the 

corner. Once inside, he asked, ñDo you want to party a little?ò  

Hell, I was up for it, why not? Sitting on the couch, he brought out a roll of tin foil. 

Tearing off some, he folded one end into a tulip stem, the other he shaped into a 

makeshift bowl. ñI know itôs so ghetto,ò he said, ñbut itôs all I have. Jordan showed me 

how to make this.ò I donôt remember if Kurt told me his pipe had broken or if he didnôt 

have one, it was a long time ago, after all. 

Glass Meth pipes are illegal in the state of Illinois, you can still find them at 

paraphernalia stores but you have to know the owner and buy them under the counter. 

Theyôre often referred to as ñincense burners,ò like thatôs fooling anybody. At one shop 

you had to use a code word, catching the proprietor at a moment nobody else was around. 

Since pipes were hard to get sometimes, many people simply made them out of test tubes 

and it must be easy to do since I saw a lot of them. I, however, never attempted it. As 

many times as my parents took me to Silver Dollar City in the Ozarks, the only glass 

blowing I saw involved making a vase or an ornament. This time, though, Kurt was 

winging it. 

Dropping in some crystals from the bag Jordan gave me, he held a lighter underneath 

the bowl, not quite touching it, but close enough to melt the TINA. Handing me a straw, 



he said to take the first hit. Iôd never done it this way before, but it was obvious what I 

needed to do, so I held the straw over the bowl and as the Meth turned into smoke, 

inhaled. When I first started smoking Meth, Iôd hold it in my lungs, like some do with 

pot. I didnôt know any better, I thought youôd get a better high doing it that way. Iôm not 

sure how true this is, but someone told me later that, with sustained inhalation, TINA can 

coat the interior of your lungs much faster than if you let the smoke out quickly, causing 

severe lung problems.  

As we talked and smoked, he leaned over, kissing me. Chills went through my skin, I 

thought he was one of the most handsome men Iôd ever seen. Youôre going to think this 

so incredibly naive of me to mention, but when I looked at him in that bar, it felt like Iôd 

been eyed by Antonio Banderas, or some matinee idol. Thatôs a silly thing to say, but Iôm 

being completely honest I felt that, at the time. 

Taking another hit, I leaned into him, making out again, only this time, ñsharing,ò or 

whatôs known as, ñshot gunning.ò Jordan had taught me, itôs a way to keep re-using the 

TINA smoke, getting as much as you can out of it. Slowly breathing into Kurtôs mouth all 

the smoke I inhaled, obviously some got out, but the trick was to create as much of a 

closed tight-lipped kiss as possible and develop a rhythm of breathing opposite each 

other. Kurt readily breathed in as I exhaled, then back again and so on. I think maybe four 

times we went through the hit, back and forth. Not only did you get even higher, and 

more bang for your buck, it was also incredibly passionate too, if it was somebody you 

connected with and they knew how to breathe with you. 

After the last intake we both came up for air, wide-eyed. Kurt said, ñShit, that was 

hot!ò and leaned over to lip lock again, only this time without the smoke. Soon, he 

commented, ñIôve never done this before, itôs great!ò 

Now, Iôm gullible, but even at the time didnôt believe that one. Anyone who hung 

out with Jordan got a fast education on the ways to ingest drugs. After watching Kurt 

quickly improvise a makeshift pipe and his expertise finding all the TINA to heat, I didnôt 

believe his comment for a minute. 

For the next fifteen minutes we manhandled each other on the couch, but soon the 

buzzer rang, ñItôs Jordan, I have to let him up,ò and Kurt walked to the hallway, 

unlocking his door.  

My thought right then was, ñShit.ò I did not want Jordan interrupting my little 

moment with this guy, I was into him and him only. 

Jordan came in, behind him was a cute, muscular, young blonde kid. I think he may 

have been the barôs DJ, but wasnôt quite sure. The four of us talked for a while, but since 

Kurt and I were back on the couch next to each other, obviously getting really 

acquainted, Jordan took the hint, motioning for the kid to go back to the bedroom with 

him. It appeared Jordan knew his way pretty well around Kurtôs house, he certainly didnôt 

ask and Kurt didnôt seem to mind. Personally, I wouldnôt have left Jordan alone for a 

minute anywhere in my home, but at the time, Kurt didnôt care, and I certainly wanted 

those two out of the room. 

ñNow, where were we...ò he said. A good kisser, he was also a great talker, saying all 

the right things, slightly romantic, but with a kinky edge. 

After half an hour, the blonde walked into the room, and I had no idea where Jordan 

was, still in the bedroom, I imagined. He sat down on the sofaôs arm, next to Kurt, but 

Kurt had his lips locked on me, and we didnôt pay any attention to the guy. Taking his 



hand, he slowly ran it down Kurtôs arm, and after getting no reaction, mustôve taken the 

hint. I donôt know how Kurt felt about it, but I wasnôt in the mood for a three way. Thatôs 

the great thing about really connecting with someone, you donôt have to fall in love, itôs 

sex, for Godôs sake, but there can still be passion and emotion even with a trick, that 

ñWeôve Got Tonightò thing. And thatôs all Kurt was right now, a trick, albeit one I was 

really into. 

About then, Jordan came into the room, and once he started jabbering away, Kurt 

said, ñLetôs go in my bedroom,ò then, shutting the door behind him, ñYouôre the only 

man I want right now, you are so handsome.ò Staying there until about seven in the 

morning, Iôm not sure if we dozed off or what, but I do remember holding each other, 

talking. 

As we lay facing each other, he never took his eyes off mine, there was nothing 

shifty at all in his gaze and his eyes would get a look of intense emotion as he slowly 

traced a finger down my cheek, over my chin. After a pause, he said, ñYouôre one the 

most incredible men Iôve ever been with.ò  

I didnôt know what to say, then he suddenly commented, ñI said the same thing to 

Jordan the first time I met him.ò 

That struck me as odd, and hereôs where a tiny flag went up. Jordan introduced me to 

things Iôd never done before, and in a way, brought me out of my shell sexually, no doubt 

about that, it had been good for me. But never did I think Jordan was an incredible lover, 

he was just a friendly, aggressive trick who wasnôt afraid to make a move, thatôs all. 

I wasnôt a fool, I wasnôt twenty-one, Iôd been around, having held lots of men, and 

lots of men had held me. Maybe it was the right moment to let go, perhaps it was the 

Meth, I donôt know, but Iôd never felt this much physical attraction for anyone before. 

From the way Kurt talked, he felt the same way, although I knew how tricks were on 

Meth. Twice, men had softly said, ñI love you,ò after meeting them a half hour earlier.  

Were they stupid? You love me? You donôt even know me! I wasnôt fool enough to 

take the TINA passion as the real thing, however, with Kurt, I was feeling something 

very strong. He really seemed to be a deep, caring man. 

The sudden beeping of a fire alarm came from the kitchen. Kurt rolled his eyes, 

ñShit, let me see what Jordanôs up to now.ò Walking out of the room for a few minutes, 

when he returned, I asked what was wrong. 

 ñOh, Jordan, that fucking idiot, he got cold so he opened the oven door, turned it on 

high to warm up the place, a pan in it caught fire, and the smoke made the alarm go off.ò 

ñExcuse me? Most people would go to the thermostat?ò 

ñThatôs what I told him. Heôs sketchy, he gets like this.ò  

ñSketchyò is a term used to describe someone whoôs disoriented from drugs. 

ñTweakingò is similar but I was never certain of the difference. 

ñAre you sure you want to leave him alone out there with the boy toy? He might 

burn the place down and Chicagoôs already been on fire once.ò 

ñI told him to cool it. I want to be back here with you,ò and he was beside me for 

another hour. By then, I realized I needed to be getting home, and told Kurt so. Walking 

out to the kitchen, we noticed Jordan looked glassy eyed and wired, but hadnôt destroyed 

anything and Kurt didnôt seem very worried about it. 

ñCan I give you my number? Iôd like to see you again,ò Kurt asked. 

Of course I hopped on that bandwagon, ñMe too. Sure, Iôd really like that.ò 



We exchanged numbers and emails, Jordan smiling slyly all the while. Kurt walked 

me to the door, saying, ñI had a great time. Iôll talk to you later.ò Grinning from ear to 

ear, one eyebrow sexily up, slightly narrowing his eyes, he kissed me goodbye, and I 

walked out the door, into the morning. 

 My head was in the clouds, positive it wasnôt just from the TINA. It was only on the 

cab ride home I realized we hadnôt really done much in the way of actual sex, but with 

the way he talked, I certainly felt like we had. Dumb-founded, I thought, ñWe really 

didnôt do much.ò With just the intensity of his eyes, his words, and the way he held me, 

heôd given the illusion we had. 

What I didnôt realize in my romantic haze was that, by the time I got in the cab, Kurt 

had probably jumped into bed with both Jordan and the blonde the minute I was gone. 

 

Even though it was October, it might has well have been June. With my new 

freedom I was ready to bust out all over. The breakup with Matthew had occurred at the 

right time, since fall was the most romantic time of the year to me, its possibilities always 

seemed endless. Autumn was my absolute favorite season, the temperature just right, 

foliage transforming into Technicolor no matter where you looked. Much of my attitude 

was certainly based on childhood memories of hayrack rides and haunted houses, the 

chilly night air making you huddle up real close in front of a campfire, the dark, thrilling 

creepiness of a country cemetery at night, your friends daring you to walk in. The taste of 

cider and caramel apples, the dressing up of Halloween, and the final, heartfelt feelings of 

gratitude I always felt at Thanksgiving. Yeah, autumn was the best for me. 

Eventually calling Kurt a few days after that first night, he sounded a bit surprised, 

but said, ñIôm glad you called, Iôve been thinking about you a lot.ò 

I donôt remember my reply, probably nothing very impressive due to my basic 

shyness, it had taken a lot for me to actually call him. Afraid of the rejection, I wanted 

men to call me, rather than the other way around. Not that I had a lot of experience with 

it, being in relationships all the time, still, it had happened. 

Interest in Kurt overshadowed my nervousness and fear, I was willing to take a 

chance. On the phone he was personable, with a distinctive soothing voice, ñIôd really 

like to get together with you again.ò  

Fine by me, I asked when was he free? 

ñHow about next Saturday? Why donôt you plan on coming over to my place.ò 

That would work, but it would have to be in the evening, as I was supposed to go 

with Tina, her husband and kids to the ñGreat Americaò theme park for ñFright Fest,ò an 

annual Halloween festival where the entire park was redecorated for the holiday. 

ñGreat, we can firm it up later.ò 

ñSounds good,ò I replied. 

 

Saturday arrived and the promise of a wonderful day came true with Art and Tina. 

Iôd known both of them for ten years and Tina and I were so much alike we could finish 

each otherôs sentences. Monsters were everywhere, fog machines accentuated the 

creepiness, and Vincent Price-type laughter echoed throughout the parkôs sound systems. 

ñDamn, this must set them back quite a bit to do this every year when theyôre only 

open on weekends,ò I observed, obviously delighted. 



Throwing his hands up, Art griped, ñYou just paid forty bucks to get in here pal, I 

think they can afford their generosity,ò he always had a gray lining behind that silver 

cloud. 

After our second haunted house, I left the Petersonôs for a moment and snuck off to 

call Kurt. When he picked up, I asked if we were still on for that night, but he said, ñOh, 

er, you know, Iôm really sorry, but I completely forgot I have to help a friend with some 

decorating in Hyde Park. I honestly forgot about it, Iôm sorry. Can we re-schedule 

because I do want to see you. You free next weekend?ò 

Yes, I said, having a difficult time hiding my disappointment. I told him to give me a 

call next week if he was interested. 

ñOh, I am interested, Iôm sorry about this, really sorry.ò 

ñDonôt worry about it. Iôll talk to you later.ò 

ñOkay, cutie, Iôll call you,ò click. 

Well, thatôs that, I thought, walking back toward the Petersonôs. Tina eyed me up 

and down, ñWhatôs wrong?ò 

ñMen are pigs.ò 

ñYeah, tell me something I donôt know. Whatôs wrong?ò 

ñMy date cancelled, said he forgot he had to help out a friend.ò 

One eyebrow went up from her, ñReally? Hmmmm...ò 

ñOh, well, probably for the best anyway. If heôs lying Iôm better off.ò 

ñMaybe he was telling the truth? Oh, yeah, I forgotéhe is a man.ò She put her arm 

around my shoulder, ñLetôs go get a caramel apple. Itôll make you feel better.ò 

ñWhat am I? Five?ò 

ñHey! Iôm just tryinô to help! How about seeing the Frankenstein show then?ò 

ñYeah, thatôs realistic, some mad scientist trying to create the perfect mané,ò and 

Tina finished the sentence along with me, ñéit doesnôt exist!ò 

 

The week passed quickly and Kurt canceling our date didnôt bother me too much. I 

hadnôt believed his excuse, but thatôs okay, I knew how men were, ñCan I have your 

number?ò ñIôll call you,ò whatever. 

But, I couldôve been wrong. It didnôt really matter since he called that Wednesday, 

asking if I was still interested. I told him, of course, but had a Halloween party Friday 

night to attend. It didnôt matter what time I came over, he said, even if it was midnight. 

ñIôm really looking forward to seeing you,ò he slyly commented before hanging up the 

phone. 

Friday was Halloween, the big day, and the party was a lot of fun, but also a bit 

emotional, once I ran into my ex of seven years, Peter, whom Iôd not spoken to since our 

breakup, a year earlier. Tense as hell, other partygoers wondered what was going to 

happen, how would we respond to each other? Ignore the person, walk out, throw a glass 

of wine, a la ñDynasty?ò Actually, once the ice was broken, a nice conversation added 

some closure to a relationship whose memories consisted of bittersweet co-dependence 

on my part. I was just too young when we dated and heôd been too controlling.  

 

Weôd first met at an underwear party, in a bar called, ñThe Manhole.ò  

Now, thatôs romantic and classy, isnôt it? ñWeôll always have the Manhole,ò God, 

thatôs poetic.  



Obviously, we spent the night together, (Hey, when you meet at a bar called ñThe 

Manholeò you arenôt looking for someone to have ice cream with,) and when I got up to 

leave the next morning, he insisted I stay. Thinking he was just being nice, I told him no, 

I had to meet a friend. 

 ñCall him and cancel,ò Peter replied.  

I did, we had coffee, talked, and I found him so interesting and nice, when he asked 

me out, I jumped at the opportunity. Soon, we began dating, in four months we were 

living together, and I was happier with him than Iôd ever been at any time in my life, up 

to that period. One hell of nice guy, Iôm still thankful I met him. 

Our life together was filled with joy, but as the years passed, the bloom fell off the 

rose and things slowly deteriorated, until we were fighting most of the time. Towards the 

middle of October 2002, the tension was so thick Moses couldnôt have parted it, and after 

I came back from a singing gig in Iowa, I discovered a condom wrapper in the kitchen 

trashcan. A casual friend weôd met on a cruise had come in from Boston that weekend 

and I put two and two together, that thereôd beenéwellétwo together. 

Old accusations rose again, I got mad at him for telling me what to do, he got angry 

with me for doing the opposite of what he thought was right, heôd do the exact same 

things I was doing, time to move on. I donôt want to get on the sanctimonious pedestal 

with this, but I left him. The condom was just an excuse, I wanted out and ran with it.    

Walking away from everything, and I do mean, everything, I told him it was over 

and he insisted I was entitled to nothing financial involving the condo or anything in it. I 

stayed one week in the den, on the couch, we both agreed if I was leaving, then I needed 

to get my own place as soon as possible. It hurt too much to stay there, constantly angry 

at each other. 

A couple days before I left, Peter walked into the den with a cardboard box. Heôd 

gone through the kitchen, gathering mismatched silverware, some old pots and pans he 

thought I could use. That hurt more than anything else, after seven years, he actually felt 

he was being concerned and generous handing me old cutlery and pans. 

He hadnôt taken care of me. With a decent corporate career, I contributed my share to 

the mortgage, but had let him handle the finances, so, in the end, I didnôt really know 

what the ratios were. He was probably just hurt I was leaving, but I gave it all to him. 

Friends said I should get a lawyer, but no way was I going that route. Everything had 

gotten so serious inside, I wanted to start my life over again, ñIf he can live with it, then I 

can live without it.ò Itôs only money and furniture. I could always buy new china or a 

couch, but I couldnôt let this linger on inside with an ongoing fight. Signing a quick claim 

deed, I felt this was the one way I could move on. 

The day I moved the last box of books, with the help of my friend, Val, I hoped Peter 

would remain scarce, but he walked in as I was taking one last look at what had been 

home. Moving forward to hug me goodbye, he was crying. Holding back the tears, I 

couldnôt do more than a quick embrace, before pulling back, getting out of there.  

Once in the car with Val, I broke down. I suppose it was heartless, after all weôd 

been through, but I was terrified at the prospect of living alone, and knew the only way to 

do it was to try not even thinking about Peter. 

Dating Matthew almost immediately, later that week, when I sang at Buddy Guyôs 

blues club downtown, he was there in the audience. 



To this day, I feel my leaving Peter was the single bravest and most terrifying thing 

Iôve done in my life, it was such a turning point. It was the moment I first took baby steps 

away from co-dependency. I still had a long way to go, but hey, gotta start somewhere. 

Moving into a real rat hole for a few months with no furniture, although I was 

scared, by living alone I soon discovered a freedom I hadnôt known in years. I purposely 

moved into the ñBoystownò neighborhood, a predominantly gay area situated within the 

Chicago neighborhood of Lakeview, where, in 1999, it became the first officially 

recognized gay village in the U.S., containing one of the largest LGBT communities in 

the nation.  

My transition to living alone wasnôt easy, of course. The first time I went grocery 

shopping I rode my bike fifteen blocks back to our old store, (why couldnôt I go to the 

one down the street?) and by the time I reached the second aisle, realized I had no idea 

where the ketchup was. Confused and over emotional, I left the cart in the middle of the 

store and went home, sad and bewildered. I remember thinking, ñPeterôs no longer here, 

what am I going to do?ò There I was, a child who needed to start taking care of himself. 

And I was thirty-five years old.   

This may be a detour into the past, but such memories help explain my mindset on 

the road towards Meth. Basically angry for allowing myself to be taken to the cleaners, 

perhaps this was a way of manipulating my feelings, so that, even though I left him, my 

view was he abandoned me. 

 

Anyway, after the reunion, I hauled the drunken mother of Mr. Petersonôs children 

back to my place, telling her to sober up since I had a date. Did she want me to stay? 

With big tears welling in her eyes, she drunkenly said, ñNo, go on your date, your one 

midnight date and have fun. I donôt know whoôd go on a date at midnight, but donôt 

worry about me. Iôll just sit here, trapped like a rat in a cage.ò  

Telephoning her husband, I delicately said his lovely wife was a bit ñunder the 

weather,ò and didnôt feel she should drive home. 

ñHow much did she pour down her?ò was the casual reply, and he calmly accepted 

the answer. Making sure Tina was in bed, I tiptoed out, catching a taxi to Kurtôs for our 

ñdate.ò Date hell, it was a hookup and I knew it. Who the hell does have a date at 

midnight? 

The weekend began, along with our second and final partying session. This time, we 

did have physical sex, and due to the nature of the drug, we didnôt actually fall asleep 

until a full day later. Still a novice, I wasnôt too familiar with the marathon physicality 

TINA can give you. It had made it last hours before, but not an entire day.  

A serious downside to the rush of neurochemicals triggered by Meth is it causes your 

hunger, thirst, and sleep mechanisms to shut down. Thatôs why many Crystal users lose 

so much weight and can stay up for days at a time. Itôs an odd feeling to realize youôve 

stayed up for more than twenty-four hours, and to anybody whoôs never tried Meth, a 

hard concept to grasp. At first, I thought, ñIt isnôt possible, your body needs to take care 

of itself, it has to shut down, doesnôt it?ò Well, yes, your body will shut down, but 

twenty-four hours is nothing on a TINA high. 

 



It wasnôt until three a.m. Sunday morning we fell asleep in each otherôs arms. Before 

he drifted off, Kurt caressed my hair and said with such emotion, ñWhen I walked 

downstairs and saw you standing there, you were just as handsome as I remembered.ò 

An incredibly smooth talker, his enthusiasm was infectious, compelling you along 

with him when heôd speak of an experience he had. Discussing our families, childhoods, 

thoughts on people and relationships, I remember distinctly, at one point, telling him, ñI 

donôt know if itôs possible for men to have completely monogamous relationships. I 

guess I just never met the right guy to find out.ò He agreed with me, and as we talked, we 

seemed to be on the same wavelength. 

ñYou are such a special person,ò he said, smiling. ñIôm really surprised weôve never 

met before. I know a lot of people and used to go out often, you look familiar.ò 

Weôd been staring into each otherôs eyes for a good half hour, and I changed the 

subject, ñYou know, us getting together doesnôt have to include drugs. Itôs one hell of a 

fun enhancer, but it isnôt a requirement.ò 

ñI know,ò he said, ñI donôt party very often. Jordan sort of got me started on it.ò 

ñYeah, me too, Jordan was the first person I tried it with on a regular basis. My 

friends donôt really do drugs. They all think itôs too rough, but they havenôt judged me 

though. Theyôre interested in my experiences, but certainly donôt approve of it.ò 

Kurt said, ñYeah, none of my real friends, my normal friends, know I use TINA.ò 

ñReally?ò I asked, ñWould they worry about you?ò 

ñYeah, there was awhile there I went out bar-hopping, having fun. I actually got a 

little worried about the amount I was drinking, but it turned out to be just a phase. They 

were a bit concerned about me then, and my best friend Cal is always checking in on 

me.ò After a pause he asked, ñWould you like to go on a real date with me sometime? A 

movie, or dinner maybe? 

I donôt believe I said the words, ñWould I?!ò but it was something close. I told Kurt 

it couldnôt be for a while though, since I was going to New York for ten days with Art, 

Tina, and another close friend, Scott. 

ñI can wait,ò he said, and with that, kissed me, closed his eyes and fell asleep. I lay 

there, dumbfounded by this moment. I was single now, for Godôs sake, now was my 

chance! What was I doing? 

Finally leaving Kurtôs at noon on Sunday, my phone had been turned off the whole 

time, and walking to a cab I called Tina to see how she fared in getting home. Some 

friend I was, showing concern thirty-six hours after the fact. Iôd never spent that much 

time with somebody and never left the house. Totally unlike me, I always had things to 

do, people to see. 

She answered the phone with, ñWhat the hell happened to you? Iôve called three 

times and itôs been a day and a half.ò 

I sighed, ñOhhhhhh, nothing, had a wonderful time, thatôs all. Gosh, arenôt the trees 

fresh and alive today...ò 

ñExcuse me? The trees look like trees just like any other day. What time did you get 

home yesterday?ò 

ñWell, er...I didnôt.ò 

ñYou didnôt? Where have you been?ò 

ñOver at Kurtôs, we never left.ò 



On the end of the line you could hear her jaw drop to the floor. ñYou never went 

home? You never left the house?ò 

ñNope, and it was absolutely fantastic,ò I replied, truly meaning it. 

You could tell Tina wanted details and was lighting a cigarette, getting comfortable 

on the patio, itching to hear more. 

ñThereôs not really a lot to tell, we had a great time. He asked me out on a date after 

we get back from New York.ò 

I could hear Art in the background as Tina covered up the phone with a muffled, ñHe 

never went home, he stayed all weekend!ò 

Art yelled out, ñAtta, boy!ò 

ñBy the way, I broke your bed.ò  

ñBroke my bed?ò 

ñAfter you left, I rolled over and ka-bloom! The mattress fell down on one side and I 

slept at an angle all night.ò (The bed wasnôt broken, I just hadnôt put one of the slats in 

properly, but I wasnôt going to tell her that.) 

ñWell, thanks a lot, I step out for a quick little hookup and you destroy the furniture.ò 

ñI couldnôt help it, all alone in a strange place, my best friend deserting me to run off 

to some cheap liaison. I had to fend for myselféand, a quick little hookup?! You were 

there so long you shoulda paid rent!ò 

Putting on the poor little out of breath woman routine, I replied, ñI just couldnôt help 

it. I was trapped like a rat in a cage!ò 

Laughing, she ended the conversation with, ñI hope your bed never gets fixed.ò 

 

Our trip to New York was one I definitely earned. Vacations were always little 

moments of running away, not in a negative fashion, but certainly a refreshing escape. On 

this trip, I wasnôt running from anything, being extremely happy in the short time I was 

now single, I literally felt the entire world of people was mine to explore and meet. No 

one to hold me down, (well, hopefully Iôd find a few who would,) I was free as a bird. 

Iôm sure this was the reason those ten days turned into one of the best vacations Iôve 

taken, even up until now. 

Seeing about fourteen shows, I toured Carnegie Hall and Sagamore Hill, met Carol 

Channing and Cleo Laine, chatted with Josephine Bakerôs son, and visited old friends 

from my college days still living in Manhattan.  Art and Tina had a blast, as did Scottie 

and like always, we traveled well together.  

Scottie Vandermyde was one of my best friends, a 6ô 5ò Dutchman who enjoyed his 

martinis, Iôd known him for years. Peter introduced us, apparently the two of them had 

once dated. ñDatedò my ass, ñhooked upò is more like it. From what Scottie told me later, 

the date consisted of Peter throwing him on top the stove to serve some hot buns. Urban 

gay men like to use that term ñdatedò to legitimize what most people would just call ña 

roll in the hay.ò  

Whatôs most surprising about this is Peter was as Eastern European as one could get, 

but Scottie preferred Chinese food. I guess when youôre hungry youôll cook whatever you 

can get on the stove, or should I say, the ñdutch oven?ò 

Quickly hitting it off due to our mutual interests and almost instantaneous ability to 

finish each otherôs sentences, annoying everyone else around with a succession of bad 



puns and movie quotes. As a matter of fact, once Peter and I broke up, I got Scottie in the 

divorce. Peter got the condo, I got Scottie.  

Over the years, we became very close since we could cry together while watching 

Margaret OôBrien tear down the snowmen in ñMeet Me in St. Louis.ò An odd way to 

bond, but it worked.  

During this vacation, Queens, New York certainly wasnôt safe from our vaudeville 

routine, since we headed there to tour Louis Armstrongôs home and, my hand to God, 

Scott almost broke the chandelier in the master bedroom. It was six feet up, and like I 

said, Scottie is well over 6ô5ò.  

While leaning down to examine the Armstrongôs bedspread (donôt ask, heôs weird,) 

he stood up and hit the chandelier while it made this loud clanking sound, swaying back 

and forth. My eyes were just waiting for it to fall and shatter. Shit, I thought, I canôt take 

him anywhere. It didnôt fall, but Scott certainly gave it a good run for its money. After a 

dirty look from the tour guide, we proceeded on to the master bathroom. 

We went in and the entire thing, and I do mean the entire interior, was covered in 

mirrors. Iôm not just talking mirrors hanging on the walls, I mean the walls were the 

mirrors. You looked up and the ceiling was a mirror. You shut the door, the entire back of 

the door was a mirror. After blurting out, ñMust have been a little intimidating to take a 

crap in here.ò Scottie got another dirty look from the guide and was bluntly told, ñLetôs 

move along.ò 

Then we walked into the kitchen. We were on a rug runway/path through the house, 

you know the kind, itôs so some housewife from Paducah doesnôt step off and break a 

priceless historical artifact or something. Well, this house and all its furnishings dated 

from 1970, so it wasnôt exactly Renaissance antique.  

The tour guide pointed out all the dated, mustard yellow appliances as Scottie leaned 

down and touched the linoleum. (Again, donôt ask me why, he just did.)  

The guide stopped the tour, indignantly saying, ñSir! Please do not touch anything 

off this brown rug. Theyôre original to the Armstrongôs and historically part of the home. 

The oil in human fingerprints could destroy it over time!ò 

He looked at her and in a very loud voice said, ñItôs Linoleum! You couldnôt destroy 

it if you ran it through a meat grinder, set it on fire, then fed it to a hippo!ò 

Slowly moving to the back of the tour group, I told some lady next to me, ñI have no 

idea who that man is.ò 

Walking into the master bedroom closet, the guide was by now keeping a really 

close, pissed off eye on Mr. Vandermyde. She began her spiel how Mrs. Armstrong loved 

decorating and how tasteful and chic the décor was. She also commented Mrs. Armstrong 

had done it ñAll by herself.ò  

Just like the bathroom with mirrors, the interior of the huge walk-in closet was 

covered in shiny silver striped wallpaper ð the wall, the ceiling, the back of the door. 

You opened up the shoe drawers, the entire inside of them had shiny silver striped 

wallpaper. You opened up another drawer that held socks, that entire drawer was shiny 

silver striped wallpaper. 

Scottie said, ñWhat the hell is this? Was she on crack!?ò 

We were almost escorted out of the Louis Armstrong Historical home. 

 



Proudly wearing the word ñsingleò on this trip, I was thrilled to fly out of my cage 

while on vacation, so I acted like the cat on a hot tin roof.  

At one underground club I was treated like a star, the next night at a bathhouse I felt 

like a leper. Sometimes you have it, sometimes you donôt. I overheard one guy in an open 

area at the club, erotically telling a trick he was playing with, ñHow does it feel man, you 

gettinô that Crystal high?ò 

A handsome muscleman bottoming for two men at the same time was another stop 

on the viewing tour as I walked around. Thatôs a concept people sometimes have a hard 

time grasping, two men at the same time, in the same area? Well, itôs physically a 

challenge, but possible, and actually happens in the PnP world often. Another man 

standing near took a pen cap of TINA and held the hit under the bottomôs nose to snort, 

surprising me they were so open about it. 

The club was almost all open, public spaces, with very few private areas. Out of the 

sixty or so guys in the place, I saw only one using a condom, although itôs not like I 

conducting a survey or something. When you walked toward the back, in a very dimly lit 

area, a row of men were bent over, wanting to bottom for whoever was there. I very much 

doubt they were high on life at that moment. 

There was no dancing with TINA in NYC. I hadnôt brought any of the stash Jordan 

sold me, besides, Kurt and Iôd gone through it during our weekend together, and I 

wouldôve been too nervous to take it on a plane anyway. Offered some on two different 

occasions however, I turned both down because I didnôt feel safe doing drugs in a place I 

wasnôt familiar with when alone, (that would one day change.) Plus, with my full 

schedule of shows and sightseeing during the day, I wasnôt going to waste all my time on 

sex and drugs. Iôd waste some of it on sex, but that could be turned off while I went about 

my business. You canôt turn off the drugs, they linger awhile. 

 

Kurt called when I got back, and we made a movie date for the following Saturday. 

Smitten with him from the two times weôd been together, our phone conversations while 

I was on vacation had been extremely tender and intimate. Heôd said, ñI can talk to you 

very easily, itôs like you walked into my life at just the right time.ò 

He was certainly saying the appropriate, romantic things and in such a way I 

believed him. A few weeks earlier Iôd been so thrilled at the thought of being single, why 

was I falling again? The possibilities of staying unattached meant I could sleep around, 

legitimately, no sneaking behind anybodyôs back, but I also knew, in the long run, 

emotional commitment and connection is far more important than a quick bump in the 

night. As a gay man, I could get sex any time, morning, afternoon or evening, living in an 

urban area, but it wasnôt often someone came along I could talk to, and feel enormous 

physical attraction towards. 

Always thinking I was rather plain looking, and as far as my private life went, I felt a 

bit ñout of the normò in the things I enjoyed doing. Going to a museum was my usual 

choice, rather than a nightclub while on vacation, even though if I did go to a club I 

enjoyed myself fully. I loved being alone outdoors and yet, at the same time, craved the 

social aspects of life, Iôd just get so involved with things. If someone didnôt understand 

that, I didnôt necessarily care, because my involvement was more important to who I 

really was than any individual could be, but sometimes, I did care, feeling like a little boy 

being told what I was feeling and thinking was wrong, or odd. I still occasionally allowed 



peopleôs comments and opinions to affect my perception of who I might be. It didnôt 

change who I was, it just made me look at myself as being slightly different, and 

therefore, not so desirable as others. 

When meeting someone who seemed to approve of me, Iôd be flattered. Still, the 

thought would be there, ñThey donôt mean it, theyôre just saying what the voices in their 

pants tell them to say.ò Kurt raised his level of interest in me every time we talked and 

with each conversation I admitted just a little bit more to him. I wasnôt going to let an 

opportunity like this pass me by. 

I only had two reservations about him. First, I wasnôt sure about his drug use. I did it 

occasionally, but so what? If he did it occasionally, again, it didnôt matter. But, I was firm 

in my inner thoughts that drugs and a relationship could not co-existéfor me. Perhaps it 

would work for others, but not me. Fine and fun if youôre single and can handle it, but in 

a relationship, drug use had to erode things eventually, (Iôm not necessarily counting 

what happened when I was dating Matthew, for some reason I knew that relationship 

wasnôt going to last.) Drugs cause you to act spur of the moment and donôt exactly breed 

normal behavior. Hoping Kurt wasnôt a regular user, Iôd no way of knowing, since as far 

as I knew, Iôd never met him before that night in October, and the only one who knew 

him was Jordan. I had nothing to go by, nobody to reference but Jordan, and he was 

anything but stable. 

That was my other reservation, his relationship with Jordan, who was shady. I never 

felt scared around the guy, but, still, I didnôt trust him. He opened up some dark, 

dangerous avenues to me, but there was still a safety valve in it, and after he left I was 

back in my naïve, little Iowan demeanor again. Why would Kurt hang around him? 

What made those two reservations take a back seat for the moment was I realized 

Kurt could look at me with those same reservations. I was doing drugs and hanging 

around Jordan also. 

I was who I was, nobody could accuse me of being a dark, shady person, and I didnôt 

regularly party, certainly not on my own. Wanting to believe Kurt was just like me, after 

awhile, his actions and words seemed to confirm I was right, he was like me. When 

talking of his experiences, it was as if he was ñin trainingò or something, being taken 

down erotic, exotic roads never traveled before. Heôd met Jordan at the same bathhouse I 

did. 

On Wednesday, the phone rang and it was Jordan, ñHey buddy, howôs it going?ò 

ñFine,ò I said, assuming he was calling because he needed a place to hang out for a 

while, thatôs why he usually phoned. 

ñIôm over at Kurtôs, kickinô back and started thinkinô of you, I thought Iôd say hi.ò 

In the background, I heard Kurt say, ñHere, take the bowl,ò as Jordan pulled the 

phone away with, ñHold on, man.ò  

He got back on the line and I asked, ñYouôre over at Kurtôs?ò thinking perhaps Kurt 

had mentioned to him we had a date coming up and thatôs what prompted all this. 

ñYeah, I had time to kill, so we lit up the pipe. Just wanted to see how youôre doinô.ò 

This was odd. ñWell, Iôm doing fine. Iôm just going to watch some TV and go to bed 

soon.ò Hopefully if he had been calling to see if he could come over, this would give him 

the hint I wasnôt interested. 



ñThatôs cool. Well, gotta go, talk to you later, man,ò and he hung up the phone. Up 

went the red flags. How often did Jordan hang out with Kurt? And after the length of our 

previous conversations together, why didnôt Kurt get on the phone to say hello? 

  

Saturday arrived, date night, and I met Kurt on the elevated train platform. Stepping 

off the train, I looked to the right, and there he was, fifty feet away, eyes boring into me, 

a subtle smile on his face. Walking closer, his smile got wider, more adorable, and 

intense. By the time he reached me, leaned over, and said, ñHey,ò all of it seemed to 

transpire in romantic slow motion.  

Hold on, I didnôt expect to feel so overwhelmed at the sight of him. ñHi,ò I replied, 

nervously looking down, but grinning and blushing like an idiot. 

ñYou get more handsome each time I see you,ò he whispered. That line never wore 

out on me. 

Not knowing what to say, I laughed, raising an eyebrow, ñYouôre a charmer.ò 

Now it was his turn to blush and suddenly he looked like a little boy, yet still very 

much a man. I mentioned Jordan had called a few days earlier from his house and I asked 

why he hadnôt got on the line. 

ñHe was talking to you? I had no idea who he was calling,ò he replied, with surprise. 

ñYeah, I was a little confused about it and thought maybe you told him we had a 

date.ò 

Kurt shook his head, ñNo, I never said a word about us. He just showed up at my 

door needing a place to hang out, heôs like that. I donôt think he has a real home, no 

matter what he says about some huge loft he bought into.ò 

ñI donôt feel comfortable with him sometimes. He isnôt the type of person I normally 

associate with,ò I purposely mentioned, hoping heôd pick up my concern. 

He did, ñIôm the same way, my family and friends would not be impressed if they 

met Jordan and they never will. He was a passing phase for me anyway,ò that was a 

relief. 

Since it seemed like a good ñdate movie,ò we saw ñLove, Actually.ò During the film 

he slowly moved his hand into mine, and afterward, we walked slowly down the street to 

a little Italian restaurant, talking and continuing the courtship, all smiles. Iôd never been 

so happy on a date. 

The restaurant was packed, but it didnôt matter because we had all the time in the 

world, ordering a beer while waiting. A suburban family strolled in, chatting with us 

awhile, and I noticed Kurt was a very talkative extrovert, not shy at all. As his charming 

smile won them over immediately, I thought, Wow, he jumps right in there and sweeps 

óem off their feet. How did I end up on a date with this guy? Heôs perfect for me. 

Led to a red-checkered table and a bottle of Merlot, we sat down and talked. Movies, 

past relationships, childhoods, I told him several very personal things about my past Iôd 

never have confessed on a first date. He opened up about the alcoholism of his father, the 

physical abuse he endured growing up, yet, all the while speaking how wonderful his 

father had been, and how much he missed him. In reminiscing of his fatherôs death, 

Kurtôs eyes started to moisten. 

He said, ñIôve never met somebody I could talk to so easily. Itôs like Iôve been 

waiting for you all my life.ò 



Thinking the same thing, thereôs no way I wouldôve verbally said it to someone on a 

first date. Although feeling it, I didnôt know Kurt very well yet. His words were 

wonderful, and so far his actions backed them up, Iôd even seen tears well up several 

times, the last time we were together.  

ñDo you want to date exclusively? Just you and me?ò he asked. 

Deer in headlights timeéI was stunned. It was what I wanted, yes, but my gut said 

this was way too fast. However, my gut also told me Iôd be a fool to let this man go. 

Perhaps things really could happen so quickly, maybe that valentine way of believing still 

was a possibility for me.  

After a moment, I told him yes, Iôd like that very much. Blinking misty eyes, he 

motioned his lips into a kiss across the table, ñIôve never said this before so quickly, but 

youôre an easy man to fall in love with.ò 

Love?! My wheels were spinning faster and faster, not quite ready for this blatant 

admission of romance, is he on the level? Am I sure of my own feelings towards him? 

While quickly scanning my brain for answers, I believed I was, remembering the thrill I 

got every time I even thought about him. In the past when men jumped the gun this 

quickly, my eyes would roll, but a month had gone by since we first met and our previous 

conversations were extremely personal. Maybe you could fall in love so quickly, enough 

songs had been written about it, perhaps it was a possibility.  

After a long pause, I went for it, ñIôm ready for a relationship, I think. Iôd like it to be 

with you.ò 

For the next few hours, you couldnôt have pried our sappy gazes apart with a 

crowbar, if we were dogs weôd probably have nudged meatballs to each other while a 

cartoon Italian sang, ñBella Notte.ò Before heading home, hand in hand, we walked into a 

bookstore where some book on Pirate ships caught my attention, but Kurt walked up 

holding the new Cyndi Lauper CD, her album of standards, ñAt Last.ò 

ñThatôs a good one,ò I mentioned, ñYouôll like it.ò  

Back at his place, there was no talk of drugs, no mention of partying, and I was 

happy about it. Kurt played the CD, and as the title song began its violin intro, he said, 

ñThis is how I feel about you.ò For the time we were together heôd always smilingly kiss 

me as it followed us around, like a movie theme in the background. On a jukebox, in a 

bar, over a storeôs loudspeaker, it wouldnôt go away. 

That night, I had to ask him a question, one that was making me very nervous. Tina 

had said, ñIf someone really cares about you, it wonôt make any difference.ò 

ñIôm HIV+. I need to get that out on the table right away. Do you have a problem 

with it?ò 

Looking down at the floor, he said no, he didnôt have a problem, but then he paused. 

Prompting, I asked, ñAre you negative or positive?ò I assumed positive. When I 

asked about condoms during our previous weekend together he said no, he wanted to 

bareback. His reply then was, ñIt feels so much better.ò Okay, he must be positive. 

Tonight, he quickly replied, ñIôm negativeéwell, I guess Iôm negative, itôs been 

awhile since Iôve been tested. I really should go back to the doctor and have that done,ò 

then he quickly stood up to get some Gatorade from the refrigerator. 

Confusion was plain as day in my expression, and for a minute or two, there was 

complete silence. Negative, yet, he barebacked? Sitting back down, he said, ñLook, I care 

about you and it feels good to me. I donôt want to use condoms.ò 



The nervousness of his quick answer told me he was probably positive, but afraid to 

get tested again. I knew he didnôt have safe sex with others since he mentioned it that first 

night, during all the erotic kink talk. 

That had been hookup time, this was for real time, and I was obviously still 

confused. Changing the subject, he told me, ñYou really came into my life at the right 

time. Iôm almost forty and was wondering where my life was headed, I even thought 

about moving to Los Angeles. I knew I needed something. A few weeks ago, I realized 

what I needed was you,ò and he leaned over with a kiss. 

It took awhile to bring myself back to center, but that evening Kurt looked like the 

white knight Iôd always dreamed about. Before we drifted off to sleep, he held me and 

comfortingly whispered, ñI know this is moving quickly for you, but I know how I feel 

and realize what is real and what isnôt. I love you.ò 

Although still nervous about the rapidity of events, in his arms I let go of my doubts, 

telling him what I was feelingéthat I loved him also. I fell asleep more content than Iôd 

been in years. 

 

October 1996 was the month I learned about my HIV+ status. A shock at first, but 

with everything like that, you have to learn to live with it. Not that it isnôt a big deal, itôs 

a huge one, but if I had cancer, would that be any different than being HIV+? I think not. 

I have absolutely no idea who I got it from, where, or when, and in the long run, it 

doesnôt make a damn bit of difference, it happened. And itôs my own fault for not having 

had safe sex. Although pro-active about condoms before the PnP years, it only takes once 

and that once is my own responsibility. 

My first, honest reaction to the news was concern for Peter. When his results came 

back negative, I breathed a sigh of relief, but then worried, what would he do if 

something happened to me? Now, years after our breakup, that sounds funny, since heôs 

gotten along well, Iôm sure, without me in his life, but at the time, I was concerned about 

him having to go through the pain of losing a partner to AIDS. 

Beginning as flu symptoms that wouldnôt go away, I was constantly feverish, losing 

weight at an alarming speed. The doctor did not once test me for HIV in the ten or so 

visits I made around this time. Frustrated, I switched doctors and the new one tested 

immediately.  

He couldôve been a little smarter when he told me, at work, on the phone, but I also 

sensed a serious compassion in his voice as he gave the news. It almost felt he was going 

to start crying, he mustôve been a young doctor with little experience at such a thing.  

Needless to say, I went numb and my immediate thought was simply, ñIôm dying.ò 

My t-cells were so low, the virus so high in my system, for a short while there I actually 

had AIDS.  

Peter stood by me completely when I was diagnosed. I couldnôt have asked for a 

more caring partner, although he did get a little naggy about things Iôd eat, making 

comments about cholesterol levels, going so far as to insist on buying soy milk rather 

than the regular kind. I appreciated the concern, but I wasnôt about to stop living life 

fully, even something so simple as drinking whatever milk I liked. 

I did however, have a difficult time with a survivor guilt complex. Whenever Iôd see 

nuances of the AIDS quilt, all those photos and keepsakes of human beings who passed 

away during the epidemic, Iôd spend many a dark hour asking, why am I still here? 



Surely those people had just as much right to life as me? I couldnôt even watch a video of 

Rudolf Nureyev or read a book by Paul Monette without crying. 

That was a silly reaction, but I couldnôt help it for a long while. A disease doesnôt 

pick and choose who it will infect. Thereôs no judgment made by a virus, and I eventually 

got over the guilt, almost overnight, after attending an HIV+ gathering in a bar hosted by 

a local medical group. 

Recognizing most of the people there from other social occasions, I never had any 

idea they were positive. If so many others could survive, why didnôt I deserve the option 

also? That was the moment I ceased feeling guilty. 

I never told my family. Too afraid of a negative reaction, I heard the word ñfaggotò 

used often by my father when discussing such things. He was the type who thought 

anyone contracting HIV deserved it, so how could I turn to people like that? Theyôd cease 

to love me if I told them, that was my expectation. They were never supportive of such 

things with others, no way could I be so unrealistic as to believe theyôd support me. 

Ever since I was Mr. Gay Iowa in 91 or 92, I was invited back home each year to 

sing at an AIDS benefit, and that particular year, one of the songs Iôd already chosen was 

ñBring Him Home,ò from the musical, ñLes Miserables.ò Talk about a rotten choice, the 

song is almost a perfect analogy of AIDS. It wasnôt written as such, but the words 

certainly lend themselves to it. 

The medication the doctor prescribed immediately took effect and, in a very short 

time, things were undetectable. I was lucky. 

At the time, I didnôt really know how I was going to live with the disease, or if I was 

going to live at all. Like many young men, this was the first time I had to deal with my 

own mortality. There were visions of not lasting the year, since I didnôt yet know how 

things had changed from my college days, when I knew many men who succumbed to the 

illness. HIV was something you could live with, given the medications now.  

Dealing with HIV can be a hard thing, but thereôs absolutely no sense falling to 

pieces when, and if, it happens. Hell, I could get hit by a bus or have a brick fall on me at 

any point, too, that doesnôt mean Iôm gonna worry about it every day. 

There was a young man about my age in Des Moines, he used to sing every year 

around town. Heôd always do a particular song, give this big speech about how many 

meds he was taking, the money it cost, how rough his life was, all the while crying to the 

crowd. Some people would feel along with him, but one time I overheard a man in the 

audience say, ñWelcome to the real world, weôve all got problems. Deal with it.ò 

 

The day after I happily agreed to be exclusive with Kurt, Tina came down for Show 

tunes at Side Track, a bar we hung out at quite often. One of the most popular gay bars in 

the U.S., much of its appeal lay in its theme nights. On Sundays, videos of Broadway and 

Movie musicals would raise the rafters of the packed club, and once I arrived, Tina 

reached out for a hug, asking, ñSo whereôs Romeo?ò looking around behind me. 

ñHeôs meeting us here a little later.ò  

As I gave details of the previous night, one eyebrow shot up while she took a puff on 

her cigarette, ñDonôt you think thatôs moving a little quickly, Hon?ò 

ñWell, at first thatôs what I thought, but I really think heôs on the level. You know 

how I am, once I care about somebody, thatôs it, Iôm hooked until they or I screw it up.ò 

ñYep, gotta keep in mind your gender. I just donôt want you to get hurt, sweetie.ò 



ñI know. Thatôs why I want you to meet him. Give me your reaction, but Iôm pretty 

sure youôll like him,ò I told her, proudly. 

Cynically, with another puff came, ñWeôll see éò 

Ten minutes later Kurt showed up, and after being introduced to Tina, worked his 

magic act until she was smiling and laughing with him, youôd have thought theyôd known 

each other for years. In social situations, I noticed, when surrounded by crowds, Kurt had 

the ability to pull people towards him with magnetism. For half an hour they bonded, 

then I realized it was my turn to buy the rounds, so, heading over to one of the bars, I 

happily said, ñFill óer up!ò  

When I returned, Kurt had a trace of a tear in his eyes. Handing him the beer, he put 

his arms around me, said, ñI love you,ò smiled, then left to use the bathroom. Slight tears 

were welling up with Tina too. 

ñWhat is up with everyone?ò I asked. 

Long pauseéserious lookéhands on my shouldersé,ñSit down,ò Tina said. ñYou 

know, Sweetie, I realize what I said about it happening fast and I had my doubts, but I 

think this guy is really on the level.ò 

No dramatic reaction from me, I was just giddy with new love, ñGreat! So do I, my 

ears were burning while I was gone. I hope you beefed up my image with good 

comments!ò  

Smacked on the arm, I received an extremely sobering look, ñIôm serious here, we 

had a long conversation, and he is really into you! He went on and on about how great 

you were. Just before you came back, I said, óI like you and everything but if you ever 

hurt him, Iôll hunt you down.ô He grabbed my hand and said, with tears in his eyes, óI 

would never, ever hurt Terry.ôò 

ñWow, Iôm glad youôre around for backup. Do you think the love thing is a little too 

much this quickly though?ò I asked. 

ñDo you love him?ò she countered back, good move. 

ñWell, Iôve never felt like this before. He makes me happy even when he isnôt 

around.ò 

She put her arm around me, ñI often have my doubts about men, but he is definitely 

smitten with you. Maybe love can happen that quickly. Itôs early yes, but sweetie, I think 

he might be the one,ò then she gave me a hug. 

For the rest of the afternoon it was as if I was eighteen and at the prom. Never had I 

been so proud showing off someone before, with Kurt holding me on his barstool, 

smiling and laughing with everyone, cuddling until Iôm sure the other patrons wanted to 

gag. From what I could tell, he also seemed to know quite a few people himself, but they 

all acted as if they hadnôt seen him in awhile. 

Later, as we strolled hand in hand to the corner near my house, he kissed me 

goodbye, and once more, I was on cloud nine. Drugs hell, thereôs nothing like the 

exhilaration new romance gives you.  

It took five minutes for me to get upstairs, waiting was a new message on the 

answering machine, ñI know itôs only been a few minutes since I left you, but I want to 

say Iôm so thankful and happy you came into my life. Youôre a ray of sunlight to me. I 

love you. Sleep tight, sweetie.ò 

 



A few days after Kurt and I hopped on board the love train, Jordan called, as I knew 

he would. Going into his usual, slick spiel, wanting to come over, I told him as delicately 

as possible I was dating Kurt now. Surprised Kurt and I were dating in the first place, he 

was even more shocked after I told him I couldnôt see him any longer.  

ñWhy not, man?! You canôt just stop being a friend?!ò 

How could I tell him he was not a friend? Every time I saw him he was about two 

things, sex and drugs. He opened up new territory to me, but I had no illusions about how 

he really used other people. A place to stay, can I borrow money, mind if I use your 

computer, how about a sandwich, mind if I take a soda for the road, got a real good deal 

on some TINA if you want to do some with me, I have to call the guy first.  

 It was hard for me to word it and I know he was hurt. Once off the phone, I felt 

awful, calling Kurt to tell him what Iôd done. At first, he seemed surprised Iôd be upset 

about it, then I think he was surprised I wouldôve had this conversation with Jordan at all. 

I didnôt quite know how to take it, but once he realized I was really serious, his words 

were supportive.  

ñIôm sorry you had to do that, honey. Jordan will get over it, heôll move on to the 

next ten people in his life.ò  

I hoped Kurt would have, or already had the same conversation with Jordan. I donôt 

know that he ever did. 

 

Over the next couple months we saw each other almost every day, dinners out, social 

parties, movies, museums, I believe we mustôve seen every stage play in Chicago during 

that time. It was all good quality stuff and I got more wrapped up in Kurt each day. 

Tina was all for it, but Art was skeptical of our undying love. His wife, always the 

romantic, told him to keep his opinions to himself. 

Kurt had enthusiasm like a little boy, and in the beginning, all the enthusiasm was in 

an upbeat manner about positive things. When excited, his voice would raise in pitch 

while the words tumbled out at a quick pace, hands flailing all over, not once had I seen 

anything negative. 

Our Wednesday night pattern set itself in stone right away. Dinner at a diner near my 

place, (Me, cook? No way, I didnôt get that gay gene,) then a walk two blocks to the 

bowling alley, where he was on a gay league. Afterwards, heôd usually call to brag how 

great a game he bowled, he was one of the best players on the team, according to him.  

Proud of him, it didnôt bother me in the least he went out afterward with the team. 

Why the hell would it? There were times in past relationships I was scared to even 

mention I was going out, for fear of disapproval, which usually came in the form of a 

look, or a ñWhy did you wait until now to tell me?ò comment. Being joined at the hip 

with a partner wasnôt realistic to me anymore. 

Kurt seemed to feel same, or at least, said he did, ñI donôt care if you go out with 

your friends. You need your own life and we donôt have to spend all our time together.ò 

 Such a relief to hear that, no more fear of the person feeling left out, chewing me 

out, or smothering me, simply no more fear to have fun. Matthew hadnôt been 

domineering, but my other relationships had been. My first relationship, for example, 

while in my early twenties, lasted three or four years, but toward the end, turned into 

ñGays of Our Lives.ò 

 



My first partner was a mouthy little pit bull when drunk, although he could be 

kind hearted when sober. One August, in the early 90s, my car was in the shop, so I 

borrowed my momôs to get around. My boyfriend and I decided to go out on a Saturday 

night, and while socializing at the bar, he proceeded to get drunk and very belligerent 

with me. Another friend of mine, Tom, was also pretty tight, so rather than let Tom drive 

home, I took him back to his place in the car, dropped him off and headed back to the bar 

to find my boyfriend. 

Out he came from that bar, foaming at the mouth, literally beet red with anger. 

ñWhere the fuck have you been?!ò he demanded. I reminded him Iôd taken Tom home 

since heôd been too drunk to drive. 

ñShut the fuck up!ò he screamed, ñIôve been sitting in that damn bar for a half 

hour waiting for you! Weôre leaving, now! Get out of the fucking driverôs seat, Iôm 

driving home!ò 

ñBut you canôt, youôre drunk, itôs my momôs car and if anything happenséò 

He interrupted, ñI said, get out of the fucking carénow!ò 

Scared, yes, but I was also weak. Giving in, I moved to the passenger seat while 

he kept ranting and raving, as we drove the five blocks to the interstate on our way home. 

The closer we got to the interstate the more fearful I became, not so much of him 

anymore, but of us killing someone else, or ourselves in a drunken accident. He was 

swerving all over the road and I knew once he got up to high speeds, it could be 

dangerous. Two blocks from the on ramp, I told him, ñPlease let me drive, youôll wreck 

the car!ò 

ñShut the fuck up!ò he screamed back. 

ñPleaseépleaseéstop the car, Iôll drive, Iôm sober, youôll wreck my momôs 

caré,ò I pleaded. 

ñNo! Iôm gonna drive this fucking car all the way home and you can keep your 

damn mouth shutéò 

Just then, what little sense I had returned, knowing a decision had to be made, and 

that Iôd been stupid to be so timid before. Now, it wasnôt just about us, there was a real 

possibility he was going to hurt somebody else on the road. 

After one more pleading, and one more ñFuck you!ò I grabbed the steering wheel, 

flinging my left leg over the area dividing the driver from the passenger seat.  

ñNo! Youôll kill someone like this!ò 

He started screaming, hitting me, the blows raining down on my head one after 

the other, but I didnôt notice them. All I could think of was, I had to get the car away 

from him. 

Putting my left foot on the brake as he punched me in the jaw, the vehicle came to 

a sudden stop. His body lurched toward the steering wheel, which I held with my right 

hand, as the left hand tried to shield myself from the blows. Luckily, he was so drunk he 

wasnôt very agile, so I managed to reach in front of him, quickly open the driverôs side 

door, and yell, ñGet out of the car! I canôt let you drive this car!ò 

He kept hitting me as I managed to push him out of the driverôs seat, onto the 

pavement. Since the car was now stopped, he managed to raise himself up, rather than 

fall, all the while pulling at my arm, trying to force me out. I managed to move over to 

the driverôs seat, foot still on the brake, as he took my left arm, just below the bicep, 

sinking his teeth into it. Although painful, and his teeth cut the skin, I managed to push 



him completely out of the car, slam the door shut, put it in drive, and speed off towards 

the nearest lot so I could park. 

As I kicked the car into drive, he grabbed the side of the trunk, then the bumper, 

and the momentum of the vehicle pulled him down to the pavement, dragging him a good 

ten feet before he finally let go. In the rear view mirror I could see him rising from the 

pavement, his face covered in blood. Driving another two blocks, I saw a lot on my left, 

pulled in, put the car in park and locked it, throwing the keys in my pocket where he 

hopefully wouldnôt try to get them. 

While I was intending to go back for him, it wasnôt necessary, since he came 

stumbling up the lots entrance within seconds. Weaving back and forth, out of breath, 

heôd obviously been running the whole way after me. The right side of his face was so 

banged up and swollen from the fall I could hardly recognize him. The shock of the 

accident mustôve sobered him up, now he was crying, no longer screaming at me or 

angry. He was now scared. 

Just then, a police car pulled into the parking lot. They mustôve seen him 

careening down the street and for having been such a lunatic before, he now calmed 

down considerably, telling the police there was nothing wrong, heôd just fallen down. It 

was obvious to them this was a domestic dispute after talking to both of us. I was worried 

about him getting arrested and about myself getting in trouble, too. I never told them 

what really happened, but they did ask if I was okay to drive home. When I replied yes, I 

was telling the truth, I hadnôt drunk much that night and was fine. 

ñYou need to get him to the hospital,ò they told me. ñHeôs in bad shape.ò  

By now, my boyfriend was sitting on the passenger side of the car, slowly going 

into shock. He stopped crying once he saw the cops, but now looked like he was going to 

pass out. 

ñAre you okay?ò they asked, and I still remember how concerned and nice they 

were to me. Obviously shaken up, I tried to handle the police in a calm way, containing 

my emotion, but I mustôve seemed a scared little boy. 

ñYour arm is bleeding,ò one of them said, and I looked down to see a large open 

wound on my lower bicep, not gushing with blood, but certainly a mess. 

To this day, I donôt know why the police didnôt press this matter further. They 

probably didnôt want to get involved and I seemed on the level. I said Iôd take him to the 

hospital, so they asked if I wanted them to follow us. I replied, ñYes, could you please 

follow me all the way, pleaseéò I didnôt trust my boyfriend, even though he seemed too 

scared and worn out to do anything more. The police mustôve sensed my fear because 

they assured me it would be okay and theyôd stay right behind us. 

As I climbed into the car and shut the door, he started to cry again, almost 

pleading, ñDonôt leave me, I know youôre gonna leave me...please donôt.ò 

Keeping my head on this time, now I was the one with the power. I lied, telling 

him, ñIôm not going to leave you. Weôre going to the hospital emergency room.ò For the 

rest of the ride he drunkenly leaned against the door, every once and awhile sniffling 

away the tears. 

Thankfully, the police did follow us to the emergency room and I got my 

boyfriend inside, where the staff immediately took him in. He was in awful shape and 

needed stitches on the side of his face. When he fell and got drug by the car, the 



pavement and gravel cut extremely close to one of his eyes. If heôd held on longer he 

probably wouldôve lost one. 

Washing my arm in the hospital restroom, I then waited two hours in the waiting 

area before the nurse told me to go home and come back in a few hours, my boyfriend 

was sedated, there was nothing I could do. Why nobody said anything about my arm, I 

donôt know, and I also donôt remember why I didnôt say anything about it either. 

Once home, I took a shower, then put alcohol and iodine on the bite mark, a fairly 

serious cut, about an inch long. I couldnôt sleep at all, making up my mind I was going to 

leave this son of a bitch, perhaps even right now. Should I pack some things and just get 

the hell out of there? A friend of mine came over to talk and said not to be rash, I was too 

keyed up to make a realistic decision, ñHow about waiting until the morning?ò he 

suggested. 

Four hours later, I was back at the hospital and my boyfriend was in his room. 

Calm by now, he was also ashamed of himself, telling me he was sorry, it wouldnôt 

happen again, he was just drunk, he didnôt mean any of it, he never wanted to hurt me. 

His face was still a mess, although cleaned up with no more blood, the left side was 

swollen like a grapefruit and his black eye completely shut. As he started to cry, salt from 

his tears made the abrasions sting even more. 

ñIôm sorry I tried to hurt you,ò he told me, as I sat on the bed, looking at this man 

I sometimes hated, sometimes needed just because I wanted somebody, anybody, by my 

side. 

I seriously thought to myself, ñBut Iôm the one who actually hurt you.ò I didnôt 

say it out loud, but he was the one in the hospital bed, he was the one whoôd probably 

need plastic surgery, he had almost lost his eye. I was the one who walked out of there, 

returning a few hours later with only a deep bite mark and some bruises on my face 

where his fists made contact. I canôt leave him right now, I thought. I canôt just walk out 

on him while heôs pleading with me, apologizing. I did this to him, I canôt leave him.  

I know now, and actually knew then, deep down, it wasnôt my fault, it was his 

fault. But still, the little boy in me felt very guilty that morning on a hospital bed, looking 

at the broken man Iôd been with for over three years, most of them unhappily. 

Staying with him another three months, all my codependency came back after 

feeling sorry for him, but it didnôt last long. Two months later, after he healed a little, the 

screaming started once more, and my self-loathing for remaining in this relationship 

began again. 

And what did I do? What did that co-dependent young idiot, always afraid there 

was ñno tomorrow,ò do?  

I had an affair, this time simply as a way to get the hell out of this awful mess on 

my own emotional terms. If I left my boyfriend when someone else cared about me, I 

wouldnôt be alone at all now, would I? Someone would still be there for me and 

therefore, I wouldnôt be crying half the time because I was unhappy. 

We had one more incredibly huge blow up, this time without fists and cars, but 

still, enough to make me backtrack on those first feelings of pity on a hospital bed. 

Alcohol was once again involved and he got belligerent, this time throwing in my face, 

ñIôm probably fucking scarred for life because of you!ò 



Enough. I stayed with my best friend that night, returning to the apartment the 

next morning, without a word. When he awkwardly apologized, I went about my business 

and didnôt answer. 

ñYouôre leaving me, arenôt you?ò he calmly asked. 

ñYes I am.ò 

ñIôm sorry, please donôt go, we can work this outéò 

ñNo, we canôt, and I donôt want to work it out. Iôm sorry, but itôs over.ò 

Tears in his eyes, he told me heôd leave and that I could keep the apartment. Heôd 

stay at his brotherôs house.  

ñI love you very much,ò he said, and walked out the door. 

Due to the violent way things had always worked out with him, I was surprised it 

ended so quickly and calmly on his part. Two days later, when I came home from work, I 

discovered my little dog, Kiri, gone. A sweet little blonde mutt who loved me 

unconditionally, my boyfriend had gotten angry again, come into the apartment while I 

was gone, and taken her. 

Great, more drama, only this time heôd really gotten back at me, hitting me right 

where it hurt. I called, asking for the dog back, but by now he was in his ñsly and coyò 

mode, as if he were holding all the cards, thinking he still had power over me. Heôd only 

taken Kiri out of spite, and admitted so, very much gloating over it on the phone.  

ñIôll think about giving her back. Maybe I will and maybe I wonôt.ò  

I never saw that little dog again. 

The reason he was so mad this time? He found out about my affair since I told 

him point blank. To him, he now had a reason to be vengeful. 

Iôm not proud of this story, but it happened and thereôs nothing I can do about it 

now. The only reason I was able to leave that man was I had another waiting for me, all 

that drama, with me not taking one ounce of responsibility. 

The guy I left my boyfriend for was simply a means to an end, I must have known 

it at the time. That next relationship only lasted three months before I ended it, this time a 

little more like an adult. The second guy was not even close to what I wanted in a partner, 

but it got me out of that previous dysfunction, so it mustôve served a purpose.  

And to this very day, I have a scar on my lower bicep. You can still make out the 

curve of teeth in it, about an inch long. I wouldôve preferred a photograph as a reminder, 

but in a way, every time I look at it I know Iôll never, ever go through such a violent thing 

again.  

 

Soéyou can see why I didnôt believe in being joined at the hip anymore, go out and 

have your fun, Iôll go out and have mine, but leave the controlling drama of alcoholism at 

the door.  

Walking to the bowling alley, Kurt suddenly blurted out, ñI know where I met you!ò 

ñWhere?ò I asked, ñSide Track, Roscoeôs, Cocktail?ò 

ñThe bathhouseéwe slept together,ò then there was a slight, awkward pause. I 

imagine he was gauging me to see how well Iôd take it. 

ñYou gotta be kidding?ò I replied, ñThe bathhouse? I remember people after Iôve had 

sex with them, Iôm not that bad,ò with the way I jumped the gate being attracted to Kurt, 

I very much doubted Iôd forget such a thing. 

ñNo, it was the bathhouse. Iôm sure of it,ò he insisted. 



Rolling my eyes, I joked, ñWelléokay, if you say so, but you must not have made 

much of an impression, because I sure donôt remember it.ò  

He gave a sharp look, brow furrowed, narrowing his eyes. The little cloud soon 

passed, though, and a smile broadened his face, he realized I was telling the truth. I didnôt 

remember it, but perhaps he was right, no big deal to me. 

 

A few nights later, we stopped to visit my friend Val, a bartender on North Halsted 

Street, an area in Boystown just a few blocks from Wrigley Field. We joked that, half the 

time, heterosexuals on their way to a Cubs game had no idea they were walking through 

the Midwestôs Gay Mecca, yet some of their young teenage sons seemed awfully 

intrigued peering into a bar window.  

Val was one of the reasons I moved to Chicago, since weôd met back in Des Moines 

while he was attending the opera. His invitation to visit, along with his friendship, helped 

spur my decision to move, something Iôve not regretted once. 

Chatting with him for ten minutes, as we left the bar, Kurt said, ñIôve met Val before, 

heôs a nice guy.ò 

ñYes he is, one of the best. You said you used to hang out here?ò I asked. 

ñYeah, I used to barhop all over Boystown, but then I stopped going out for a while 

and withdrew from being in public a lot. I was going through a phase,ò then he smiled 

and gave me a kiss, ñbut Iôm out of that now!ò 

Shrugging, I replied, ñEverybody goes through phases, nothing wrong with that.ò 

Without missing a beat, Kurt casually commented, ñI slept with Val one time, awhile 

ago.ò 

I stopped, one eyebrow up, ñReallyéò I wasnôt exactly surprised, I didnôt expect 

men to be old maid schoolteachers. 

ñYeah, he was bartending and we went back to his place.ò 

ñIs there anybody else you want to tell me you slept with? Me, Val...Homer 

Simpson?ò 

ñNope, Iôll let you know if I think of somebody.ò 

Like Auntie Mame, I looked at him with half-closed eyelids. ñErrrr...uh-

yesssssss...You do that,ò and smiled. 

 

I met Kurtôs family, what there was of it. His sister was pretty and polite, even 

though Kurt mentioned she was a spitfire, and they fought constantly. Well, soon I 

discovered thatôs because they were so much alike, Kurt could be a spitfire too, I noticed, 

when he wanted to be. It would flash out at you, then heôd withdraw back to calmness, 

but it was definitely there, under the surface. His mom, an adorable little dotty lady, 

smiled a confused smile most of the time, waving her hands at her kids and their joking, 

ñOhéyou...ò I liked Kurtôs family, and they seemed to like me. 

With his sister, we went on a Pub Crawl in Edison Park, a working class suburb of 

Chicago, since apparently, every year around Christmas, she and her old school friends 

would dress up in Santa costumes, bar hopping. Kurt asked if I wanted to go, and hey, it 

sounded fun, so off we went, bar to bar to bar, eleven women, one fiancée, and two gay 

guys. At the last bar, the minute we walked in, some twenty-something girls were all over 

Kurt, pulling him over to their table, where he stayed for a good fifteen minutes, 

schmoozing and joking with them. 



One of his sisterôs friends commented, ñHe sure has charm, doesnôt he?ò 

His sister, who looked great in a little ñEartha Kitt-Santa Babyò type mini-skirt, 

rolled her eyes, saying wryly, ñYeah and he knows he has it.ò 

The next day, I sent Kurt a dozen roses at work. Thrilled, he called immediately, 

very excited, saying nobody had sent him roses before. I remember thinking at the time, 

ñNever? I donôt think I ever had a serious boyfriend who didnôt send me roses.ò 

 

One would think weôd have sex constantly at this point, but we didnôt. After that 

long PnP weekend, then our first night of dating, it petered out, no pun intended. Kurt 

was a great talker, but not a tremendous doer. Perhaps he needed someone else to initiate, 

so I did, whenever I was in the mood, which wasnôt every night, but fairly often. His mild 

kink talk stopped the moment we began dating. Maybe he was settling down, I didnôt 

know, but every day he reaffirmed his feelings three times with a call or a two-page 

email, usually involving the moon and the stars or robins in the breeze, some hoo-hah 

like that. I liked the hoo-hah, itôs the way love was supposed to sound, right? Always 

good with the hallmark endearments, within one week of dating, he sent a beautiful card 

in the mail, stating how much he loved me, how I saved him when he felt life was on its 

way toward nothing, that he needed something and it had been me. A long note, I felt it 

was one of the nicest things anyone sent me. 

 

Walking home one night in December, I began to notice cracks in the façade, 

although Iôd never have admitted it at the time. I made some comment, nothing 

important, I donôt even believe it involved him, but he suddenly said, ñIf you really loved 

me you wouldnôt say that!ò turning the corner, he quickly walked away in anger toward 

my building.  

Stunned, I tried to remember my exact words. I didnôt think I said anything 

concerning him, had I? I hoped not, and if so, it was accidental. Where the hell had this 

come from? 

Catching up with him, I apologized, but he wouldnôt answer, his scowl and angry 

expression making me think I mustôve really screwed up. Once upstairs, he walked into 

my bathroom, still not a word, and slammed the door. What had I done? Nothing I could 

think of. 

A few minutes later he emerged, heading immediately to bed. When I asked what 

was wrong, he replied, ñNothing,ò gave me a kiss and rolled over to sleep.  

It took quite awhile for me to drift off, still confused by the rapid night and day 

change of emotions from him. It was, literally, almost a split second personality change. I 

hoped I wasnôt screwing this relationship up, itôd only been a month. The next morning 

he apologized and when I asked if Iôd done something wrong, he smiled, ñNo, I get like 

that sometimes. My best friend Cal bitches me out about it and heôs gonna bitch me out 

for doing it to you. Iôm sorry, I can be sort of a rag if I get in a bad mood.ò 

 

Uneasy by the episode, I buried it in the back of my mind after he made up for his 

outburst, in a way going just as much off the deep end in a positive manner as he had in 

the negative. The weekend before Christmas, Kurt got a room at the Inter-Continental 

downtown, and to this day, itôs one of the most romantic memories I have. 



Iôve never been impressed by expensive things with no heart. If you gave me a 

diamond ring but didnôt look me in the eyes while you did so, it meant nothing to me. 

However, a Cracker Jack toy could symbolize the world when someone went out of their 

way to get it, and it meant something to them. 

The room, on one of the top floors, was beautiful, a stunning view of the city, rose 

petals placed all over the bed. Champagne, fruit, presents piled all over, and on the desk, 

a huge vase with my favorite flowers, plain white daisies. Walking into that room, I felt 

so happy and loved. 

 It actually was the perfect weekend, our holiday, just the two of us. Lovers feeding 

each other fruit and cheese, cuddling, talking, exactly like a movie. Presents overflowed, 

package after package spilling across the tables and floor.  

He loved Barbra Streisand, and one of the biggest running jokes between us was, 

ñWhoôs the more talented singer, Barbra Streisand or Diana Ross?ò (Remember this for 

later.)  

Motown music was my thing, I liked Diana, that was the joke, so I managed to track 

down three or four of Streisandôs TV specials on eBay, paying a shitload of money to get 

them in time for Christmas. 

He also wanted a claddaugh ring, a traditional Irish friendship ring. I had one, but he 

kept hinting about getting one also. Its design has a heart with a crown being held up by 

two hands, however someone has to give it to you, youôre not supposed to buy one for 

yourself. If youôre looking for love, you wear the ring on your right hand, heart out. 

Thinking about love with a particular person? Wear the heart in. Are you in love? Go 

ahead and wear it on the third finger, left hand, the heart toward you. What a subtle little 

pick up symbol the Irish came up with. 

Excited, he opened up the box, and immediately put the ring on his left hand, giving 

me a tender kiss. ñI love you,ò he said. Later, I noticed him telling people it was his 

ñengagement ring,ò but that raised one of my eyebrows. Yeah, I cared, but it certainly 

wasnôt an engagement ring, too soon for that. 

Such presents went on and on, but the most touching was a simple wooden frame 

holding a certificate, ñThe Judy Garland Birthplace and Museum. This is to certify that a 

donation has been made in the name of Terry Oldes, with love, from Kurt Black.ò On the 

certificate were two ruby slippers and the date. 

I really cared about Judy Garland, as cliché as that may sound coming from a gay 

man, but how could you not enjoy her? Out of all the historical personalities she seemed 

the most real, the most charming, emotional, funniest and warmest. Hell, even if 

Stonewall wasnôt somehow connected to her funeral, which took place that same day, it 

should have been, it makes a great story, and I canôt think of a better friend to the gay 

community, to human beings in general, than Judy. I also think it incredibly cool the 

Pride Flag is a rainbow. 

Kurt commented heôd been talking to the museum for a while about this donation, he 

mentioned the secretaryôs name, how nice she was, and that this was the first time anyone 

had made a donation as a gift. My name would be placed in an area at the museum 

recognizing the donors.  

The certificate they sent actually looked cheap, he thought, (I have no idea, I never 

got to see it,) so he made his own, framing that. Someday weôd go to Grand Rapids, MN 

to check it out. Among all the other material things lying everywhere, that one cheap 



little frame meant more than any of my other gifts. A beautiful, loving holiday weekend, 

later on when I needed, it became a rose in the winter. 

 

Never having been so honest and open with someone about the positive things I was 

feeling, ever, Kurt seemed to appreciate it, ñloveò made its way into every other sentence 

out of his mouth, plus heôd always blink away the tears as he looked straight into my 

eyes. This amount of verbal, romantic intensity was new to me. 

January was filled with more dinners, concerts, and plays as we crammed so much 

activity into such a short time, and had even more planned for the future.  

ñMy birthday is on St. Patrickôs Day,ò he said, ñI want to go somewhere special, 

would you go to Paris with me? I want to spend my birthday with you.ò  

No need to think twice about that, yes, Iôd love to go, having only been abroad once, 

to see Italy, which I loved. It made my passion for American history seem absolutely 

modern. 

He promptly made the reservations, gave me an itinerary of times, the hotel 

information, with the understanding I was in charge of the tourist stuff.  There were only 

two things he really wanted, to have lunch under the Eiffel Tower on his birthday, and 

since he loved tennis, to see some famous tennis court outside Paris. 

The most romantic city in the world with what, up to that time, was the most 

romantic encounter Iôd ever had. Sounds nice, doesnôt it? ñWeôll always have Paris...ò 

Right? 

Wrong. ñWe never had Paris...ò doesnôt quite have the same lyrical sentiment, does 

it? The next Paris I plan with a lover is gonna be the one at Epcot. At least there Iôll have 

another Goofy on hand for a back up. 

 

Uneasy is a good way to describe my attitude as January moved past the holidays 

and the boring dread of winter set in. Kurt was getting more hyper and blunt, that ñhagò 

he described earlier was surfacing frequently. There were some patterns on Kurtôs part, 

and I knew it at the time, but Iôd make excuses, after all, everyone has issues and moods? 

I certainly did. 

One of my behavioral patterns with men was, after a month or so of dating, the 

romantic, rose-colored moments would fade away a bit. Thatôs normal in any 

relationship, then the important period would begin, the time for the man to prove 

himself. Love is also acceptance of the little things, negative as well as positive, itôs not 

all about the ñwordò being spoken. 

If I cared about someone I could emotionally commit easily, and when the bloom 

faded, I still understood commitment shouldnôt fade with it. If the bloom disappeared 

completely on the other personôs part, it was time to move on. If the person could handle 

my excitement about an Indian battlefield, or my sadness as I watched an old movie, or 

anger when someone really pissed me off, then I felt accepted and truly at ease, the color 

of love would change into something deeper, calmer, and in its own way, even more 

brilliant than that rose tint of the first bloom. 

All this is a long way of saying Iôd run away a bit if I felt threatened emotionally. I 

understood who I was, but knew I wasnôt the type of person for everybody. 

Traditionally, men would get enamored quickly, thinking I was ñhusband material.ò 

Perhaps it was my mid-western upbringing or my demeanor. I was honest and loved a 



good, raunchy roll in the hay, but I knew men who jumped the gun could just as quickly 

drop me for the next person as soon as the initial romance ended. But the romance with 

me wouldnôt end so easily, while it may take seconds to say hello, it always seemed to 

take forever saying goodbye. To protect myself, Iôd pull away slightly, until I was sure 

about them. It wasnôt a conscious thing, but looking back, I could see this was the pattern. 

With Kurt, at the beginning, I let myself go, completely and emotionally in a way I 

never had before because he was so convincing. Now, questioning Kurtôs erratic 

behavior, I was waiting for the other shoe to fall. Things ran far deeper in him than I at 

first wouldôve admitted.  

One night, I began putting together a small bookshelf while my laundry was 

downstairs. Already having talked to him twice that day, he called a third time while I 

was working on the bookshelf. After ten minutes of him chattering away without a 

breath, I interrupted, ñSweetie, Iôve got to get to my laundry and this bookshelf.ò 

His reaction was defensive, immediately, ñHey, I sacrifice an awful lot to be with 

you. I have things to do too, but realize those other things arenôt as important as you and 

I,ò his tone was angry. 

Giving in, externally and internally, of course, I should talk with him, I should want 

to talk with him. I told him I was sorry, he was right. Exit Brain, welcome back co-

dependency. 

 

However, I did have a hard time looking the other way when I was out with friends 

at one of my local hangouts, and someone approached me whom Kurt had once 

introduced me to, in passing. I didnôt even remember who he was, but he said, ñHi, 

youôre the guy dating Kurt Black, right?ò I said yes, I was, and he replied, ñWe met over 

at Side Track once.ò 

Perhaps he thought he was being nice, but he said, ñWatch out for Kurt.ò 

ñExcuse me? What are you talking about?ò I replied, a little unnerved and also a bit 

pissed off heôd come up to me and immediately say this. 

ñTrust me. Just donôt get too attached to him. You seem like a nice guy and Iôm 

warning you,ò smiling and bit embarrassed, he walked away. I didnôt think he wasnôt 

being mean, he seemed on the level. Perhaps Kurt had pissed him off at some point. It 

angered me, but it also planted a seed. 

 

Bowling night, once again. A good friend of mine, Jim, invited me out for a drink 

and I took him up on it, with relief. Quite frankly, I wanted to spend some time without a 

boyfriend nearby needing attention. Kurt got along with everyone, but he still had to be 

involved with everything. I needed a boyôs night out. 

Letting Kurt know my plans, he seemed okay with it, not overjoyed, but he didnôt 

seem out of sorts. Waltzing back to my apartment around eleven that night, I was a little 

happy in the gills, so to speak. Jim and Iôd gabbed, slapping each other on the back in 

between the beers, and it had been a good visit, just what I needed.  

I phoned Kurt to say goodnight, but this time he was upset and hurt, angry I hadnôt 

invited him out with us. When I said I was simply hanging out with a buddy and he had 

bowling anyway, he replied, ñIt wouldôve been nice to have been invited!ò  



Starting to cry, he said I never cared about him, why wasnôt he good enough, why 

wouldnôt I show him affection? Not again, I thought, giving in to him, but I really felt he 

was over-reacting. 

ñI just wanted to spend the night with you and you didnôt even think to ask.ò 

No, I hadnôt thought to ask him, he was right, I was wrong, I wasnôt being a 

responsive boyfriend. Did he want to come over? He said yes, and within twenty minutes, 

I opened the door and there he was, this sad little boy with puppy dog eyes, who hugged 

me as he walked in, but I still didnôt feel Iôd done anything wrong. We were spending so 

much time together as it was, the one night I go out with a friend he gets uneasy because 

he wasnôt invited? We didnôt discuss anything, just straight to bed, no words, no sex, just 

his arms enfolding me as he fell asleep. 

From that night on, I was on eggshells each time I saw Kurt. I didnôt want to lose 

him, but forget about another clinging relationship without some degree of individuality. 

There was enough drama in my past, I didnôt want theatrics.  

The interesting thing is, I didnôt once consider Crystal Meth might be involved in his 

180 degree mood swings, I just thought he was hyper. 

 

February came, and with it more cold, outside in the open, as well as in the bedroom. 

What had begun happily was anything but, by this time. Kurt was still charming the pants 

off everybody, I got quieter and increasingly uneasy.  

Early in the month, Kurt wanted to give me a surprise, so he took me to a spa in 

Kohler, WI, where a full moon lit up the surrounding countryside as if it were some 

wintertime Currier and Ives print. Although it was certainly romantic, and Kurt said all 

the right things, as always, we once again didnôt have sex that weekend. Claiming he had 

a cold, he was out for the count each night. Unlike the Inter-Continental, Kohler felt like 

a façade. Still talking the talk, and as far as Kohler was concerned, walking the walk, his 

actions seemed hollow, and I was getting nervous due to my own insecuritieséthe 

result? I clammed up completely, since I couldnôt find any words to say, for fear heôd 

take them the wrong way. Every conversation got turned around to me not responding to 

our relationship properly, that he thought I didnôt care. 

 

Wednesday, I walked him to bowling again, talking along the way about our plans 

for Valentineôs Day. Kurt was to join Tina and I for happy hour at Side Track on Friday, 

then Saturday, the holiday, weôd go with Art and Tina downtown for dinner. 

On Thursday, oddly enough, I didnôt hear from Kurt at all, he usually always emailed 

every day and called twice, today there was nothing. I called, but no answer. Leaving a 

message, I didnôt think much of it.  

Kurt called back the next day, saying he was very sick with the flu and had been sent 

home from work. Apologizing, he wouldnôt be able to go to happy hour, but would call 

me later. I had no reason to doubt him, after all, he said he was sick the previous 

weekend.  

Getting home around eleven after I dropped Tina off at her car, I called to see how 

he was doing. Even though it was late, that never mattered in the past, since he slept with 

the phone attached to his ear. No answer. I left another message thinking he probably 

went to bed early. 



Saturday, Valentineôs Day. He finally showed up to my apartment around three or 

four in the afternoon, looking like death warmed over, the flu mustôve really gotten to 

him. Although irritable and a bit quiet, he handed me my present, a cheap little red frame 

with the letters, XOXO, on the bottom. 

ñYour real present hasnôt arrived in the mail yet, Iôll give it to you next week,ò he 

commented. Something in the way he said it bothered me, I sensed something going on, 

this wasnôt as joyous a Valentineôs Day as I originally thought itôd be and Romeo not 

nearly so romantic. Wow, he must really be sick, heôd never been this sour before? 

Joking with him, I kept trying to lighten his mood and lift him out of whatever cloud 

he was under, but it didnôt do any good. At one point he made some snotty remark, I 

donôt remember exactly what, but I made the serious mistake of trying to turn it into a 

joke by replying, ñDonôt worry about it. Iôll fuck you later tonight and make you all 

better.ò 

It was crass and inappropriate, given his mood. I didnôt mean it in negatively, and 

was even smiling as I said it. Towards the beginning of our relationship, heôd have 

laughed, coming back with some sexy, witty remark. Not today. Latching on to my 

comment like a duck on a June bug, he acted hurt, mad, and I knew immediately Iôd made 

a mistake. Pouting, he started in on me, and I felt so bad I apologized. I didnôt mean to 

hurt him with the comment, I was just trying to put him in a good mood, I told him. 

He still wouldnôt let it go, but eventually we managed to hop in a cab, heading 

downtown to the Pump Room in the Ambassador East hotel. The whole ride was in 

complete silence. 

The Pump Room was an interesting place, a little bit of the past preserved for 

stargazers. Back in the fifties and sixties, everybody who was anybody went there. A 

particular booth, booth number one, was the place, the table where they all sat. It still had 

the phone on it and as Tina would walk by, sheôd stare wide-eyed, ticked off it was 

usually reserved, and she couldnôt get it. Still, whenever someone sat down there, you 

couldnôt help but look over at them and of course, they were always nobodies, just like 

us. Tina would indignantly wonder, ñWhy did they get booth number one? No matter 

how often we come here, we never get it!ò 

ñWell, I guess your day in the sun must be over, Miss Desmond,ò I replied. 

Hitting me on the arm, she shot back, ñItôs not me, itôs the tables that got small!ò  

Although no longer the chic, ñinò place to go, it still retained the magic for tourists and 

people like us. 

Kurt barely said two words all through dinner. The only time he made a comment 

was when he got pissy with the waiter over some tiny thing. After he left for the 

restroom, Art and Tina asked, ñIs he okay? He looks like heôs been rode hard and put 

away wet?ò 

Although I told them heôd been out of sorts all day and still had the flu, Tina already 

knew the whole story, raising one eyebrow, always her way of saying, ñHmmmm, now 

thatôs interesting.ò 

Kurt came back, so Art and I paid the check. On the ride back to my place, again, 

nothing but silence. Rerun time, once in my apartment, he crawled into bed and 

immediately fell asleep. 

What a wonderful Valentineôs Day, I wryly thought. 

 



Two days later, a Monday, I was to join Kurt at a bar for drinks with his best friend, 

Cal, Calôs lover, Alan, and another friend named Mary, who was moving away to 

Portland. Walking in, I noticed Kurt seemed to be back to normal, although it was hard to 

tell. While Alan dominated the conversation so nobody could get a word in edgewise, 

Kurt didnôt try to join in the way he normally would. Sitting back smiling, he let Alan 

talk most of the time, which was very unlike him. I wasnôt in the most social of moods 

either, the Flu/Valentineôs Day saga left me very confused and disappointed in Kurt. 

Confused in that I was still wondering if it was my fault, disappointed heôd been so rude 

in front of Art and Tina and me also.  

After an hour and a half, the minute I saw an out, I took it. Kurt walked me to the 

door, very earnestly put his arms on my shoulders, and looked me straight in the eye, 

ñHave a good night, I love you,ò it was like he was trying to stress a point, some 

important line for posterity. Nervously, I smiled and said goodbye. 

Thank God, I was out of there. Still tense, I stopped by Valôs bar on the way home to 

chat for a while and share what was happening between Kurt and I, to relax. By this time, 

five beers and Iôd bonded in a three-hour period. Inebriated no, not by any means, but I 

was feeling good. 

Walking home in the dark, the last three months replayed through my mind, my 

feelings alternately sad, angry and guilty. All that love, love, love stuff, then things got 

really convoluted. Kurt was still saying it, but he sounded phony. No sex in three weeks, 

when you really looked at it, the great physical moments with him had been at the 

beginning, and it was the talking that made them great. Like Rudolph Valentino in bed to 

me then, after a month, everything turned back into a silent movie most of the time. 

Screw it, once home, I finished off two more beers from a six-pack in the fridge, 

putting the empties under the sink. Sitting on my couch, slowly getting more pissed off 

and angry, I was never a mean, vindictive drunk, but I could be a rebellious drunk. I canôt 

be my own person? Then fuck you. You wanna be ñMister perfect,ò fuck you. I was just 

making a joke, so fuck you. Youôve been sick for a week and a half, so you have an 

excuse for everything, well fuck you! I donôt even really believe you were sick, so fuck 

you!  

Not very ladylike was I?  

Iôm going online, there was a Manhunt account I deleted when I started dating Kurt, 

telling him at the time, ñI donôt need it anymore, do I?ò New love often brings out the 

foolish word ñneverò in people. One of the questions the site asked was, ñWhy are you 

leaving Manhunt?ò and, like many others probably, I highlighted ñIn a relationship now.ò  

Three months later, it was easy to reactivate, no questions like, ñWhy are you 

coming back?ò this time with the options, ñMy boyfriendôs a jerk,ò to click on, or, ñHe 

slept with my best friend while I was in the southeast on business and I looked at his 

credit card statement.ò No, they just reactivated the account, but if a computer could roll 

its eyes at the way men act while in love, I imagine it would.   

Setting this account up in October 2003, before I met Kurt, Jordan had actually 

helped me create my profile and took the photo. Iôd gone on it several times before I 

deleted it in November, but never had much luck on it. Not really comfortable yet, I 

chatted with a few men, but didnôt go so far as to invite them over or accept an invitation 

to their place, still too inexperienced and nervous. That would change, trust me. 



Emails popped up at the end of January, ñWeôre about to give your handle away! 

Last chance to come back!ò or something similar to pull you in, if hormones wouldnôt do 

it, a little reminder email might. 

This was after a membership card to the local bathhouse caught my eye on Kurtôs 

kitchen counter, and after that man approached me in the bar with his warning. I 

reactivated the account, whatôs good for the gander is good for the gander, besides, I was 

getting vibes Kurt was gonna bolt by this point.  

The few times I logged on, I didnôt hook up with anyone, but to be honest, was 

enjoying the hunting part, flattered by the emails. Again, I was nervous that perhaps I 

shouldnôt be in a relationship. 

Tonight, forget it, I was pissed off. The cockiness of alcohol brought out the ñIôll 

show youò thing that always happened when feeling I was being blamed unnecessarily. 

This time, I did hook up with someone. Still a bit unsure of myself as an Internet 

hookup, the desire was certainly there. I thought, ñWhat if Kurt finds out?ò but quickly 

decided, ñWho the hell cares if he finds out?ò and went through with it. 

You can say it was wrong, I certainly did for months afterward, and it threw a lot of 

guilt in my face that couldôve been avoided if Iôd just not done it at all. It turned out to be 

a really costly hook up, but if hadnôt been that, it wouldôve been something else, I have 

no doubt. 

The guy lived right around the corner, and he was okay but hardly worth all the 

trouble and angst. A bathhouse wouldôve been better, but part of the online thing is the 

anonymity. They canôt see your face, you canôt get in trouble. 

After the hookup was over, I canôt say I felt guilty about it, I didnôt. Already 

confused and angry, I didnôt care. The next morning, when the alcohol haze cleared, 

thatôs when I sort of felt bad, but there was no ñOh my God, what have I done!ò guilt. I 

knew what I was doing, it was calculated. Perhaps I was getting myself ready to say, ñSo 

long,ò to Kurt or for him to say, ñSee ya!ò to me. I still cared about him, but the person 

coming to the surface wasnôt who I started out dating. I also knew it had been foolish and 

immature to say the word ñLoveò so easily or quickly.  

 

Tickets for the Lyric Operaôs production of ñThe Pirates of Penzanceò were waiting 

for me at the box office on Tuesday, so I emailed Kurt, asking what time he wanted to 

meet before the show. Keep in mind, my emails were always consistent, loving, yet to the 

point, and short. His usually took a page to get the terms of endearment over with, but 

today, he replied with one paragraph, that was it. 

I called Tina, ñWell, itôs gonna happen, weôre going to break up.ò 

ñWhat are you talking about, youôre nuts. How can you tell that over an email?ò  

ñWith Kurt I can tell, heôs been pulling away slowly and this is the shortest email 

heôs ever sent. Somethingôs going to happen.ò 

She agreed, having seen his bizarre behavior on Saturday, but told me not to worry 

about it, everything would be okay. 

After hanging up with her, I was on even worse pins and needles than before. Yes, I 

was ready to let go, prepared for something to happen, but still, when that moment comes 

you get nervous. 

Meeting me downtown, he was all smiles, but it was that plastered on grin. At 

dinner, when I tried to put my leg against his, he pulled away, ever so slightly, but still, 



there was his talk about the future and the Newport Jazz Festival Tour we had tickets for 

that Friday. He also said my Valentineôs Day present was still on its way, but I had 

serious doubts about that. 

My mind really wasnôt on the Opera that night, and when we returned to my place, 

he went right to sleep. Totally unaffectionate, he said good night as if it was something he 

had to do. 

The following morning, I went to work, leaving Kurt there to sleep in. An email sent 

to him that afternoon got no response. By the time I returned home, something was 

wrong, the bed wasnôt made, very unlike him, and things seemed a bit out of place. I 

knew what was happening. 

Again I emailed, no response. Same thing the next morningéphone call, email, 

finally, on Thursday afternoon, a message arrived, ñIôm just letting you know Iôm okay. I 

will talk to you later tonight. Kurt.ò  

Once the phone finally rang, he said, ñIôm going to ask you one question and your 

answer will tell me whether or not I can trust you and stay with you. Who is John 

Saunder on Patterson Ave?ò 

My heart sank, how the hell did he know? Lord, I got caught and didnôt know what 

to do, so I lied, clutching at straws. Eventually the truth would have to be admitted, he 

already knew what the answer was, that was obvious. How, I donôt know, but he did. 

Listing off things Iôd done that told him I wasnôt happy, he said, ñI canôt believe you 

made me act the way I did. I canôt believe I was driven to the point I had to look on 

somebodyôs computer, to go through their things. Why was there an empty six pack of 

beer under the sink?ò 

It was a pack of empties I hadnôt thrown out yet, what do you mean, what is it? 

His response was, ñI know youôre unhappy because itôs making you drink. I knew 

about your little online thing, your Manhunt or m4m, or whatever it is theyôre called. I 

knew you werenôt happy Terry, and that you didnôt love me anymore.ò 

Reverting to the pathetic little guilty boy again, I accepted the blame, while he said, 

ñWell, I just donôt know if I can believe in you anymore. Iôll need a few days to think 

about this.ò 

What about the Jazz Festival, I asked. Since I already had the tickets, he said yes, 

heôd go, but he needed time to think about ñus.ò 

Hanging up the phone, that was that, and my first, honest reaction of thirty seconds 

was one of relief, that I no longer had to deal with conflicting emotions, having to say the 

right thing all the time. After those seconds passed, my natural, codependent fears kicked 

in, and I didnôt know what to do, sitting and staring straight ahead for an hour, unsure of 

everything that happened. How did he know about certain things? How could he 

misunderstand beer bottles? 

This was way too pat of a way for him to leave, he found an excuse and ran with it. I 

gave him the perfect out, now he wasnôt going to look like the bad guy, heôd be the 

wounded victim. 

I knew this, and felt it at the time, but still, I had gone online. That one action caused 

so much hurt and bother, because it gave him an excuse to blame me.  

Handed what I secretly wanted, I couldnôt admit to myself it was what I wanted. 

 



The next night we met at a restaurant. Smiling, but businesslike, he sat in the booth 

with me, re-hashing everything. I apologized, it would never happen again, I was wrong, 

Iôd show him more attention. I was pathetic. 

ñI just donôt know if I can believe in you anymore,ò was his big comeback several 

times. The tears were slowly streaming down my face by this point, since I didnôt want to 

be left alone, I just couldnôt help it, but Kurt was dry-eyed and calm the entire 

conversation. 

That was it. Thatôs why I was acting this way, throwing out the adult and in walks 

the child. Please donôt leave me, thatôs what I was feeling. 

He said heôd think about his decision, and let me know later if he wanted to stay 

together or not. Walking to the Chicago Theater where the Newport Jazz Festival was 

performing, it made me sick to go inside, him smiling like always, me in tears not 

knowing how to react. Three times during the show I went to the mensroom to compose 

myself, the second time I threw up. 

Pretty pathetic, huh? Hypocritical too, right? I realize that now. If only I could go 

back in time and tell myself to grow up, everything would be okay, but that wasnôt my 

view then, so co-dependent all I saw was a black void. Forget about Kurt, it wasnôt him, I 

just didnôt want to be alone.  Returning to my seat, Kurt traced his hand down my back 

and I pulled away, thinking inside, why the hell would he do that if he was leaving me? 

After the show, we walked into the cold night on State Street. The marquee was 

being restored, wooden construction covers creating a miniature cavern between it and 

the pavement. Walking to the third pole, he reached out to give me a hug, saying, ñIôll 

talk to you on Monday.ò  

Sniffling an okay, I turned around, heading toward Michigan Avenue to catch a cab. 

As soon as I reached the side of the building, I stepped into the stage door alcove to get 

away from people, and leaned against the wall. For a minute or two, I lost it.  

Then I said, out loud, ñYouôre acting like a fool. Grow up,ò wiped my eyes, walked 

to the end of the block, and hailed a taxi. 

 

There isnôt much to say regarding the week after our break-up, it hadnôt officially 

been stated we were through. Kurt said heôd call on Monday, but Monday came around, 

then Tuesday, Wednesday, finally on Thursday I sent an email, asking how he was doing. 

No response.  

Eating and sleeping were not big priorities that whole week. By Friday, I said to 

myself, he isnôt going to call, I got what I thought Iôd get. One week since the Chicago 

Theater and I was solo again. 

A lot of inner therapy took place that day. I obviously needed to be single for a 

while. Just find out why you couldnôt walk away from your seven-year relationship very 

easily, why you went to Matthew almost immediately, and why Kurt came into your life 

so soon after Matthew. Feeling very lonely and unwanted at that moment, such feelings 

would creep into my life off and on a lot longer than I wouldôve thought. They took the 

form of missing Kurt, but theyôd be there, raising issues inside for at least another year. 

Iôm glad I didnôt know that then. 

How could I be heartbroken if I saw it coming, if I was tired of his hypersensitive 

behavior anyway? Heartbroken? I purposely had sex with another man! 

 



Okay, how do I pick up the pieces? Sit around and mope, or jump back into the fray? 

The decision was made for me when a friend named Dominic phoned on Saturday, 

convincing me to join him at a lesbian bar in the neighborhood. Since Dominic was a fun 

person to be around, I knew heôd raise my spirits. A tiny little guy from the Philippines, 

heôd been one of Scottieôs best friends for years. Handsome, well built, everyone 

gravitated to him since he was, literally, a ñpocket gay,ò not even five feet tall, if that.  

Gorgeous, hunky men would chase after him, buy drinks and let him take advantage 

of their attentions. Mainly into himself, that was okay, as long as you kept it in mind and 

didnôt expect much out of him other than plenty of laughs. For the next few months, he 

became my bar buddy, and a perfect one he was. 

The bar was a hell of a lot of fun, since hanging out with the lesbians always perked 

me up. Friendly, no bullshit, it was exactly the night I needed, plus, there were a few men 

there.  

Dominic spied some twenty-something guy, disappearing faster than ñI Dream of 

Jeannie.ò (Dominic couldôve fit in her bottle, but youôd have to really stomp on his head 

to fit that in there.) 

After he left with Major Nelson, I stood by myself for a while, trying to look cool, 

attempting yet again the motions and demeanor shown on that first night Iôd met you-

know-who. Lord, would I ever get the hang of this? 

A handsome man in the corner, drinking wine, looked over at me, smiling. Okay, 

Olivier, hereôs your chanceéI walked over, smiling back. He made a friendly comment, 

so I asked his name. 

He replied, ñKurt.ò 

Great, I thought, thereôs one negative checkmark on him right there. But, we talked, 

he bought me a drink, I reciprocated, and before I knew it, four a.m. snuck up on us. He 

was just as cute once the Lucille Ball soft lighting switched off and the flood lights 

shocked the few men remaining into scurrying towards the exit, like roaches in a 

tenement bathroom. I hadnôt closed a Chicago bar in a long time. 

Walking him home, which was on the way to my place, I said I had to get up in a 

few hours, then kissed him goodnight. Although we exchanged numbers and I called later 

to set up a date, I cancelled, simply too nervous to follow through. I literally could not 

handle the stress of a date right then. He was a flight attendant also, and Scottie didnôt 

help matters any by saying, ñThey donôt call them flying mattresses for nothing.ò  

But hey, on that Saturday morning walking home, at least it felt like a start. 

The following Sunday, the Oscars were being aired, so Art and Tina joined me at 

Side Track for the Awards Party. Walking into the jam packed bar, you couldnôt move a 

muscle without bumping into somebody, so after an hour, I simply decided to go home, 

getting claustrophobic, feeling sorry for myself. Better to sulk alone than with a thousand 

people. Although Art and Tina were concerned about my depression, I told them Iôd be 

okay. 

  

A friend of mine had mentioned, now that I was single, why not try the phone chat 

lines as a way to meet men? He had good luck with it, so he opened one of the local gay 

magazines, showing me an ad with a number, and said to give it a try. I wasnôt sure if a 

phone line was any better for me than the Internet, but he gave pointers on how the whole 

process worked.  



So, after the sad sack got home Sunday night, I decided to drown my sorrows 

physically and try out that phone chat line. It seemed complicated, voice mailboxes, 

listening to people describe themselves, plus it really bugged me you had no idea what 

anybody looked like. If they said handsome when describing themselves, I guess thatôs 

what you went with. After being on it for about an hour, boredom set in, pressing the 

pound key to advance to the next ad, over and over again. Although I talked to a few 

people, none seemed very promising.  

Suddenly, a voice ad played, hitting me like a shot. It was Kurt, describing himself 

and where he lived.  

ñHere with a fuck buddy, looking for a couple more guys to come over and PnP, 

looking to get wild and nasty tonight.ò There was no mistaking his distinctive voice, plus 

the stats and location were dead on. 

Slowly putting the phone down, for a half hour I sat, staring at it. Shaking myself out 

of it, I got up and walked around the apartment trying to think what I was doing, but 

nothing connected. I sat down again, this time in bed, staring at the ceiling for another 

hour in what was a white snow haze, like I was viewing a broken TV. 

Then the flood came, totally and completely I broke down. As emotional as my past 

had been, Iôd never lost it this violently before. It would happen again in the next year, 

but seldom with this severity, and even then, Meth would be one of the instigators. This 

time was completely raw and honest. In and out my thoughts went. Iôd stumble around 

the bedroom, the bathroom, wherever I ended up wandering. Sometimes feelings of being 

alone would overwhelm, then blank thoughts of absolutely nothing would paralyze me 

physically, as if there was no tomorrow. 

I couldnôt choose the right men, I couldnôt even hold onto the ones I chose, the self-

pitying would get worse when Kurt would flash through my mind. The thought of him 

with a group of men in a PnP session seemed so unlike the person heôd presented himself 

to be. How could I not have known? How could I have been so stupid? Narrowing eyes 

would register I was better off, but then Iôd numbly slide to the floor again, without tears, 

just staring straight ahead, empty. 

Hours of this took place, but once dawn hit, I called Tina, sounding like some 

zombie.  Worried, she left home immediately to come over for support, it was now a very 

rainy morning on March 1st. 

 Wide eyed, I looked at the wall, running through the words, ñPnP? PnP?ò Every 

once and awhile a pillow would be thrown, and a scream at nothing reverberated down 

the hall. ñPnP!ò I threw a glass of water at the wall, shattering it.  

Calming down after that last release of energy, picking up the broken glass and 

vacuuming gave me something constructive to do, nothing like cleaning a mess to knock 

you out of a tantrum and behaving like some dramatic child. 

The couch looked inviting, wearily I slumped into it. The sun was up and apparently 

some of the clouds had cleared, but the blinds were still drawn. The phone rang, it was 

Tina, checking in as she made her way to the city. 

ñHow are you doing?ò she asked. 

ñIôve been better,ò came the tired reply. 

ñIt rained this morning, you know.ò 

ñYeah, I could hear it outside,ò my words a scratchy mumble. 

ñIôm on the expressway, and just do me a favor. Go look out your window.ò 



ñWhat? Look out my window...why should I go look out...ò I slowly responded 

ñJust do it,ò she interrupted, ñ I want to know if you see what I see.ò 

ñOkay, hold on,ò Walking over to the window facing east, I opened the blinds as sun 

filled the apartment. 

Tina asked, ñI donôt know if itôs near you, but can you see it? I can, from way back 

on the expressway.ò 

In front of me, arching over Lake Michigan, was an absolutely perfect rainbow. This 

may sound like a phony cliché, but it really was there, spread out like something from a 

movie. Iôd never seen a complete rainbow before, only partial ones. I stared at it, my own 

fears and anger forgotten. 

ñDo you see it?ò 

ñYes, I see it,ò I answered, very calmly. 

ñYou know what that means? Of course, you know what that means! It means 

everythingôs gonna be all right. Now, have you ever seen a rainbow like that?ò I can still 

hear the excitement and awe in her voice. 

ñWell, noé I havenôt.ò 

ñAnd did you just smile?ò 

Yes, I admitted, she was right, for a brief moment Iôd forgotten my immediate issues 

and smiled. 

ñYou know that rainbow was put there for you!ò I could almost feel her hand 

smacking me when she said the word ñknow.ò To her that was code for, ñItôs time for me 

to hit something to emphasize my point.ò 

ñYouôre going to be okay, sweetie.ò 

I realize the weather doesnôt give a flying fart what my personal problems are, but 

that rainbow was really there and, for a little while, it kept out the sadness. 

When she arrived, I slowly opened the door, worn out, eyes red from the fits still 

coming on, but lessening as time went by. 

She held me and talked to me. She did everything she needed to do.  

 

Looking back on those times, it surprises me how denial played such a huge role in 

my life. Why should I be surprised Kurt did drugs? We did them together when we first 

met, twice. He knew Jordan, a person whose only motives were sex and drugs. Kurt never 

seemed to have a wandering eye, heôd always just stare at me, yet now I had this image of 

him jumping into decadent orgies, and he sounded so sly on that phone chat profile.   

Several times, the comment was made about me having ñsavedò him. I thought it 

was just a romantic metaphor, not believing he actually meant it. Everything was right 

there in front of me, but I didnôt want the white knight to ride away, and it was hard to 

comprehend heôd never even been that white knight. 

Due to our break-up, the PnP world seemed so sinister, and it bothered the shit out of 

me Kurt plunged back in, choosing to act like a piece of meat for the masses, which is 

hypocritical, since I eventually did it too.  

Within a week and a half of the break-up, Jordan called, the last person I wanted to 

talk to. He introduced me to Kurt, therefore I wanted nothing to do with him. Without a 

word, I hung up. 



He mustôve had a heart deep down, since he kept at it. The second time he got 

further, saying he was sorry about what happened. Telling him Iôd never gone through 

anything like this before, I again put down the phone. 

The third time he left a message, ñTerry, I just want to say Iôm sorry I ever 

introduced you to Kurt, you deserve a lot better than him. Iôm just tellinô you right now, 

he is cracked out, completelyécrackedéout. Iôm sorry, buddy, but you need to let go of 

him.ò Jordanôs slurred speech showed he was obviously high when leaving the message.  

A few days later, he finally reached me again, this time I was a little more easy-

going. Talking to him a short while, I made it clear I didnôt want to hear Kurtôs name, not 

even once. He began to comment, but I cut him off, mid-sentence, ñI meant it, man. I do 

not want to hear his name or anything about him.ò Secretly I did, of course, but knew it 

would hurt and Jordan was surprised by my firmness. I may be mousy at times, but once 

that steel anger descends, a locomotive couldnôt break my resolve. 

Again, he called, and I mustôve been on a more even keel, since he said, ñIôm sorry 

about you and Kurt,ò this time I didnôt stop him. 

ñWhy didnôt you tell me?ò 

ñHow was I supposed to know you were gonna start datinô him? By the time you two 

jumped into it, you wouldnôt talk to me anymore,ò he was right, ñBesides, everybody was 

surprised Kurt had a boyfriend anyway.ò 

ñWhy, and who is everybody?ò 

ñAll his buddies he did TINA with. He disappeared for a couple of months and 

everyone asked where he was. When they heard he had a boyfriend they couldnôt believe 

it. He was just too óflightyô to ever have a boyfriend, but, trust me, youôre way better off, 

he is one messed up fucker.ò 

Sounding angry with Kurt, when I asked about it, he said, ñHe took you away from 

me, man. You were a good friend to me, or at least I thought so, then he came into the 

picture and you wouldnôt hang out with me no more. Of all the people to lose you to, I 

never thought Kurt would be the one.ò 

Anger crept in even stronger, ñHe got handed everything on a silver platter, man! 

Everything! His friends were my friends, his dealer was my dealer. You were my friend! 

That fuckinô assholeôs a real prick and he donôt give a damn who he shits on to get what 

he wants. I ran into him the other night at the bar near his condo, and he didnôt even say 

hello. Fucker just nodded across the room, and when I walked over he was gone.ò 

 

Things started to happen, opening my eyes even wider, reaffirming the break-up 

hadnôt been entirely my fault.  

One Wednesday night in March, Dominic, since he always loved singing, invited me 

to a karaoke bar. With a beautiful, strong voice, because he was only four feet, eleven 

inches tall, you couldnôt believe this sound was coming out of him, sort of like that little 

frog in the Warner Bros. Cartoons, the one discovered in a cornerstone of a building by a 

construction worker. Of course, with Dominic, you sometimes wanted to put him back 

into the cornerstone, with an extra layer of cement. Of course, heôd eventually flirt with 

another construction worker to get him back out, so it wouldnôt do any good. 

Since I was now single, and he needed a bar buddy, we hung out a lot, and that night 

I sang ñFeverò with all the finger-snaps, then Dominic did ñKarma Chameleon,ò a 

cigarette in his right hand. I yelled out, ñSing it Sinatra!ò as the crowd chuckled, and 



Dominic shot me a dirty look from the elevated stage. I didnôt realize ñKarma 

Chameleonò had the word ñbitchò in it, but he managed to get it in there, while shooting 

daggers at me. As he finished, and walked back toward me, a short man with a baseball 

cap stopped him. While speaking, they both looked over a couple times, it was obvious I 

was part of the conversation. The guy didnôt look familiar, maybe he was cruising me, I 

didnôt know. 

Dominic finally walked over, so I asked, ñWhat was all that about?ò 

ñIf I tell you can I have another cigarette?ò the little mooch was always bumming 

them, then he added, ñOh...and donôt fly off the handle and start getting emotional about 

it, I canôt handle another round of Patsy Cline songs on the jukebox next door.ò 

ñOkay,ò what on earth could be that serious from a total stranger? 

ñWell, he said he met both you and I before, at some bar.ò 

 ñYeah, what of it?ò 

ñThe last time he saw you was when you first started dating Kurt and he ran into you 

at that same bar.ò 

ñSo? Big deal.ò 

ñHe was the boyfriend Kurt dumped when he started dating you. He said Kurt 

wouldnôt even talk to him that night and completely ignored him. He said to tell you, heôs 

sorry about what happened to you, and to not worry about it. He said, óWith Kurt, itôs all 

about the drugs.ôò 

Too bad the guy wasnôt comfortable enough to actually approach me himself. 

Perhaps he thought Iôd be mad at him or maybe it was too awkward. Although I 

appreciated his concern, just how much did he know of my story and how did he find 

out? A total stranger, only my close friends knew what really happened. 

I gave Dominic his cigarette, and after taking a drag that wouldôve made Bette Davis 

envious, he said, ñGirrrrrrllll, you know youôre better off without him, I didnôt like him 

anyway, letôs go find us some husbands!ò and he twirled around, eventually disappearing 

after he met some guy in the bathroom. Dominic was just Dominic, grab the cement 

mixer. 

In my mind, I came up with a Jekyll and Hyde scenario about Kurt. He couldnôt have 

been who he said he was, having placed all the blame on me. I was certain, by this point, 

he hadnôt been sick those days before Valentines, heôd probably been partying, having 

sex with his buddies. It also explained the anger and depression shown on the holiday 

itself. 

Accepting the blame due to my guilt at having sex that following Monday, I now 

wondered how he found out about it so quickly. Although he claimed it was from looking 

on my computer and seeing a piece of paper with the guys name and address, I wondered 

if he may have been online with somebody and seen me, or even purposely put the guy 

up to it. He had to have been with someone else, he didnôt have a computer at home. 

Perhaps it had been a plant? If so, I certainly walked into that trap hook, line and sinker. I 

gave him a reason to walk out. 

Having no idea what the real answer was, I knew something had been seriously 

wrong the day after the hookup, before Kurt did his little scavenger hunt in my 

apartment. His email was not his usual happy self, and when I saw him, something was 

brewing under the surface. 



Tina thought Iôd probably never find out what really happened, and I never actually 

did, one hundred percent, but I got enough of the overall picture to satisfy my instincts 

were correct on the Jekyll and Hyde thing.  Kurt once told me he wore, ñémasks for 

people. Iôm intrigued with how they see me for the first time.ò He also said, on another 

occasion, he modified his behavior to suit what the person he was meeting wanted him to 

be. 

At the time, he seemed so normal, they must be metaphors, but I began to realize 

heôd probably done the same thing to me. He put a mask on, asked a lot of open-ended 

questions, and came up with this person, this white knight I wanted. Yes, that sounds 

calculated and dramatic, but with what I was finding out now, and much later, the 

plausible answer became he simply was incapable of being honest. 

On the other hand, heôd done so many wonderful things, introduced me to his family, 

his board of directors, he bragged about me to everybody, that accounted for something. 

He must have cared, at the beginning. 

And this dual Jekyll and Hyde thing, along with my own guilt, is what caused so 

many problems in the coming months when I thought about the dramatic way everything 

ended. What the hell was so great about PnP it would make you throw someone else 

away in this manner? If things donôt work out, fineéend it, but why string me along with 

all the role-playing? 

Inside, I assumed the role of victim, and Kurt the role of villain, one hundred 

percent, totally black and white. I wanted no gray areas to show I had been at fault, too. 

The trouble was, in life, nothing is black and white, there are always gray areas, with two 

sides to every story. Kurt did end up leaning to the negative side, after all was said and 

done, but he certainly wasnôt a villain. It couldôve been anyone, it was just unfortunate it 

happened to be me. If I left myself out of the equation, I felt sorry for him. It wasnôt until 

I really began to take responsibility for my own actions and accept he had serious issues I 

began to forgive him, but that took time. It also took my own experiences with TINA to 

help understand his. 

 

Going back on that phone chat line three more times over the course of the next 

week and a half, Kurt was there every single time I called. Each voice ad would be just a 

little different. On Wednesday, he obviously was back from bowling and had probably 

gone out afterward with his team, his voice slurred and a bit drunk.  

ñHey guys, just got home and looking to kick back. Maybe do a little PnP with some 

hot studs and get dirty. Let me know if youôre looking for some nasty fun,ò and heôd give 

his stats. This time, I didnôt go off the deep end emotionally, prepared for what I was 

hearing and I wanted to hear it. The profile recordings confirmed to me who he really 

was. 

The next time I called was on Friday, and there he was again, this time with a group. 

On Sunday night, guess who? His phone bill mustôve been as much as his drug costs.  

Youôre probably thinking I was a nutcase to be doing this, spying and acting like 

some stalker, but I was doing it for myself. Only by reconfirming my suspicions about 

Kurt would I be able to move on.  

On that last call, I had all I needed in my own mind, and decided to be a shit, leaving 

him a message, ñKurt, this is Terry. This is getting to be a little much for me and Iôm 

tired. Call me at home if you want to talk.ò 



I knew heôd freak out when hearing it, that I knew about the things he was doing. 

Now he could no longer play the martyr. 

 

Also going online several times during this period, I got more used to it, since 

obviously the phone thing would never work, not with crack-a-doo on there all the time. 

ñCrack-a-dooò was a name Scottie came up with. Whenever a boyfriend of his turned out 

to be a little weird, we always referred to them as ñwhack-a-doo.ò Scottie, feeling 

particularly witty one night at Show tunes, referred to Kurt as ñcrack-a-doo.ò Perhaps it 

was cruel and hypocritical of me, as it turned out, but at the time, it was funny, and who 

was I to knock a good play on words? 

Kurt didnôt have a computer at home, so I felt safe I wouldnôt run into him on one of 

those male hookup sites, of which there were several, m4m, men4sexnow, Adam4adam, 

Manhunt, all kinds of them. Manhunt was probably the easiest to navigate. 

My first hookup was with a twenty-three year old paramedic, named Nick, and he 

came over to my place. Being thirty-six at the time, I suppose it shouldôve done 

something for my ego since the kid was handsome with not one ounce of fat on his body, 

but due to his youth, wanted it to be all about him and Iôve never been in the mood for 

that. You donôt want to participate, fine, but if so, the hookup wasnôt going to last very 

long. He was obviously used to men fawning over him, worshipping his body, but I 

certainly was not one of those men. Preferring ones my age or older, I was never a 

ñchicken hawk,ò older men who liked younger men. Yeah, the kids had great bodies, but 

so what? You could have a beautiful sports car, but if you didnôt know how to drive a 

stick, what good did it do you?  

The kid did make me feel attractive, simply because he wanted to hook up with me, 

and my self-esteem was shot by this point. When I told Tina, she smacked me on the 

shoulder, ñYou go, Mr. Robinson!ò but, all in all, he was pretty boring. Never a body 

worshiper, I was more of a co-mingler and some of the most passionate encounters Iôve 

had were with people who wouldnôt stand out from their looks. 

Going online could be very addictive, something that needs to be studied along with 

Meth abuse, since the two sometimes went hand in hand. It was just so easy to get laid. 

On Manhunt there were bright red letters flashing, ñNew Mail,ò and it was easy to leave 

your computer, putter around the house or watch TV, but every twenty seconds or so, you 

had to turn around to see if those red words were there. Within the first half hour, you 

might have thirty or so messages, private pictures being unlocked, various ñHowôs it 

goings.ò After youôd been on awhile, those numbers would dwindle. It was all very much 

about the moment, looks, and how you responded. 

Always putting too much emotion into it behind the scenes, I felt anything I said 

would sound stupid and I was not easily able to play this game for what it was, a game. I 

had many online sexual encounters over the next year, but I honestly feel my luck was 

not as good as some of my other friends. 

Although trying to make myself feel attractive and wanted, sexually, as well as 

emotionally, you canôt mix the two. Rejection is a huge part of the gay, sexual world, itôs 

all about looks and demeanor sometimes. The online thing both helped and hurt me at 

times, as youôll see, but being an almost immediate trip to the candy store, it accelerated 

my sowing of oats. 



You go to a bar, waste part of the night talking to each other, buying drinks, walking 

home, getting settled, ñyou a top or a bottom?ò ñWhat if I canôt perform?ò ñWhat if he 

canôt perform?ò ñWell, this was a waste,ò all that stuff. Online, you could ask, ñYou want 

to hook up?ò and there it was, transaction agreed upon and within a short time, usually 

signed, sealed, and delivered.  

 

Once accepting Kurt had a serious drug problem, both Tina and I started a little 

research on it, finding articles here and there, giving me more of an idea what it was all 

about. 

The interesting thing is we both over-reacted to the concept of Meth and its 

immediate issues. Iôd used it before I met Kurt, but I never understood what actual abuse 

was all about. If it were really awful, perhaps heôd be dead within months? After I went 

in that rabbit hole myself I saw that it is, overall, a slow deterioration, not necessarily a 

quick one. With some men, perhaps it is quick, but I immediately had the wrong idea, 

only seeing this dark thing that took my boyfriend away, Kurt became a dark person in 

my mind due to his association with it. 

I canôt explain why I felt this way, but there was always a menacing cloud when I 

thought of Kurt and his partying. When I did it, Meth wasnôt menacing at all, at first, I 

was having fun. Doing many of the same things as him, there was not much difference, 

but while it never bothered me to hear about others doing the PnP thing, it always 

bothered me to hear stories regarding Kurt, and trust me, I was going to get an earful in 

the coming months. 

Buying several books on the twelve-step program, hoping to understand what 

happened, I even read three or four of Melody Beattieôs books on addiction and co-

dependency. In the end, experience was the only path that would ever give me the 

answers, and although I didnôt feel this way at the time, I think I was really buying those 

books to understand myself. 

Tina really went off the deep end with Meth research, saying it was ñEmbalming 

fluid,ò that the aching in my joints and bones was similar to rigor mortis. Well, I never 

bought that, it might be made up of some similar ingredients perhaps, but it wasnôt 

actually ñembalming fluid.ò Tina was over-reacting, but I find it interesting most of the 

articles and websites we viewed at the time were over the top with scare tactics, 

bordering on hysteria. When I thought of Kurt, it scared me to think what might happen 

to him. 

It was only after I started regular Meth use I realized I wasnôt going to die within a 

few months of doing the drug. I donôt want to sound like Iôm playing down the bad things 

about Meth, but people do drugs for a reason, and this reactionary media hype didnôt do 

me a lot of good. It just gave me an unrealistic view of Kurt. 

I remember distinctly talking to Tina at lunch one day, looking down into the 

Chicago River, a tour boat was moored there for the winter, painted like a pirate ship with 

a skull and crossbones on the smokestack. We were talking about Meth and I suddenly 

saw that symbol on the boat. I had a hard time getting the image out of my head when 

thinking about Kurt. 

 



Now began my real schooling in life, walking into a world where nobody was going 

to necessarily care about me, or look out for me. What had once been an occasional few 

hours of excitement with Jordan became a more regular occurrence. 

The first time I did TINA after all that breakup-breakdown crap, was about the 

middle of March. Going out with Dominic to the bars for a while on a Friday night, he 

once again got distracted by some guy, ñHello, My Baby...Hello, My Honey...ò and left 

me standing there.  

ñWhat the hell,ò I thought, heading to the baths. 

Never having a problem with bathhouses, I saw nothing morally wrong about them, 

they seemed so unemotional. It wasnôt in your home, you knew the people werenôt there 

to listen to the music, they were there for one thing, anonymous sex, half the time you 

wouldnôt even remember their names. 

Val and Iôd often laugh about the one time I ran into him at the baths, standing at a 

vending machine, me walking up behind him with, ñWhy donôt they play opera over the 

loudspeakers here?ò  

Turning around with surprise, he said, ñTerry! What are you doing here?ò 

I looked down at my towel, ñWhy the hell do you think Iôm here, to talk foreign 

policy?ò 

For years we both referred to the baths as ñgoing to church,ò Chicago had a northern 

denomination and a southern denomination. He preferred the south, since it was close to 

home, I preferred the north, because the congregation there seemed to have less attitude. 

The longest I usually ever stayed at a bathhouse was maybe four hours, although I 

heard stories of people spending days at them, but naively never believed it. One friend 

said heôd spent sixteen hours at one once, and I mentioned he needed to get a life. My 

libido hadnôt been driven enough to stay sixteen hours, and two hours was about the norm 

for me. Although fun and exciting, it wasnôt life. 

A place completely about looks and the body, I always felt sorry for older, 

overweight men, or any man who really wasnôt attractive. Beauty is in the eyes of the 

beholder, of course, but I know thereôve been times my own self-esteem was hurt a bit 

due to physical rejection. I had more successes than failures, and I know if I wasnôt 

interested in someone, I wasnôt going to have sex with them. The bathhouse is not a place 

for low self-esteem. 

The first time I even heard the term ñbathhouse,ò was in college. Still in the closet, 

students actually thought I was one of three heterosexual men at school, and I doubt any 

of us three were straight, looking back on it. It was a theater school in Manhattan, just 

like ñFame,ò come on.  

While performing scenes from various plays, one of them mentioned the Continental 

Baths in the text. As my acting teacher discussed it with us, she realized we were all 

eighteen, and probably not too hip on life. 

ñYou know what the Continental Baths were, right?ò 

Of course, we didnôt, so she explained what went on at them, that this particular 

bathhouse had live entertainment, and was where Bette Midler got her start. She 

recommended if we wanted to understand the concept we should watch the film ñThe 

Ritz.ò Then she pointed out, ñYou know where the Continental Baths were? One floor 

right below where youôre standing. If you walk outside on West 74th, you can still see the 

sign, itôs a little burnt and weathered, but itôs still there.ò 



Sure enough, after school, when I went down the street to my apartment building, 

there the sign was. It had been in the basement of the Ansonia Hotel and my college was 

right above it. 

Too inexperienced to have even been intrigued by the concept of a bathhouse then, it 

wasnôt until years later I actually went to one. Visiting Chicago, a year before I moved 

here, a group of friends were with me, painting the town, like most tourists do when they 

donôt have too many fun places to go in their own neck of the woods. One of them was a 

dear friend, named Dan, whoôd been to the baths several times. He took me, and I felt 

like a new colt let out into the meadow in what was the perfect first fantasy experience, 

although it was probably only because I was fresh meat. I saw no drugs, not realizing 

they even did drugs there. I only saw a few drunks, one of whom was Dan. After that, 

bathhouses seemed like a big playground to me. One you didnôt really talk about when 

you went back home, but a playground nonetheless. 

With my close friends in Des Moines, Dan and David Kinser, I could talk about 

anything, but most men from my hometown would visit Chicago and run to the baths in 

secret, youôd see them all the time there. Once they got home, theyôd talk about everyone 

else whoôd gone to the baths, like a bunch of gossipy old hens. 

Revving up my sex life to a pretty high level at this time due to my self-esteem, I 

knew I was attractive, not gorgeous or hot by any means, but I wasnôt Boris Karloff either 

and had a lot to offer if I liked the guy. Maybe my feeling of being unwanted had more to 

do with abandonment and my breakup than it did actual looks, but in the bathhouse it 

didnôt matter, I wanted to feel better with a cute guy in my arms, or vice versa.  

ñIn my arms,ò now that sounds stupid in a bathhouse. I never expected romance or 

anything. If I met a guy and all he wanted to do was go at it, that was okay, however, my 

favorite part was making out, and a guy who wouldnôt kiss was probably someone I 

wasnôt going to be spending a lot of time with. To me, the best sex had nuance, with 

different levels of passion, tender and slow, then throw each other around the room a bit, 

then, when you least expect it, you stop and tenderly start on another level. I didnôt have 

the ability to do that with everyone, only the ones I connected with in that way, then I 

didnôt really have a lot of limits. I donôt want to make it sound like I was some slut who 

slept with everybody without any thought at all, although the things I was beginning to 

do, and would continue to do, even made me wonder about that, months later. 

I never understood why a gay man wouldnôt kiss another man. Theyôd have no 

problem with oral sex or rimming, (I hope I donôt have to explain that one,) but then 

wouldnôt kiss? Iôve heard some guys take it as, ñWell, itôs not effeminate if I donôt kiss 

the guy.ò Bullshit. Youôre bent over with someone pounding home the bacon, or vice 

versa, yet youôre butch because you donôt kiss? To me, acting like a man meant you were 

comfortable with your sexuality, no matter what you did, no excuses. 

Iôd been to a few bathhouses, by this time. Iôm not going to give you a number but 

letôs just say Iôd tasted the fruit of life. Not that it was really spoken much, but 

bathhouses shaped my expectations of relationships too, since many of my boyfriends 

had sneaked off to them, thinking I wouldnôt figure it out. 

Peter was one of them, telling me within our first year of partnership heôd never been 

to a bathhouse before, which surprised me, I figured most gay men had been to a 

bathhouse at least once, especially if they lived in a big city. He started asking a lot of 

questions about what went on, what they were like, etc. After a brief rundown, I figured 



that was that, but pretty soon noticed when weôd get together heôd smell like chlorine, 

with that telltale mark around his upper arm from the elastic band that holds your locker 

key. 

My God, I wasnôt that stupid? One would think heôd cover his tracks better than that, 

but I didnôt really know how to approach this. Sex is sex, it didnôt mean the person 

stopped caring about you. Hell, most of the people heôd probably never even seen before, 

how could it be an emotional betrayal? 

But, I did hate the lying and deception, so after the eighth or ninth time of him 

walking in the door smelling like Michael Phelps, I decided to catch the fox in the hen 

house. He called me at work to say heôd be a little late coming home.  

ñOh, really? I see...well, talk to you at eight.ò Leaving work, I bustled down to the 

bathhouse, like Hermione Gingold on her way to Marian Parooôs library in ñThe Music 

Man.ò Girdle in a knot, muttering under my breath, ñWeôll see about this, you son of a 

bitch! The least you could do is be honest about it!ò Pick-a-little, talk-a-little, pick-a-little 

talk-a-little, cheep, cheep, cheep, talk-a-lot, pick-a-little-moreé 

I wasnôt in a towel five minutes when he walked into the darkened sauna, sat down 

and noticed me leaning against the wall, directly across from him with my arms crossed. 

A TV sitcom writer couldnôt have put this scenario across more clearly. All I did was 

motion for him to follow me, saying, ñWeôre outta here...ò  

Getting dressed in the locker room, I didnôt say a word, neither did he, but I couldnôt 

help feeling sorry for his humiliation. One friend who heard this story said, ñMy God, 

how Joan Crawford of you!ò Well, perhaps, but then I wouldôve had the towel wrapped 

around my head as a turban. On the walk back home, he kept apologizing, saying how 

sorry he was, it wouldnôt happen again, really thinking I was going to break up with him. 

The funny thing is, the bathhouse part wasnôt a big deal to me, since I knew how much 

difficulty some men have holding onto their libido, usually succumbing and holding 

some other manôs libido. I wasnôt too keen on a partner who regularly preferred terry 

cloth to Terry the person, (for a couple months heôd been visiting the tubs often,) but I 

did think we needed to have a talk about honesty.  

As Zsa Zsa Gabor said, ñHusbands are like fires, they go out when unattended.ò 

 

That Friday night, I hung out with a tall, lean guy named Sam I met an hour after 

getting into my towel. He was fun and versatile, which I liked. Top/Bottom, itôs all good, 

thatôs the way I felt about it. Sometimes youôre in the mood to be aggressive, sometimes 

youôre not. At others, you desired to be an aggressive bottom, nothing wrong with that 

either. One thing for sure was I was never consistent back then. It all depended on the 

guy, the connection between us, and the situation. 

With Tall Sam, I felt comfortable, and when we got back to his room, really let go 

one on one, which I usually preferred. Groups didnôt always do it for me, occasionally 

three but it had to be just right, since in three ways, someone many times felt left out. 

Well, itôs not like in a bathhouse you review applications, checking references, you just 

go.  

It was easier to be sleazier at the baths, (Good slogan donôt you think?) Online was 

more difficult, since it involved oneôs home, and yours or someone elseôs personal space. 

I guess you could say the impersonalness of the baths actually made it easier to invade 

someoneôs personal space, so to speak. 



Sam asked if I partied. Shyly, I answered, ñSometimes,ò since itôd been four and a 

half months since my last use.  

Jordan told me about a lot of guys who primarily wanted drugs and would have sex 

with whoever had them, he called them ñTweaker Seekers,ò and theyôd immediately start 

a conversation with, ñDo you party?ò or ñHave you been partying?ò it always went to 

drugs right away.  I didnôt do that, itôs rude and means youôre more interested in drugs 

than the person. Sorry to sound like Miss Manners, but just because youôre in the baths, 

doesnôt mean you have to lose common courtesy. Drugs cost money, and if someone 

wants to share them, cool, but you donôt just blatantly ask. 

Did I want some? I said sure, and that I appreciated it. Drugs were fun and made sex 

much more intense, so I mentioned if he needed me to contribute, I could. I didnôt say, 

ñDo you need money?ò or anything about cash. Most people appreciated it, and most 

would turn it down. Sometimes, people would be surprised when I offered, not 

everybody, but apparently it wasnôt done often with the people I PnPôd with. 

Sam took out a little zip-lock bag of Crystal and a pen cap. Snorting two bumps 

each, the rush came within minutes and for another hour, it was just the two of us, after 

which we decided to take a break, shower, and meet up in my room. This time, Sam 

asked if I wanted to smoke, and again I said sure, so he said heôd bring his pipe along in 

about fifteen minutes.  

I cleaned up, still raring to go, since TINA increases your sex drive tremendously, I 

wandered around, got some water, and headed to my room. Sam came by with a cute guy, 

shorter than I, maybe about thirty. Was it okay if he joined us? Although groups were not 

always my thing, Meth lowers inhibitions, allowing me to do things I desired, but didnôt 

necessarily have the push to follow through with. I said sure.  

From his bag, Sam pulled out a glass pipe, maybe about four inches long, there was 

already melted TINA in it. Lighting a torch, we passed the pipe around several times.  

A torch is a butane lighter you twist to release the gas, and ignite with a cigarette 

lighter. I later saw a Crème Brule torch used occasionally, and at one hook up my jaw 

dropped when the guy pulled out a twelve-inch heavy duty one. I asked if we were 

welding or getting high. 

There are a number of ways to ingest TINA, but I preferred smoking it to snorting. It 

seemed laid back in a ñletôs get acquaintedò way, and the rush was almost immediate, just 

a bit faster than snorting. The glass pipe has a bowl formed at the end with a hole in the 

top, when you light the bowl with a butane lighter, it melts the Meth crystals, they liquefy 

and eventually become smoke. I never did quite master the art of not burning the Meth, 

since you have to rotate the pipe a little so it isnôt always in a direct flame, otherwise you 

can char and ruin it. Once the TINA cools down, it returns to a melted Crystal form.  

You can hot-rail it, heating the end of a thin glass tube, holes on each end, itôs 

basically a glass straw.  You put the heated end on a line of TINA, the heat turns the 

Meth into smoke, and you quickly snort. It sounded dangerous the first time I did it this 

way, but it didnôt hurt, there was no liquid that got in my nose, it was just smoke. Like 

regular smoking, seven to ten seconds is all it takes, and hot-railing was one of the best 

ways, in my opinion, to ingest it. 

Another way it can be done, and someone showed me how to do this once, is to put 

TINA in an empty pill capsule and swallow, just like an aspirin. The person said it 

sometimes irritated his stomach, but that was the way he liked to do it. I personally donôt 



remember feeling all that much, but who knows, half the time if youôre doing drugs, you 

canôt really tell what the effect is if youôve been doing them for a while and/or mixing 

with other types of drugs. Being a capsule, it takes twenty to forty minutes to feel since it 

has to break down, and doesnôt give that immediate rush so many users enjoy with TINA. 

One form of doing it is called a ñbooty bump.ò A ñbumpò is a dose, or a hit of Meth. 

You stick some on your finger and insert it in the rectum, which will burn simply because 

the membranes are tender and sensitive. You can also mix TINA with sterilized water 

into a needless syringe, insert it in your anus and inject it that way. Because of the water, 

it wonôt burn as much and will also travel into your body easier than just a pure piece of 

Crystal lying on the actual membrane being absorbed. The drug desensitizes the area a 

bit, which is why many guys who do it this way can be more aggressive bottoms. 

Thereôs another way Meth can be passed between people which even most of the gay 

magazines wonôt discuss, due to it being such a taboo, although itôs done this way in the 

hardcore PnP community. 

To be point blank, a user who has done a lot of TINA will urinate into someoneôs 

rectum. Most people donôt want to even acknowledge this method is done, but it is. Even 

people in the PnP community, if they sense someoneôs disgusted by it, will act disgusted 

also, but there it is. Sometimes, those same people will suggest it if they think the other 

person might be receptive, and many Meth users are receptive. A great deal of the drug 

leaves your body through the urine, and itôs still potent. It may sound disgusting to some, 

but it can get people high, very high. Iôve even encountered men who saved others urine, 

or their own, for use later, and one guy told me heôd keep it stored as ice cubes in his 

refrigerator. So, keep a close eye on your soft drinks next time you go to a summer patio 

party in August. The urine stuff is not the norm, at least from what I observed, so donôt 

jump the gun and think everyone in the Meth world has a water sports fetish, but it does 

happen. Personally, I think its bullshit to skitter away from telling the truth just because 

youôre afraid of offending people.  

Iôve also heard some serious users put it in their coffee or Gatorade, literally mixing 

it in like it was sugar or something to give it that extra pep, but that seemed like a waste 

to me.  

A user can also inject TINA with a needle, a method called ñSlamming,ò or 

ñPointing,ò but weôll get into that later. 

 

Regardless of how many ways it could be done, the three of us PnPôd together for a 

half hour when the new guy asked if we could open the door. Sam said it was up to me, 

since it was my room, and I said sure, but I was not and never was keen on having sex in 

front of an audience. In a bathhouse, if you open the door, everyone will stand there and 

watch.  

Good-looking guys whoôre intrigued, but perhaps not into groups, or the people 

involved to join in. Overweight, unattractive men most certainly would stop and stand 

there, it was a crapshoot. The only purpose for opening the door in the first place would 

be because youôre either an exhibitionist or youôre trying to get someone else in, sort of 

opening up the candy shop to acquire more candy.  

Sam hid the pipe in his bag, along with the torch, it was illegal after all, even though 

many people were doing it and you could hear the hiss of gas lighters coming from 

behind many of the closed doors. 



Opening the door a bit, not all the way, but enough, we sat there talking, maybe they 

picked up on my reactions, I donôt know, but I wasnôt interested in a public dog and pony 

show. Everyone has a touch of the exhibitionist in them, as well as the voyeur, but youôd 

have to get me really, really high to go that far. Iôm not saying it hasnôt happened, Iôm 

just telling you my usual reaction to it. 

Men kept walking by, peeking in, several large men would stop but Sam would wave 

them on, then thereôd be a few pacing back and forth in front of the door every minute, 

hoping to be invited in, even if youôd already made the motion you werenôt interested. 

After ten minutes, a handsome masculine guy, about six feet tall, stopped by, leaned 

against the doorway, and started talking. Now, that was the way to initiate a hookup, 

friendly, interested, yet not pushy. 

Sam invited him in, the guy looked at the other two of us to see if we were cool with 

it and since he was hot, we were fine. He didnôt party, but didnôt care if we did so we 

played together for an hour until Sam suggested the group move to his house. 

One interesting thing about Meth in the baths was, many times, people would want 

to expand the surroundings. Those little rooms are cramped and a bit difficult to 

maneuver in, plus once you connected, you felt comfortable enough sometimes, and with 

TINAôs help, to kick it in a little wilder at a place where you didnôt have to worry about 

doing drugs openly or making too much noise. Most baths do not have ceilings on the 

rooms, theyôre open and you can hear everything that goes on. Iôm sure thatôs so any 

extreme illicit activity can be detected, although most of the time it was ignored, and Iôve 

heard people go at it, crashing against the walls, moaning like cats in heat, not giving a 

damn who heard it.  

Only once did I really get in a situation where I didnôt care what the hell anybody 

thought or heard. Many months after the break-up, I went to the baths and got a room. 

Walking out to take a shower after having just got there, my neighbor in the next room 

was leaning against his doorframe. Looking over, it was a friend Iôd known during my 

seven-year relationship. Talking to him in passing maybe a couple of times since then, I 

knew the word would travel quickly the next day that heôd seen me. At first I felt 

embarrassed, but then thought, if I was embarrassed then I shouldnôt have been there in 

the first place, Iôd have to be subtle, thatôs all, maybe hook up with someone in their own 

room rather than mine. Taking a deep breath, I talked with the friend for a while, he was 

a nice guy, and hell, he wasnôt there in a suit for Sunday services either, so he couldnôt 

exactly act like a saint. After a few smiling generalities, I moved on and within ten 

minutes was approached by really handsome muscle man. 

Salt & Pepper hair, about eight years older, he was really masculine, so, I wasnôt 

about to say no, but he didnôt have a room. Hoping my neighbor had gone off somewhere 

else, I took him back to mine. 

Within a minute, that guy swept me off my feet, nonstop, for an hour and it mustôve 

sounded like a bull moose moving a grand piano through a china shop. Probably one of 

the most virile men Iôd ever been with, I wouldnôt have cared if a Benedictine nun lived 

next door. It only lasted an hour, but I felt like a racehorse whoôd been on the track for 

five, he was so intense and consuming. He said the right things, always a turn on, that I 

was the kind of man who brought out the energizer bunny in himéso he just kept going 

and going and going. It wasnôt me being so aggressive at first, but confidence-building 

compliments like that certainly brought it out of me. By the time he went home, to his 



boyfriend, by the way, I staggered out, cross eyed, with five little birds chirping and stars 

flying in a circle around my head. 

My neighbor was still leaning against his door, and with a sly little smile and laugh 

said, ñI see Doris Dayôs done some growing up in the last year.ò 

ñYou have no idea...ò was all I could get out as I stumbled to the showers. 

 

Back to the moment at hand...if it was a comfortable group moving on together, fine. 

If someone backed out, big deal, there were still at least two of you whoôd follow through 

with the fun. But sometimes, once you got to anotherôs house, the chemistry would break 

because one person was nervous or the drugs would wear off, sometimes due to the new 

environment not being as anonymous. It could be any number of reasons and 

occasionally the connection broke with no explanation at all. People talk all this sexy big 

talk, ñYeah, Iôm gonna do this and weôre gonna do thatéò then once the momentôs gone 

youôve wasted half an hour cleaning up, getting your stuff and moving. 

It didnôt happen this time though. The four of us went to Samôs, continuing the party. 

The fourth guy only stayed an hour and Iôm sure itôs because he didnôt have that constant 

horny pull of Meth keeping him going, but the other three of us did, spending another 

sixteen hours together. No sleep, every once and awhile a break and a cigarette, but 

basically constant sex, drugs, and porn. 

I was surprised at myself, counting the baths, I was going for twenty-odd hours. This 

was the first time anything like that happened to me with total strangers, none of the 

TINA moments from the previous year had been like this, paling in comparison, hardly 

counting towards my real ñeducation.ò  

What a fantastic drug, I thought! Without it, sex lasted, what, an hour or two at the 

most? You have things to do, you have a life, you have a dinner party that night, you 

need to get the laundry done, but on TINA your goal becomes sex, at least it did this time. 

Everything else fell by the wayside. 

In retrospect, I had fun and it was good for me. I dropped my inhibitions, my 

insecurities and felt like an attractive, giving team player that was wanted on the team, 

(As Tina told me after she heard about it, ñYep Sweetie, Take one for the gipper! All for 

one and one for all!ò)  

Needing it at that point, to sow those oats, to let go, I wanted to, but donôt believe the 

longevity of a group sexual experience wouldôve been as intense or have even happened 

without Crystal Meth.  On TINA, my emotional hang-ups danced right out the window.  

After it was over, no guilt set in, no moral thoughts of what Iôd done and there was 

nobody to answer to. TINA set me free of the loneliness and depression. I decided if the 

opportunity was presented in the future like this, I wouldnôt turn it down like I had in 

New York or on other occasions when I used common sense. You have to get up in the 

morning, you have to go to a social party tomorrow night, whatever. I could handle it, I 

thought. 

If the drugs made the sex better, then so be it, bring óem on. 

 

Once home, I couldnôt sleep, and I spent the day cleaning my house like a madman, 

so productive and focused I did everything but arrange my bed sheets by color, thread 

count, year purchased, then alphabetized by brand. Iôm surprised I didnôt create a 

calendar to monitor expiration dates on all the canned goods. 



But, as the afternoon passed, my body, and especially my emotions began to slow 

down. The sadness set in, and although I had tickets for ñMadama Butterflyò at the Lyric 

Opera that night, there was no desire to go.  

I knew Iôd moon around about it, thinking about the last opera I attended so I gave 

the tickets to a friend of Valôs, a really sweet beautiful woman who couldôve been a 

model. When she came over to pick them up, I looked like hell from all the partying, but 

we talked a bit about the opera since she didnôt know the plot and I filled her in on its 

history.  

Handing me a bouquet of roses, she said, ñThese are for you.ò  

They were beautiful, and I told her she didnôt need to go to all that trouble, but she 

cheerfully commented, ñYouôre a sweet guy and it was so nice of you to give me your 

tickets. Besides, I heard you needed some cheering up. Youôll make some man very 

happy one day.ò 

After she left, I glowed. A total stranger, albeit a friend of Valôs, and he probably 

told her what was going on in my life, but still, she didnôt have to do that. 

 

Closing the door, I sat around knowing I needed to do something to nip this bullshit 

of emotion in the bud. On the downside of a party high, a severe depression came over 

me, like it does with many people. 

That night I wanted closure on Kurt. I wasnôt about to let him have the last word 

with, ñIôll call you on Monday,ò then, like a coward, just disappear. I may be shy, and 

take the blame unnecessarily at times, but I was no wallflower. 

Sitting down, I wrote a two-page letter, saying how chicken-shit he was about not 

being able to look me in the face and be honest. I told him I knew about his drug use and 

that heôd been acting oddly since January. I was firm, forceful, and I was harsh, writing 

in hurt, anger, depression and yes, for the time being, partial hatred. He wasnôt going to 

walk away from this so easily, Iôd already heard from enough people what kind of person 

he was and would continue to hear more.  

So consumed in hurt, I lied, and wrote, ñIôm glad youôre not in my life anymore, 

what was true at the beginning has come true at the end, At Last.ò 

I folded the card heôd sent me a few days after we started dating, the one filled with 

loving me forever, that ñshining sun in my lifeò shit, and put it in an envelope with the 

letter. Walking downstairs, I stopped for a moment, wondering if I was doing the right 

thing? I shoved it in the mailbox. 

Marching back upstairs, pissed off, I called Tina, telling her what Iôd done. It was 

probably good for me, she thought, but perhaps I shouldôve waited until I calmed down 

before I sent it? 

Writing that letter to Mr. Hyde, within two days, I regretted sending it. It had been so 

harsh and I knew heôd be hurt, but I also realized heôd probably be more angry than 

anything.  

Of course, me being me, now I felt like a jerk. His birthday was coming up soon, 

whatever happened had happened, we were no longer together and I couldnôt hold on to 

anger in the long run, I knew that. The only way Iôd be able to move on was if I ended 

things in a calm, reserved way, without hate. 

SoéI sent Dr Jekyll a birthday card. Howôs that for confusion? For Christôs sake, 

make up your mind. I knew he wouldnôt get it until after he returned from his vacation, 



wherever that would be. I assumed it would be Paris, I didnôt think the tickets were 

refundable, I couldnôt imagine him not going. Who knew by now if the tickets had even 

been real, he made damn sure the itinerary disappeared from my home that day in 

February. 

In the card, I wrote I hoped heôd have a happy birthday and that, in the end, I 

wouldnôt be able to move on until I let go of the anger. Forget about the previous letter, I 

was letting go and wished him well for the future. 

 

March 17 came around, Val and I took our friend Jim to dinner before he moved to 

Maryland. An old Greek steakhouse, several bottles of wine made the rounds between the 

three of us. Although participating in the festivities, in some ways, my heart wasnôt in it.  

So much for moving on, I imagined right at that moment Kurt was sitting under the 

Eiffel Tower having a picnic without me, or probably having a picnic with somebody 

else. With as quick as he got ñintoò me, I wouldnôt put it past him to have already found a 

new ñLove of my life who saved me on my lonely way to nothingness.ò It didnôt help that 

when I met them at Valôs place before dinner, on the wall above his dining room table 

was a beautiful photo of the Eiffel Toweréwhat timing.  

But then again, the Eiffel Tower was in pictures all over the place. Itôs like the Mona 

Lisa wistfully reminding you something. She was everywhereéget over it! 

Afterwards, the three of us barhopped, celebrating the potato famine, along with the 

abolishment of snakes from Ireland. St. Patrickôs Day was always a fun holiday to me, 

now I had to spoil it all by dating someone who had the same day as his birthday. Note to 

self: Donôt date anyone born on Halloween. 

 

Letôs get real comfortable on the therapistôs couch right now and talk. Much of the 

reason all this happened was due to my feeling of inadequacy, physically, emotionally 

and sexually. I suppose it stems as far back as the most focused moment of my childhood, 

which stands out as clear as if it happened yesterday. I was about seven or eight and I 

donôt remember exactly what the context was, but it had to do with something normal to 

any child, like playing with a ball in the house, or accidentally breaking a lamp, 

whatever. I do remember my mother downstairs in the basement, next to the washer and 

dryer, not even looking at me. I was slowly creeping up the stairs to get away from the 

anger when she said, ñNo wonder your real mother didnôt want you.ò 

The words hit me like a dart, and to this day Iôve never felt such lingering pain as 

then. To get away without being noticed, I continued to crawl slowly to the first floor, ran 

to my bedroom, and cried until I fell asleep, wondering why the person Iôd really been 

part of hadnôt wanted me, seriously thinking Iôd done something wrong to make her let 

me go. Just a child, how could I not take it seriously? 

I realize now my adopted Mom was just venting, that she tried the best she could, but 

was a child herself, a little girl who never really grew up. 

Still, those words stayed with me, and along with other dysfunctional childhood 

memories, accounted for many of the emotional needs and problems Iôve had. How do 

you forget and get away from those little moments? Every rejection, every time someone 

looked the other way at someone else, every occasion when I wasnôt the center of a 

manôs attention, at least the men I cared about, those were products of my childhood, 

those ñyouôre not good enough/theyôre going to leave meò feelings. 



My mother probably didnôt realize I was still sitting on the stairs watching her. She 

didnôt know Iôd remember those words for the rest of my life, and that theyôd affect about 

every relationship, fleeting or otherwise, Iôd have.  

  

One day, at the age of ten, I forgot to mow part of the lawn, a small little area along 

the side of the house. Some friends walked by while I was mowing and talked me into 

playing ball in the park. When I returned home after dark, Mom was furious, sternly 

telling me, ñCome in here,ò leading me to the front room. Picking up a little brown paper 

bag, she shoved it at me.  

ñHere, take this, it has some clothes in it. Iôve called the juvenile delinquent home 

and theyôre expecting you, now go, we donôt want you anymore,ò pointing towards the 

door.  

Although I could be strong willed, that was a few years down the line, on this 

occasion I meekly walked out the back door, heading through the yard and into the park 

directly behind our house. I wasnôt sure where I was going, but I remembered the 

juvenile detention home pointed out to me by my parents a year earlier, about four or five 

miles away. I have no idea why it was pointed out at the time, itôs not like I was out 

running moonshine. 

Hanging my head sadly down, slowly walking across the park, I wondered what Iôd 

done that was so bad I was being sent away? It was only a lawn?  

Halfway through the park, I heard Mom yell out, ñTerry, come back here!ò Turning 

around, I returned to the house. 

ñAre you ready to behave now?ò she asked. 

ñYes,ò I answered, still not knowing what Iôd done that could be considered ñmis-

behaving,ò but I gave in anyway. 

She picked up the phone, pretended to dial it, (at this point, I knew she was just lying 

and performing bad community theater), said without even a pause, ñItôs fine now, he 

wonôt be coming over, heôs promised to behave,ò and put down the phone without even a 

goodbye. (Did she think I was really that stupid?) 

She took the bag out of my hand. While walking through the park, I looked inside, 

all it contained was a pair of underwear.  

ñNow, tomorrow, when itôs light out, finish mowing the lawn,ò and I was sent to my 

room. 

At the time, I found Momôs performance a little comical, it seemed so over the top. 

Eventually I got used to such behavior, although it was confusing, and sometimes made 

me question if the day would arrive they actually would abandon me. There were so 

many moments where my parents just dropped people, sometimes overnight. The words 

would be, ñTo hell with óem,ò and theyôd hold onto the bitterness for years.  

Eventually, my perception of my parents was they were like children, and Iôd have to 

make my own decisions of what was right and wrong. But, to a ten year old, it was rough 

being told so casually you were being sent away, no matter how poor the acting was.  

 

My dad had some horrific outbursts too, but those memories tend to be more 

physical in nature. Heôd been a terrific father in some ways, full of colorful anecdotes, a 

wonderful sense of humor, and a great love of history. Those hand me downs Iôm very 

proud of acquiring, but my Dad also had a temper, at times violent and impulsive.  



The harshest thing he ever said was when he called me a ñGoddamn bastard.ò Now, I 

knew at the time what the term meant, and no matter how much youôd like to cover up 

your past, making excuses for peopleôs behavior, that shit lingers, especially when I 

wasnôt a difficult child, or some smart-ass kid who talked back all the time. 

Years later, he told me, ñYou were easy to control, all we had to do was just look at 

you funny and youôd behave. It was your brother who was difficult to get through to.ò 

The fact my father used the word ñcontrol,ò says a lot to me now.  

Although something of a family joke, heôd go through numerous hammers over the 

years when angry, since heôd throw them through the walls, over a fence, wherever, 

cussing and lashing out at what was bothering him. That may have been funny as a story, 

many years lateréat the time, it was terrifying to a child, since it didnôt stop with 

hammers. There were a few memories itôs difficult to dredge up because they involve 

throwing people.  

At times, I operated on lonely terror as a child, especially one night when told to go 

upstairs to bed once my teenage brother got home late in the evening when I was about 

eight. I could hear screaming and physical abuse from downstairs. The words ñyou 

Goddamn son of a bitch!ò coming out of my father as I heard my brother being slammed 

against the walls.  

Instinctively, I wanted to run down there and help my brother. I vividly remember 

the sound of slaps and wondering what heôd done. I never did find out, but knowing my 

brother, it couldnôt have been that bad. Hell, as a teenager I was far wilder than him, 

perhaps I just hid it better, or maybe my father had calmed down.  

But, at the age of eight, hearing those beating sounds downstairs while huddled in 

my upstairs bedroom made me wonder when my time would come.  

 

Around the same time, something happened between my mother and father, and 

again, I donôt know what, but it caused another serious blowup.  

My mom collected little porcelain figurines, she called them her ñold people.ò 

Quaint, six or seven inch elderly figures sitting on a bench, knitting, churning butter, 

weavingé stuff like that. 

In the middle of the night, screaming woke me. Hurrying to the top of the stairs, I 

couldnôt see what was going on, but heard Dad calling Mom names, and every once and a 

while, I could see one of those little figurines flashing across my vision, shattering on the 

floor at the bottom of the stairs.  

ñYou like that?! How about that, dammit?!ò One after another the crashes would 

come, and I worried he was hurting my mother, but I was too scared to do anything other 

than stand at the top of the stairs, hiding behind the corner of the wall. Every once and 

awhile sheôd scream back at him, her voice sounding as if she was begging. This wasnôt 

their usual type of argument. He was in control this time, holding all the power, and was 

either accusing her of something or simply taking out his anger on her. 

It seemed to go on forever and when Dad bounded over to the stairs, I quickly shot 

out of sight to my bedroom, heard the back door of our house slam shut, and Dadôs 

motorcycle fade into the distance.  

Once sure he wasnôt immediately coming back, I crept out of my room and down the 

stairs to the family area in our basement. It looked like a tornado had hit. Shards of 

broken porcelain covering much of the floor, lamps were broken, and in the middle, my 



mom sobbing on her hands and knees, holding a large plastic bag, slowly picking up each 

little piece as carefully as possible without cutting herself.  

Never before or since, did I feel so sorry for my mom. Wearing little Roy Rogers 

pajamas, I quietly tip toed over and watched her, confused at what had taken place. Dad 

was my hero for much of my childhood, how could a hero break my momôs tiny ñold 

peopleò and make her cry so hard? 

Getting down on my knees, I said, ñIôll help you Momma.ò  

She suddenly saw me, and in her embarrassment, said, ñNo! Go back upstairs!ò but 

wouldnôt look me in the eye. Her own were bloodshot and red. Stopping, she let go of the 

bag, put her hands on her knees and continued to cry.  

Why I suddenly disobeyed, I donôt know, but I just put my hand on her shoulder and 

said, ñNo, Momma, Iôll help you.ò  

Picking up the bag, I helped gather the little arms and legs, every once and awhile a 

section of a wheelbarrow or a spinning wheel. After a minute of this, Mom was able to 

continue and we had the entire floor clean in about an hour, with not one word said 

between us.  

Kissing Mom on the cheek, I silently went back upstairs to bed, and never heard 

anything more about that night for the rest of my life. 

Who knows what skeletons in my family closet brought that incident to the surface, 

but again, I wondered when it would be my turn.   

 

Dad and I were walking along a dike in Grand Marais, Minnesota while a 

particularly rough crop of waves came in from Lake Superior. Spectacular to see, the 

water crashing against the rocks, the foam a turbulent white contrast to the gray of the 

cold water, occasionally, the spray would leap higher than I imagined possible and I 

marveled at these aquatic fireworks. 

At some point, losing sight of Dad, I didnôt know what to do, looking all over, afraid 

he might have been washed away, but I couldnôt find him. Running the mile back to the 

hotel, hoping heôd be there, it never entered my mind to simply wait by the edge of the 

dike. 

When I knocked on the motel room door, my mother answered. Asking where Dad 

was, I told her what happened and oddly enough, she didnôt seem too worried about it. 

Itôs not that she didnôt care, itôs just my parents sometimes took the wrong things too 

seriously, and the right things not seriously enough. 

Ten minutes later, Dad threw open up the door, madder than a hornet. Heôd lost track 

of me among the rocks and was just as scared as I about the possibility of the other being 

washed away. He gave me an awful beating, honest to God punches and blows, hitting 

me so hard my head slammed against the wall, causing me to momentarily see stars. 

Trying to get away from the screaming and physicality, I actively headed the other 

direction as he came at me. 

Finally, he stopped, as I slid down the wall of the bathroom and leaned against the 

tub, too hurt, dazed, and scared to do anything but whimper. It never occurred to me to 

fight back, if I did the beating would probably get worse. 

Iôd been as worried about him out by the lake and while lying there on the floor, I 

didnôt understand. After he calmed down and I was under the covers, in bed, shaking and 



crying, he came over and kissed me on the head, saying he loved me. Itôs the only time he 

verbally said those words. 

 

I hope I donôt give the impression my father was a villain, he absolutely was not that, 

but there were many moments I can only describe as ñimmaturityò regarding my parentôs 

behavior. When you grow up in dysfunction, you donôt realize its dysfunction, you think 

itôs just the way life is.  

To this day, I donôt know the answers behind events like these, perhaps my dad 

simply had some bad days at work. For years he worked two jobs to support us, which 

had to be stressful. Still, he was always there for me on Tuesday nights to play ball 

outside, wrestle, go to the library, or the movies. It wasnôt all bad.  

I donôt think alcohol was involved, even though I donôt remember a day from my 

childhood Dad didnôt have a beer in his hand, yet I never saw him intoxicated. Years 

later, I even joked about it with him, saying, ñI donôt think I ever saw you drunk, but 

maybe I just never saw you soberéò and we both laughed.  

A therapist of mine once speculated my father might be a functioning alcoholic. 

Perhaps so, but I really donôt believe alcohol caused those bad times. I believe that, like 

children, my parents could never judge which emotions to contain and which to show.  

At twenty-one, I read an article, I donôt remember the exact words, but it went 

something like this. 

ñIn the final scheme of things, there is no book on perfect parenting. All they could 

do was the best they could, if they loved you. And whatever mistakes they may have 

made were probably not intended to hurt you. Itôs up to you to forgive them and move on. 

Some people blame their parents for their issues for the rest of their lives, even into old 

age. But, the fact is, youôre the only person who can control who you are. Your parents 

may have caused certain things, but it isnôt their fault you hold onto them. Itôs up to you 

to let go of that and solve your own issues. It isnôt their fault you canôt let go. Itôs up to 

you to be an adult and take responsibility for who you are.ò 

 

Mom stood beside both my grandmother and grandfather during their failings and 

deaths, and I was proud of her, knowing what sheôd gone through as a lonely girl, that she 

grew up feeling unloved. My uncle, the golden child, lived in Arizona, so it was my mom 

who made the daily calls and visits.  

My grandmother was a tough woman and a bit of a hypochondriac, loving the 

attention. As she began to fail, Mom had a slight stroke, losing some of her ability to 

enunciate, especially when sheôd get upset. At Christmas Eve one year, Grandma 

suddenly passed away in Momôs living room, in front of the tree with all the family 

witnessing it. I attempted CPR, but it was too late. As the helicopter carried her body to 

the emergency room, my Mom reverted to a little girl, crying and accusing her mother of 

doing it on purpose, for attention. It was, quite literally, like watching a fifty five year old 

woman turn into a child, stamping her feet, momentarily losing sanity. I knew where all 

that came from.  

After regaining her senses, she handled everything with strength, and looked after 

Grandpa for another year, until, he too, began to fail, slowly dying in the hospital. My 

uncle came up from Arizona to check in and soon my phone rang with the call I was 

expecting, only Mom didnôt say what I expected. My uncle had passed away of a massive 



heart attack that day. Once Grandpa found out he demanded all the tubes be taken off 

him, ñGoddammit, Iôm ready to go!ò and within an hour had willed himself to death.  

There was the odd experience of seeing in the obituaries, my Grandpa and Uncle, 

next to each other, same name, senior and junior. Mom had lost everyone from her 

childhood and the holidays would never quite recover.  

To this day, while other peopleôs faces may come and go in my mind, I can still 

picture my adopted momôs mannerisms and face, as vivid as when she was alive. 

Iôll always cherish my last moments with her. For years she dreamed of going to 

Hawaii, and my father took her, even though she couldnôt walk very well by that time. 

Only fifty-seven, diabetes had taken its toll, yet whenever I came back home, she was full 

of smiles, although occasionally the little girl tantrums would come to the surface. My 

father had dealt with it for years and he loved her, even though it meant looking the other 

way and ignoring her at times. 

Going through dialysis for a while, once I went with her since she wanted me to 

understand what it was, technically, she went through. She joked with the nurses and 

other patients the entire time, and Iôll be honest about this, although sheôd be embarrassed 

by my mentioning it. While sitting in the chair, for some God-awful reason, due to an 

awful mistake on the part of the nursing staff, the tube that connected her to whatever it is 

that does what it does, became detached. Blood poured all over her smock, it was really 

quite shocking what happened. She was nervous I saw it, and I was doing my best to not 

let her see the shock in my expression. Handling it so well, she joked about it, even when 

she was incredibly embarrassed, and I know felt like a burden to the staff. She kept 

apologizing for their mistakes, while mopping up her own blood with a towel. In that 

moment, she was as strong as Iôve ever seen her.  

Scheduled to have another surgery for the circulation in her legs, she was optimistic 

on the phone, all smiles in her voice, happy she might be able to walk again without pain. 

I really believed, due to her enthusiasm, sheôd be all right. Dad took her to Hawaii, 

having a wonderful time, even though she spent much of it in a wheelchair. 

Their flight back to Des Moines had an hour layover in Chicago. Peter and I went to 

OôHare, and when they got off the plane, my mother was in her wheelchair wearing a 

blue, flowered Mumu, an enormous straw hat complimenting what could only be 

described as the stereotypical hick Hawaiian ensemble. Dad pushed her, both of them 

grinning, and he was wearing the exact same material she was, with just as tacky a straw 

hat.  

My first thought was, ñMa and Pa Kettle in Waikiki, they did this on purpose.ò Full 

of joy, they had intense satisfaction at having made such a visual scene, and Iôd no 

indication the pain Mom was going through.  

Wheeling her to the diner, we talked about trivial things, the Hawaiian waterfalls, the 

Pearl Harbor Memorial, how my father had gone to the wrong buffet and drunk all the 

mai-tais he could because they were free, yet when asked to pay for them, he grunted, 

ñItôs your own damn fault you didnôt mark the buffet well enough. How the hell would I 

know we werenôt the Bill and Sue Morrison wedding party?ò 

We took pictures, and the last thing Mom said to me before Dad wheeled her on the 

plane was, ñMom loves you, you know that.ò 

A few days later, I called after the surgery. A bit groggy, she was happy to hear from 

me, very enthusiastic the operation had added color to her feet. She kept saying how 



wonderful the get well balloon and flowers Iôd sent were, at least three times she 

repeated, ñThe balloon is beautiful,ò as she drifted off to sleep, still holding the phone. 

Later that evening, around midnight, I believe, some friends were in from Des 

Moines and we went to the usual bars tourists like to experience in Chicago. Iôd been out 

perhaps a half hour when Peter rushed in, excitedly saying, ñYour brother called, you 

need to go home and call him now.ò 

Leaving without even saying goodbye to my friends, I took a taxi with Peter, and 

called my brother. No answer. I called Momôs hospital room and a nurse answered. She 

asked who I was and I told her. She started to cry and with great understanding, 

nervousness, and compassion, said, ñI hate to be the one to tell you this, but your Mom 

had a heart attack in the middle of the night. I did the best I could, but I couldnôt save her. 

Iôm sorry.ò She was very upset.  

After taking a deep breath, I replied, ñThank you so very much for trying, I 

appreciate it,ò and hung up. I sat on the bed for a few minutes staring at the wall. Peter 

came in and held me as I let go of emotions I never dreamt of having to let go of. No 

matter how much you may think youôre prepared for the death of a mother, you never are. 

Going back to Des Moines the next day, my father, while in shock, still maintained 

the family pigheadedness and didnôt want me to call my aunt, my great uncle, anyone 

whoôd been on Momôs side of the family, all that is, except her cousins, Gary and Donna. 

Wonderful, real people, they felt more like an older brother and sister to me than second 

cousins. Of course I called them, and they were wonderful through it all, giving advice, 

talking of how Mom bragged about me. The strange thing was I hadnôt even gotten to 

know them until well into my thirties, yet they became more family to me than any of my 

aunts and uncles. 

Telling Dad I was going to call Momôs side of the family regardless, it was only 

proper. While he cussed a lot, he didnôt fight me too hard.  

He didnôt want a funeral, people could show up at the graveside, but by God, if they 

couldnôt visit when she was alive, they better not show up when she was gone. I halfway 

agreed with him, but at the same time, weôd never had a death without a funeral, it 

seemed so incomplete. I walked into the viewing room on the second floor of the funeral 

home, where all our people had their services since before I was born.  

Because there was to be no formal memorial, there was no coffin. Just a table with a 

nice blanket over it, orange light flooding the room, and Mom wearing the blue Mumu 

Iôd last seen her in. Since she was to be cremated later that night, thereôd been no 

embalming and she still had color to her skin. This is the only time Iôve ever said this, as 

cliché as it may sound, but she looked like she was asleep and at peace, without pain. I 

know everybody says that, but Iôve never once seen a person in a coffin that looked 

anything like they did in life, Mom was different.  

Peter walked in with me, and after a few moments, left me alone with her. Filled 

with numb shock, staying for only a short time, I realized I had to look after Dad to make 

sure he was okay. Meeting him on the way back down the stairs, while heôd said he was 

going home, I knew he wanted to be the last one alone with her. I respected that, it was 

only right, heôd stayed with her through everything, he should be the one to say that last 

goodbye. 



The next day, although sad with loss, he managed to deal with the details, and after 

the cremation, put my Momôs wedding ring in the urn, which was then placed in a plot 

where her daughter Debbie lay.  

Gary and Donna came down from Minnesota. Donna held my hand, telling me how 

special and childlike Mom had been. Gary of course, did the typical guy thing. With tears 

in his eyes, he reached for my hand, then said, ñOh shit,ò breaking down, giving me a 

hug. My father was so upset when I reached out to embrace him, he turned, walking away 

from me in tears, unable to deal with the emotion of the moment.  

After Mom died, I had no doubt Dad would someday remarry, since he was so full of 

life, and at that age, a good catch for many a widow on the lookout for a man. I just 

didnôt expect him to remarry as soon as he did, and he started dating a woman he worked 

with within a week or two of Momôs passing. In a few more weeks they were living 

together and engaged. I tried to convince myself the dating thing didnôt bother me, since 

Iôve always believed life is there to be lived, but it did. He seemed to have jumped so 

quickly to the first person who showed up? The realization also came I wasnôt the only 

co-dependent person in the family scared to be alone.  

I was the replacement of the child my Mom had lost, the little girl sheôd been buried 

with, named Debbie, who died of SIDS, a month old. As a child, I used to wonder, if 

Debbie hadnôt died, what wouldôve become of me? 

 

Within a week I used TINA twice. The first time Iôve already related, the second was 

again at the baths. This occasion didnôt last as long as before, but it still consumed eight 

hours, and afterwards the joints in my arms and legs ached, always a symptom for me 

during the early stages of my drug use. For a day, my body would feel stiff and sore 

while the Meth worked its way out of my system. 

Another thing that happened on this particular occasion was a burnt taste in my 

mouth, something acrid giving my saliva an odd sensation, a bit like petroleum. I donôt 

know what it was, perhaps the recipe used for the Crystal Iôd ingested that night. 

Your body does not like this drug and will try to force it out of your system through 

the pores, bodily fluids, wherever. Sometimes body odor ensues that could gag a maggot, 

many times your urine will turn a very dark brown.  

After a month of regular Meth use, I never felt the achy joints or the acrid saliva 

again, maybe it was because my body got used to the drug. 

Both times I used TINA that week, food was not a priority for at least two days each 

time. Smart enough to drink Gatorade because people said I had to, there was no desire to 

eat. Within a month and a half I lost twenty pounds. Never heavy, I went from a 32-33 

down to a 29-30 and, at the time, felt good about it. Since we live in such a body 

conscious world where only the thin are shown in magazines, many users, including me 

at the time, call it the ñTINA diet.ò It works, but it could do some serious damage in the 

meantime.  

The sex was again fantastic and I was proving myself, painting the town red with 

plenty of it left to cover. The only thing I was nervous about was I might run into Kurt at 

the baths. If he was as promiscuous as I was now hearing, I had to run into him 

sometime, but I never did, thank God, since I donôt know what Iôd have done. There have 

been very few times Iôve lost my head in public, but if he approached me in a mean way, 



even if he was just playing that ñcatty bitchò role he admitted to, people wouldôve been 

pulling me off him.  

As much as I forgave him for short periods, Iôd loved him hard, and at times, I was 

going to hate him hard. While some people may show their emotions in pastels, mine 

were Technicolor. 

 

Late that Sunday, March 22, I received an email from him, almost falling off the 

chair when his message popped up. I assumed Iôd never hear from Kurt again. 

Nervously, I opened the message. In it he said thank you for the birthday card and he 

was glad I decided to move on. Apologizing for not saying thank you earlier, heôd just 

returned from his vacation. Rather than keep it a short note, he rehashed our 

relationshipôs problems in very general terms, implying I never cared about him as much 

as heôd cared about me. The note wasnôt necessarily accusatory, it was stated rather 

matter of fact and calmly. 

He couldnôt say a simple ñthank youò without implying some type of blame and no, I 

couldnôt let it go either. Angry that he misunderstood me, I responded, telling him he was 

wrong, that I had cared and if he really felt that way, it was his own misinterpretation of 

me. I didnôt expect any reply. 

So much for that hope, the next evening another email arrived. If he wanted to get 

away from me, this wasnôt helping things any. His second note was harsher, a little more 

emotional and desperate. I felt Iôd been proving my point fairly well through the letter, 

the card, and the email, being honest with my emotions, at the time, and Iôd also been 

firm with what I now figured out about him and myself also. 

On this second email, he wrote, ñThere are two people at fault here, not just me. You 

are to blame also. Two people,ò then he went into examples of, ñI knew you never liked 

being at my place,ò and ñI knew you never liked my friends.ò The bitterness progressed 

to a higher pitch when he wrote, ñNever again will I give up my friends for anyone else. 

Never again will I stop spending time with the people I care about for someone who 

didnôt appreciate me. New Yearôs Eve was such a disappointment because you didnôt 

care about the things I was doing for you.ò  

Where on earth did he get that notion? As the Times Square countdown began, he 

was wrapped in my arms, being appreciated, the talk was all about ñusò as far as I was 

concerned. How many fictitious straws was he grasping in this email? 

ñAlthough this is my issue, I allowed it, I will never ever again spend so much 

money on someone who didnôt show any appreciation for it.ò 

What the hell, where did that come from? The kicker of it all was, ñI loved you, 

Terry, and I was prepared to move in with you after one month, but you didnôt care.ò 

Move in together? After a month?! Even if suggested I wouldnôt have been that 

impetuous. We talked about some day living together, but it was a far-off possibility, not 

one month. Money? I hadnôt asked for anything, and Iôd spent a ton of dough on him 

also, presents, tickets, whatever. Very confused, I hadnôt yet learned with Kurt you 

couldnôt take him completely at face value. I wasnôt as naµve as before, but my instinct 

was still, if somebody said something, thatôs what they meant, and there were no ulterior 

motives. 

I couldnôt immediately reply or do anything. Rising from the computer, I went 

downstairs and although long past sunset, started walking, my mind on nothing other than 



what the hell is going on? Around the neighborhood I walked for about an hour, 

sometimes circling the block several times, numb.  

Looking back, I was just confused and scared. Still missing Kurt, he was accusing 

me again. No tears, just blank shock walking down the street, by getting out among 

people I knew it would dissipate. On returning home, I was fine, now I wanted to prove 

my point. Sitting down, I more firmly stressed he was wrong, dead wrong. Iôd never 

asked him for anything, it was his own impetuousness that pushed me to the point I didnôt 

even feel I had any time to myself anymore. 

Writing I couldnôt be expected to jump into love the same way he seemed to, 

although Iôd fallen very, very quickly, things calm down in a relationship, itôs not always 

at high gear, it didnôt mean I never loved him. Perhaps he didnôt understand how 

relationships moved to different levels, maybe heôd never been in a real relationship?  

I ended the email with, ñIf you are going to walk away from me, I wish you joy and 

happiness and good luck. If you want to work things out, then do it.ò 

Looking back now, I see there were ulterior motives on his part, with each email 

Kurt tried a different tactic. I wasnôt disappearing, I was throwing answers back in his 

face. Heôd have to assume another demeanor without being so callous and angry it would 

leave me hating him as he walked away. 

In his final email, he became so much softer in tone. Seeing I wasnôt going to accept 

the blame nearly as easily as a month before, he referred to our love as something that 

would always be there, like the moon and the stars, always around to see, true and real, 

pure and for always, he actually wrote those things. Even at the time I thought, ñOh, for 

Christôs sake, Gershwin, get to the point.ò 

Heôd always love me, but he was moving to Los Angeles, it would be the best thing 

for him, a new city, a new life. We couldnôt be together anyway, but our love would live 

forever. 

Knowing some of the personalities he liked to assume, ñvillainò was not one of them, 

ñvictorò or ñvictim,ò but never ñvillain.ò Part of me saw he was changing strategy, doing 

some damage control. 

After all these emails flying back and forth, I was a little depressed and worn out, but 

nothing like before. I knew what he was like and understood the manipulations heôd use 

to get people on his side. From that last email on, I actually felt less to blame for the crap 

that happened than him. He was flighty, obviously looking to outside sources for the 

bullshit going on inside. I hoped I wouldnôt hear from him anymore. 

 

The next day, a Wednesday, Dominic called, ñHey Terry-yaki! Scottie and I are 

going to Karaoke, come out and join us tonight! Weôll have fuuuuunn!ò 

I always did have fun with the two of them, so I decided to go since I wanted to get 

the hell out of funky town anyway. Canôt meet guys if you sit around indoors and I 

always seemed to shine better in person with friends, rather than online or the baths. 

What the hell, go for it.  

That night, it was beer, jokes, singing, and our usual loud, laughing shtick. Very 

comfortable, it was a good space to finally be, plus I felt attractive when the cute 

bartender started flirting with me. I knew it was just because thatôs what bartenders 

doébut still, Iôd take the free therapy anywhere I could get it. 



Standing near the entrance by the bar, after a half hour little Dominic pulled my 

shirtsleeve while stealing one of my cigarettes. ñHeyyyyyy, donôt look now, but 

somebody just walked inéò he loved being the bearer of anything even remotely hinting 

of gossip. 

ñWho?ò  

ñDonôt look over toward the back bar,ò and he immediately looked at the back bar, 

ñKurt just walked in.ò 

ñReally?ò I casually replied, putting on a calm expression, ñWhat do I care?ò 

ñHe looked right at you when he walked in, he looks nervous.ò 

ñYou read into everything anybody does. Iôm not going to let it bother me. Iôm 

having a good time and he isnôt going to ruin my night, he can look all he wants.ò 

Putting up a front, I really did care, but it honestly didnôt bother me the way I 

assumed it would. A lot of the problem I had concerning Kurt was heôd given me no 

closure, no goodbye, no ñItôs over,ò just a disappearing act. Now that thereôd been a few 

emails and he was actually in the same bar, I was beginning to feel some finality.  

While I chatted with the bartender, Dominic kept turning around being nosy. Of 

course, he pulled Scottieôs ear down and whispered the same thing, but Scott let out a 

belly laugh and said, for my benefit, ñWho cares?ò 

Kurt did walk over to the area food was kept for the Wednesday night crowd. I 

hadnôt intended to see him, I didnôt want to see him, but it couldnôt be helped. Strolling 

right into my line of vision, I switched to another position and continued talking. 

Five minutes went by and Dominic kept at it, ñHe keeps looking over here at you.ò 

I told him to be quiet and stop with the live news reports, I didnôt want to hear it. 

Soon I had to use the menôs room, and knew this would be a big moment to prove to 

myself I was fine, so I walked into the hallway, said a few words to some guy I knew, 

and went into the restroom. It hadnôt bothered me in the least to leave my friends and 

walk by the area Kurt was. 

After I returned, the little gossip screamed out, ñThe minute you went in the 

bathroom he was out of here like a shot, he couldnôt take it!ò 

ñYouôre just acting like a little shit, you should mind your own business,ò I replied, 

but underneath there was a silent victory. 

Dominic grabbed another cigarette, ñBuy me a beer, Terry-yaki, I never liked him 

anyway. Letôs sing another song!ò 

Perhaps you need to understand how Dominic was, impossible to stay mad at him for 

very long, like some sitcom character come to life, all he needed was a laugh track in the 

background.  

Believe it or not, I actually was fine that night. I attributed it then and now to the fact 

I was finally getting some closure. Thank God, while I missed him due to my inner 

loneliness, I wasnôt a fool anymore. 

 

If only that had been it, but of course, it wasnôt. The following night after going to 

the gym, just as I was about head for bed around ten, the phone rang. It was the front desk 

of my building. 

The doorman said, ñWe received a call from a Mr. Kurt Black who is trying to get in 

touch with you. He said he didnôt have your number and while we canôt give it to anyone, 

I did tell him Iôd give you a message. Would you like his number? He left it with me.ò 



Sure, I told him, and he gave me the number already programmed into my phone. I 

wasnôt sure if it was going to be the same one since I didnôt know where Kurt was calling 

from. Did he think I threw away his number? Heôd obviously thrown away mine.  

Telling the guy thanks, I called Tina. 

ñYou think I should call him?ò I asked. 

ñWhy not? It might give you some answers, and who knows, it may be an emergency 

or something. Yes, he acted like an asshole, but you never know. Just one thing,ò and she 

knew me well, ñStand up for yourself. I know you care but you know how he lies too.ò 

ñShould I call you back later tonight?ò 

ñWhat do you think? I wouldnôt miss hearing about this if I had to drink a pot of 

Folgers and light a fire under my ass to keep awake.ò 

ñThanks, Ethel, Iôll let you know what Ricky says,ò and I added, ñTell Fred hi for 

me.ò 

God, I was nervous, why would he want to talk to me? Things were better without 

him in my life. Yes, the emails got me going, but I was still keeping my insecurities in 

check as well as I could. Within a couple rings he picked up. 

As he said hello, I could sense nervousness in his voice. 

ñKurt, this is Terry. I was told you were trying to reach me,ò my tone was calm and 

adult. 

ñYeah, I wanted to talk to you. I couldnôt find your number...well, I...eréactually 

threw it away.ò His words were slurred and hesitant. 

ñOh,ò was all I could reply, that showed how quickly he moved on, probably threw 

my number out before getting ten feet away from the Chicago Theater. 

ñDo you need something?ò 

ñYeah, I just wanted to say Iôm sorry...er...I...havenôt been feeling...well. I was 

feeling sort of sad, and I wanted to...toéhear your voice.ò 

ñOh, Iôm sorry, well, are you okay?ò 

ñYeah, Iôm...okay. I...felt like we needed to talk about things.ò 

ñOkay, then talk.ò 

ñWell...I wanted to talk about us.ò He sounded like a little boy. 

ñThen talk. What do you need to say?ò 

ñI...I...miss you,ò and he started to cry. 

All that reserve began to crumble inside when he said he wanted to see me again, to 

talk to me and that heôd never stopped loving me. 

I was in control, but slowly giving in, even though I knew he was high. More in tune 

with things, it would be best to watch him a little closer. Did he want to come over? 

 He said no, he didnôt feel well. Did he want me to go to his condo? Again he paused 

as if thinking of an answer, ñEr...my place is sort of a wreck. Probably not the best place 

for us to talk.ò  

I bet it wasnôt. When youôre high on Crystal having sex parties, housekeeping isnôt 

exactly your first priority, it would probably take a day to clean the lube off the 

doorknobs. 

ñWhat about dinner tomorrow?ò I asked. 

ñYes, Iôd like that, sweetie.ò  

Melting, but still holding on, I gave this option, ñDo you want me to call you 

tomorrow to work out the details? You sound a little tired right now.ò 



ñI am...I...I...miss you so much.ò 

Did he want me to call his cell phone or work? 

ñWell...you can try my cell phone but,ò and he laughed half-heartedly, ñIôm not sure 

if itôll work. I forgot to pay the bill, and it might be turned off.ò 

I see, knowing what that probably meant also. 

ñThen Iôll try you at work if that doesnôt go through.ò 

ñDo you...need my cell or...or myéwork number?ò 

ñNo, I still have them programmed in my phone,ò I answered, hoping to throw a 

little guilt on him, ñIôll talk to you tomorrow.ò 

ñOkay, sweetheart...I...I miss you...I want...I want to see you.ò 

ñYou will, youôll be okay.ò 

I sensed a relieved smile in his laugh as he said, ñI love you.ò 

ñGet some sleep,ò I replied. Inside I thought, God, he must be awful right now, still, 

maybe he means it, otherwise he wouldnôt have called, even if he was high. 

He replied with, ñI will honey. I think Iôll sleep better tonight than I have in a long 

time...Bye.ò  

When I phoned Tina, she was all ears. Giving her the news Iôd be meeting Kurt for 

dinner the next night, she advised against it, knowing the love/hate thing going on inside 

me. She knew my vulnerability, but I re-assured her I wasnôt about to go off the deep end. 

I still cared about him and if there was a chance he needed help, perhaps I could do 

something and it would make things better between us. 

Listening patiently, she realized Iôd do whatever I wanted in the end anyway. She 

simply said, ñJust be careful.ò 

The next day I called his cell around two in the afternoon. It was working and he 

answered, much more centered than the night before. Although still friendly, he didnôt 

sound as desperate or that he needed me this time. 

Talking for a while, I finally asked, ñKurt, do you want to try to work on our 

relationship again?ò not actually thinking he would, but I wanted to know how heôd 

respond. It would tell me a lot about his mindset of last night as opposed to right now. 

This time he hem-hawed around trying to make it seem he was saying yes, but also 

saying no, without actually saying either yes or no. 

Iôm moving away, we need to talk, I miss you, all these things were said and I knew 

he really called the previous night simply because he was high and sad. The Meth 

depression had probably hit, perhaps a trick that didnôt work out brought memories of me 

and the comfort of one person, maybe he just felt sorry for me. I realized immediately 

this was probably just another game to him, one more mask to convey the image of the 

good guy. 

Agreeing to meet by the merchandise mart downtown after work, I called Tina 

before heading over there, and she once again offered a boost of confidence, telling me to 

be strong and levelheaded. 

I was nervous, there was no doubt, but once he approached at the corner near the 

mart, those fears subsided, with that charming smile of his again working its magic, and 

he didnôt appear out of sorts. After some general hello, how are yous, we went to a pizza 

parlor down the street to talk. 



This time, as he spoke of our breakup, there was no mention of my online hookup or 

the empty six-pack under the sink, and I knew by now theyôd been excuses for him to 

leave anyway and had nothing to do with it. 

We talked about him not feeling wanted enough, of me feeling too smothered, then 

he brought up a lot of behavioral patterns heôd shown in the past and the conversation 

gradually became more about him and his problems than about us.  

Within the last week he had dinner with every single long-term boyfriend he had, of 

which there were apparently three. He needed to find out what he was doing wrong, why 

was he driving people away, so he asked each one of them those questions. 

He didnôt mention what their answers were and I donôt know if I was included as one 

of the three, although I imagined I was since I couldnôt picture anyone putting up with his 

over-the-top behavior very long, and weôd dated almost three months. 

I, however, didnôt then or now consider him a long-term relationship, no matter how 

much I cared. Three months may be a long time to some gay men, but if you go by length 

of time, this relationship was just a drop in the bucket to me. 

Overall, it was a pleasant adult conversation, and it impressed me he didnôt go 

overboard. The one time he did was when he again looked deep in my eyes, saying, ñIôll 

always love you, you know.ò  

And just like that song, ñHere You Come Again,ò there went all my defenses. 

He wanted to continue our talk after dinner, so I suggested we stop by my place for a 

while, knowing it would be easier to be open about things if nobody else was around to 

hear. He said heôd like that, and when we exited my elevator and walked down the hall, 

he suddenly stopped.  

Was he okay? 

ñYeah, Iôm fine. I just never thought Iôd ever be here again.ò 

Once in my apartment, we sat down on the couch. Although I still cared about him, I 

was very much on my guard.  

He was moving to Los Angeles, the date wasnôt set yet, but it was definitely going to 

happen. Then he said something about us still loving each other and still being there for 

each other, like he wanted his cake and to eat it too. 

No, he never went to Paris. Once at the airport, he almost boarded the plane, but then 

thought, ñI canôt go without Terry,ò and flew to Los Angeles instead. I didnôt even come 

close to buying that, he was saying it for effect. Spending his birthday at Disneyland with 

his best friend Matt, most of the day heôd been crying over me. I didnôt buy that either, 

although I didnôt let on at the time. I just listened and kept my mouth shut, silently having 

no doubt much of his time in Los Angeles involved going to the sex clubs, getting high. 

Then he said something impressively self-analytical. The move to L.A. would be 

good for him, but he also realized any baggage he had would be going along with him it 

wouldnôt just disappear. He said a former therapist once observed he liked to push people 

away and make them leave him, that heôd pushed me to the point where, ñSee, I canôt 

even get Terry to love me.ò  

This was fairly in-depth stuff, and I thought, wow, he really is trying to be as honest 

as possible right now.  

He referred to all the weight heôd recently lost (I knew why,) and then, very sadly, he 

put his face in his hands, saying, ñThings are falling apart. Iôm so sick of the way my life 

is spinning out of control. I donôt ever, ever want to do that stuff again.ò 



Wow, this was it, he was beginning to show some actual honesty.  

I told him, ñI know about what youôve been doing, and Iôve been very worried about 

you. I donôt want you to hurt yourself.ò I was impressed he was starting to admit his 

Meth use. 

Then, he did the creepiest thing, lifting his head up, he coolly looked me straight in 

the eye, with almost no emotion, and said, ñWhat are you talking about? What do you 

mean?ò He stared straight at me, almost through me. 

To put it plainly, I was creeped out by this, big time. I could see the masks being put 

on, taken off, then replaced by others, but after I realized this ñPoor little meò demeanor 

was an odd mask also, I backed away emotionally. I sensed a complete stranger sitting 

next to me, someone I didnôt feel safe with and didnôt trust.  

I donôt remember how I replied, but I certainly didnôt tell him I was talking about 

TINA, although it was cowardly of me, I know. I shouldôve fought him with the truth, 

and looking back, Iôm ashamed I didnôt. This had been my moment to do something, but I 

turned chicken shit. To this day I regret not forcing the issue. 

Finally, after a very, very long pause, tired and worn out, I asked, ñWhy did you call 

me last night?ò I just wanted to get this over with. 

He apologized he hadnôt phoned that Monday after the Chicago Theater, but he 

needed time to think. After awhile, he expected heôd never see me again, but ñyou just 

wouldnôt disappear like I thought you would. You kept popping up in my life again and 

you wouldnôt go away. I realized you needed help.ò 

There it was, the actual answer he believed. ñYou needed help.ò None of this had 

been about him or his issues at all. The role of ñGood guy showing concernò was now 

heading for its Broadway tryout and his magnamonious gesture would vindicate him as a 

ñcaring personò in my eyes, or so he probably thought. But I wasnôt that stupid anymore. 

He was accurate on one thing though, yeah, I needed help, but it was too little too 

late, the phone line, the emails, the card, the letter, the running into him at the bar that 

Wednesday, no, I hadnôt ñgone away.ò  

On the phone, heôd mentioned he had not noticed me that Wednesday night. He said, 

ñOh, really? I didnôt see you. What time did you come into the bar?ò 

Now, he admitted he had seen me, but only noticed after I went to use the rest room. 

Just more lies.  

He denied receiving my first angry letter. ñReally? I never got a letter from you, 

what was in it?ò He was lying about that too. 

I told him it had been full of anger and that I calmed down after having sent it. 

Forget about it, I said. His face registered no response, nothing, just a blank, intense stare. 

Then I asked, ñWhat happened to your ring?ò referring to the claddaugh ring Iôd 

given him for Christmas, his ñengagement ringò as he mistakenly called it. 

All he said was, ñWhat ring?ò 

Once again, I got this creepy sense he was just not right and was saying whatever it 

took to either ignore something or get his way. 

I thought to myself, with him sitting right there next to me, and for as serious as my 

reactions had been internally over the last five months, shouldnôt I be losing it? Shouldnôt 

there at least be a tear or two?  



But no, nothing was there, I was just observing. His romantic Hallmark mask was 

applied while he spoke of love in the clouds and long distance memories, but I knew that 

was bullshit. 

Worn out with all this, but not really physically tired, I asked Kurt if he wanted to 

spend the night and he said yes. It was probably a mistake, but you know, not really. I 

doubt it was a very wise thing to do but it gave me a chance to say goodbye inside, to 

have that closure.  

Tina had said, ñAbove all else, donôt sleep with him,ò but itôd been so long since I 

experienced physical passion and emotion combined, I intensely wanted to hold him one 

last time.  

So I did...and it took all of five minutes, big whoop.  

When he kissed me there was that odd petroleum taste to his mouth, the obvious 

residue of Meth. I knew the taste, having felt it within myself twice since weôd broken 

up. He was coming down from a Meth high. 

Drifting off to sleep, once more his emotions took a 180 and he clung to me, saying 

out loud, ñPlease, donôt leave me. Donôt let me go away to California, be my husband 

forever, love me forever. I love you so much,ò he sounded desperate. The momentary 

depression and residue of TINA fogged his mind.  

Iôd never let myself get like that when high, but then again, I hadnôt as much 

experience as him. I still thought it might be something you could walk away from fairly 

easily. I didnôt yet understand. 

He fell asleep almost immediately. I, however, did not sleep, staring at the ceiling, 

backtracking over the last five months, realizing I was now next to a man I hardly knew, 

who was living in a dark, scary world which had taken my fantasy from me. 

During the middle of the night, the tears that simply didnôt exist earlier now burst the 

dam. An uncontrollable weeping spell overcame me and although Kurt never did wake up 

completely, he pulled me into his arms and held me.  

I donôt know what he suspected I was feeling, perhaps he felt sorry for me, but I 

couldnôt stop crying for two solid hours, thinking of his lies, that I was thankful heôd be 

moving away to California, allowing me to let him go inside. Sad that what started out as 

such a romantic, beautiful thing, turned into this nightmare of drugs, deception and on 

both our parts, co-dependency. 

He probably looked to me that last November as a little island of safety in his 

stormy, fucked up sea of Crystal Meth. I seemed to be able to handle it, but then he 

discovered I didnôt want to do it at all in a relationship, so he put on that mask of ñI never 

did it much and donôt really approve of it anyway.ò 

Back then, he admitted many of his friends were moving away from him emotionally 

and physically, but he didnôt know why. I knew why, itôs a common symptom of people 

getting fed up with someone who wonôt stop the drugs. 

I was also crying because I let him down. I hadnôt been good enough to keep him 

away from TINA.  

My emotions subsided as the dawn broke on a Saturday morning. 

Around eight, he woke up and got dressed, he had to be getting to his sisterôs out in 

the suburbs for her housewarming. No mention was made by either of us about the 

previous night, things were awkward and I just wanted to be alone.  



I smiled. He smiled. I walked him to the hallway. He put his briefcase over his right 

shoulder and said, ñIôll call you later,ò while giving me a kiss. As he walked out my door, 

he turned around and looked back, smiling the beautiful smile that attracted me the night 

we first met. ñBye Honey,ò he said as he headed toward the elevator. 

Shutting the door, like I always did by myself, as clichéd as this may sound, I leaned 

against it and sighed. It was over.  

I knew he wasnôt good for me and that he wouldnôt call anyway. There was a surge 

of relief, still mixed with a lot of other emotions, mind you, but mainly relief. I knew it 

would take a long time to straighten out my confusion and sift through conflicting 

emotions. But at least this section of it all was over. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Part Two ð Sowing 

ñWhat am I going to do tonight? What would be the best thing for me right now?ò 

Thatôs what I asked myself within a half hour of Kurt leaving. 

This was an important moment, and although emotionally exhausted, I decided to let 

go again that evening and cut loose. It was a Saturday night, how about the baths? 

At eleven p.m. the place was crowded, men everywhere, cruising around in towels. 

Walking by a large room, I noticed three guys inside and recognized one of them, saying, 

ñHey, I know you!ò  

Looking over at me, he replied, ñHey, howôs it going? Been awhile!ò This sounds 

like an absolutely idiotic way to hook-up and he probably didnôt remember me from 

Adam, he was simply being nice. Heôd known so many Adams over the years, I doubt 

heôd recognize one fig leaf from another.  

Joe was his name, and weôd met seven months earlier, at this same place, of course. 

Very adventurous when it came to sex, he made an impression the first time because he 

was so friendly, something that isnôt really common in such an anonymous, attitude filled 

environment. 

 All three were friends and Joe introduced me to his buddies, Will and Donny. 

Obviously comfortable with each other, I instantly felt the same. Asking if I wanted to 

party, I said, ñHell, yeah,ò and for the third time in a month, smoked TINA. After giving 

me a few pointers on how to light the bowl properly, we had a blast, especially after a 

handsome brunette joined us for a good three hours, although he was a complete bottom.  

By this time, Will and I were both suffering from what is commonly referred to as 

ñcrystal-dick.ò Fairly common among PnPôrs, crystal-dick is what makes a lot of men 

into bottoms while partying. I donôt know exactly what it is about Meth that affects some 

menôs abilities to maintain erections, but impotence after long drug sessions can be a 

common symptom. As such, when a person does have the stamina to actually be a 

consistent top while partying, theyôre almost idolized in the underground Meth world. On 

one level, thatôs pretty shallow, but when sex is the golden goal of an overworked libido, 

tops can many times have whomever they want.  

The brunette was nice about it and full of compliments, although he may have just 

been there for the drugs, but who knows. Joe and Donny came and went out of the room 

every so often, (TINA can make you want more, more, more, variety, you, him, them!) 

but the brunette stuck with Will and I.  

As dawn hit, we decided to take a break and get together later at Willôs apartment to 

continue. The brunette said he had to stop at home first, so we all exchanged numbers, I 

took a shower and headed out to run some errands. 

Later, around noon, I called the brunette, but his number was out of service, figures, 

the liar. Will phoned, saying, ñHey, at least your number works.ò Heôd called the guy 

also and got the same message, ñWhy canôt people just be honest?ò he asked. 

Joining them that afternoon, I felt absolutely no moral issues about what we were 

doing. As odd as it may sound, this was the first time I completely bonded physically and 

emotionally with a group. That group with Sam a few weeks before had been a 5.2 on the 

Richter scale, this was a 7.1.  

ñI canôt believe this is happening?!ò I thought, ñItôs like a fantasy!ò The things we 

were doing like something out of porn, positions, words, total comfort, smiles, laughter, 

complete openness on an intensely erotic level. 



They asked if I wanted to PnP with them on a regular basis, weôd all be buddies. The 

three of them had been close for several months now, I was just the latest addition they 

felt worked well enough to join their circle. All three were attractive, and the chemistry 

so strong we shouldôve had our own symbol on the periodic table. Exactly what I needed 

at the time, it was one of those moments everything happened for a reason. No longer did 

I need to mope around feeling alone, I had Disneyland with all its ñE-ridesò just a phone 

call away. 

I didnôt realize it at the time, but this group would become some of my closest 

friends in the PnP world, especially Will, who looked out for me, helping me understand 

many of the things I was experiencing. Most men walked into the drug world solo, and 

when they used the term ñfriends,ò really meant ñhookups on a regular basis,ò not people 

they actually talked to about feelings. That wasnôt the case with the four of us, although 

yes, we were also ñhookups on a regular basis,ò but over the coming months there would 

be many honest conversations and emails asking for, and giving advice between us.    

I almost immediately found people in the same place I was, not as nervous perhaps, 

but as far as the oat sowing went, all in the same place at roughly the same time. 

 

Two vacations were lined up for me that April, needing to get away from Chicago 

and the things Iôd been dealing with. Scottie, Dominic and I were heading to Manhattan 

for Easter to see Patti LuPone in concert at Feinsteinôs supper club and then, two weeks 

later, I was taking Tina down to Dollywood and the Smoky Mountains.  

A good boy in New York, there was no hooking up at all, although I more than made 

up for it the night before when I missed my flight, due to an intense drug session with a 

handsome red-head at the baths. By now, I was buying TINA in quarter bags, thanks to 

the contacts Will and that gang brought me. I never actually had a ñDealer,ò Will would 

just buy it for me when he ordered some. 

Because I was able to catch another flight, the red head had been worth it. No 

condoms were used, we barebacked, the subject was not even brought up. Although itôs a 

hard thing to admit, unsafe sex is the norm in the PnP community and you may as well 

assume I was an incredible fool for an entire year.  

Kurt had insisted on barebacking, now I was in a world where nobody was even 

mentioning condoms. When I first started going to the baths, I quickly learned the 

unwritten rules, you have to assume every single person you meet there is HIV+, even if 

they say they arenôt. Call it bullshit, but in the heat of a potential hookup, Iôve actually 

heard men say, ñGive me a fucking break,ò and walk away when safe sex was brought 

up. Not often, but enough for me to know condoms are a low priority among PnPôrs. 

Many men will jump on the politically correct bandwagon and clean up their unspoken 

desires to fit in that nice little healthy package the posters market, but if you donôt bring it 

up, itôs your own fault for being unsafe. Trust nobody. 

However, if somebody asks what your HIV status is, itôs only humane you tell them. 

I once had a guy approach me at the baths, saying, ñI donôt want to use a condom but Iôm 

negative.ò 

I replied, ñWell, Iôm positive so Iôm sorry, weôll have to use one.ò 

After a pause, he said, ñWell...Iôm really positive.ò 

Surprised but calm, I told him, ñWhat if I was some young kid straight off the farm, 

stupid enough to believe you? You need to act more like a human being and you need to 



get the hell out of my room.ò He was so taken back he high-tailed it out of there. I donôt 

mean to sound like a hypocrite or that I placed myself on some sanctimonious pedestal, I 

didnôt, but one of the biggest things I and many others have to account for is our silence 

regarding the HIV issue, which can be a heavy, very private self assessment.  

One night, Donny hooked up with a guy in the room next to Willôs. Donny was 

supposedly negative at the time (which I highly doubt) and Will overheard Donny ask the 

guy next door what his status was. The answer was ñnegative,ò yet Will knew the guy 

wasnôt. Will marched next door, knocked, and put a stop to that hookup right away, 

explaining to Donny he couldnôt just take someoneôs word about their HIV status.  

Of course, Donny barebacked all the time, no matter who he was with, so did Will, 

but Will was a total top, and exclusive tops are less at risk of catching HIV than bottoms. 

Iôm not saying they arenôt at risk, Iôm just saying look at what actually happens inside the 

bottom and compare it with what happens to the top. The risk is greater for the receptive 

partner because the lining of the anus and rectum is extremely thin and filled with small 

blood vessels that can easily be injured during intercourse.  

Iôm not saying barebacking is okay, Iôm just pointing out not everything is black and 

white. The sad thing was the guy who lied about it to Donny was a counselor for one of 

the leading HIV support organizations in Chicago. 

 

After arriving in New York and wiping the smile off my face, we headed to the club 

and were given a table next to the intimate stage, we couldnôt have been more than four 

feet from the edge. Scottie was bawling the minute LuPone walked out since the whole 

show was torch/my man left me type songs, great timing, I thought.  

Because we were so close, she could see our reactions, especially during an encore 

of ñI Love Parisò from ñCan-Can.ò Scottie was a mess all along, but this song got to me. 

It reminded me of my ex, Peter and also Kurt, both of whom planned fortieth birthday 

vacations to Paris with me before each respective break-up.  

I really hated Paris by this point, but as she started singing, I couldnôt help it, the 

memories got to me and a little tear welled up. Patti noticed it when she looked over and 

started singing the song directly to me, her eyes getting a little misty also. Looking 

straight at me as she sang, Iôve never felt such a connection with a live performer. 

Although I realize sheôs a genius at her craft and Iôve personally seen her many times 

open the waterworks on stage, it was still meaningful to me. Of course, she was also 

probably wondering who the sap was next to the stage. 

A week later, I got this email, and I was touched since she really didnôt know me, 

other than as a fan. 

ñDear Terry, Thanks for the wonderful compliments at the show. Iôm glad you liked 

it. I know Dollywood will be great fun for you, and I hope that your heart is mending. 

Love, Pattiò 

How pathetic was I getting? Now I was whining to theater stars about my personal 

problems.  

Excuse me while I pick up that name I dropped on the floor. 

 

Kurt sent me an email just before we left. Although it was short, kind, and wished 

me a blessed Easter, I was at a loss how to handle it. Putting on a smart-ass act in my 

reply, I wished him well, saying Scottie and Iôd be fighting over who got to be Judy 



Garland in the Easter Parade, but honestly, I was torn up inside, especially when he ended 

the note with, ñLove, Kurt.ò  

When I got back I made two decisions, one was I needed therapy. The second was I 

needed to write another letter to Kurt asking he not contact me again. Iôd never heal if 

this continued, so I once more told him how I felt. Looking back, it was the right thing to 

do at the time, but not in the long run since it made him angry. I shouldôve just let it go, 

but no, I had to make a grand dramatic gesture and cut the cord of contact like a 

Barrymore. 

I never spoke to or heard from Kurt again. 

 

Therapy? It was a big step for me to admit I needed it, having grown up in a family 

where it was unheard of. To them, a person should solve their own issues and besides, 

ñWhy the hell would you pay somebody to listen to your problems? Give me the money, 

Iôll listen to you.ò 

My friend Val gave me some pointers, to only go with someone I could be 

completely honest with, if you lie, then what the hell is the point? Youôre never going to 

reach the core of your problem by avoiding the truth.  

Once again, the Gods were on my side, with my first try I immediately found a 

genuine human being always willing to take me seriously when needed, yet he could 

burst forth with a wonderful laugh also, putting me at ease.  

When I first said the words, ñYeah, I was having fun with my good friend Tina the 

other night...ò meaning Tina Peterson, I could tell coffee was ready to shoot through his 

nose but he was trying to contain it. I said, ñItôs okay...you can laugh, it is funny, I 

admit...ò and he let go with a chuckle only slightly louder than my own. 

Most of the time Iôd gab about my life and by the end of the session, talk myself into 

what was essentially common sense. He had honest, great input and was one of the 

people who got me through the guilt over Kurt. He said once I was actually a very 

centered person, there wasnôt much wrong with me, I was just sensitive and a bit gun-shy 

from my past, thatôs all. 

As the months went by, he did eventually convince me, and it took a long time, that 

the drugs werenôt working. He said some people could handle them, I couldnôt. Iôd 

sometimes agree with him, but then ñjust one more timeò would pop up, Iôd try it, tell 

him, just to have him shake his head and say all over again it wasnôt for me.  

I wasnôt ready to listen until I was ready to listen, thatôs all there was to it. 

Eventually I was ready. 

All for therapy after I started, I still believe everyone should try it, even if they have 

their crap together. Many people had nobody to talk to but I was lucky to have lots of 

people and was even good at talking to myself in my own head. Not out loud, of course, 

Iôm not Sybil for Gods sake, but I could often examine situations and ask afterward, 

ñHow did I react to that, and why?ò  

The best thing about therapy is no matter how sad I was shuffling in, I usually 

always strolled out with a smile. 

 

Going online to satisfy the immediate sexual thing, I started smoking a lot more 

TINA with Will and the gang. Although still visiting Val at the bars, I didnôt drink, 



knowing alcohol would take away the Meth high. Life felt empty compared to having a 

boyfriend to do things with, I was learning how to be single and it still felt a bit foreign. 

My best friend from Des Moines, David Kinser, came in to visit around this time but 

I didnôt go out with him much, other than happy hour, not being interested in the crowds.  

He said he was a bit concerned, that I didnôt seem like myself anymore, not talking 

as loudly or jokingly as I used to. I told him, ñIôll get over it eventually, I imagine.ò Blah, 

Blah, Blah, glad to meet you Eeyore, sometimes I was doing everything but looking for 

my lost tail. 

Not that I wasnôt getting enough tail in other ways. 

 

Two online hookups in one day around this time were both affected negatively by 

TINA. The first was with a guy who seemed handsome and built in his picture, but Iôd 

heard stories of many people putting fake photos on their profiles, which seems pretty 

stupid. The trickôs going to find out once you show up, didnôt people feel embarrassed 

being caught in a lie? If somebody did that to me, Iôd probably walk out. 

Arriving at his place, I noticed he was thirty pounds lighter and his face not nearly as 

full, but he was the man in the photograph, the difference obviously due to drugs and 

HIV.  

There are some Anti-Meth campaigns which feature before and after photos detailing 

the shocking deterioration of the body, many images going from pumped up muscle to 

skeletal. To be honest, I didnôt see such images in person very often, and I encountered a 

large number of users. Personally, I believe the users I knew hit bottom emotionally and 

mentally long before they hit it physically. This guy was about as close as I came to those 

Meth campaigns, and even then, he didnôt look awful, he just looked far less beefy than 

his photo.  

Immediately pulling out a pipe, he didnôt ask, or even seem to care, about my 

reaction, which seemed a bit dangerous without getting to know me a little, but I thanked 

him and we smoked a bowl. The sex lasted all of ten minutes, then he suddenly had to 

paint the living room, Iôm not kidding.  

He didnôt care if I stuck around, he just needed to get his living room painted, it 

turned into an obsession right then and there. I didnôt think he was trying to get rid of me, 

but this light suddenly went on, ñI have to paint the living room before the day is over.ò 

He even asked if I wanted to help, needless to say, I wasnôt in the mood for ñHome 

Improvement,ò so I left.  

Sometimes a common symptom when partying for long periods, people obsess on 

one thing, try to do it, yet canôt stay focused enough to actually get it done. That never 

happened with me, the only thing even remotely close was when Iôd try to find my 

clothes after a hookup. Obviously forgetting where theyôd been thrown in the beginning, 

since underwear, socks and jeans basically all look the same, it would take me forever to 

find mine. That was about the worst I got, and that was annoying enough, luckily, it 

usually happened at friendôs homes, where I wasnôt embarrassed by it. 

The other weird quirk I had was when Iôd tried to crack a joke while high, grossly 

miscalculating others ability to recognize wit or connect puns, and each line would go 

over like a lead balloon. Iôm sure my delivery was a bit off too, not that I was attempting 

standup comedy during TINA hookups, but who knows, maybe my performance in bed 

caused a lot more laughter than I suspected.  



Sarcasm would slap me in the face and run around the corner giggling. 

 

Going back home, I went online again. Okay, I picked one bad egg, letôs return to the 

henhouse. Chatting this time with a guy whose picture looked pretty hot, I took a cab to 

his place, where I wasnôt disappointed, and wondered what the hell he was doing with 

me. His name was Patrick and again, out came the bowl of TINA. Just as we got revved 

up he asked if it would be okay if a couple friends came over. Pretty high by this time, 

the drug had lifted any hesitance towards groups, so I said sure and was told, ñGood, 

because I already told them it was okay.ò 

The first one, Hunter, arrived and made quite an impression since he was friendly, 

handsome and above all, acted like a gentleman, which was the absolute only way to 

describe him. I doubt youôd very often hear someone in the PnP community described 

like that, but itôs true. 

Showing concern for everyone, he was genuinely interested in what you had to say to 

him. Now, this was a sexual hookup, I wasnôt there to discuss my life or how I felt about 

politics, but this guy had ñit,ò whatever ñitò is. 

The next man showed up and was very thin, almost sickly thin and again, looked like 

one of those anti-Meth campaigns, although Iôd no idea what he looked like before, so I 

canôt really judge. Head shaved, three or four tattoos all over his body, he was also 

sketchy and rough.  

What their relationships were to one another, I didnôt know, but I enjoyed my time 

with Hunter and Patrick. The other guy I didnôt feel at ease with, and once he came in, 

Hunter would disappear with him into the bathroom, then later, Patrick would do the 

same. It didnôt bother me, I was having fun with whoever was left and I wasnôt stupid, I 

knew what was going on, but didnôt really care.  

They were ñslamming,ò in other words, injecting the drug with a needle. In the gay 

PnP community, there was almost a sub-culture of users who slammed. Many men are 

scared of it, either due to the higher possibilities of addiction involved, their fear of 

needles or the idea that injecting a drug is harsh and ñstreet.ò It only takes seconds to hit 

and while intrigued by the concept, I still wasnôt interested. Not that they offered, I 

mustôve looked like a goody two shoes to them, which I have to laugh at since I was 

rolling around on the bed just as eager for decadent fun as they. 

Once each of their slams hit, their concentration went all over the place and they 

couldnôt stay centered. They didnôt want to paint the room or anything, but still, I wasnôt 

at the same level, so I made my exit. 

Thatôs the reason many slammers only want to play with other slammers, just like 

some TINA users are leery of hooking up with non-users, sex sometimes becomes apples 

and oranges between the participants at those times.  

 Hunter wanted my number before I left, but somehow with all the ins and outs to the 

bathroom it didnôt happen. Patrick was nice and a few days later emailed, asking if Iôd 

gotten sick afterward. I told him yes, I had felt a little queasy but nothing major and it 

disappeared in a day or two. Both Patrick and Hunter had been sick also, suspecting the 

fourth guy had given us something, so I went to the Dr. to check it out. Everything 

appeared okay, and I was honest with him about the Meth use. Wide eyed, he gave me a 

shocked look, with an ñOh, my God!ò then a stern lecture about using Crystal Meth. Like 

a nervous child, I felt judged and was never comfortable talking about it with him again. 



Although a respected doctor, it was a seriously wrong move on his part. Not the 

lecture, thatôs important, but he shouldôve made me feel at ease, that I could speak to him 

about anything, after all he was my doctor.  

The result? I lied to him at every moment in the future when he asked. Talking to 

other guys about it, some said they did the same thing for the same reasons with their 

doctors, they felt judged and ashamed. Others told me although their doctors didnôt 

approve, of course, they felt comfortable enough to talk because itôd been made clear it 

was okay to be honest.  

His ñOh, my God!ò didnôt help matters any, and needless to say, I donôt go to that 

doctor anymore.  

 

Two weeks later, Jordan called, he wanted to hang out and do drugs. I was in the 

mood, so I said sure, and by this time, was past the ñDo not mention the name of he who 

shall not be spoken of,ò such a drama queen. 

Talking of things that didnôt seem very deep to me, but obviously were to him, he 

mentioned friends who pissed him off, hookups that hadnôt worked, how great the TINA 

was, Man, that guy is fantastic in the sack, letôs email him, usual drug talk. 

Donôt get me wrong, I saw something good in Jordan, but the things heôd say didnôt 

fool me. High almost all the time, he was a fantastic talker in bed and I wondered if Kurt 

borrowed some of his ñdialogueò from Jordan, but like Kurt, when it came to actually 

doing something, not a lot really happened.  

Sometimes with Meth users it took forever to actually have sex and when it did, itôd 

last for a short time, but then it was back to the pipe, talking about what was going to 

happen. Some of the few occasions I actually got cocky and ticked off at tricks were 

when theyôd never get around to the reason we were supposed to be together, yet enough 

dialogue had been expended talking about it youôd wonder if somewhere, sometime, 

someone had paid them for sex by the word.    

ñMan, why are you being so distant lately? I thought we were friends?ò How could I 

tell him none of my ñfriendsò showed up at five a.m. unplanned and hauled out a glass 

pipe of TINA, hoping to watch porn all day.  

As much as he helped me, I didnôt feel comfortable with him any longer and I was 

having adventures with others now. He suggested we go online. Bored, I was all for it. 

Chatting with several people, we eventually hooked up with one of them, and when I 

opened the door, to my surprise, it was Hunter. 

ñTerry? Well, Hey Mister! How are you? I didnôt know that was you online! I 

wanted to get your number last time but you were gone.ò  

After introducing him to Jordan, we all smoked Meth but again, sex really didnôt 

happen between the three of us. I think Hunter intimidated Jordan, so Hunter pressed him 

to see what was wrong. Hunter could sell snake oil to a cobra and I learned he was 

always trying to play ñMister Concerned.ò 

Eventually Hunter said he was taking Jordan downstairs for ice cream from the 

corner store in my building. Something was wrong, it certainly wasnôt a three way, just 

two people having fun and one getting higher and higher. More than happy to take a 

break, bored out of my mind with Jordan there, I thought, ñStop the talking and get it on 

already.ò But, there were a few times Iôd do the same thing during three ways in the 

future, so I was cool about it. 



Within fifteen minutes they returned and Jordan packed his things, not nearly as 

cocky.  

ñI gotta go do some stuff and Iôm supposed to see a friend anyway. Iôll talk to you 

later, man,ò he said, walking out the door. That was the last time I hooked up or partied 

with Jordan. 

Over the next year I heard a lot about him though. It usually involved him borrowing 

money and never being heard from again. A bad reputation in the PnP/online community 

followed him and everyone seemed to know of him, whether theyôd actually met or not.  

I still remembered though, that he openly cried in front of me when speaking of his 

father and childhood, and I knew he wasnôt as tough as he liked to appear. He confided 

his real name wasnôt even ñJordan,ò it was Lamont, and that he lied to people about it 

because he wanted to leave his south side poverty behind him, thinking ñJordanò sounded 

more exotic and sophisticated. The tales of his father chasing the mother down with a 

pistol seemed a far cry from my midwestern childhood (or were they?) Certainly a 

psychological mess, deep down he was kind to me and had a heart, but by this time, I 

tried to keep shady people at a distance. I met many, and partied with quite a few, but 

usually backed away within a very short time. 

After he left, I asked Hunter ñWhat was all that about?ò 

ñYou know something, heôs in love with you.ò  

Quite frankly that was the last thing I wanted. I didnôt know what had been said 

between them when they went downstairs, but Hunter had a way with people.  

For the rest of the evening, the two of us consumed Meth and each other. Charming 

and caring, Hunter was one of the first individuals to make me feel truly special inside 

after the breakup. Sexually, emotionally and intellectually intriguing all at the same time, 

he talked to me, wanting to know all about me and he was a real schmoozer, which isnôt 

necessarily a bad thing. I wasnôt falling for Hunter, too easy to see through him, but heôd 

be an obvious man to fall in love with if it hadnôt been for TINA.  

Usually, I didnôt bring up the Kurt saga with tricks, but Hunter kept pushing me 

about my past, my feelings, why was I getting involved with Meth? After I gave a run 

down of the past year, he said he didnôt know Kurt, although I have no doubt at some 

time they must have met, what with the merry go round of bedroom doors being rotated 

by Manhunt and TINA.  

I was honest about having hooked up towards the end of the Kurt saga, that I felt 

guilty and had a difficult time knowing he was addicted to Meth. I hoped what Iôd done, 

and the letters Iôd written, hadnôt upset Kurt so badly it made him dive even deeper into 

it. Believing Hunterôs compassion then, I still believe it now, no matter what I saw drug 

abuse do to him in the future. 

He put his hands on my shoulders, saying, ñLook at me. Look at me, straight in the 

eyes.ò  

With a serious, intense expression, he said, ñYou know thatôs not true. His leaving 

had absolutely nothing to do with you. This is an old, old story and although I donôt know 

you well, I can tell what kind of person you are. He wouldôve left you, done the drugs 

anyway, as heavily as he wanted, no matter what youôd done.ò  

His brown eyes were filled with emotion, not negative or necessarily sad, but 

intensely focused on me as he said, ñI should know, Iôm an addict.ò  

 



Once a successful architect, there was a long-term partner he was breaking up with 

addicted to TINA also, but who was slowly conquering it in rehab and support groups.  

Seeing Hunter fairly often over the next few months, I always enjoyed being with 

him. That following night he picked me up, we went for ice cream, then back to his place. 

Conversations were always interesting, he talked often of his past, how drugs had ruined 

his life, that he couldnôt really stop them. Sexually versatile, a hell of a lot of fun, I never 

saw him as anything other than what he was, a caring human being brought down by his 

addiction.  

At the time though, I didnôt think the drug was awful, I was having fun with it too. 

Heôd come very close to losing everything in his life and I still donôt know how he 

got through life smelling like a rose the way he did. Others later told me Kurt had the 

same quality, the only difference was people spoke of Kurt in anger, rolling their eyes, 

thinking he was an odd, flighty person. 

People never said that about Hunter, not in front of me. People got mad at Hunter, 

often, but they didnôt hate him. Even the people I later met whoôd been very close to him 

in the past all confided, ñI had to let him go. He did some things I couldnôt accept and I 

had to walk away.ò But none of those people said, ñI hate him, heôs an awful man,ò 

nothing like that. 

Hunter later did some odd things to me, but I was never bothered by it, since I 

enjoyed him and he came into my life when I needed, raising me up a level from where I 

was. For the short time we were together over the next year, he made me feel special and 

the hookups were perfect, exactly the way they should be, passionate, intense, give and 

take, kind. I suppose ñkindò is an odd word to use, but I certainly would put it in there.  

So many people slam, bam, thank you, Sam, then walk out the door without so much 

as a ñGood Nightò even. Iôm not expecting breakfast, but you were in someoneôs house 

sharing part of their physical life thatôs intensely personal. Perhaps other guys could be 

like that but not me, I was always trying to send people off with Gatorade or something to 

eat.  

God, now I make it sound tricking with me was like hooking up with Aunt Bea. 

 

While partying at his home one time, he invited over a couple he knew, John and Ed. 

Even though they were friendly, for whatever reason I didnôt connect with them, we just 

talked. Hunter slammed in the bathroom for an hour trying to find a vein, returning with a 

bandage wrapped around his arm, finally having hit it. He was one of the few people who 

slammed I could not tell any difference in after the stuff hit, everyone else would act like 

a light went off, but Hunter continued behaving like himself.  

The night ended with the couple leaving, since Hunter was afraid his ex-boyfriend 

might come in unannounced, apparently he still had keys. Hunter had spent much of the 

night peering around corners, hearing noises coming from the door, obvious paranoia 

brought on by the TINA.  

That was all I needed, to get caught in the middle of that mess, and I left ahead of 

Hunter, meeting him down the street so anybody who might be watching wouldnôt see us 

together, that was his idea, even though it sounded a little ñDragnetò to me. After taking 

me home, his car was repossessed within an hour, two nights later he somehow pulled up 

in a new one. 



One night, he was supposed to come over around nine, but nine passed and I heard 

nothing. Ten p.m. he called, saying he was late, be there in fifteen minutes. Eleven p.m., 

nothing, midnight, he called again, he was fixing the garage door opener, be there in ten 

minutes. Finally, at one, I went to bed. Enough of this, heôs tweaking. Two-thirty a.m. 

and my phone rang. Heôs in a cab and on his way, but had to drop off some power tools 

to a friend. Did I want to join him, then go back to my place?  

ñWell, okay,ò I answered, intrigued with his ñpower toolò story enough to want to 

know what the real story was, it sounded almost comedic. 

The cab driver drove west of Boystown perhaps a good thirty blocks, then Hunter 

suddenly realized we were going in the wrong direction. Backtracking to the area we 

originally started from, we pulled up to the address. As we walked into the apartment, a 

man came out with not a stitch of clothing on and I wasnôt very surprised. After 

introducing himself, Hunter said, ñCome on to the back,ò and followed this guy. 

Obviously theyôd just met online before he came over to pick me up. 

Once in the bedroom, a sling was set up with another guy in it, smoking a TINA 

pipe. Porn on, lube out, rubber toys on the bed, those mustôve been what Hunter meant by 

ñpower tools.ò  

I laughed, trying not to insult the two guys, but it was hilarious Hunter came up with 

this cockamamie story when he couldôve just asked, ñHey, Iôm hooking up with two 

guys, you wanna join?ò 

Difficult to get mad at Hunter, you just had to accept the things his addiction did to 

him or else not have him in your life at all, and if you werenôt having fun with him, a 

dozen other men heôd charm would be.  

I told the guys I appreciated being invited, but had an early day tomorrow and 

needed to head home. Hunter walked out with me to make sure I found a cab, obviously 

nervous I might be pissed off. 

ñMad? Iôm not mad, I just canôt figure out why you came up with power tools?ò I 

laughed, ñIf youôd told me the truth, I probably wouldôve joined in, but as it is, Iôm not in 

the mood right now.ò 

He apologized, asking if he could call me in the morning. Sure, I said, waving down 

a cab. Just before I got in, he gave me a kiss, along with, ñDonôt be too mad at me. I like 

you, Terry.ò  

Hunter was just Hunter. 

 

Every Memorial Day in Chicago thereôs an event that draws thousands of gay men 

into the city. Known as IML weekend, it stands for the International Mister Leather 

contest. When I was younger, coming out, the word ñleatherò would scare the shit out of 

my friends, it seemed so decadent and sleazy, images of back rooms and degrading sex.  

Us little preppy, goody two shoes looked at it in a negative way because we were 

young and inexperienced, once older, hell, most of us had tried leather and been in the 

backrooms. 

My first trip to a leather bar began at a party, many years ago. 

ñA backroom? What happens in a backroom?ò I asked a friend named Greg, who 

brought up the subject to Scottie and I. 

ñWhat do you mean, what happens in a back room? What do you think happens 

there?" Greg replied. 



Although it may sound naïve, I was being honest. At the age of thirty-two Iôd never 

been to a backroom before. I suspected what they might be like, but had yet to experience 

one.  

ñYouôve gotta be kidding?!ò Greg said, ñAre you serious?ò 

I had to admit, yes, I was serious, so a vote was taken amongst the three of us. After 

leaving the party weôd take a tour of various backrooms in Chicago.  

Greg gave me some instructions, ñNow, you have to wear leather to get into them. 

You got any leather?ò 

All I had was a nice leather jacket, taking it out of the closet to show him. ñWell, itôs 

a little fancy, but I guess itôll have to do. How about you, Scottie?ò 

Scottie answered, ñThe only leather Iôve got is on my couch, but I do have this nice 

warm parka,ò and he put on a bright yellow coat youôd expect middle school sidewalk 

patrols to wear. 

ñYou two are hopeless,ò Greg replied, as he held up a very worn black leather coat, 

the kind bikers would wear, ñNow, this is backroom leather, baby!ò and he slipped it on 

as we headed out the door for my personal guided tour.  

Our first stop was the Chicago Eagle, and to get to the side entrance we had to cross 

through the back end of a semi truck, placed in the alley for effect with both sides open.  

ñThis is pretty neat,ò I commented, while Greg made some remark along the lines of 

ñWhat do you think this is, Disneyland? Butch it up, Goldilocks.ò 

The icy air blew in as we opened the bar door on a Saturday night, the place crawling 

with men, some with their shirts off, others wearing harness and chaps, most with leather 

jackets. 

My comrades in arms ordered beers while I stopped by the restroom, and when I 

returned Scottie was nowhere to be seen. 

ñWhere did Scottie go?ò I asked, and Greg pointed to the Promised Land, a small 

door in the back of the bar with people going in and out. 

ñOkay then, letôs do it!ò I said, grabbing my beer and heading back there while Greg 

took the lead.  

Reaching the door, there was someone standing guard, Greg walked right in, but just 

as I stepped forward, the guy put his arm up, blocking my way.  

ñWhat?ò I asked.  

He moved one little finger side to side, ñOnly leather gets in the back.ò 

ñWhat do you mean? This is leatheréò I answered. 

ñNoéò he replied, shaking his head along with his finger, ñThatôs show leather.ò 

I looked past the guy, and standing there with his hands on his hips was Greg, rolling 

his eyes. A little further in I could make out the tall 6ô 5ò frame of Scottie, wearing his 

giant yellow parka, with a smart-ass grin from ear to ear. He was animatedly pointing to 

his jacket. 

ñShow leather? What about Big Bird in there?!ò 

The guy turned around to see what I was pointing at, but Scottie ducked behind a 

corner wall and couldnôt be seen. 

He turned back to me, ñSorry, but nothinô fancy gets in the backroom.ò 

I believe I actually stomped my foot like a five year old and said, ñShit!ò while Greg 

made his way back out to the main bar to rejoin me. Close behind him was Scottie, 



looking for all intensive purposes like a target on a barn door. In that bright yellow getup 

he couldôve passed for a giant, bald lemon.  

As he passed through the door, the doorman did a double take, ñHow the hell did you 

get in?ò 

Scottie just gave a smug smile, replying, ñAncient Chinese secretéò and walked 

over to rejoin us.  

Greg was as perplexed as the doorman. ñHow did you get back in there?ò he asked. 

ñSnuck in when he wasnôt looking.ò  

Since I obviously wasnôt ñEagleò material, we headed to a couple of bars up north, 

ones Greg told me werenôt nearly as picky about who they let in their backrooms. Scottie, 

whoôd already had enough fun that night, (read that as one too many cosmopolitans,) 

decided to go home, while we jumped in Gregôs car for the next tour stop.  

Parking in a large hardware storeôs lot, I noticed a sign saying, ñNo parking except 

hardware store shoppers. Violators will be towed.ò 

ñShouldnôt we park somewhere else?ò I asked.  

Greg said, ñNo, the storeôs closed. Why do you think these other twenty cars are 

here? Theyôre all at the leather bars across the street. Besides, where weôre going is a 

óhardwareô store.ò 

This time, I got into the backroom and while it was an interesting first experience, I 

shyly told Greg to stick with me. We stayed all of ten minutes before heading next door 

to another backroom after I told him, ñLetôs go check out the other one, this oneôs sort of 

seedy.ò 

Greg almost yelled at me, ñItôs a fucking backroom! Itôs supposed to be seedy! 

What, now all of a sudden youôre a connoisseur? What are you gonna do, review them for 

the Tribune?!ò  

Walking into the next bar, all eyes were on me, since I was obviously a backroom 

virgin, and every tough looking leather guy in the place could tell. Holding onto Gregôs 

jacket, guys were making a beeline towards me as we headed into a darkened hallway 

that led to another bar, this one with rubber tires hanging on chains as a makeshift 

partition in the back, while porn was playing on the televisions.  

ñCalm down, Beaver, or Ward wonôt be very hard on you tonight,ò Greg joked. As 

much as I love puns, even I groaned at that one, ordering us beers as I huddled a little bit 

closer to him. 

ñCome on,ò we moved towards the partitioned area. Obviously, it was a Saturday 

night and I saw what youôd expect to see in a dimly lit backroom, all the while holding 

onto Greg like some baby elephant being led into the circus. Matter of fact, once I got 

enough courage to actually take a look at some of the guys, I noticed they might make a 

few adult elephants a bit jealous.  

About five minutes in, I was getting a little tired watching the porn, yet too nervous 

to look at anything going on around me. Whenever Iôd get the courage to actually look at 

someone, theyôd glance over, so Iôd look the other way, too inexperienced to make eye 

contact. Just then, a man in his forties walked right by me with his ass hanging out of a 

pair of chaps. 

ñDoesnôt he freeze when he goes out in the cold?ò I asked Greg.  



Obviously I hadnôt used my indoor voice because several pairs of eyes, including a 

few at crotch level in the very back, raised up and shot looks towards me that 

immediately made me realize my mistake. 

ñYou are hopeless,ò was all Greg would say as we made our way out the door.  

Once outside, we looked towards the parking lot and every single car in it was gone. 

All twenty of them had been towed.  

ñWhat the hell?!ò Greg blurted out, ñWe were only gone for a half hour! How do you 

fucking tow twenty cars in a half hour?!ò 

Since we didnôt have enough money between us to get the car out of the pound, we 

took a cab to Gregôs best friend Ernieôs house, about two miles away. As the door opened 

up at two a.m., 6ô 2ò, bald, forty-two year old, chubby Ernie was wearing nothing but a 

long nightshirt with Care bears on it. His butt hanging out from underneath as he yelled, 

ñOh Christ, Gregory! Not again?!ò He whirled around to go back to the bedroom and his 

wallet.  

ñWhat does he mean, again?ò 

ñI didnôt want to tell you this, but my car got towed last night from that same parking 

lot. I had to come here and borrow pound money from Ernie about this time twenty-four 

hours ago.ò 

I couldnôt help stifling a laugh, but Greg countered back with, ñHey, donôt you even 

smile! You were little Miss óIôve never seen a back room beforeéô! Itôs half your fault!ò 

Ernie came around the corner counting out a wad of bills and handed them to Greg. 

ñFor Christôs sake Gregory, next time you get horny, just take a fucking buséò  

One of my favorite jokes was from the movie ñStudio 54.ò As the camera pans the 

main character walking out of the club, you see an African-American woman behind the 

coat check desk, arguing with an obviously gay man trying to talk her into giving him his 

coat, since he lost his ticket.  

Hands on her hips, head moving side to side, she says, ñExcuse me? Do you know 

how many black leather jackets I got back there with poppers and a cock ring in the 

pocket?!ò 

Live and learn, live and learn. 

As the years passed and I gained more experience, I realized there wasnôt anything 

wrong with the leather scene and the only reasons some people looked down on it were 

fear and ignorance. If you donôt like it, donôt do it. Every IML weekend Peter and I 

always left town, partially because it was so crowded with tourists, also because if youôre 

in a relationship, the temptations of the weekend could be a bit much. Sex was 

everywhere. 

This year I wanted to try it, so Will went with me to buy a leather harness, which I 

felt really stupid trying on. Remember Julie Andrews in ñS.O.B.ò when she stripped her 

top off, baring it all? Thatôs what I felt like preparing for IML. 

Because I worked downtown, Iôd been to the leather mart part of the weekend a 

couple times, a large convention area with booths all over selling leather gear, harnesses, 

poppers, whatever fetish you were into. My assistant would sometimes go with me and 

while Iôd come out empty handed, sheôd end up buying some type of leather apparel. Iôd 

be in my corporate shirt and tie and here was this tall, pretty girl next to me checking out 

the dildos, slings and porn like it was something she did every weekend at the mall.  

This year I wanted to participate. No boyfriend, no moral hang-ups, just let óer rip. 



That first Friday night of IML, the attendees were pouring into the city, so Will and 

our group went to a bar where a group of porn stars were premiering some new video and 

appearing, ñonstage,ò which was actually just a pool table covered with plywood.  

Since this was the bar where Iôd met Kurt, there was bit of nervousness, having not 

been there since that night and because he lived nearby, I was afraid of running into him. 

That turned out to be unrealistic, Iôd forgotten what Val told me, that most serious drug 

users donôt go out much, they usually stay within their own homes or go to someone 

elseôs. I never did run into Kurt in a bar, other than that one time, so everything was fine. 

I was shocked by what I saw when I walked in, and it takes a lot to shock me 

anymore, Four or five porn stars were having bareback sex, in front of everyone, seeing 

that in the privacy of someoneôs home or in the baths was one thing, but in a bar? 

Although intrigued, there was still that little guy on my shoulder, hands on his hips, 

saying, ñWhat would your mother think?ò 

Smacking the little guy off my shoulder, I watched the whole thing. Weôd snorted a 

line of TINA beforehand, so we were feeling good. Joe, being Joe, was always horny, 

Will and I were a little more laid back and Donny was like a puppy, happily tagging 

along.  

Donny was in his early forties, but looked about twenty-nine. Great body, heôd done 

porn for Falcon Studios and was always up for whatever was going on in such a childlike 

way, Will would have to look after him and make sure nobody took advantage, because 

Donny couldôve gotten himself into some awful situations sexually. He believed 

everything anybody said to him and could never lie to save his soul. 

There was one time he got pulled over by a cop after having been to an adult 

bookstore, and letôs just say a DNA stain was prominently displayed on his t-shirt. The 

cop asked, ñSiréwhat is that?ò and with total innocence, Donny told him. 

Will rolled his eyes on hearing this, ñCouldnôt you just have lied and said it was óice 

creamô?ò   

Joe was caring and concerned, a genuinely nice person also, but his biggest downfall 

was he could never stop with the sex, and once he got high, forget about it, while others 

needed an occasional break, Joe would happily sit there watching porn, playing with sex 

toys, whatever. Not a mean bone in his entire body, he simply loved sex, vanilla or 

raunchy, groups or one-on-one, it didnôt matter. After coming come down from two or 

three days of partying, the guilt and depression would set in, swearing heôd never do it 

again, then a weekend later, his three ring circus would start all over. Get a guy, almost 

any guy in front of him and he was like an attack dog. If he could obtain national 

citizenship to the Isle of Man heôd probably do it.  

Will and I were the calm ones, he was much more centered, Iôd get more emotional, 

but we were on basically the same wavelength as far as personalities go. Iôd been out a 

long time, Will had only been out a few years, and we were both really letting go for the 

first time. Lucky to have met such people at that particular time in life when I needed to 

go thru what I needed to go thru, who said you couldnôt meet friends in a bathhouse? 

Probably not a good idea to go looking for them there, but these friendships certainly 

dropped in my lap. 

Now, Iôm going to relate a story some people will find absolutely disgusting, so skip 

ahead if you donôt want to hear it, but such tales help explain over the top drug behavior 



some readers would be repulsed by. Because it was Joe, and you had to know Joe, we 

thought it was funny.  

Onstage that night was one of the biggest, and I do mean biggest porn stars in the 

business. A lot of drunks were clamoring for the stage, all keyed up, so things were fairly 

loose. This porn star basically jacked off into the crowd from the stage, and letôs just say 

a few people up front didnôt care if the shrapnel from the explosion hit them since they 

were horny and into it. 

 One of them was Joe. He scrambled to get up there before the fireworks, but missed 

it, eyed this one guy next to the stage wearing a leather jacket, ran to him, licked some 

DNA off the jacket and scurried away in a flash. Jaw dropping to the floor, the man 

looked down at the jacket, then up again, and caught a glimpse of the back of someoneôs 

head disappearing into the crowd. 

Will and Iôs jaws dropped also. ñDid he do what I think he just did?ò 

ñIôm not sure, I guess so.ò 

Staring at Joe for a good thirty seconds when he came running up to us, total shock 

encased our features, we couldnôt even blink. 

Out of breath, Joe just had a smile on his face. 

ñYouôve got to be kidding me,ò I said, and the little guy on my right shoulder fell to 

the floor dead from a heart attack. 

At the Leather Mart the following day, we stopped by a booth selling harnesses, and 

the guy working the table chatted with us a bit, obviously from out of town. 

He said, ñYeah, youôve got some pretty wild, weird characters around here,ò and 

proceeded to tell the story of how he was at a bar the previous night and there were some 

porn stars and he was wearing a leather jacket...and, well, you get the idea. You couldnôt 

take Joe anywhere when he was high. 

In the coming months, Will would get so worn out heôd pack Joeôs bag and send him 

over to my place, like I was some baby sitter, and Joe was always eight steps ahead of me 

on the drugs.  

Weôd talk all erotic about going out on the street to pick up guys, but once down 

there Iôd get shy and embarrassed knowing what the reality was, but Joe would take his 

shirt off and walk around the neighborhood, cruising until Iôd pull him home since I 

really couldnôt do it. After five minutes of feeling studly, Iôd get nervous and start talking 

about the Supremes or something. 

Once, we went online together and created a duel profile, pictures of both of us, stats, 

the works. As we were ñhuntingò and going through the list of profiles one by one, Joe 

enthusiastically yelled, ñWait a minute, wait a minute, check that one out. Those guys are 

hot! Let me see their profile.ò Thinking he was kidding, I let him read it. 

ñMan! Theyôre into the same things we are, and look! Theyôre in the same part of 

town! Email óem! Email óem! Theyôre hot!ò 

Once I realized he was serious I felt like Laurel and Hardy, ñYou idiot, thatôs us!ò  

If Iôd been wearing a hat I wouldôve hit him with it. 

 

Invited to a party at the host hotel that IML weekend, it wasnôt a sleazy run down 

place, it was the Hyatt and I can only imagine the prepping required for the maids and 

staff, to prepare them for condoms all over, lube on the sheets and toys lying around. For 



the hotel to be one big bathhouse, doors open, men cruising the hallways, all the usual 

sexual stuff.  

I was surprised it was allowed, but IML brought a huge amount of money into the 

city and no matter what, money talks. People can scream and holler about morals, but if 

you flash a thousand bucks in front of them, theyôll look the other way. Some say these 

things should not be talked about, that there are certain things the world doesnôt need to 

know. Well, I can understand having some class and leaving out specifics, but this stuff 

happens all the time, everywhere, yet people look the other way (even some of the 

participants) and deny it exists. 

The sex party was in the room of a couple from Texas and it got pretty wild, a little 

too wild in fact, since I accidentally stepped on the wrist of one of the hosts in bed. How 

was I supposed to know he had something wrong with his wrist? Screaming in pain as my 

knee accidentally came down on it, talk about a good way to stop a sex party. Although 

in agony, he got over it quickly and went back to the festivities, while everyone ran to the 

bathroom doing drugs.  

In my embarrassment, the mood was gone, so I said I was getting tired and heading 

to the lobby. Will joined me, but Joe said heôd meet us downstairs in a half hour. We 

knew what that meant.  

ñSee you tomorrow, Joe.ò 

Donny followed Will, there was no way we could leave him alone with only Joe to 

look after him. Donny could be hanging from the balcony and as long as Joe was having 

sex, Donny would never be noticed.  

Once in the lobby, Will said, ñIôm glad you suggested we leave because I was over 

it.ò 

ñMy focus gets too blurred with all those people, I forget who is who,ò I replied. 

ñYeah, first sex party at IML and you break the hostôs hand.ò  

 

The decadence continued eighteen hours later as we entered a run-down old theater 

for one of the many IML Circuit Parties. We hadnôt been to sleep in two days and I donôt 

think I ever did stop by my apartment that weekend.  

Joe had ñinventedò a new type of pipe, using a two liter Pepsi bottle partially filled 

with water, a long rubber hose inserted into a hole on the side, on the other side he 

ingenuously attached a Meth pipe with duct tape so airtight around the edges of the hole 

when you took a hit it was as if you were the caterpillar from ñAlice in Wonderland.ò 

You could literally take a hit from four feet away, thanks to the hose. Heôd started this 

little science project on his own several days before, Will thought he was nuts, but after 

all was said and done, we had to admit the mad scientist had created one of the most 

intense highs weôd ever had with this contraption.  

 So, you can just imagine the haze I was in entering that old theater. Iôd never been to 

a circuit party before, if you could actually call this that and everyone was patted down 

for drugs, but security was obviously going through the motions.  

Nervous, both Will and I had small bags of Meth in our socks, but we got through 

with no problem at all and after a pen-cap or two in the bathroom, I walked around, 

mingling with porn stars on the dance floor while Will and Donny dropped Ecstasy. I 

wasnôt interested in X, too afraid of some bad reaction and that Iôd freak out. 



Leather harnesses being the natural costume, I felt butcher than I ever had before, 

and while Donny and Will started flying and dancing, I actually felt comfortable just 

standing around, cruising and walking by myself. A big moment for me, the timing 

mustôve been right since men were approaching me constantly, but I didnôt do anything, 

other than one guy I made out with in the bathroom. TINA gave me a lot of confidence 

that night. 

I assumed most people were high there, Will said many of them were and bottles of 

water were six bucks. When I started the highway robbery thing, he pointed out, ñThink 

about it, when youôre on drugs you donôt drink alcohol, right? They wonôt make money 

on booze, so everyoneôs drinking water or Red Bull to hydrate themselves.ò 

Afterward, we headed to the Eagle and although Will had come down from the X, 

Donny was still flying and I was enjoying all this sexual freedom. We found the tiny little 

backroom and although Will never went into it, Donny and I ran back there. Once Will 

was ready to go, he was ready to go and I donôt know how he did it, the back room being 

wall-to-wall people, you could hardly move. Donny was on his knees in the crowd and I 

was making out with some man in the farthest corner, but I heard a voice say, ñOkay 

boys, weôre leaving,ò and there was Will pulling Donny up by his harness, grabbing me 

out the arms of some cowboy and we were on our way. He was in that room, somehow 

found us, and out within a minute.  

A week later, with Tina at Side Track for Show tunes, people started approaching 

me. ñI didnôt know you were into leather?ò ñYouôre a leather guy?ò 

When I looked a bit perplexed, Iôd really just done it full out that previous weekend, 

they showed me one of the local gay magazines. There, in full color, were Will, Donny 

and I, all decked out in harness and leather, posing at the Circuit Party. 

Tina took one look at it, ñAnd you talk about the way I dress.ò 

 

In June, to my surprise, I reconnected with my ex Peter around my birthday. Heôd 

been such a huge part of my life at one time and when I broke up with him I did it 

completely, which is not to my credit. I gave neither of us much closure, but ever since 

that Halloween party weôd at least begun talking again. 

I actually had nothing to do on the day itself since Tina was busy and weôd 

celebrated a few days before. Will and I went barhopping but he didnôt know it was my 

birthday until I mentioned it to him halfway through the night. I wasnôt about to look like 

some Dickensian orphan with no place to go, so I hadnôt told him. After I finally did he 

chewed me out, then wouldnôt let me pay for anything.  

ñOkay,ò I said, ñThen buy me a stripper.ò 

His dry answer was, ñDo you really think Iôd pay for you to have sex?ò 

ñWhy not? Joe would.ò 

ñJoe would test drive the guy out first and all youôd be left with is a worn out sack of 

bones with a sore penis whittled down to a nub. Thereôs a reason thereôs a restraining 

order on him over that óPut a quarter in the horseyô outside the supermarkets.ò 

The next night Peter and I met for dinner and it was wonderful, just like old times. 

As much as I felt our life together had been turmoil that had been nothing. With the sex 

and drugs, life was more exciting, yes, but it also played with my emotions too. I felt safe 

and comfortable for those couple hours we ate and talked, in a little Italian restaurant, 

finally becoming friends again, well, for a little while at least. 




