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I have acquired a disease means I am going to die. This

does not make me exceptional or special. I am exceptional and
special, but this is rot what makes me exceptiornal and special.

There are more people...terminally ill...than I can even imagine.
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It’s no great honbr'(siiiSXf_TE:> Nothing to be proud of. Just a

fact. n]i:mple, unavoidable fact.
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of caurﬁe‘my doctor says it might béhavoided, thaJ Ebey might -
find a cure before I die, that I can’t lose hope. H;;s an idiot
sometimes. Just like... you krnow my friends send me clippings
from every paper and magazine and... it seems like every day
there's.a breakthrough —-— every day another labratory test tells
some technician scmething he didn't krnow before. Every day some
technician tells some reporter how socon they’ll really krow
something they can use. Every day some reporter asks some other

technician how scorn kriowing something will make any differerce

about being able to do somethingg’Eﬁnd everybody sends me these
!

articles or calls me up and says "isn’t that great rews?" Gure,
i S— C____,_,d :
I say. Great. I really wanted to krnow what sex act I most

Hi%

likely got this during. I really wanted to know that in fifteen

yeérs they may find a vacine. I.really wanted to know that most
__'_______._-F'

pecple die within three years after they... I really wanted to
€:Hhkhﬂa\hkﬂow they trapped it in a test tube and know what it looks like.
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BRI YS T <’Nell let's face it. As far as I'm concerned all they really
' - =
Héﬁ*}‘ krnow-—all I really know is that I am going to die.
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I don't know how—-how I'm going to die will be the surprise.

See, there are endless possibilities——1 think even a common cold

could do it.
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Whern I was a kid I used to love surprises—--mystery boxes at a
*‘r\| —_—
Fonn WY carnival, the burning unknown of a cracker jack prize, gumball
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machines with rings or keychains or creepy crawlys. | I wanted to

b= ¥ be surprised. Horror flicks—-my favorite! I’ve seen 'em all. I
. 193 {-\.:J.}Lj F'ﬁ,','\i"f . ¥
S loved krnowing something was going to happéﬁ, but rot guite know-—
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ing what or whenr. I wanted to know something... urknown was going
Ly | ' \

to happern. Sometimes pokji want to know what’s going to happen
every second. It's like I fight letting the rext second happen.
Sometimes I think that one last surprise will be what kills me.
,) Not that sometimes I don’t want something to kill me. I think if

¢ =i e _ Play s ,
: I werer’t such a cowarq,I'd da it myself. Get it over with. My

doctor thought I wanted to shock him when I said that. I did,

. too.  But when you stop to think about it, you aren’t really

living when what you think about is death.

I never really thought about death before. Especially mine. I
think some where I had this romantic vision: the rnoble and

enlightened dying marn, filled with forgiveness and_ﬁgggt and
understanding. Kricw what? The only thing I'm worried about

forgiving is myself and I dor’t trust anything and I don't under-
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stand. 0Oh, for a few days I went around pretending——-cherishing

.-—'-""-/
éG;;; moment, every experience as if it were the last time.
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Couldn®t keep it up. My doctor says iﬂﬁl reach that point; I'11
accept my death as just another fact.{ That I'11 relish every
moment of life. I don’t believe him tho. I just can't see
myself cherishing every bowel movement. Maybe I'm too young.

Too young and going to die——it still boggles me. Makes me angry.

Makes me laugh. Everything makes me angry and makes me laugh.
Everything and everybody.

Not just me.

Everyone. Everyone from my doctor to my mother to the newsmen to

my ex to...people as a whole amaze me. Fools, I think. Curicus

and frightened fools.
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Peaple as a whole know me now. Did you realize this? 1 mean,
pecple who met me on the street years ago, people who talked to
friends of friends talk about me like they were... I*m the dear
friend whao's dying of it. Looks awful, they say. Losing his

hair. Wouldn®t be surprised if he died any day row. Should see

him. Bad? Honey, you wouldn't believe how bad.
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" There are somewhere arcund 2100 pecople in the country who have my

disease. 2100 out of—-—how many according to the last census?
But everyore knows at least orne of us. I swear. Almost everyone

knows one of us personally. I wish I would have realized I was



that popular before. I wish...
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Know what? It bothers me. Being a piece of public meat/ like

that bothers me. I mean, I'm rnot in the cireus;ﬁ; HEVEF asked
pecple to ...there are pecple who have asked friends of mine if
they could meet me so they could find out the real story, find
aut what it’s really like. I mean, isn’t it bad erough I’'ve

turned intc a statistic for the papers and a case for the doctors

and a damn shame for my real friends?
——

I don’t know what it's like to die, got it? I don’t know what

it’s like to die, so don’t ask me'! %/t]F' ,
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e & f?(;l'm sorry, I... maybe 1t's Easy‘to lie to myself now and éayi
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551 iﬂ that if(ﬁf'switéhed roles |1'd be above all that. I1'd be above
Sl = i

L sg o Nk = making up cockamaimy stories about something I didn't know. I
wouldn®t talk about "him, the one who has it" like... maybe it's

easy to lie to myself like that now.

Sometimes I think it's all some kind of lie. A hoax. A fellow

patient thinks it?’s perm warfare. The guvgrnment. Soviet——
, i 1AL t . p
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Cubarn——the Repulicaris——I don't know, \I can’'t remember. 0Or,C e
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letting the foreigners in the country. or, the rew plague. Or,

my favorite, Bod's reward. I mean, 1 —hallelu, the Lord's
Go&\s Aoy A Seaed Yoo YW w R
o work is being done. God's punishment for spending eight hours
0wt Sk o ol el ok Chealens perto

every weekend in a towel in a bathhouse. God's punishment for
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glvzngkpead lor ‘ass or dick in the backroom of a bar. Too mary

hours on my knees and rnot in church. God pun15h1ﬂg me for my sex
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acts——the just reward of a just——just like he punished Lutheran
L " Ef“kq '{ : “_: > J
cigarette smokers with cancer. el &

Doesn’t that make sernse? Doesn‘t that Just make 311 the sense in
the world? Sure it dneé;' It’s gat to be thE answer, I believe

ik I do. Really. I bel1eve that with all my heart. Just like

I believe in...the tooth fairy.

But you know what? I1*°d rather be able to say it was tpose damn
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cigarettes. That damm booze. But no, when you have a mystery

e
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diEeaEE, whern the only thing they can say iﬁ{itithyou had sex and
1 AL,

you‘re gay.;)whEﬂ they...yes, damnit, I had sex and I‘m gay !
TS ll -

What the hell else was I going to do?

prmee—eee
iﬁgﬁ I ask you,  is that any reason to get a god-damn disease? 1
mearn, I am going to die and I don't know when or how or what or

evers why except that I am who and what 1 am. I spent almost

thirty years learning to accept the fact that I am me. And now
they're trying to tell me what I accepted was a passport to
disease?

P g ; . ) : 0
It’s encugh to blow your mind. Who said there was justice? Mg
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I suppose I should attone for my sins now. Well, you know what——

2
you can’t undo a blow job. Drop down to my knees and pray$\3i)
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guess?; I should drop down to my knees and pray. Rsk forgiveness

—

?Fﬁm the same God who supposedly thought I deserved this in the

first place. Well I don't think I could pray to a God who would

e e |

}q°‘ 'ha to the troublé?of punishing me for being myself. Being a God

- and punishing somecone for being himself is a real shit attitude

for a God.
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Y‘\&ﬁ &~ ; 'fDﬁe of the advantages of dy1ng’>s you can blaspheme and call him
o , 7

a charlatan and a hypocr1te. What more can he do? Strike me

dead? Just might be a favor.

oty IR (Fect)

S ( ODh, I don't Hnow. I wish... wish you were here and I was... I
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:My life has been filled with the most unusual things lately.
Getting sick. Going to the doctor. Tests. Diagnoses. You

\a - haven’t lived 'til you've watched someorne tell you you're going
to die. My poor doctor. I think he was going to ask me out

before that. I really do. h{
b N ek
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He was so rervous. He was sweating like...don’t panic, he said.

LT
Eﬁ-e‘ It’s not positive, we're just going to have to send you to the
P [ *
Lals hospital for a few days to make sure...just don’t panic. That's
\\ the main thing. Don’t give up hope and don’t panic.

“'I couldn't panic. I knew one of us was supposed to stay calm and

he certainly wasn't.
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ypiji Actually, not 'til after he forced me to have a;blass of water
Sl G o arnd gulped a few himself and 1 was sure he wouldn't faint that I
had my first thoughtg{what will I tell my mother?
Sy e & A t ' ; Vg ﬁr-r
I put it off 'til after the hospital said( I was.d. I went through
kjﬂéﬁﬁq S50 MAany scenaricsi;Hi Mom! I'm pay! Kyhﬁt‘s that? You won’t
5= Ko sn < nag ey el i
#t& k&& speak to me *til my dying day? Good, I'm plarming on Thursday.
= ’tﬁﬂjh ’ W) \ ¢ : =
There's a sign cutside the doctor's office that literally made me
consider saying it with flowers. Can't you imagine——a dozen roses
and a note: Roses are red, vioclets are blue, your son is gay,
he's dyingfsnoﬁh too.
._..’\3 F \'r 2 fq £
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¥ The thirng was... I jgust didn*t want to cry. I didn*t want to be
a0, O, T N
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iri the middle of telling her and ther...cry.

I almost didn’t tell her. I almost... Lec Vi, AN N e
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_Youw're lying. That’s all she said. You’re lying. Over and over
agairn. You're lying, you're lying, you're lying. Tell me you®re
lying.

She flew down the rext day. My doctor gave her a stack of

articles and clippings so big she almost couldn’t carry them and

then he said they didrn’t really know anything.

We went to my place, she read it all. She'd read it and gasp and

read it aloud to me and I'd tell her I didn't want to know and

she’d read it anyway. She sat there and read the whole stack and



didn't even get up to go the bathroom, which is quite a feat for
‘*l - E e _-—-—'—-—-\

my mother, and then she set the last piece aside and turned to me

~

ard asked Why? \ [ %y et py S B
I broke out the bourbor. It was the only thing I could think of.

She asked me what she did. Wanted to know what she did wronag.
She wanted me to kriow she really didn’t know she was doing any-—
thing wrong. It was charming—--her upset arnd guilty over making

me gay, me upset and guilty ove making her upset and guilty. She

wanted me to forgive her. Then I wanted to cry.
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We got drunk. 'And high.! Yes, my mother who doesn't know how to

take a drag off a cigarette sat there and got high with me. She

told me things about herself I...she told me about an affair

)]
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she'd had. I tald her about a few of mine.

I lied to her, though. I told her I'd never doﬁe anything kinky.

Bodies that touched leather riever touched mine.
She finally passed out. Me toa.// gl D

In the morning she said she didn't want to bury another son. She

said after my brother she begged god not to make her go through

that apgain.

I said god probably wanted to make her a better person or

something.



She slugged me./:)%yzu:, \ e ._&
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//It was the first time somecne touched me and looked like they
|

)

were afraid I'd break. I've gotten used to that look now.

Urmerved me then.

After she got over the shock and we were laughing again she said

she jJust might have to die before I did so I wouldn’t put her

through that mess agair.
She hasn't yet.

Neither have I.

I think she’d still plarmming on kickivng the bucket before me

though.

Wouldn't put it past her to wait 'til my last breath and then

collapse before they get a charnce to make it offiecial.
If you want the truth, I'm actually doing very well considerinag.

I've lasted longer than I thought I would.

One of my doctor®s patients got it over with right away. He went

to the hospital Sunday, tested on Monday, diagnosed on Tuesday,

sick on Wedrnesday. Had to have a trachectomy Thursday, went into

a coma on Friday and Saturday it was over. I told my doctor he

Eprobably wanted to avoid his doctor bills. My doctor let me krow

the bills would go to the estate.



I still envy the guy sometimes. I remember nights that I'd hope
arnd pray and chant for...I used to sing to myself about the guy.
I made up a little tune——or a variation actually. Remember that

old song——1'11 do it for you. You'll love it.

To the hospital Sunday——oo—oo——go——-oco——Tested on Monday——oo—oo——
co——oo——Diagnosed on Tuesday-——-oc—oo——oo——oo——Got sick on
Wednesday——oao—oo——oo——oo——Tracheatomy Thursday——oo—oo——oo——-co-=In
a coma by Friday——oco—oo——oo——oo——whern it came to Saturday—-—oo-—
ao——go——0o0——he said bye—bye babies. Great, huh? To the hospital
Sunday—-—oo—og——oo-—-oo——Tested on Monday——oco—oo—-—-oo——oo——Diagnosed
on Tuesday-—co-oo——oao——ooa——Got sick on Wednesday—-—oco—og——0o——00—-
Tracheatomy Thursday——oo—oo——oo——ooc——In a coma by Friday—-—-oco—oco—-—
co——oo——when it came to Saturday—--oo-oco——oo——oca——he said bye-bye
babies, I'm telling you, Bye—-bye babies, let me hear it, bye-bye
babies, sing it to me, bye-bye babies...bye-bye babies.... bye-

bye. .. (coughs)
Excuse me. (coaughs)

I think I appreciate music differently riow. Getting lost in it
is different now. It's not just a rhythm, you know. It's words

and tears and somehow pecople say things...skip it.

I went out with somebody once who had the world’s most musical

speaking voice. It was this deep rich bass voice with...god he
AV S
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£ was a bastard. But every time he talked it was like I melted.
W‘L.w\ L_ed"i [ '{‘ ﬁ;'u}‘a-l-a)
; Like I last all my defenses. | Like...my immune system.
) LSRN k““»«- oo Sy b;y':w“
b I prabably have a virus, they say.)fDo you suppose i€ has a low

rich voice? Maybe it talked all those little immunity germs intao

sleeping or something. And any minute now they®ll all realize

what a bastard this virus is and wake up. What do you think?

Me either.

I hope 1 didn't get this from that guy. Not only was he a creep,
he was a lousy time in bed. If I had to get this thing in

somecrne’s bed I hope I at least had a goad... not furny, is it?

I try not to think about who I got it from. That's not the

point, is it? It probably wasn’t someone 1'd remember arnyway.

Prabably the only remarkable thing about it was the disease.

— g
ﬁ\f Y } 5
. v Kf:k‘ I kriow it wasrn’t my ex. At least that much seems certain.
-..- § -\ \:&3 .
You should have seern him when I told him. He cried. He cried
\thj and got hysterical and finally after 15 minutes of sobbing and

/ inaudible ncises he@ "what am I geoing to do?" A
et AP
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For a minute there I thought he cared about me. For a minute I
- ) _

{“béﬁvinced myself he really cared. Stupid of me, no? ) 2&ﬁt

The best part tho was three days later. He went into the hosﬁi—

tal "about to die". They ran every test known to man. Guess

11



what he had. PAn overactive imagiration. It was psychosymatic.

Like our love kind of.

-EHe hasn't spoken to me since.
YW‘ TLY-'“It never occurred to me that a disease could change everyone in
’3’ your life. It's not just your oWn life that changes. It's the

\ T\ lives around you. Relationshipé;..cantortffhemselves.(Hzifz‘feemr/

. \ / _—
=0 " like entirely rew thirgs. I have trauble recognizing them as ~
K
continuations.

My father said it served me right. He wouldn®t even come down to

visit me. Wouldn't let me move back up there. Didri’t want to

oeoll s
( see me. = 7 YWy ier
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;; // He also sald his vacation home so I would have erncugh money. 1

Vi \\ remember thirnking he loved that place more than us as a child.

~
He really loved that place. It was special to him. A real
accomplishment, I guess. I rnever really understood.
& ;;; ‘d \Ha still says I QESEPVE what I'm petting. . 5till doesn’t want to
‘{-‘i FR A~ ;;\ H&' S ‘ﬂ1 A ”}"’ Y“ \". & -\ Lﬂﬁ "'Lv‘\rc—)’

see me. And he sold the one thing there was never any doubt he

cared about.
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My rocmmate——at least he was my roommate when I first th sick,

we were best friends since college almost——when 1 told him he

b
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didn’t say a word. He didn’t say anything. When it was

official-—when the tests in the hospital were positive he quit
his job, sold the ancestral silver, packed his bag and went to
Eurcpe. 1 get postcards every two weeks like clockwork. Each

place is more perfect than the last. Never a word about...
It must be grand to run away.

To have that option.

He used to talk about Eurpoe when he was real stoned. Get out of

this hellhole, he'd say. Get out of this hellhole arnd live.

Now he's doing it.

\}\1_,\4&-9 ik,".,ﬁln‘z-—t_ (t}. f. | \
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I was so Jealaq%; sc... scared.” | : .

I cursed him out whern he left, you wouldn’t believe...

I hate his postcards. They are irnvariably of some beautiful and

scenic place. I have grown to hate pictures that don’t ivclude

people. Hate them with a passion. 1 tock the landscape prints 1

got when I was making good money and hid *em in the closet. I
f19Ke <« 256

cut out pictures from the newspaper and tape em to the wall now.

Not at all Architectural Digest, let me tell you.

Not even a common theme-—just pecple living. Just...living.

My roocmmate always says "jJust living" when you ask him what

he's...or he used to. Bugged the shit out of me. You can’t just

13
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live, I'd say. You have to be doing MORE than that.

-

///It rever struck me that you could breathe and talk and think arnd
{

feel and do less than live. ﬂﬁ%ﬂ”’

#_ibﬁJuﬁnd now look at me.

Vi e Yo o At 8N )
ffﬁiﬂf l <: I was hot shit about a year ago. I was|one of the best lookino
men in any bar I went into. It didn't matter what bar i1t was, 1

was going to be one of the best lcoking men in it. People 2lwevs

v X cruised me. If I was standing arcund looking stupid with my

‘~loaﬁing stupid with my finger up my ass. <
~ \ < ]
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B+ I'm becoming pretty accomplished as a liar, dorn’t you think?

A What have I accomplished with my life, Dad? I can lie with the

] best of them. — g M \
@/\/\3‘2 ,_f-j--a\;-.:._<, ﬁ;-_—k‘-k_'li v \_\\‘\ \ \
(I

i \ - o Ve
an't lay em anymore, but...hey. /) ¥ \ ‘;

T _
.{ggr‘ '<:i You knaw, I bet I could call up everyone I've talked to in the
H\h.." My

past five years, everyone who scribbled their number orn a rnapkin

or whatever and none of them would want to.

It's a good thing I'm ambidextrous.

‘O Q_ial_f, B
o8
e b Y'krow, 1 don’t think I overemphasized sex. I did it. I liked

it. The people who did it with me liked it. But, I mean, it's

\.'—w\:\ P \ 1 : . s . . .
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(.&-Ew’ { the hclspltal the firet time.
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not like I lived for it. It*'s not as if that's all I did.

Believe me, you carnot have read everything William Faulkrer ever

wrote if all you did was lock for sex. You cannot have...

It’'s frightening. My parents can look back and no matter what

else point to us as proof they lived. Even if we aren’t quite

what they wanted. At least they can point to socmething defirmte

ard say it was proof they lived. I don’t have that. I den? t

think people are going to look at the company books and recognize

them as praof 1 lived. I don't think a list of debits and

credits in neat little rows counts. I don’t think a string of

Fod VA O = '

—

broken affairs and;almost'carad counta:H The cat doesn't even

count anymore. I chased her away. I operned the back door and

chased her away one day. I couldn®t bear... I just ocpered the

door and chased her away. Screamed like a barishee. Spraved her

d

with water ard screamed like a banshee. ‘Just before I went to |

I think she’s all right. She was
friendly wher she had to be. When she wanted scomething.

Sort of like a nurse.

Nurses are friendly when they want scmething——blood, urine--

nurses get off on the most pecualiar things. And as long as you

give it to them they’re friendly. Try rot giving to them some

time. Or better yet--want something back. I'm telling you, want

something back from a nurse and they become just like...my cat

f wa%;/;Pﬂly not as pretty.

15



There is this one nurse who every time she sees me reacts like I

have shit on my teeth or something. I mean it. She has a smile

on her lips and a glare in her eyes. I think it was seeing her
glare at me that made me decide for sure that I was not going to

be guilty 'cause of this.

During bath time with her I try as hard as 1 can to get a hard-

i You should see how it upsets her. Doesn’t really do me much

gocd either—-a hard-on in the hospital is worse than a hard-on in

church any day. | =" \J

Furiny, I cry sometimes when' I'm arocused now.,jl don’t know why.

Sometimes 1 get so angry when I get a...I have to remind myself
that... you know, there were times when sex made me enjoy the
very fact of my existence. How can I be angry at it rnow?

There’s got to be something else to be angry at.

Like the phone comparny. Wheri inm doubt get mad at the phone

company. I tell you, if I knew I was going to die next month for

— —

sure 1'd skip paying this last bill. It’s true.

They bleed you

dry those bastards. It cost a literal forturne to get the new

phovies put in. I couldn’t believe it. 4

I didn't like phones before. Impersonal or something. Now I can

pretend I'm like I was and the person I'm talking with can pre-

terd I'm like I was—it's perfect.

16
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ﬁ_uV' David and 1 spend at least an hour every day talking on the
phone. We used to work together. Went to lurnch together some-

times. Never too close really. But since...he’s beernn (a shrun)

the best. He drives me to the hospital when I have to go and
picks me up when I get sprurg. Visits. The first time he

I
" visited he wore a white shirt and white pants. LL_ﬁcreamed.f I
T —— A
§ o .
X made him take off the shirt. I mean, wearing a white shirt and

v NS white pants in a haspital is carrying clonedom a little too far.

That bitch of a ruurse made him put his shirt back on. Next time

he came in a lime greer shirt ard bright yellow parts. He went

out and bought them special. Looked like an escaped clown. The

anly good laugh I had during that stay.

Vae /Y'“F'c‘w’ if I keep going in and out of the hospital that boy is
_&f v X \\‘ going to end up with more useless clocthes.

e l\‘-- 2 ,@_5..;_.\- ALY
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When my father sent me the morey the first thing I did was go out
and buy some clothes. I bought black leather panmts and a black
studded belt and a black leather cap to go with my black leather
boots and black leather vest and black leather jacket. I put on
the whole shebang when I have to go places. Places 1'd rather
not go for one reason or another. Almost wore it tonight. I
think people laugh at me when I'm all dorne up that way. I know

they do. I GIVE them someyhing besides me to...

)(m‘ﬂ\
LSL};;: <:Flever?
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I had a fourth grade teacher who said I was so clever I'd smart
myself out of life. I laughed so hard and long she threw an

eraser at me. Knocked over someorne’s science project. I was

proud.
(?KAJ@A I get proud cver the strangest things, I guess. I'm proud of my
fgﬂb\ S <:,record collectiony the fact I'm smarter than the averape bear—-
@A”mﬂ\ without letting it get in the way.
QT‘»‘ e
r "1 e l
=t My doctor cout of the blue one day asked me what I was most proud
of.
Wouldn*t let me go 'til I told him.
( It*s probably foolish, maybe it's because it surprised me each
time, but I am sc damn proud of my ability te fall in love. To
- 2wy et ¢ Lt - 11 z
[ - b —_— ! A ". L 4 sal S !, 1
care. I did care. fThey\didn’t always' care back, but that’'s
their problem really. Something I know now.
B _!rw_,
jjiaﬁﬁ&“' Wheri I was coming out, I was one of those faggots who was so

S
| /

filled with... hate. And I spread it around likéﬁ}értilizer.

/s

Some of the people who krnew me then will still swear thaf_i Just
never could accept the fact that I'm gay. Strangely enough, 1

dori’t think they’re vight. RAccepting the fact I'm gay was the

B —

easy part. Pt was natural and simple and easy to be in_another P

\.@11 don't think I had faith in my ability to feel

|

\ % emotions, tho. I don’t think I believed I could fall in love.

<I
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Ask my ex, he'll tell X?u how I fought 1t‘ But once 1 felt, it,

once 1 believed it more thanm I didn®t...

/Probably very lucky I dorn®t have a lover now. As much as 1'd

~ like... C: m}? %F‘” < aNﬂL&k:;

I C’Lf\!-.

Wouldn't be fair toa him. Or to me. 1 have ernough trouble trying

to forget the fact I may have infected hundreds of men. I may

have killed hurndreds of men without even krnowing it. That,

~_ friends, is a nightmare. A real nightmare. Believe me.

-

— ? | Vooa s o
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The night before I went to the dnctor and found cut I...I finally

went out with... (avoiding the name) a barternder I'd wanted for

months. He was perfect. Even had a tattoo. Real amyl nitrate.

It was...perfect. In the morning we... he got dressed and draove

me to the doctor’s office so I wouldn’t be late. He was a

EQJ‘E\ sfeetheart. He called in the everning to see what I was doing.
{ i - i . ) "-;

b

See if every%hing was okay. See if I wanted to...

" Skip it. 7 AR et N : \

My closest friends at this time in my life are David--who is real

W

sweet arnd so Catholic he probably feels guilty about me more than
anything else really——and my doctor, who tells me he has potten
much better at telling pecple they have it, and a clique of
research and support group do—gooders.

4

Have you ever roticed that very few pretty people are do-pooders?

19



Ah well, you take what you can get.

The bright and lovely pecple are busy being bright and lovely
together. They’ll get wrinkles if they worry about me. I'm rarely

bright and lovely anymore.

I don’t care tho. I don’t think I could stand their form of
lonely anymore. It?’s not easy for me to pretend I don’t care
anymore. I1'm ga;ﬂg to die, I carn’t...afford to be lonely that
way. Being lonely because you’re intellectually superior to your

current social circles is qu?te preferable to being }gnely_

(WYY 4

T

i A 4 \:’.-‘ 1_ 5 ] | ) |
because you're afraid. \I'm rnot in 4th hrade anymore. I can't

afford to be afraid of beirng embarrassed. I can’'t afford to be
afraid of caring. I can’t afford to be afraid period. Those
moments I'm afraid——I don't krnow if I live them or if they

Just...happen, you know?

I went to a party right after that first hospital stay. Looked a
damn sight better thanm I do now, too. I caused more poloa shirts

to stink of sweat. I'm sure I upset the entire lifestyle of those

little alligators and polo players forever.

It was... I had to leave before the host lost his party

entirely. By reflex he almost kissed me good-bye.
| , \
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I can understand it, I really can. They're afraid. It’s a mystery

disease and they're afraid and they don’t want to die. But
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neither do I. I am afraid and I don't want to die. Damnit, you

have no idea how afraid I am. VBut there’s one thing you can do

’ o @ i
with fear——conquer it. You can’t let fear take ov... ‘JHQ"Q

L" ool a\\ A\ & A 6 +,2%'Ctuﬂv/¢f‘;ﬁ_&f.

Yes, I have this disease which means I probably will die. Soon.
But I'm not dead yet. Mentally, physically and emotionally I'm
alive. I'm alive today and I'11 be alive tomorrow and the next

[—

day...

Thawnh Yet -
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