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				Characters

				Cast and Crew of the Play, 1988

			
			
				Jordan Brown, expelled student, actor, boy of slender means

				Matt Chin, business executive, actor

				Rainford Ellis, office worker, actor

				Omar Joseph, his own boss, millionaire, actor
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				Selena Porteous, Eddy’s younger sister

				Candace Royale, Ambassador Royale’s wife, prefers to be called Lady Royale

				Paul Royale, ambassador at large

				Troy Ziadie, Trevor’s friend, another enemy

			

			The Blackjacks, 1988

			
				Gareth C.

				Antony F.

				Hopeton H.

				Carl I.

				Dat Nigga J.

				Hezekiah L.

				Aaron L.

				Deacon N.

				Earl P.

				Jah Q.

				Corporal T.

				Mikey V.
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				Mr. and Mrs. Brown, Jordan’s parents

				Peta-Gaye Burke, investigative journalist

				Kurt Cobain, deceased rock star

				Gareth Coombes, a conflicted lover

				Roderick Crawford, gone too soon

				Georgetown, a young stud

				The Gutter Queens:

				Martinique

				OJ Simpson

				Mangella

				La Dosha

				Baby Dreadlocks

				Gwendolyn, big lesbian mother of Jordan’s child

				The half sister, Jordan’s half relation

				Miss Ingrid, Brown family housekeeper

				Franchot Stevenson, bar owner, Finistère

				Sandringham Tucker, club owner, the Interim Closet

				Wakefield, an old queen

			

			London and Kingston, 1949–1999

			
				Dr. Barrett, old pervert of Corpus Christi

				Everton Caulfield, an earl and a nuisance

				Angela, Everton’s friend

				Barry, Everton’s best friend

				Mark, friend, pimp, lifesaver

				Miles Motherwell, a chance at love

				Mr. Sloane, a boy’s fever dream

			

			New York, Miami, and Kingston, 2000–2005

			
				Andrena, a business associate

				Tanner Avery, cute man from the gay bar

				Brian, Andrena’s old friend in Miami

				Chance Gatsby, a pastor from the great state of Texas

				Rupert Holmes, a conflicted man

				Mr. and Mrs. Holmes, Rupert’s parents

				LaShonda Shomanda, didn’t deserve what happened to her

				Matraca, neither did she

				Preacher friend, youth pastor, ever-living crush

				Velma, a housekeeper
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			Leviticus 26:17

		

	
		
			
				The Play

				May 1988

			
			

		

	
		
			This journal belongs to:

			
				[image: Handwritten note showing the name “Edmond Porteous.”]
			

			If found, please return to:

			

			

		

	
		
			May 3

			So this boy just walks in smelling of Lip Smacker, Matterhorn cigarettes, and sex sweat. He doesn’t tell me his name and I don’t ask for it. Not that I gave him mine, but he didn’t ask for that either. Fine. Be one of them people. Don’t catch anybody’s name until proof that they have a name worth catching, but two can play that game. So, at the beginning his name was Yo. My sister said to me last week, “Eddy, your superpower is that you always read people right, from one sentence, one word, even over the phone.” Which is what she said to me last week when she handed me the phone in the middle of a call with Robbie Lindo because between telling her who she is prettier than and why she needs to check out his bedroom because he have him own video player she couldn’t tell if he was too cool or just some asshole trying to pull down her panties.

			As for this hombre, he is more concerned with flinging himself into the armchair onstage, a prop for the play I suppose, throwing his right leg over the red velvet arm and spreading as wide as possible. Brown Levi’s 501 jeans, hard to find even in America. But his smell: Lip Smacker or candle wax maybe, although his lips look like he licks them too much. Matterhorn cigarettes because that is one of three that I know, and only because it was a menthol, meaning that it could have been any fucking cigarette. And fuck sweat, yes mos def. With this sort of homo gay is what he does, not who he is, and he was gay only an hour ago.

			He’s first here other than the stage manager, who introduces himself as the stage manager. No Christian names for this bunch, but they sound like they know each other, which is likely in battyboy circles. Stage manager’s lips smile but the rest of his face couldn’t care less. On the brown jean boy’s shoulders is a Stüssy or Gap T-shirt. Somebody’s daddy can afford flights to Miami. Loose because this brother is no friend of fat. Vegetarianism, meaning “greens without the Rasta,” took off like a kite at the university but I’ve never seen this one on campus.

			I wouldn’t call it an afro, but there must be a name for high, loose, curly hair that you neither cut nor style. Skin darker than me, darker than the stage manager, but lighter than chocolate. Toffee? There’s another name for that which don’t sound like it come from a four-year-old. Caramel? Now I’m starting to sound like a poem from primary school with snow in it. He is pissing me off. Mostly by being sort of cute. I mean, dimples, but screw him because he is giving this fuck-the-absurdity-of-it-all smile, which I see on every boy who graduated five years ago but still roams campus. Every time he looks at me he raises his left eyebrow. Big eyes, the kind that make you think a brother is friendly. No, not friendly, interested. No, not interested, curious. A neat beard wrapped around his chin, and a mustache over the thick lips that he keeps on licking reminds me that I am eighteen and only recently grew shit to shave. Wild hair but tame beard, who knows what that means. I try to stop myself from doing what I always do, which is to match him to somebody on TV. Okay, Michael Warren from Hill Street Blues. Shit, there I go again.

			Sometimes I wish that what I wrote sounded like Prince lyrics. Instead I sound like a high school English lit student with a teacher who when he said he remembers the war, meant World War Two. For real. I wanted to tell him that nobody singing ’bout war no more, busha. Bob Marley still dead, and Prince is singing about AIDS. Bruce Springsteen has a song called “War,” but it’s not him who sang it first, and I’m only writing about it because Bruce is wearing jeans in that video, and Jeeeeeeesus man, them trousers acting like they been waiting from the day they were just cotton balls to run up the length of his legs to hit-and-run the biggest boss bulge in rock and roll where those two thighs are only too happy to meet, so happy that if he turns around to show his backside, right above the crack will be a patch of sweat in a perfect V.

			The rain just spent the whole afternoon beating Kingston into a gray that stays that way even when it gets dark. There is this thing about Jamdown, which I never notice in foreign, that by evening even the city starts to smell and sound like country. Crickets and dewy grass and car tires rolling over what sounds more like mud than road, and mosquitoes that think they sing like birds, and won’t leave you alone. And just this, I don’t know, sadness. I love it.

			There is no window in this room, so all I know about the evening is coming from sound. As if you need to see sky to know when night is falling. Darkness is a mood in Jamaica. I never told anybody this but from I was eight, I could feel the day change in my body, like when afternoon turns to evening turns to night. The flyer on the supermarket bulletin board said 5:30. It’s 5:52 and the only people here are the boy in brown jeans, the stage manager, and me.

			This room was somebody’s living room once. Or some great hall where white people and Syrians used to dance. That would make sense, since not far away is the haunted house where the prime minister used to live, and nearby all those mansions belonging to people who now own hotels but used to keep shops downtown before poor customers made them rich. Now it’s just an empty space with shiny wood floors, meaning somebody was still taking care of it. There’s a white platform in the middle of the room. The stage maybe, with the brown jeans boy sitting on the set? Right boot on the chair, left boot rubbing against the Persian rug. Maybe this was going to be one of those stark, minimalist plays I read this semester. And here I was hoping it would be a pantomime about sweet ol’ Jamaica. That’s sarcasm.

			To the far wall behind us somebody left up some art, the sorta abstract-expressionist-but-check-out-the-titties kinda art in just about every uptown hallway.

			“Them just leave a Christopher González hanging like that,” someone new says walking into the room.

			“A who?” I ask.

			“The painting. The painting you was looking at. It’s a González,” he says. Tall, tailored, and more interested in the painting than us.

			“Worth money?” I ask.

			“Depend on what you mean by money.”

			“Can’t buy this house with it but you could buy a houseboy,” says brown jeans.

			“Brown,” the man says in a way that makes you think a sigh is coming.

			“Titus.”

			Names finally. Homos must be the only men who will send a fist all the way up your bottom and a tongue past your tonsils before they tell you what their parents call them. Not even here an hour and I am tired of people already.

			Then the man says he is surprised everybody was late, even though (1) we were early, (2) it was raining, and (3) he was late, too.

			I am thinking I should leave, but then the stage manager ushers in everybody at once. I wonder if they were watching the house, which usually looks abandoned, waiting to see who went in, wondering if somebody was watching them as they watch to see who was disturbing this dead address on a busy street.

			Brown, the brown jeans boy, didn’t get up from his seat, but started humming ba-da da-da ba-da da-da ba-da da-da DAH dah for like six or seven times before I recognized “Sleng Teng.” Sure, brethren offer up more shit to annoy the fuck out of everybody.

			“Well, well, thank you all for coming here,” Titus says, adding, “In this rain,” like an afterthought. I can’t read his face. It wasn’t happy, but it wasn’t sad either. Sorta like Mama Jo when you tell her that there are four more pills left on the tray.

			The stage manager appears at my back, and I try to act like he didn’t fucking startle me. Titus goes over to him and swear to God, this man honestly thinks he is whispering, even though we hear every word.

			“This is it, this is all?” Titus says.

			“Marshall’s one, Marshall’s two, everybody I know who hosting a party in this month, every man in my church dance ministry and flower circle.”

			“What about the Closet? The Interim Closet? Andante? What about Fanny Hill?”

			“It’s 1988, Havelock.”

			“Don’t be fresh.”

			“Three bars, every private party I know of, Church battymen, and two uptown supermarket bathroom. If there is anywhere else, it don’t open yet.”

			“Oh. I see,” Havelock says.

			“You the one who didn’t want to put flyers up at School of Drama. Or any actual theater.”

			“Lawks, enough.”

			“I saw the flyer at JR Wong Supermarket,” I say.

			“You must can read gay code,” says somebody I don’t see.

			“No need code. ‘Drama audition’ already weed out normal man,” says another voice as thin as the man who says it.

			“I thought this was an audition?” says a new guy at the back. Brown. Tall. Half-Chinese-looking. Wide grin. Wow.

			“Audition implies that Titus here have a choice. Way it looking, we might be it, Titus,” Brown says.

			“Brethren, is Jamaica you deh or you forget?” a tall, thick man says as he steps up on the stage. Stout-stout, as Mama Jo would say. Maybe late forties or early fifties, wearing a navy blue suit that said he was coming from a job that paid more money than any of us will make. Still fresh haircut and a trimmer beard than Brown. Head shaped like Hottentot Venus’s backside if I’m being honest.

			“Everybody in this fucking country run on Jamaica time,” he adds.

			Including you and everybody but two, I’m thinking.

			“If you all want to keep waiting, suit yourself. But nobody else coming,” Brown says. “Yow, watch this. Thanks for coming. You’re all hired!”

			“Jordan Brown, just fucking shut it, nuh? Just shut it,” Titus snaps back. I was beginning to like him.

			He joins the other two onstage and tells us to gather around, which makes everybody move just one step. He did that clearing throat thing that people with British accents do and introduces himself as Havelock Titus. And yes, he is the director, and yes, this is the audition for the play, well, it was supposed to be. Well, is. Well…let him just get on with it then.

			I thought he was going to do that tedious thing where we all have to give our names and say something clever or corny about ourselves, but he asks only for names. The big guy in the suit is Omar. The chubby-cute stage manager is Clive. The half-Chinese wow calls himself Matt Chin (I know, I didn’t believe it either) and sits on the side of the stage. Not in a suit, but his tie is loose, like he was coming from a hard day at a desk job. “Orrin,” says the one I’m already designating the top queen, not because he is matchstick thin, or buckles his belt at the waist, or that his skin is smoother than the lotion he uses, or that he blows out his hair with the hair dryer on blast every day, but mostly because he says, “All the people who talk to me call me Orrin Turner.” I think the last guy’s name is Rainford, but he is so quiet that it feel like I made the name up. Honestly it could be, because I just couldn’t move past how pretty Matt Chin is.

			“Short for Matthew?” I whisper to him.

			“Just Matt,” he says. I spend the rest of the evening watching him listen.

			I can’t say when everybody gathered around, or when Havelock pointed to Clive, who handed out scripts, or when Havelock said this is not the full script but that he would have more if…when we come back same time Thursday, just early, please. I would have said, “That means you, too,” but I was trying to find a color for Matt Chin’s bottom lip: not brown, not pink, plum maybe, thick too and pillow soft, I bet. Light brown skin, Chinese eyes (whatever that means), black hair exactly as it means, cheekbones as high as Grace Jones’s, thin mustache, stubble. Wow.

			I have the script in my hand but look over at his.

			“Yours saying something different?” he asks and grins, and right there I remember that unlike everybody else, my blush shows.

			“So how come a white boy hear about this little shindig?” Omar asks.

			White boy. He means me.

			“My daddy’s black,” I say.

			“Him know?” Omar asks and walks off.

			I knew that I could have said something so smart that it would singe the hair off his balls. I also knew that this comment would come to me twenty-four hours after I needed it. Fine, my hair is closer to Don Johnson than Philip Michael Thomas. And I like to wear brown because my eyes take on whatever color shirt I’m wearing and “pussy-eye” was not about to follow me to college. And my daddy would call himself brown or mixed or a fucking mestizo before he call himself black. But I heard that in America even one millionth black is still black, so that’s what I call him.

			Omar goes over to speak to Havelock; here I am hoping he isn’t telling him to call me the white one. More people who know each other, it seems. Omar spreads his arms, breaks into a grin, and spins to look right around the room. Havelock nods, looks at his copy of the script, and takes out a pen. Maybe they all know each other in some sort of way. Maybe they are all theater people, which would make me the odd one out. Now I was happy that we didn’t begin with us telling each other our reasons for responding to the casting call flyer. Maybe I would have told them that doing a gay play in Jamdown was the kind of thrill that would come closest to what wiping your backside with a US thousand-dollar bill must feel like. Now, if only there would be nudity—artistically done, of course. I mean if we’re going to stage a battyboy revolution, then we can’t half-ass it.

			As for me. I was still looking over at Matt’s script when I saw the name of the play:

			Fortune and Men’s Eyes, a play by John Herbert.

			Matt looks at me, I look at Havelock who is ready for me with this now I goin’ have to school the plebians look. I want to say Check this out you old bitch, as I know the title comes from a Shakespeare sonnet, having put up with him in A levels. But I want to hear how he talks down to people.

			“Canadian play from 1967. Caused a little fracas when it opened. Anyway it’s set in a prison,” Havelock says.

			“Like Caged Heat?” Matt asks.

			“What? No.”

			“Penitentiary? Penitentiary II? Penitentiary III?”

			“What are you talking about?”

			“Him fucking with you,” I say.

			“You think so? Today’s discerning cocksucker prefers La Cage aux Folles or Grease 2,” interrupts Jordan.

			“Maybe you’re not that discerning a cocksucker,” says Matt, who looks away too soon to see how hard that punch landed. But I see it.

			Not goin’ lie, but there were some deer trapped in headlights in this room, and one was me. Matt holds out his hands for Havelock’s copy, then scans the jet-black cover, the title in white and red and the author’s name in leaf green, while two sad white men behind bars stare at the reader from a high contrast photo.

			“Cover is like Genet’s The Blacks,” I say. I want Matt to look but get Jordan.

			“Anyway, this is an adaptation,” Havelock says.

			“Into what, pantomime?” Jordan asks.

			“No.”

			“Sad. As much fun as always, Titus.”

			I grab the book. The back says “a bitter play about degradation and brutality in a Canadian reformatory.” The cast of characters includes a queen named Queenie, a ragamuffin punk named Rocky, and another prisoner named Mona. “So this is a gay play?” I ask.

			“No…it’s not…Why the two of you don’t shut up and let me talk.”

			Easily flustered, this queen. He then tells everybody else that the play has all these layers about the individual and society, the nature of violence, the inevitability of corruption and the fall of man. “It’s like Lord of the Flies with big people.”

			“But with man-on-man fucking,” Jordan says.

			“Anyway, this is the kind of play that blows open the whole fragile myth of Jamaican male sexuality and homophobia,” Havelock says. “Because prison is the ultimate male institution and yet masculine sexualities that could never happen outside in the normal world flourish in there all the time. Does prison make the gay, does gay make the prison, or do homosexuals just have a criminal nature because our very existence is a crime? But the love that dares not speak its name speaks loudly behind bars.”

			“Look at you, Titus, dropping Oscar Wilde like ah no nothing. Scared o’ yuh,” Jordan says.

			“Bosie,” I say.

			“What?”

			“Bosie. The one who called it the love that dare not speak its name. It’s there in his poem ‘Two Loves.’ ”

			“I know where it is,” Jordan snaps, but I don’t look in his direction for what would definitely be a frown, but to Havelock for what I knew would be a smile. Not even one evening done and all the bitchiness was beating itself out like dust from a rug. A reason for me to stay after all.

			“You ever go prison, Havelock?” Matt asks.

			“He’s definitely been some places dark,” Jordan says.

			“Will you shut your fucking shit. Just this one time” comes from Havelock.

			“So this is some Kid Ralph kinda thing?” Orrin asks.

			“Who is that, please?” Havelock sighs out. He’s already so tired of us.

			“Come now, Havelock Titus, even me know ’bout the one Kid Ralph,” Matt says. “In prison in the 1950s for assault. As soon as they let him out, he commit some crime guaranteed to get him locked back in. Usually rape. Word is there is a man in penitentiary who he keeps going back to. They even staged a wedding in the cell.”

			“And people say Jamaica don’t have no love story,” Jordan says.

			“Anyway,” Havelock cuts back in. “The love that dares not speak its name shouts all sort o’ ways in prison. Even a Jamaican prison. Yes, there will be violence. Yes, there will be tenderness. Yes, there will be rape. Sal Mineo, the actor in Rebel Without a—”

			“Rape? Man and man really goin’ fuck in this?” Orrin asks.

			“Those are two different things, sir,” says Jordan.

			“You know what the man asking,” says Matt.

			“Gay men doing a gay play. Which part of this is shocking to you? Pantomime auditions are in October if that’s the excitement level you looking for. But I was figuring that if you came through that door you’re expecting to do something that has never been done before, or am I wrong, gentlemen?”

			May 4

			Me mother must did hit her head. Just now—no lie, just now she comes into my room to tell me she is exactly like Clair Huxtable. Not even a good morning.

			“Really, Mummy, which part?” I ask. “The part that speak Flemish or the part that look like you’re the mother of the Osmonds, not the Jacksons?” Mummy knows neither, which is why it was funny.

			“I am a working woman who holds her family together, you don’t know how it’s hard,” she says and honestly anybody can take one look at Daddy and know how hard it is. But right there I shudder a little because more and more it’s starting to look like she’s picked me as the one to tell serious shit to. I mean to raas man I’m not the oldest. Also not a daughter that she could talk girl stuff to. Or woman stuff. Or whatever stuff that I would never in a million years be able to talk about.

			“You better not let any of your Key Club friends hear you say that,” I say. “Especially the black American ones.”

			She frowns at the exact second I knew she would, because God would spread legs and plop out another son before a black American woman joins Key Club. And by join I mean one of Mummy’s friends would have to invite her, but didn’t you hear? In Jamaica it’s not about race but class. Meaning that it would be because her people don’t know their people. Yes, I realize the irony about race coming from a boy who could pass for white. A boy who once watched another boy he really wanted to French-kiss get turned away from Mingles nightclub because of what he was wearing. One minute later they let me in, even though I was also wearing T-shirt and jeans. I told him to look at it as punishment for pretending that we weren’t arriving together, but he didn’t find that funny.

			Maybe I was being too hard on Mummy, after all she is not British. I’m sure the Belgians are responsible for all sorts of serious fuckery, but not British fuckery. Most of what Americans talk about when they talk about racism goes right above her head. You know I don’t hate a living soul, darling Edmond, alors, look at my husband! I don’t shoot back what her husband thinks.

			The thing is, I know what she meant by her being just like Huxtamom. It’s not that she thinks she’s like a black TV character. It’s that Clair is just like her, a modern woman. She’s said that exact phrase to me at least seven times now: “You know, Edmond, I want you to know that I am a modern woman.” And she always says it in a way that expects me to say something back. I don’t know what. For example, last week I was leaving the house kinda late, because the new boy at badminton practice told me that he wasn’t new, that this was his second time at the court, and he come back to check if I was practicing today or just chilling (because a badminton court is where all the cha-cha boys go to chill) because his preacher said you can never make too many friends. Code for anything you want it to mean. Anyway, I was heading out to Devon House, neutral but uptown territory. Mummy asked me where I was going and I said out. “What do you mean by this out?” she asked and I said, “Outsiiiide, Mummy!” She nodded, and then when I was just out the door, she said, “You know I am a modern woman.” I wanted to say to her, Mummy, if you ever want me to say Y, you have to first say X, but that would fly over both our heads.

			American families talk all the time on TV. To everybody. I watch Family Ties, mostly because Michael J. Fox sits cute. And stands cute. And laughs cute. And wisecracks cute. And the way he grabs and shakes his belt when he says he’s got eighteen years under it makes me forget what he says next. But he tells his parents everything and sometimes they tell him everything, and I don’t know anybody in real life who does that, certainly none of my friends or their parents. Anyway, what would the point be? Jamaican families just don’t run that way, as if I know fuck about Jamaican families beyond the ten houses outside my window. I don’t even know the difference between King Street and Duke Street. But I know enough about my mummy to understand that there is no question I have that she can answer. Daddy even less.

			At least I’m on summer holidays so I have a reason to be bored. The first summer where I’m not going back to high school. How is that supposed to feel? High school was fuckery for a lot of reasons, none of which I want to write about. Okay, some that I want to write about. Right now, I’m remembering all the cool boys who used to like hating me. Sometimes they would hate liking me especially when I walk into class with the Audio Two album or tell them that Rob Base is saying “can’t stand sess,” not “sex,” which means I must be cool. But cool people can’t be…It’s the weirdest thing seeing some ragamuffin youth wanting to drop some shit on me, either a bitch lick or a wicked diss, but hesitate because nobody in Jamaica was raised to say or do anything bad to somebody lighter than him. But hear this: It’s about class, not race. Which means they take me on because I live up Heights, not because I look like 90 percent of TV.

			The last day of school as soon as the bell went off, I jumped up and ran out of the classroom, then through the gate. I mean I take foot so fast and so far that I hit Crossroads before realizing that my bag and books were still in class. No, I never went back.

			Mummy pops back in to tell me Dionne called. She told her I was busy, then says, “Don’t turn getting your mother to lie into a habit.”

			May 5

			Everybody shows up at the Lady Musgrave Road house early this time, except for Jordan, who was earlier than everybody. Rehearsal begins.

			Dear diary, journal, logbook, whatever the fuck you is, let’s get this out of the way: Matt Chin is the kind of pretty that only gets prettier. That is not how this is supposed to work, especially with boys. The first time you see a pretty boy, half the time you seeing with your dick. The second time lust stops blinding you and you see the crooked nose, the more than four pimples, the flat head, the fuckery personality, the inability to string a sentence, and/or that the bredda really wasn’t that cute. No. This boy took the day off to get hotter. I know what it is. It’s because nothing gave him reason to laugh the last time, and now I’m seeing that he’s one of those men who laughs with all of his face, unlike Clive who do so only with his lips. Chiney eyes, mulatto skin, coolie hair, and negro mouth. Somebody’s going to send me to hell for describing the perfect man like a house slave. I won’t bother to write then that I was at the door grabbing one of the stacked chairs when he comes in and from behind I see the backside that nobody full, half, or quarter Chinese is supposed to have. But (1) I’m already assuming he has a man, and (2) I hate whoever that is. Besides, I am eighteen and he’s definitely older than that. Not because he drove here, but because it looks like he owns the car. I’ve never felt so much like a high school student.

			Baggy pants. Fucking baggy pants. He’s sitting across from me in those baggy pants everybody is wearing, which means that even though he spread his legs wide, I can’t see nothing. Fuck. This is the part where I want to talk about how I waited seven years to wear ’70s clothes only to realize we’re no longer in the ’70s. The one guy I know who dress disco is the madman who usually goes to Barbican Square to piss on the traffic police, who then beat the shit out of him, which of course makes him laugh, which of course makes Babylon beat him harder.

			Anyway, Matt Chin is sitting across from me because Havelock told us to make a circle. Jordan’s smart mouth didn’t make the remark I was expecting it to make, which disappoints me in a weird kinda way. Havelock apologizes for the lack of organization two days ago, and for not yet handing us the rest of the play. He was looking for the Sal Mineo version of the script but none of his contacts in New York City know how to procure it so we will have to make do.

			“Sal Mineo from Rebel Without a Cause?” Matt asks.

			“That would be the one,” Havelock says.

			He then asks us to introduce ourselves, a real introduction this time. Name, favorite book or TV show, horoscope sign, and why we want to do this play. I guess everybody’s sign before their turn and, well…

			Havelock Titus. He has been a manager for the Jamaica Dance Theatre, acted in local and foreign theater (but never one of those “roots” plays), was a scholar at Oxford, and the first black concierge at the Myrtle Bank Hotel. His book: The Dragon Can’t Dance by Earl Lovelace surprises me because Havelock looks and sounds like he has a favorite Brontë sister. His sign: Aquarius (bingo). As for reasons, he says that if the world can take stories about us, like David and Jonathan, and make it for them, then damn it, we can take our stories back. Which sounds defiant in what I’m sure is his way, though Orrin looks at the man like him just chat bare blasphemy. He also feels he needs to give something back.

			Rainford Ellis. Okay diary, it’s time for total honesty. Before today I don’t think I knew what this man sounded like, and after hearing his actual voice I still don’t fucking know. Somewhere between a scratch and a squeak, which makes me wonder how the hell he is going to project that onstage. His sign: Cancer (wrong), which he only remembers when it’s his birthday and Star Time Horoscope on AM radio gives the birthday forecast. Havelock says that Cancer must mean he is sentimental and compassionate but doesn’t make friends easily, or rather doesn’t make it easy for others, which provokes a shy smile. As for Rainford’s own words: He has never acted in any play before, not even in school, and this will give him a chance to gain confidence in public. Favorite TV show: Dallas or Falcon Crest.

			Orrin Turner. When he realizes it’s his turn he raises both arms to the ceiling then unfurls like a flower. Diary, make me make this clear. No man who is into women ever unfurls. Matt Chin grins and when he sees me looking, grins more. Orrin don’t check much for the reading thing, and don’t have time to watch TV but he have Whitney Houston’s new album on cassette and this new guy named Shabba Ranks. He is a data systems manager at MasCorp and what he likes about computer languages, especially COBOL, is that every little thing adds up. Why is he in the play? Because as much as he loves to perform and as much as the stage is his true home (cue: smile from Matt), the fact that the casting call was from a flyer with a pink triangle (in highlighter) at the bottom must mean this is the kind of role he would never get to play in the normal world, even if he doesn’t know what that is. “Normal” makes me wince, not goin’ lie. He doesn’t know his sign but was born August 18 (Leo, and no, I didn’t guess right because nothing about him says Leo to me).

			Matt Chin. Noble House by James Clavell, because somebody loaned him Tai-Pan in second form and he was lost in nineteenth-century Hong Kong for two weeks. He also likes the TV show LA Law because every character in it is too smart for their own good, which is not what he remembered of Americans when he lived in Connecticut three years. But he would prefer to watch something Jamaican like Oliver at Large, or a Leroy Smart music video. This bredda has a voice like smoke, swear to God. But he would rather listen to music and the new Prince album is sequenced in a way that you have to sit through the whole thing in one go.

			“The one with him naked on the cover with that flower pistil substituting for his rock-hard penis?” says Jordan, which prompts Havelock to shout out:

			“Shut it.”

			Matt is tapping the floor with both feet when he says that his sign is Aquarius (bingo), which does not make me imagine him rising out of a river but does make me think he’s here because he’s already in the arts. Okay I do imagine him rising out of a river. Aquarius also means free with everything, including themselves, but I read that in Playboy and it was a sex profile of women. (No, it does not apply because we are not women with cocks.) As for doing this play?

			“Listen, I need to feel brave and this makes me feel brave just for doing it. Because I don’t know if I’m a courageous man. Not really. Also kinda wanted to make friends who were…you know…you see me?”

			“Maybe I want to break out of my shell,” he also says, but looks at me when he says it. Okay fine, he also looks at Orrin and Rainford and even Havelock.

			Me. Color me peach and black Prince sang last year but when I look at my year, especially the high school part, I want to paint the whole fucking thing red. 1987. It was like waking up to realize you’re still in a nightmare, and in this nightmare boys damage you without even touching you. There was this one day in early April—I forget the date when my legs took me all the way downtown. I still don’t know how I got there other than just walking because I wasn’t thinking, and what a sight that must have been, this white-ish boy zombie-walking from school, through the park, past all the higgler stalls with American clothes faked in Panama, shouting at me to buy two and get one free, and the walls of garbage, and the trails of detergent and shit like a stream leading me on, and the music booming about the glamity-glamity in her panty, and the perfume from the Swiss Store trailing me past the stoplight I ignored, and the trucks quaking the road and shaking my balance, past the old houses that look like white people used to live downtown once, all the way down a lane in JLP graffiti to another lane in PNP graffiti, and past the old church, the skyscrapers on the last street before the Caribbean Sea, with my legs taking me right up to the wharf, right up to the edge of the dock, with a third of my shoe hanging off the plank, leaning back and forth, waiting for the sea to whisper, Just come. And that Sinéad O’Connor’s The Lion and the Cobra, Daddy’s hidden Johnnie Walker stash, and blasting cum all over pictures of Michael Hutchence was all that kept me from doing something to myself that I couldn’t undo. And that the reason I’m about to tell them I’m seventeen is because I fucking hated that age when I first went through it, especially April as I said, even though March was fucked up, too, and February, and January in fact all of it was fucked up, so yeah as soon as I left that fucking school I knew I was going to live this whole year over. And even though my birth certificate would confirm that I am eighteen, I tell people something else.

			But I don’t say any of that. Instead I say my name is Eddy Porteous. My fave book is Bret Easton Ellis’s Less Than Zero, which I also hate because I wish I wrote it, and I don’t even like prose that much. I really want to pick the Theban plays or Lucan’s Civil War but I would rather leave pretentiousness to Jordan. My sign is Sagittarius, but I was born November 23, so I might as well be a Scorpio. Why I answered the call for this play? Because I wanted something new in my life (which was the closest I could come to saying that I wanted to relive 1987 by doing shit I would have never done in 1987). It was enough to get a smile from Matt Chin, so I guess that was enough.

			Jordan Brown. Says that there was this dancer he occasionally fucks and three nights ago was one such occasion. They both saw the flyer at Marshall’s right by the toilet but instead of reading it, the dancer just tore the thing off, then forgot about it the next day. Jordan found the flyer under his bed and thought why the fuck not, who to raas was goin’ stop him? It was either that or spend all summer being terrified of AIDS. And there it was for a split second: fear on his face. Less than a minute later he puts on a beauty contestant voice to tell us that he is doing this to broaden his horizons. He is reading To Sir, With Love and The Thief’s Journal. Neither is meant to be funny, but both make him laugh. Sagittarius, he says. Well, fuck me.

			Omar Joseph. He starts to introduce himself, but Havelock cuts him off by saying that Omar is a distinguished member of the private sector and one of the few Jamaicans to run his own shipping business.

			“I think him mean company. Higgler run business,” Omar says.

			That trips up Havelock so bad he might as well have fallen in a ditch. He clears his throat, then thanks Omar for all the support he is giving the play—financial, of course (which he could have just said), and that Mr. Joseph will be sitting in for a few days to see how we’re coming along, taking care not to get in anybody’s way.

			“You mean you want to see how we goin’ spend your money?” Matt asks and Omar laughs.

			“You both miss the shot,” he says. “This acting business look like a whole heap o’ fun, so why deny myself any of it?”

			I’ll need another year of writing class to describe the look on Havelock’s face at that. He’s too skilled to show utter shock, at least not for long, but this clearly upset him too much to rig a consistent poker face. Either that or the bredda instantly developed a twitch. So since he will be spending all evenings in our illustrious company, for the second time his name is Omar Joseph. Last good book he read was his financial statements. That was a joke, boys, the last good book…hold on…let’s see…My Father, Sun-Sun Johnson? No, that was for school, and that was no fun, am I right, gentlemen? For a time Eldridge Cleaver’s Soul on Ice was speaking to him right down to his bones, making him as black and proud as any of those beret-and-sunglass-wearing boys at the university. But he had to put it down because Cleaver’s malice for the gay ruined the book. You know what he really liked? That Dale Carnegie book. His sign is Aries, and he already told us why he wanted to do the play.

			Clive the stage manager clears his throat, but Havelock is busy looking at Omar with the stinkiest face I’ve ever seen.

			“Well, my name is Clive, and—”

			“Thank you, Clive,” Havelock says and, I swear to God, waves him off. Worse, Clive starts to retreat backways, like he’s taking leave of Elizabeth Regina instead of just a queen.

			“Hold on, if Mr. Clive is working with us, we want to know the gentleman,” Omar says.

			“He’s the stage manager,” Havelock tosses off.

			“So he’s managing the whole ah we?”

			“He manages the stage, hence stage manager.”

			“It’s a little more than that, Titus,” Jordan says. “Clive is the person who will know where everybody is supposed to be, especially when the actor and even the director forgets. Among other things a good stage manager is the person who literally stops the production from falling apart.”

			“What you really saying, Brown?”

			“The biggest of your cast no better than the smallest of your crew.”

			“I wonder what frighteningly obvious thing you’ll utter next.”

			Whatever it is, Jordan whispers it.

			“Speak up, Jordan,” Havelock says.

			“I said, stop being such a raasclaat snob, Titus.”

			“Yes, yes, yes,” says Omar.

			Havelock sighs out a full sentence again. “Do us the honors, Mr. Lim,” he says.

			Poor Clive stutters twice. Aries, which I would never have guessed since he’s way more sheep than ram. While talking he looks mostly at the floor and once at me where I have an encouraging smile waiting for him. Not surprisingly it is Matt Chin’s smile that makes him talk more. The book he is reading is Summer Lightning by Olive Senior, because he wants to write about Jamaica like her. Jordan nods like he’s read her, of course. The last Caribbean novel I remember reading was The Year in San Fernando and before that A House for Mr. Biswas. I don’t think I’ve read a Jamaican novel since first form.

			“When you come back tomorrow, I’ll give each of you your role,” Havelock says.

			May 6

			These are the roles in the play.

			
				ROCKY: Jordan Brown

				SMITTY: Matt Chin

				QUEENIE: Orrin Turner

				MONA: Edmond Porteous

				GUARD #1: Omar Joseph

				GUARD #2: Rainford Ellis

			

			“So you not going tell us why you doing this play?” Omar asks.

			Havelock sighs. “I already told you why we—”

			“Not we, you. Why you want to do this play? Must be some other reason other than man taking off them clothes and having sex.”

			“More than enough reason for me, to be honest,” Matt says and even Havelock laughs. Well, he smiles.

			“It being a good play not enough?” Havelock asks. “Fine. The guy who wrote the play did six months in prison. The mister coming home one night in Toronto, yes in drag but coming from work, and a street gang ambush and attack, beat the living daylights out the poor boy even though he put up a better fight than the sons of bitches were expecting. Funny thing happened on the way to the jail, the gang turned around and said that Herbert was soliciting them for sex so the police let the gang go and charged Herbert. Six months and one prison sentence later he begins writing this play, yes based on his goddamn experience.

			“Jordan—Rocky, he in jail because him make off with his boyfriend car without telling him. Edmond—Mona, he is there because he’s convicted for trying to sell himself to a group of young boys. Orrin—Queenie, he is there because the only real king in prison is a queen. As for Matthew—”

			“Matt. Just Matt.”

			“Just Matt—Smitty, we don’t really know why he’s there or if he’s even guilty but nobody should have to go through what he will go through no matter what the crime. And no matter what the crime he wouldn’t be there if the judge thought he was straight. And that’s that for this afternoon. As for why, today’s episode of Sesame Street is brought to you by the letters F and U.”

			May 7

			“Eddy! Phone!” my sister shouts.

			“Who is it?”

			“Ask your secretary,” she says, and though my bedroom is all the way to the back of the house I can imagine her grinning because she said something smart.

			I walk as slow as I can to the damn phone, hoping whoever is on the line will get frustrated and hang up. But I know she won’t, not a raas, and worse, this is Saturday.

			“Hello.”

			“What if me turn out to be lesbionic?”

			“No word go so.”

			“Whatchu talkin’ ’bout, Willis? Everybody saying it.”

			“Absolutely nobody is saying it.”

			“I know is uptown I hear it.”

			She made it up. Dionne is always making things up, pretending that she just catching the new lingo but secretly hoping she going to start one. I imagine her right now, pushing the red batwing glasses she stopped needing at fifteen right back up her nose. I start counting to five and right at five there it goes, the bubblegum pop.

			“Lesbionic, eeh? You don’t even like your own pussy,” I say.

			“Eddy, what the fuck? Too coarse, brethren.”

			“Anyway, so you bionic now?” I dropped the “les” because older brother walked into the room. I wish my modern mother would give me my own phone. “Why?”

			“How you mean, why? None of them college boy want me, and I don’t want them. Worse, I surrounded by battyman friends.”

			“Hold on,” I say and glare at Eli. He takes his time, touching a book, and is about to flip through it just to piss me off, but then realizes it’s a book and leaves.

			“Friend. You have one battyboy friend,” I whisper.

			“I counting the ones who don’t know it yet.”

			She means Alistaire Cooke. She was—is—so convinced that this bredda want cock that once at Shelly deFreitas’s birthday party she pushed a drunk me in the bathroom with an even drunker him and locked the door. Seriously, she found a key and locked the door although to this day Dionne claims that bathroom doors don’t have keys. The only thing that happened in that bathroom was me watching Alistaire almost choking himself to death while trying to vomit and sing “Punaany” at the same time. He also called me one of Shelly’s red friends, which I suppose is better than being called white. I was so fucking mad I didn’t talk to her for a week, but then I remembered that if the boy who maybe winked at me turns out to be a battyboy beater, she is the only person I can tell. And she really knows how to apply concealer to a bruise.

			Bubblegum pop.

			Last week she said to me, “Battyman don’t really fall in love, no true? Some of them think they love like how two brothers love each other, but is not real love, right? You know that, right?”

			I wanted to ask her how the fuck would she know anything ’bout love or anything else, for she’s a fucking nineteen-year-old who thinks that some boy fingering her because he thought she was somebody else means that she is not a virgin anymore. And who thinks she is cool because she is the one Jamaican to have Kate Bush’s Hounds of Love and the Smiths’ The Queen Is Dead on the same cassette, even though neither record new, plenty high school boys have them and not just boys who go to Hillel Academy. Also nobody who is cool for real has to think about being cool or worse, saying it, and God only knows why anybody fucking talk to her still, especially me, especially when to get the cashier’s attention at KFC she never raises her voice or waves her hand or even shouts, but just keeps saying “Excuse me please excuse me please excuse me please excuse me please” until they finally get tired of ignoring her. But there she goes again saying a fucking wrong thing because she thinks having a loser battyboy as her friend means she gets to say cruel things because who else is going to talk to this faggot, not even his own brother. No, I didn’t say any of that.

			Sometimes I feel like I’m just a sponge. She makes the mess and I suck it up. I should say that, too, but I don’t. She knows it, too, when I’m not speaking to her, because I don’t call. And when she does call, her best way to fix the situation is to act like nothing did happen, and this nothing that did not happen she is moving on from. Honestly she is the same girl who said to me one time, “You know I hate men, that’s why I love you.”

			“I studying Mummy and all her friends. You ever wonder how you can hate men but still fuck them?” she says and drags me back to the phone.

			“No. Not really. Not ever. No.”

			“Is whaapen to you this Saturday?”

			“Nothing happen—”

			“I know. That tennis boy don’t call you yet. Look at you, thinking you American. Me seh the boy soon go ’pon date.”

			I know she is reaching. She waiting for me to say something that says everything criss between us. Everything cool. Well, not what I say but how I say it. I think of starving her. Letting the call drag out before she really runs out of things to say, because honestly this lesbionic fuckery is her way of saying I have nothing to talk about until you tell me that I can talk to you.

			“Girl, Jamaicans don’t go ’pon date. Them go check a ting.”

			“Plenty people go ’pon date.”

			“A box of KFC and a Pepsi get her to drop the drawers don’t mean you on a date. That mean you giving it up for cheap,” I say.

			She screams. But Dionne knows she was let back in the club from the second I called her “girl.” There is not going to be an apology and we’re not going to talk about it because we are not Americans on TV.

			“And it’s badminton, by the way,” I say.

			“Yes, shuttlecock.”

			And so we go on for another half hour maybe, saying nothing. She was not going to ask to come over, but I could tell she was waiting for me to invite her. I didn’t. I don’t know. Something changed and I’m not sure what it is, or if it’s because she said faggots don’t fall in love, or something she said before, or it’s all the things she’s said put together and that was just the final straw, or it’s because she feels she can call me faggot. She isn’t even saying something that memorable (for I don’t fucking remember) when I get one of those things that happen in James Joyce stories…epiphanies! That’s what it fucking is. Anyway, she is off and I’m already in another world even though I hearing her talk about how Louise Diallo finally get her retainers so someday she won’t look like a rabbit. And when my mind is gone far away from her I realize that she is worried that I’m no longer her misery friend. The first time we met, at Shelly deFreitas’s Christmas party four years ago, we blurted it out the same time how much we hated that fucking Chris de Burgh song “Lady in Red,” which kept poking out of Jamaican radio like a booger, and me saying I would like it more if the red was blood from the lady’s slit throat, and she said bombo-raas, red like they just about to serve her up in Cannibal Holocaust, and I looked at her because she said something that should never have come out of the mouth of a Jamaican ever, certainly not a girl. For a second it felt like we ran into each other in one of those New York parties that exists only on TV and we just talk like we know the things of the world when really we’re the only Jamaicans who have a satellite dish and actually watch it because, well, what the raas else you going do?

			“At least you showing some initiative with Tennis Boy—”

			“Badminton.”

			“Eehi. Leave things up to you, you’d never bruk yuh ducks.”

			“Yeah, you want medal now? For meritorious service in your endeavors to get my dick wet.”

			“Vulgar.”

			Bubblegum pop.

			The worst part is that it’s true. Halloween party at Shelly deFreitas’s house even though Halloween is not Jamaican. But this is uptown. Shelly’s parents were gone for two weeks, so this was the kind of all-night party that stretched into all weekend, or at least until the toilets get clogged up and she panics because she doesn’t have the number for a plumber and still don’t know what to do with a plunger, and if she leaves it to the household helper that same helper will tell Mummy and Daddy, who will immediately ask if she did have any bombocloth boy over in him house.

			The crowd was mostly the same people we all see in school. All of them from Campion, Priory, Hillel, Immaculate Conception, and Wolmer’s Boys’ School. Nobody younger than sixteen or older than nineteen, though some of these boys (almost always boys) look like nineteen take foot and run four years ago. And everybody in their own clothes, instead of the same school uniform, meaning everybody telling you how much money their parents make. And because this is Shelly deFreitas, you get more than the usual foreign exchange students (almost always boys) who sometimes think I’m one of them. Three years ago, and I still don’t know why they let us in because I am 99 percent sure that Shelly don’t like us, at least don’t like Dionne. I also don’t know how Dionne approach these boys or what she tells them because I know if it was me, I would get kicked in the balls by somebody cussing that this is what they expect from people like me. She just have this thing where she can pick out battyboys, I guess. Sonar or something. One time she said to me that she just watch whoever gulp when she say “AIDS,” since only battymen really ’fraid. All I know is that I went to the bathroom and before I even finished, one of the exchange students came in. Okay what happened was I was pissing and somebody opened the door and I shouted “Occupied,” not because I was rude but because the music was loud and the door closed. But when I turned around there was a boy with red hair and I don’t know what color eyes, but he looked like a skinny Thor, so I almost called him Thorbaby. “These doors, they do not have locks,” he said. Then he pointed at my crotch and his eyes spoke a whole sentence, saying that there was no need to put it back in, and next thing I know he was on his knees. It couldn’t have been that long because Shabba Ranks’s “Peeny Peeny” was playing when he got down and it was still playing when I grabbed his shoulder and howled and yeah, still playing when he got up and wiped his mouth.

			This was a big house, so it take me a good half hour to figure out that Dionne left. Of course I was surprised and not surprised. Nobody was going my way (which I didn’t believe) but the same boy who blowed me, so it was either leave with him or walk home alone. Which wasn’t going to happen since a Jamaican hill is still in Jamaica and nobody would be so crazy as to walk on any road this time of night. Worse, to walk down this hill only to walk up to mine. Honestly, I really could kill her, or at least scream that the real reason she leave early is because no boy there wanted her, which would be true since she really thinks talking about shit like A Nightmare on Elm Street and An American Werewolf in London is cool. So the redhead boy drop me home. He didn’t say a word the whole time, except “This is your home, yes?” which he said when he pulled up outside my gate. We were not going to raasclaat kiss. He grabbed my crotch hard and I pretended it didn’t hurt. I think he said “Next time,” but I was out the door so quick that my mind might have made that up.

			“Relax, you still a virgin, my youth,” she said the next day, when she could get a few words out of her donkey laughing. I laughed along, too, but later on didn’t find it funny.

			May 8

			I feel like I’m leaning even when I am standing straight. That’s me in the mirror, wondering if having the only full-length mirror in the house gives off some sort of vibe. About what, I don’t know, except that I keep feeling like everybody in this family is trying to read me in their own weird way, as if there is some mystery there, or some secret and I don’t have any damn secrets. That is a lie. Well, it doesn’t feel like a lie, it just feels like when I look at what I keep to myself it doesn’t look like anything I should be struggling to keep. It’s not like there is anything I should hide because I don’t go around feeling like I’m wrong, but it’s more that I feel there are things that none of them have any right to know. Bitch, nobody trying to read you, says a voice that sounds like me. “We don’t talk,” my sister said once, but I am sure she was talking about whenever we are around the TV. Sometimes I confuse a secret with what I should just keep to myself, and I know which is which when I tell Dionne. Not that she would tell anybody, which I have to admit is one good thing about her. But man, how she love to take it as grounds for action and next thing I know, I’m locked in somebody’s bathroom with some drunk boy who gave her a vibe that he didn’t give me, some boy who will vomit in the toilet and tell me that Admiral Bailey’s new song is better than Shabba Ranks’s, and either doesn’t know or doesn’t care that he was grabbing and squeezing his crotch like it was a stuffed animal the whole time he was talking to me.

			This is an old house that Daddy bought from a dead man whose family check out in 1976 on one of the seven daily flights to Miami. So maybe it’s the house that is leaning and not me. I am looking at myself in the mirror and taking notes. That sounds like I’m a stenographer taking quick looks at myself, then scratching it down on a pad. But I keep getting up to look at myself and sometimes I’m seeing something I didn’t the last time. Mummy gone to church because lately she wants to, and lil sis Selena goes with her because she has to. Daddy as usual is gone before I wake up and will return after I fall asleep. Eli is at one of those Saturday night parties bigger brothers get to go to that turn into Sunday fetes, so he’s not coming home until late afternoon, if not Monday. I celebrate this time alone by skinny-dipping in our pool and not putting my clothes back on in my room. I am probably bored. I am definitely naked.

			Anyway, I feel like I’m leaning, even when I’m standing straight. This may be because my right foot always points north while my left foot points northwest. My right leg moves like it’s about to twist and trip itself while my left leg kicks out and sweeps the floor. My head used to be too big but last year the body caught up. Seriously it’s like that shit happened in just one year. In art class a man’s body is supposed to be the height of seven heads and a few months ago was the first time I looked at myself and counted that number. Five foot ten is what I measured the last time, but I wonder if at nineteen me done grow. No GQ modeling for me if this where I get cut off.

			I look at my face and see cheekbones first, which makes me look like the singer in A-ha, though nobody looking at me would ever say something like that. I don’t know, my head still looks like a rectangle, and I wish I had one of those chins that point like an arrow. I can finally shave like a man though. Eli is older than me but I have more facial hair than him, so screw that bredda.

			Sometimes when I’m talking I catch myself in a glass and the reflection talks gay. I wonder if anybody notices. Also my head is a box because you hide things in a box and I keep too many things up in there. This is why I start to journal in the first place, though I hate when people turn nouns into verbs, like the fucking American teacher. My head stuffs stuff that straight boys and girls don’t have to. When Trevor Caesar begged me to fix his artwork in the last exam, and I left my own shit to help him cheat, and the very next day he called me Edwina in front of some sixth-form girls, I did what every other faggot does, which is to laugh with them like I really did deserve to be the butt of my own joke, so good show, Trevor. I couldn’t cry in front of them because bad enough being a fish, what kind of loser break out in tears in front of girls? And in public because of what somebody said, since sticks and stones, etc. Unlike students who live far away in Portmore, I see these bastards and bitches even when I’m not at school. At least I no longer have to see them every day.

			On the fifty-ninth day of high school a light brown boy called me Miss Dorcas and the whole class burst out laughing when the harshest thing I could say back was “Get lost.” But yeah, these boys leave all this shit in my head and I have no place to shake them loose. Not Daddy, or Selena, who’s too young, or Eli, who is one of them, or Mummy, who keeps telling me that she is a modern woman but is now quoting all sorts of scripture about immorality. The only place I can put them is this journal. Or Dionne. The only difference is that I don’t end up owing my journal anything.

			Fuck this, I’m supposed to be talking about how my eyebrows are dark and straight and don’t really curve around my eyes like normal eyebrows. Instead I look like a werewolf, which I do like. Nothing to say about my eyes, except I don’t think they are sad. I used to want Tom Selleck’s eyes. Or Prince’s, though nobody can tell for sure if that is attitude, genetics, or eyeliner. Everything about Prince makes me think about sex, but he doesn’t make me think about actual fucking. Bruce Springsteen makes me think about doing it. I can see him leaving my bed, his backside thick for a white guy, and he’s still hard and it’s enormous. I imagine him with some woman though, not me.

			I like my lips. I think they look sly. The rule is supposed to go that the lighter the boy, the thinner the lips, but not me. Thick like a black boy’s but pink like my mother’s. I’ve never seen a dick from a man on my mother’s side, but I’m sure I didn’t get mine from Daddy. But the lips must be the only part of me that is a perfect merger of them. I wish more people told me I had a nice smile. There is a gap between my teeth that is wider than Madonna’s but narrower than that woman’s in American Gigolo. Sometimes I catch my mother looking at me right at the point where she turns away and pretends like she wasn’t looking at all. Sometimes I think people just look at me and think they know me right away, which kinda don’t make me happy. But I do laugh out loud.

			I think my smile says I’m good when I want it to say I’m nice. But honestly I know a few nice people who some mistake for good, and they are not good. Dionne is the most good person I know, for all the shit she does sometimes. But she is not nice to people, sometimes not even to me, and that makes some people call her a bitch, which also includes me. Unlike say, Mummy, who everybody thinks is nice because they all leave her Key Club nights stuffed with olive oil cake before she starts to bad-mouth them. Eli doesn’t have to be nice or good since people think he is cool.

			I think I’m the third most handsome man in my Problems of Philosophy class. But the first runner-up sounds like an ostrich and while everybody seems to have read and moved past immaterialism like they are supposed to, this bredda still stuck there. The worst part is that he thinks it is cute when he says, “But this paper, is it real? This girl’s boobs, are they real? This class, these grades, the authority of you, professor, it is real?” Which makes me think he read one paragraph of Berkeley, none of Descartes, or he would have dismissed this shit, and have yet to open that Kant book where the philosopher raises doubts about reality (well, our taking all this shit as real on the faith that it just fucking is) way better. Besides, him annoying nuh raas, which makes me think I should move my name into the second place. Philip Michael Thomas vibes strong with him though.

			I would say I was the tenth most handsome guy in sixth form, but it’s not like you could look at boys for long when boys were always watching you. Dominic LaFont is the sexiest man in my American lit tutorial but I’m sure I will never mention his name again in this journal. Except he was the only one who laughed when after the professor kept nagging us about how magnetic an antihero Stanley Kowalski is, I blurted out that he was a liar, hypocrite, wife beater, and rapist and as deluded about his place in the world as Blanche, who at least had serious reasons for going mad with one of them being him, while the only reason Kowalski was scoring points in this class was that some of us in here still wanted to fuck Marlon Brando, who in case none of you know is fat now.

			I’m still too skinny. Waist almost as narrow as a girl. And my hip bones jut out. The last time we went to the beach Mummy made some joke about me having two guns on my sides, which only Daddy found funny. People don’t understand that I’m trying so hard to not be skinny. Nobody wants to know that the clothes I wore at sixteen still fit me at nineteen. For real, nobody. When I stiffen my legs I see muscles like in a comic but then I can’t walk. It’s really the hip bones sticking out. If I crouch I look like Spider-Man with his nutsack about to scrape the floor. Are my hands too long? Seriously, six inches more and it’s like I will touch my knees. Skinny men all have the same ass with some muscle at the top but no fat to shape it out so just jiggly sagging skin at the bottom. My legs might be threatening to look like matchsticks, but at least I have a decent backside. If there is one body part that a faggot can claim fucking authority of knowledge it’s the fucking butt, and I have one. Dionne told me that all the old battyboys who sit in their cars in Café Central’s parking lot notice. What can I say about this batty? It’s the kind of backside that misses ’70s shorts.

			Reebok, Jordache, Le Coq Sportif, Bugle Boy, Chess King, Generra, I don’t own any of those labels. My mother finally felt sorry for me in fifth form and gave me money to buy Converse sneakers, which I tore the first day. At least with school uniforms I never had to worry about how I looked. Now it’s Revenge of the Nerds plus the red windbreaker from back when every Walkman was blasting “Thriller” (but that is about clothes, not the body, you idiot, and I still don’t have no clothes on). If somebody walks in on me now I wouldn’t have a wet body that I’m claiming to dry.

			Okay, I should put this down. One time I was in Mummy and Daddy’s room. I was sitting on the bedhead, looking straight at the mirror facing the bed. My shorts and briefs were already down at my ankles and just looking at the mirror was making me hard. I was beating off with Mummy’s cocoa butter when my sister walked in like how any little child walks into a room.

			“The fuck!” I cupped my cock and balls instead of pulling up my shorts.

			“What you doing?” she asked.

			“I…I…I looking for something,” I said. We both looked at each other through the mirror. I didn’t know what to say next. A cut on my inner thigh that had pus. A mole that might be a wart. Something, some boy thing to disgust her quick. It’s not like I was babysitting, but the parents did leave me alone with her. We stood there looking at each other through the mirror until her child brain got bored and she walked out.

			I can watch myself in the mirror while jacking off. Am I so gay that I turn myself on? Something about it feels nastier than porn, not self-incest, which sounds like something an idiot preacher would say. I’m not attracted to guys who look like me, certainly not light-skinned boys, which is already a lie because of who I like on MTV (except David Lee Roth, no spandex would be tight enough to make me want him).

			Why am I writing this shit? If Mummy ever finds this book, all hell will break loose. No, it won’t. First, she will say nothing. She might even be proud that she didn’t bawl or scream or cuss, or run me out of her house, and she would have stopped Daddy from doing so—if she told him. She is a modern woman and a Catholic, meaning that I’m not sinful but afflicted. She would demand that I come with her to church and would tell the preacher about me. I am not a virgin, having lost that four years ago. I am a virgin because I don’t do nothing with no girl yet, and I mean after all that is what I’m supposed to end up doing. Find some girl who makes me stop thinking about Michael Hutchence, and whom I will marry, and with whom I will breed lots of children. This makes me wonder if any of the husbands and fathers I know are deep down gay. Daddy? Maybe he is right now driving down to Kingston Harbor where one homeless boy is waiting to suck BK Whopper money out of him. Except if that was true, AIDS would have exploded uptown already, because Jamaican men from my daddy’s generation will push their cock through a needle before wearing a condom.

			I feel like gay shit was supposed to turn me into something that AIDS just cut short. On campus people are already not drinking from any watercooler they think a sissy just drink from, and one or two time somebody will get up if they think a battyboy just sat on the same bench. Right before spring break, some men let themselves into Chancellor Hall saying they looking for that loudmouth battyboy theater and dance major Roderick DePass, who jumped up from his table and said, “You not only find me, but you also find Miss Cherry,” which is what he called his knife, which was two inches short of a cutlass. One of the men said, “You can’t take all of us,” to which he said, “No, but I can slice one of you up like roast beef, and the rest of you will get my spit and my blood in your eyes, you fucking ignorant monkeys. How you going skip AIDS if you spilling batty blood?” At least that’s how my library posse told the story. None of this affects me. Only God knows why once I started college people stopped thinking I acted like a faggot, and now I was cool. Maybe I’m not so glitterous with it? I don’t understand. Boys been calling me Edwina, Mavis, Miss Italy (Mummy’s from Belgium, you ignorant motherfuckers) from the second day of school, but in college, friends joke with me about that battyman wearing pink shorts over by the study hall. And me? I laugh and go, “Yeah, check out that fish.”

			There’s a birthmark on my back that I can only see with two mirrors. It looks like Australia to me, but Selena says it looks like a man with two faces, like Janus, except she wouldn’t know Janus from anus. I don’t have anything else to say about my back. It might as well be Billy Idol’s back. My chest looks like it caved in on my heart one night, but I’m afraid to point it out to my mother, or anybody else. Sometimes I think this is why I can’t gain weight, that inside me is some vacuum that is sucking me into myself. Sometimes when I take my clothes off I wonder if I look sick. I don’t know why. Back in high school we all knew who were the skinny ones just as easy as we could call out the fat ones. Nobody calls me skinny (maybe they noticed my ass?), but I feel like the wind makes noise when it passes through me.

			And yet I like my chest. I like that skinny boys who make pop music have chests like mine. This is how I know I’m not really skinny: I can’t see my ribs. At least my arms look like I used to swim when I was younger. Well, my triceps, which might be the only part of my body that I can show off. The reason why nobody can really see the cave-in is that, unlike my chin, hair sprouts all over my chest like wildfire. This is where I really do look like a werewolf. All these boys in high school who as soon as the bell ring unbuttoned two buttons to show nothing but hopes and dreams. But me, who have real wild bush on him chest, don’t show nothing.

			Penis. Cock. Mine is not the only hand to have touched my cock. There have been five others, which given where I live and who I live with and what I have to live with, is damn well something. I already talked about that in this journal and I can’t think of any detail I left out. But this is an exercise, at least that is what I think it is. Watch, observe, report. This might as well be a report for social studies class back in grade school. Maybe I should talk about it like it’s somebody else’s cock. It’s darker than my palms but lighter than my face. I see shows on TV where every athlete is supposedly naked in the locker room, and can’t imagine me surviving that, especially since this is the first time I’m not being labeled one of the school fags. At the same time I wish I was at an American university to see boys walking around jiggling their American cocks while they talk football scores. Or girls. I wonder if they ignore how talking about pussy is getting them hard, or if that is just how it goes in my mind’s porn movie. It’s not the biggest cock I have ever seen, on-screen or in person. But hey, when it’s hard it reaches my navel, which must mean it’s big enough. Is it weird to say that it looks like the cock a person like me is supposed to have?

			Eli is shorter than me but he has a body for sports. He’s browner, darker, but that could be because he’s always out in the sun playing football, cricket, basketball, honestly anything involving bouncing, kicking, or hitting a ball. I swear his thighs are as wide as his head, and his calves could have come from one of those bodybuilders on TV. He still takes all his clothes off in front of me but that is because he never felt any way about taking his clothes off in front of anybody. He is not circumcised, but the skin down there is always pulled back, like he is always ready. He and his girlfriend, well, the new one, have plenty of sex, which everybody knows because nobody told them that burying your head in the mattress just spreads the sound across the bed. He also banged Tracey three houses down, the same girl I used to read Andrew Marvell poems to because I am a fucking nerd. I tried to read her Prince’s “If I Was Your Girlfriend,” but she told me that she don’t listen to devil music.

			May 9

			Orrin doesn’t want to play Queenie. “I not even the sissiest one here,” he says to me, which is funny because if he’s not the first, then he’s definitely the second. Besides, nobody has seen the script yet. I assume he’s older than me because he’s always in shiny shoes, gabardine pants, a plain shirt with three buttons open as if he couldn’t wait to take the tie off. But I’m pretty sure I can count how many hairs are sprouting out of his chin and the last time I could count them on my own chin I was fourteen. Take it up with big boss, I say to him, but him not going do that, and I know because I wouldn’t do it and no Jamaican would do it either. We deal with our problem with X by cussing about it to Y. We don’t even want Y to report back to X. My mother comes into my room and hashes out her shit with Daddy to the wall behind me. It’s near seven p.m. and raining again. I want to tell Orrin that falling rain always gives me a feeling of peace, not that I’m interested in what he has to say.

			Nobody else seems to have a problem with their roles, but then again nobody knows their roles. Jordan is already walking around like some caged tiger, but he’s too skinny to pull it off. The thing is set in prison and the character name Rocky—what more he need to know? He is in the same loose brown jeans but now wearing a brown shirt because that says prison. Omar is a no-show so far. Havelock is—God blind me—wearing an ascot with his jacket, of course he’s wearing a jacket. And maroon pants? He says he’ll be reading all prison voices offstage as well as whoever’s late. The script so far is twelve pages with the promise of more by the next rehearsal. He looks annoyed. Matt is here, in a light blue T-shirt and cream blue jeans, not too tight, but thank God not too loose and I remark to myself for the eleven millionth time, why God decide to bless a half-Chinese man with a backside. But this is the first time I notice he has bowlegs, which makes me think he used to play football, or ride a horse. Both of which make me beg God for shorts next time, ’70s shorts. He squats instead of sits, but even when he sits he pulls at his pants so that it doesn’t bunch in the crotch and I feel fucking robbed. Trying to look like a convict, he says. Omar doesn’t mind who see his bunch, but camel toe on a man not cute. At least not his. And then Matt does that thing he always does whenever I think about him, which is to look up at me and grin. All I can do is check that I’m standing, or leaning, or sitting in a way that seems sensible though I also don’t know what the raas that means. Orrin is reading the lines to himself and each new line makes him frown.

			“Yeah, man, me never sign up for the sissy thing,” Orrin says. To me.

			“But you don’t see none of your lines yet.”

			“It no matter. Me never come for the faggot thing.”

			I stare at him with You for fucking real? all over my face.

			“Okay. I mean, brethren, if you want my role you can have it. I don’t mind either way.”

			“Who you play again?”

			“Mona.”

			“You can take mine,” Rainford says. “Guard sound like a man, right? So it settled then.”

			“Really now. Because I don’t remember settling anything,” Havelock says. Matt is about to say something but is cut off with “News bulletin, send a telegram. This is a gay play about men loving and sexing and ruling over other men in a prison. All the roles are gay. If is Christmas Carol you looking for you in the wrong place.”

			“What difference it make who plays what, Titus? It’s not like you know us,” Matt says. Havelock doesn’t have a comeback but he does have a glare, which is enough to shut off Orrin’s mouth. Him just realizing that the play is going to have actual gay shit in it makes me laugh. For real though, why the fuck would you sign up to do a gay play with gay men and not expect gay shit in it?

			“Oh,” Orrin says and leaves me for the stage.

			“Make me guess. He tried to get your role, too,” Matt says behind me, and I jump a little. But instead of saying How the fuck do you always do that, I turn around and ask if Orrin really asked him to give up his role.

			“Well, he didn’t actually ask, he just hoped I’d read his mind and give it to him,” Matt says and does that gentle laugh that evaporates into air. He’s just glad to be part of something that tells all of Jamaica to go fuck herself.

			“Seriously though, that we could do a play like this in a land like ours? It’s like having a Passover seder in Auschwitz. Kinda wish I could look at the original and his changes. Don’t you think?”

			“Places!” Havelock shouts. “Each of these towels represents a bed until props come. Rocky, bed stage right. Queenie, upstage. Mona, upstage of Queenie.”

			We all look at him like frightened sheep.

			“Lord help me Jesus,” he says as he positions everybody.

			“Nobody here is a professional, Titus.”

			“Shut up, Brown.”

			“Except me. Me acting all the time,” Jordan says to me and Matt, the only ones not named Havelock who would pick up on irony. As for Havelock, he goes to the left side, offstage, and starts to sing “If I Had the Wings of an Angel,” then cuts himself off. “Halt! Attention! Straighten the line!” he shouts as each of us realizes he is reciting from the play. He says something about taking this one down for observation. Up jumps Orrin, who cocks his hips and taps his chest like he’s powdering it.

			“Oh, if I had the face of an angel. And the batty of a ramgoat,” he says as Queenie. I forget the rest.

			“Jailbird cut off you singing or I cut off yuh seed” comes from offstage.

			Then it’s Jordan’s first line.

			ROCKY

			What a gwaan ’pon base, Queenie?

			MONA

			Is the new arrivals.

			ROCKY

			Anybody tell you to open your mouth, fishie?

			QUEENIE

			Leave Mona Lisa alone, brethren, in the name of Jesus.

			ROCKY

			Why she always get off looking down that hole?

			QUEENIE

			You see Lee’s Fifth Avenue bothering Woolworth?

			ROCKY

			They mind their own corner.

			QUEENIE

			And she not in yours.

			“Sir…sir…I have a question,” Orrin says.

			“Sir? I not your schoolmaster. What is this ‘sir’?” Havelock says.

			“Call him Havelock. Locky. Lock and key. Cock—”

			“Shut up, Brown. Use the name God give me.”

			“God give names like Enoch and Methuselah. Not Have—”

			“Jesus Lord on high will this boy shut the fuck up. What is the question, Mr. Turner?”

			“When we did do pantomime back in ’83, the first thing we do was a table read of the full script. So we get a full view of the character and them things. Before we—”

			“Sorry to interrupt but we not doing a pantomime, Mr. Turner.”

			“But is a play.”

			“Man have a point, Titus. Even your Twelfth Night had a table read. Mind you to read a play one needs to have a play to be read,” Jordan adds.

			“Mr. Turner. We trying something different. Nobody here knows what tomorrow brings, but we lurch forward anyway—not true? The incident will come to you the way life comes to you.”

			“Just say you don’t have the script ready, Titus.”

			Fascinating, these two.

			“If that is a problem, then use the door, Mr. Brown.”

			“No problems, busha.”

			“If the actor really wants to direct, then go find a play to direct. Right now if you want,” Havelock says.

			Jordan says nothing.

			“I have another question.”

			“Yes, Mr. Turner.”

			“Mona is a girl? What she doing in man prison?”

			“Everybody in man’s prison is a man.”

			“So then ‘she’ is a typo?”

			“You mean you don’t call your gay combolo ‘she’? Heavens to Betsy!” Jordan says.

			“I don’t have no gay combolo.”

			“Of course.”

			“Is slang, Orrin,” I say. “A lot of gays call each other ‘sister’ or ‘girl’ or ‘mother.’ Lots of people in prison, too.”

			“Them must be the gay who want to be woman.”

			“No. Sometimes. Not exactly.”

			“It’s the line in the play, Mr. Turner. That is that,” Havelock says. Punto final.

			“Me no like them sissy—”

			“Mr. Turner. You can also use the door.”

			“All right, all right, all right.”

			“Can I have the line, Mona?”

			We break after six pages and grab water before Havelock puts us through it again. Orrin still has shit to say so he says it, asking if he’s really going to sound like one of them men who call themselves Mavis. Havelock says, “That’s the most homophobic claptrap I have heard in who knows how long,” which makes me wonder which Jamaica he lives in where he doesn’t hear homophobic shit worse than this every day. But he did give me the word “claptrap.” Havelock has us run through the first pages again, then waves us off like we’re servants. Learn the lines by Wednesday, he says. I ask him if by Wednesday we will see the rest of the play but he just grunts.

			“Reaching Madame’s tonight. You two coming?” Jordan says to Matt and me. Matt says he has a presentation and I say that I have exams.

			“Exams, right. I stop taking those when I dropped out,” he says.

			Exams are not until Friday. I just don’t want to hear what Jordan thinks about anything, because I’m sure he is waiting to tell somebody. Plus, I don’t feel safe with Madame’s being downtown and yes, I feel guilty for writing that.

			I walk north on Lady Musgrave in the slight drizzle all the way north to the bottom of Barbican, then make the slight climb through Russell Heights. My mother would end up in the emergency room if she knew I was walking home over such a long distance, but it’s only long for people who never get out of their cars. Besides, I like long walking. Yes, my eyes are on the sidewalk, but I’m thinking about comics, or the new Prince album I want to buy as soon as I figure out how to buy a record with a naked man on the cover. As if any of this matters if there is an election next year and is the PNP really going to come back into power?

			My family was the only one on my block not to take one of the seven flights to Miami between 1975 and 1980. The few times I hear my father talking to a neighbor it’s him saying “Can you believe it, busha? It’s like nobody learned from the raasclaat mess the PNP leave this country in the first time. Just because he trade their Kariba suits for three-piece suits don’t mean Michael Manley stop bouncing off Castro’s cock.” Homoeroticism to make a political point, wow, Father, who knew you had it in you?

			On the way home I stop in the pharmacy to buy X-Men #228 and my first ever issue of GQ. Both make me feel a way, the X-Men because I’m starting to feel I’m too old for comics, and the GQ because I’ve never bought one before, and on the cover is a boy with the cutest grin and the shortest white shorts. At the top right it says “Greg Louganis: The Fanciest Diver.”

			May 10

			Nothing to do and nobody is here. No exam today, and none of my college posse would have been at school. I could have invited them over or see if they would invite me, but I leave the phone alone. Mummy gone to midweek church. Daddy is at whatever makes Mummy go to church. Selena’s high school picked today to go on their final trip, which is shocking because it is a school day and Catholic schools don’t allow girls to wear casual clothes on purpose. She’s not back yet. Eli heard that one of his friends has the new Legend of Zelda, which means who knows when he’s coming back. So it’s either my brother’s porn VHS or Miami Vice. I choose Miami Vice.

			May 11

			Rehearsal. Ini Kamoze on my Walkman so I can feel more Jamaican. Before I was listening to the Beastie Boys even though I know their original album title was Don’t Be a Faggot. I walk in on Jordan getting into some kind of fuss with Havelock. “Me already have two kind of daddy, Havelock, and most time neither serve no fucking use. Don’t need a third,” Jordan says before he notices me waiting by the stage. “Don’t be a f—” is all Havelock says before Jordan nudges him and points to me. Clive slips through the two of them as if he is afraid to touch either, and goes right to fixing a set that doesn’t need fixing. As soon as Omar—always last—arrives, Havelock hands out more pages from act 1. I don’t bring up the rest and am surprised Jordan doesn’t either.

			Clive reminds us of our places. Matt has the first line and Jordan has the second.

			SMITTY

			I don’t want upset nobody but I have a woman outa street.

			She even come to me trial.

			ROCKY

			You shoulda bring her with you.

			Then she would come all over again.

			SMITTY

			My girl not them kinda girl.

			(I can’t jot down the rest without checking the script. But I remember Mona’s line.)

			MONA

			I really don’t care what I look like in here.

			QUEENIE

			See, Smitty? She don’t listen to a raasclaat word from me sexy lips. Coulda get her a real good big daddy but she like her independence.

			Like she is a raasclaat country.

			SMITTY

			What wrong with independence?

			QUEENIE

			Make me tell you about independence. One day my girl take her independent self into the storeroom saying she looking for a board game, but she get teach another one instead. For real. Team up on her big like a football team, but she is the ball. Batty open wide and every man take a charge. Ram and jam and dig out her hole all the way to China.

			Now she is more public than National Heroes Park. Listen here, hot stuff. The way to not make Mona’s mistake is to get a big daddy real quick. You safe for now ’cause you don’t look gay.

			Everybody is doing what I am doing, looking at the lines, looking at Havelock, back at the lines, then back at Havelock.

			“What kind of play this?” Rainford asks.

			“What you mean? It’s a prison play,” Havelock says, already exhausted by dumb questions.

			“You know what happens in prison, Rainford?” Jordan asks.

			“Them thing yah don’t,” Rainford says.

			“Oh, much worse than that happen.”

			“So prison make a man turn homo?”

			“Not exactly. We really going to get into the origin of homosexuality here?” asks Jordan. “Prison didn’t make him gay but being gay make him handle prison. Help me out, Havelock.”

			“You seem to be getting along all by yourself.”

			“Is like this, Oral,” Jordan explains.

			“Orrin.”

			“Whatever. Is like an asylum. Some people go in mad, some people turn mad once they inside, and some play mad to skip something worse. This play make perfect sense to me.”

			“Why? Uptown boy like you ever go prison?”

			“Jail. Same diff. Shorter time.”

			“Then if people can turn on the gay, then they can turn it off,” Rainford says.

			“You ever turn it off? When you find out that secret make sure you buss it,” says Orrin.

			“Why?” I ask. “Nothing wrong with—”

			“Mr. Man, don’t come with your American business,” Rainford butts in.

			“I not American.”

			“ ’Bout how you want to march and wear rainbow panty and all that ‘we’re here, we’re queer’ fuckery.”

			“I not a fucking American, bitch. And if you feel that way about the gay, what the fuck you doing here?”

			“Me know this bomboclaat boy didn’t just call me a bitch.”

			“Will everybody shut up. One bitch on this set, gentlemen, one bitch. And that bitch is yours truly. Now, Mr. Porteous, not everybody can afford the inner peace you clearly abound in,” Havelock says and shocks me. Honestly, he hurt my feelings.

			“Leave Mr. Ellis to explore his issues, whatever they might be, as long as he is in this space,” Havelock adds.

			Later on, before rehearsal wraps, Matt appears at my right ear. I swear to God he is a genie.

			“The homophobic homosexual. Some of us never outgrow it,” he says and grins.

			“Maybe the man is just a prude. Or a Christian.”

			“I get you. Gay but not queer.”

			“Something like that. I mean there are some gays who fucking hate anal sex.”

			“How you know that? Quantity or quality survey?”

			“Playgirl.”

			He laughs so hard I almost start singing “Turning Japanese.” But if he knew the song he would never forgive me. This is why I need to listen to reggae music, so my brain pops up rude bwoi shit like Peter Metro and General Degree, not ’Til Tuesday with fucking “Voices Carry.”

			“You all need to remember that the audience is fifteen feet away, not on Saturn” is all Havelock has to say on the matter. He’s trying to not look annoyed, which fails, because for such a theater man he doesn’t have much of a poker face. I’ve been told the same thing—well, not in those words—but when Selena says “Shit, you don’t like it,” or when Mummy says “Fix your face,” I know.

			We go through the scene four times before Havelock sits us down for a pep talk and congratulates Jordan for being the only one who knows his lines, which makes sense since Jordan looks like he is playing Jordan. “But we’re missing it,” he says. He’s comfortable telling us that it’s missing but won’t tell us what the “it” is. “A certain heat,” “a certain warmth,” and “a certain hint at physicality” are the phrases he flings around, hoping we will pick up on a point that was obvious from when he started fishing for phrases.

			“The play should feel more of us, by us, for us,” he says.

			“You mean more gay?” I say.

			He looks at me first as if I told him to suck his mother’s titties but then his face is overcome with relief. You’re welcome, Havelock.

			“Everybody acting like they’re about to play golf or run for public office when—” he says.

			“When they should sound as if they want to fuck each other,” says Jordan.

			“No, not each other. Just Smitty,” Matt says.

			Havelock nods. He understands that we’re getting to know each other, but the way we’re dragging out getting intimate plays like heterosexuals.

			“So everybody wants to fuck Smitty and has already plowed through Mona?” I ask.

			“I want energy!” Havelock shouts.

			“I want to read the play we supposed to act in,” Omar says. We’re all silent because we agree.

			“All they’re doing is talking ’bout how bad them is. Perpetrate instead of the real thing,” I say.

			“You mean like real people, Mr. Porteous?” Havelock asks.

			“Real white people,” I say.

			“Well, aren’t you all witty cunts today.”

			The little I know of Havelock tells me that he’s not big on the cussing thing, so somebody must be provoking the shit out of him, and that somebody is probably Jordan. Orrin is already looking through the new pages to see if Smitty stays straight. The frown on his face says otherwise. He motions to Havelock, but his tiny little wave is nothing compared to Omar bulldozing his way to the desk Havelock is packing up, both hands in pockets, the jacket he never takes off barely covering his thick but surprisingly tight ass.

			“So boss man, is so you goin’ chap it?” he asks.

			“I am not even going to pretend to understand what that means.”

			“Me mean is if so you going drop it in the play. What me get, like three line?”

			“I didn’t write the play. You’re one of the guards, not an inmate. You get to go home.”

			“You just tell we that we doing the Sally Means version—”

			“Sal Mineo.”

			“Eehi. And here me did think you was giving me meat instead of bone.”

			“You mean you thought your money bought meat instead of bone.”

			“Boss man, you don’t need reminder from me that—”

			“That you plan to blackmail me?”

			“What the…You the one who say that, not me. All this brother asking is if he going get a chance to actually act inna you stush play,” Omar says.

			“Maybe read the pages before you talk about them,” Havelock says as he starts to leave.

			“Poor Orrin thinks a depth charge coming for Smitty’s asshole,” Matt whispers to me.

			“Nuh that supposed to happen?” I say.

			“You know the play?” he asks.

			“I know prison,” I reply with a wink.

			“Oh fuck off.”

			“Well, I know Stir Crazy starring Richard Pryor.”

			Note to self: Stockpile a list of jokes that make Matt Chin laugh.

			“Peter Tosh’s murderer found guilty,” Jordan says as he rolls out the newspaper that was in his back pocket. Brown jeans. Again. And still.

			“Shit. Didn’t he plead not guilty?” Matt asks.

			“Don’t everybody?” Jordan says.

			“No way one man kill all them people. Tosh did mix up in something. Plus, him say him wasn’t at the man yard and claim to have alibi,” Rainford says.

			“Hmm, in this corner the suspect claims he wasn’t there, in that corner prints on the murder weapon. Hard to say,” Jordan says with that smile that knows he said something clever.

			“Sorry fi meager dog, meager dog tun round bite yuh, is what I always say,” Omar says, which my half-Belgian brain translated as “No good deed goes unpunished.” All the boys who made my life hell in high school like Peter Tosh. That’s not fair. I mean, they like reggae. Okay, that’s not fair either. A year pass since my last day at high school yet the oddest things send me right back there, like the music they liked playing on the radio in a passing car, or the TV shows with girls they wished were more naked, or if I see some student wearing my old school uniform. I still can’t tell if my life got better or worse when Eli had to repeat fifth form and ended up in my class. We never acted like we were related before and weren’t about to start then. He and those boys were gone by sixth form (I like to say they were filtered out), but two years without them compared to five years with them meant they never really left. I don’t understand myself. One year out of high school, one school year done in college, and I still feel like I’m locked behind that high school gate.

			“Porteous!” Havelock.

			I blink myself back to the present to see everybody gone but me and him, with Jordan just slipping out the door.

			“You at the top of Russell Heights, right?”

			“Sure.”

			“My car is outside.”

			“I like to walk.”

			“Don’t be a fool” is all he says as he turns off the lights and holds the door for me to leave. Outside, Jordan’s old Volvo station wagon is pulling out of the parking spot, about to turn right, heading to Hope Road I’m guessing.

			“Porteous! Quick! Raas, man,” Havelock says and pushes the passenger door open. “Make haste,” he says.

			It’s a left turn to my house, but he turns right.

			“If it’s traffic you beating, you pick the wrong route,” I say, even though the road is emptier than where we should have gone. Not that I was afraid or anything, but I thought I knew every possible way to my house and south on Hope Road was definitely going in the opposite direction.

			“Shhhhh. You’ll get home before they put ’way the dinner,” he says.

			“Where we going?”

			“Cool you foot, Mr. Porteous. I don’t need my cock sucked.”

			“Wow. Didn’t know you were this crass.”

			“You don’t know much about me, I would guess.”

			I was not about to look into myself like church people say in order to answer that question. Besides, fuck him, he didn’t go through 1986 or 1987, that person was me.

			He swerves out of the bumper-to-bumper traffic onto a side road that up to now I swore led to a dead end. Havelock picks up speed, driving in a way I would never have expected him to. We turn left at the first intersection and end up on Waterloo Road where cars are moving smooth.

			“I would like to know where we going.”

			“I don’t need an accomplice, Mr. Porteous,” he says and does that thing only Jamaicans do, point ahead by jutting out their lips. Four cars down I see Jordan’s Volvo.

			“I need a witness.”

			So, we following Jordan Brown.

			My curiosity and questions are fighting for space in my head, so much that all I can do is stay silent. One minute my whole body is tingling because I’m in a John le Carré novel. No, Len Deighton. The next I’m annoyed because I feel like I was kidnapped, I mean the man could have asked me first. But this interest in Jordan pumps up my interest and screw it, I like to be interested. This whole cat-and-mouse shit is weird and possibly perverted and the best thing to happen to my Wednesday night. I want to say something like I knew he was up to something, or I knew I was right to not trust him, but honestly, the one doing wrong right now could very well be Havelock. A grown man hunting down a boy who thinks he’s a man. Listen to me, thinking I can decide who is boy and who is man. Of course not a single word comes out of my fucking mouth.

			Jordan makes the third left turn and Havelock hisses. I’ll bet even shit leaves him as a whisper.

			Soon we’re following him down that road I thought I recognized but don’t. It’s another of those private roads joined to a public street, one that doesn’t have to put up a sign or barrier for people to know not to venture down it. Call it the opposite of a ghetto street, which people also know not to go down for very different reasons and yet the same reason: You don’t belong. Big houses, maybe even mansions, but not like the ones on the hill where I live, these look as old as Jamaica and none of them are in ruin. I do that thing I always do, which is to jump back fifty years, seventy, one hundred, and imagine the lazy, scandalous, well-dressed white people spilling out of those doors, the white people in white suits and dresses who come on TV on Sunday nights, drinking and fox-trotting to the live band of slick-haired negroes playing Cole Porter mixed with Under the Banyan Tree, while two of them, a man and a woman or, more likely, a man and man, sneak around the back to an actual banyan tree and stick their hands into each other’s pants while they French-kiss some exotic cocktail off each other’s lips. One of the men looks like any of the men in A Room with a View and the other like Sam Neill in Reilly, Ace of Spies. How he didn’t get the James Bond role I don’t fucking know and—

			“Porteous, you still with me?” Havelock says.

			“Uh…what? Yes. Yes.”

			“You know, the past and the future are already taking place somewhere else. Dangerous to let the present do that, too.”

			Just when I’m about to silently cuss him for saying shit that don’t make sense he says, “Shit, shit shit shit shit shit.”

			“What?”

			“Shit shit shit shit.”

			“Havelock?”

			But he looking ahead, gripping the steering tight like a nervous new driver. Seven gates down on the left, Jordan has parked.

			“You know where him going?” I ask.

			“Damn.” He sighs.

			“Havelock!”

			“What?”

			“You said I was your witness. Witness to what?”

			“I wish I knew. Lie—I sort of knew. Well, I sort of believed. But now…”

			I don’t bother to tell him that is not much of an answer. It is 8:36 p.m. but feels later. Jordan has not left the car. A car driving past lights Havelock’s face, thin and stern with a long, straight nose that for a second makes him look white. Another flash of headlights shows where the tapping sound is coming from: his finger on the steering. So this is what we will be doing, sitting and waiting while Jordan sits and waits.

			But then Jordan gets out of his car. Havelock creeps up slow, then stops. Jordan slings a backpack over his left shoulder, skips the gate, and jumps the fence.

			“You know where he’s going?” I ask.

			“Yes.”

			“I mean do you know who he is going to see?”

			Havelock doesn’t answer. I’m surprised that he doesn’t ask if I need to get home, even though I don’t. Despite the dark, I can see a long walkway that takes you to a house that looks like it was shipped from 1890, one of those places that seems to pop up by surprise in Kingston. Two floors, glass windows with what I guess are storm shutters flanking them. Slatted roof judging from the silhouette. Balcony taking up the width of the top floor. One light on in a side room downstairs. We stay long enough for a light upstairs to go on and off while a weaker light stays constant. And then we drive off. I thought Havelock was taking me home but instead he drives around the block and brakes where we were before.

			So we wait. I want to ask Havelock a hundred questions beginning with why are we staking out Jordan Brown, who seems to be going about living his life and does this mean either he has a thing for the boy, or he is a stalker, or maybe both? Or if Jordan is involved in something that he needed to confirm with, as he said before, a witness? And what is the deal with Havelock anyway with his jackets and ascots and his airs, as if he was butler to the queen? But all he does is whisper “Shit” every other minute.

			He looks like one of the men who should be staring out the window of one of these homes. On both sides of the road, the odd posh car parked up beside posh homes instead of in the driveway. The car windshield ahead of us is polka-dotted by bird shit.

			“Come on, Mr. Brown,” Havelock whispers. “Get out of there.”

			“Where is there? Whose house is that?”

			Havelock doesn’t answer.

			“You know, don’t you? You know whose house it is.”

			“Yes.”

			“And?”

			“He is not a good man. Not a good man at all.”

			“Should we find a phone and call the police?”

			“What? No. No police.”

			I go to open my door when Havelock says, “Sit yuh raas self down, Mr. Porteous!”

			I about to tell this man to sit him own bloodclaat self down, ’cause him can’t talk to me that way, but right then a door slams.

			“The light. Close the fucking door,” Havelock says.

			Ahead of us, the gate swings open, and Jordan walks out into the spotlight of the streetlamp, his backpack over his shoulder, and holding his clothes to his chest. Otherwise he is naked. Havelock and I are totally still. Jordan throws everything onto the passenger seat, taps the top of his car like it’s a pet, then gets in. We wait until he drives off. I know I should be saying something to Havelock, asking him something, telling him something, commenting on seeing Jordan Brown’s penis, commenting on any damn thing, but I’m drawing a total blank.

			Havelock hits the gas. I don’t ask if he’s taking me home because I know he’s not.

			We reach Jack’s Hill, the place people talk about when they talk about where rich people live. Every time I find myself up this hill I think that mansions are the only reason people don’t call this place country. From here you can look over all of Kingston, all that surrounds Kingston, the sea that come between the city and Port Royal, and all of Port Royal reflected in that sea. At night the whole city looks like it is built out of light.

			This is a narrow road and we drive on the left, so when Jordan suddenly turns right, for a second I think he drove off the hill. Havelock being Havelock, his “Oh Lord” comes out as a sigh.

			“We stopping?”

			“You want him to see us?”

			“Turn off the lights then.”

			“There’s still a thing called sound, Mr. Porteous.”

			“Don’t be a pussyhole, Havelock.”

			He actually laughs. “He’s at the lookout point. Cars—”

			“If you’re about to tell me that cars park at the lookout point to look out, I swear I will scream that you kidnapped me. Also, the man want to take in a view of Kingston, so what? Sometimes when all you see of this city is beauty it can make you…”

			“Make you what?”

			“Nothing. Nothing.” I open my door.

			“Porteous, what the raas? Porteous! Porteous! Eddy!”

			Fine, it’s not that I was out of earshot, I just stopped listening to him. But I walk fast, almost jog, just in case he was creeping up behind me to pull me back.

			Jack’s Hill clearly voted for the wrong political party because streetlamps are few and far between. The closer I get to the lookout, the more I hop from tree to tree and bush to bush like a cartoon cat.

			Jordan’s is the only car parked up here. I can’t make him out, but I can’t risk getting closer. This is when I remember that I’m doing shit I didn’t sign up to do, but who am I fooling? Knowing something about Jordan Brown that he doesn’t know I know is like finding a hundred-dollar bill on the ground. I try to hide myself better, expecting another car to pull up with a driver who came to do what men pull cars beside each other to do, on a quiet night on a posh hill. Jordan might still be naked. I don’t think about the size of his cock. Okay, maybe another me saw it and wonder how does he even walk with all of that in the way. I’m as close as I can be, at a fence so overrun with bougainvillea that it forms a canopy.

			Jordan gets out of the car, still naked, and I remind my mind that I has bigger things to focus on but get stuck on the word “bigger.” He gazes at Kingston as cigarette smoke leaves his mouth. Then he opens the left back door and pulls out what looks like a pillowcase and fishes for a pair of shorts. He doesn’t fish for a shirt. He brushes his teeth and spits into the view. Something stings my elbow and I slap so loud he hears. He looks, I freeze. He takes a few steps from the car and pisses. He opens the hatchback and the light comes on. He spreads out the sheet already laid down and fluffs up a pillow. He lies down on his side, closing the hatchback so nobody sees him falling asleep. The light goes out. I wait several minutes before I slip back down to Havelock’s car. We stare at each other for a long time but say nothing and remain silent all the way to my front gate.

			May 12

			I will not be haunted by Jordan Brown. I don’t want to think about him leaving Mr. Whoever-It-Was that Havelock refused to name. I don’t want to think of him not living in his parents’ house, which means somebody said, “Over my dead body will any Brown be a bloodclaat faggot,” which means they ran him out, maybe even beat him to near death and dragged his knocked-out body to the sidewalk, and since then are telling people that their son is dead and they have no son. Maybe his precious mummy sends him money—well, deposits it in his savings account, not enough for him to survive but to stay away.

			Havelock, of course, told me everything by not telling me a damn thing. Jordan’s skinny but not starving, so either somebody is feeding him or he’s doing something for food that makes him leave homes naked. His clothes are the same, but they are always clean and those brown jeans smell of fabric softener, so either he is washing them or he’s doing something to stay clean that makes him leave people’s homes naked. I never paid attention to those bruises on his neck and his right shoulder before.

			Now I’m feeling sorry for Jordan Brown. No, pity, because that word sounds like it comes out of the Bible, which feels stronger. In bed and writing this, but I want to do something else and am not sure what. Yes, I do. It’s just a catalog that anybody can buy at a magazine rack in any Jamaican pharmacy, though I went all the way downtown to one so far south it might as well have been in the sea. A pharmacy I would never have a reason to go back to. International Male, summer 1988, a magazine that’s really a catalog of bulge. From page two, a man barely fitting into what is called the Greek Bikini. Eli’s porn has lots of men with big cocks, but almost all of them look like white chimpanzees. All I can think of is that for every battyboy, straight porn was their gay porn until International Male landed on the magazine stand. This is the third issue, which means sooner or later somebody is going to scream a wah kinda faggot business this and that will be that. Because I can’t imagine a straight man buying this and not seeing that it is gay, gay, gay. Or maybe they just think it’s what white men in America wear—after all on Battle of the Network Stars all the men were in bikinis. I don’t know all the Olympic swimmers and divers, but I do know that the model with red hair and gapped teeth is so big that it throws a shadow on his thigh, and that the man beside him in white shorts is sporting a cock that is pointing west when it should be pointing south, meaning it won’t behave, and I’m under the covers and inside my briefs. Another unexplained stain on this sheet will explain itself to anybody who knows anything about teenage boys, but I don’t want to risk anybody seeing me going to the bathroom with a cockstand. My briefs are down my legs, then off, then wrapped around my cock. I’m going to make it sore, I know, but the blond in the tan-thru bikini has pulled it down just a little to show no tan line on his bottom. Moans are leaving my mouth even though I try to hold them back. Mummy will call out breakfast soon, but I push that thought out with a no and pull away the briefs because they hurt too much. Me, my hand, and my spit, fuck the stain I’ll wash it out. Oh my God, I’m no longer jerking my cock but fucking my hand. International males packing big bulges bright in orange bikinis, GQ model stretch and flex in bicycle shorts, Bruce Springsteen steps on the speaker with his right leg and his snake slides down his left, Michael Hutchence tells me what I need, Don Johnson, who Rolling Stone says has a huge cock, that super tall, super pretty, super everything black man in Enter the Dragon, which came on TV last night. They’re doing to me what I’m doing to them as the smell of breakfast sneaks into my room.

			More spit. My hips coming loose, my bottom bouncing with the bed, some dog is grunting nearby, no, the grunting is coming from me. Fuck fuck fuck, I kick off the sheets and slap my mouth shut. I lie there gasping, wiping, waiting for the comedown that always comes after I cum.

			I don’t want to think about GQ models and white men and Michael Hutchence. Random lines from the play come to me already and not just the ones I say. My name is Carmen / and I am a whore / and I go knocking / from door to door, sung to that actual song from Carmen (you know the one). But that just makes me laugh. Queenie calls Rocky dirt. Rocky says, My shovel’s spic and span. Queenie says, But every time you take a shower you shove it in somebody’s pit, and I can’t decide if it’s gone too far or will fly over Jamaican heads—even the gay ones. Somebody liked my body, I’ve been renting it out ever since is a line that sends me out the window, out the street, and all the way downtown.

			“Breakfast won’t eat itself,” my mother shouts from the kitchen.

			

			

			Last exam today. Development of Civilization, one of those courses that everybody had to take but I was the only one who liked it. Nothing much to say. I came, I saw, I answered every question. Hurray.

			I cross Ring Road and the Fine Arts Center is right ahead of me. At the curb is a stop sign and below it somebody spray-painted aids. kill a faggot. I’m sure there are people out there who think you get used to these things. Maybe they do. But every time I see a sign like this I feel like somebody, some group, some mob is lying in wait behind a wall somewhere, watching for me to catch fright so they will know to ambush me, beat me the fuck up, rape my ass with a baton or mopstick, flagpole, whatever, and then do to me what they do to black people in the American South. Two months ago, two boys were pulled out of a Tropical Plaza bathroom because somebody said both went into the same stall. They broke one boy’s arm and battered the other’s eye shut before the two could escape to a pharmacy across the street. The owner locked the door, but that didn’t stop the mob that grew from five to fifty to maybe a hundred from banging on the glass and threatening to burn everybody if they don’t let loose the battymen. Then they started throwing rocks at the glass. Some started shouting that the owner must be a battyman too for sheltering them. The police didn’t arrive until an hour later, even though their branch was right across the street and the mall has a constant patrol. The crowd stepped back because police don’t joke, but when they took the boys out of the pharmacy the police beat both of them in front of the crowd, breaking another arm, two ribs, one finger, ending the use of a left ear, knocking out three teeth, and splitting two lips before shoving the boys into the back of the van. The crowd roared. At least that’s what a queen at Fanny Hill told me.

			I’m looking at the sign and I can’t move but I know I can’t stay. I can’t cry either because that is some softy faggot shit, but I want to cry like I’ve never wanted to do anything else in my entire life. This country. This fucking country. This fucking country.

			“You deciding to teleport or you want a ride?”

			Dionne. Always just in time.

			“Remember the first day of college? What a way we look like a pair of idiots,” she says. We drive to Tropical Plaza in Half Way Tree because neither of us wants to go home.

			“I didn’t look like no idiot.”

			“Brethren, you dress up like Alex Keaton in Family Ties.”

			“And you did dress like Velma in Scooby-Doo.”

			“I dressed like a fucking scientist.”

			“If the scientist was Hugo A-Go-Go.”

			“You know I can leave you in this mall and you find your way home.”

			I don’t tell her that what she said is not fucking funny. Sometimes I really hate that I can’t go to some places without her as the passport.

			“That was your final exam, right?”

			“Dev of Civ.”

			“No, baba, that why I love the sciences.”

			“You just did a theater exam.”

			“That was extra. Anyway, a present for you in the back seat.”

			“You serious?”

			“Wow. You’re welcome, Edmond Porteous.”

			Dionne’s back seat might be a nightmare of clutter, but at least the nightmare is organized. On the floor, evidence she will soon win the customer-of-the-year award from Burger King. On the left side of the seat, clothes, some of them see-through, meaning what the fuck I don’t know. In the middle, a box of cassettes and CDs because she already has a CD player but not in the car. Right now she is playing Billy Joel’s The Bridge, still pretending that the album isn’t shit. To the right, textbooks, notebooks, a Trapper Keeper, and something wrapped in brown paper.

			“My birthday is not until November twenty-third.”

			“Looking a gift horse in the mouth. Such a fucking Scorpio.”

			“Sagittarius.”

			“Scorpio cusp.”

			“I going open it carefully so you can recycle the paper.”

			“Fuck off.”

			Of course I see the ridiculous bulge first. No, plural. Because his balls are so big that they alone fill the right side of his crotch, and his dick is equally so donkey big that it alone fills the left. A Tom of Finland stud, in a leather jacket with no shirt, but abs that don’t need a shirt. Beside him a man dressed like a cop or, rather, a bubble butt attached to a hulking stud draped in a cop uniform. Tom of Finland’s men all look the same where, how do I put this, even the black guys look white. And then there’s the title. Dionne is already laughing so loud she’s screaming.

			Shuttlecock, by Phil Andros.

			“Funny. Really funny.”

			“And your boyfriend will never get the joke.”

			“He’s not my boyfriend.”

			“You go out one time? That’s a relationship in gay years. Is not like you haven’t seen his penis.”

			“I have not seen his penis.”

			“The fuck. What the raas you is now, lesbian?”

			“What the fuck is in this book?”

			“Oh, you know what’s in that book.”

			“Yeah? Make we read some of it loud. Yeah man.”

			“Eddy Porteous, we don’t need to—”

			“I kept flexing and bending my knees as if I were riding a horse, easy in the saddle—and a thought flickered through my head about the peghouses in India. Well, that’s new.”

			“Lawd.”

			“His cock pulsed in my ass. I clamped it tight and strong, and great gouts of gyzym flew out of my own cock—”

			“Lawd, enough, Porteous.”

			“For a girl who love enabling gay sex, you sure don’t like hearing it.”

			“Just because girl-girl turn on boys don’t mean boy-boy turn on girls.”

			“You the one who get the book in your usual mysterious ways.”

			“Mysterious ways? You calling me God, Porteous?”

			“Don’t believe him either. Anyway, where’s the Terence Trent D’Arby cassette?”

			“Too late. We reach.”

			

			

			Tropical Plaza, right beside the just-as-big Mall Plaza. We head to the pharmacy first because whoever grabs the only copy of Rolling Stone gets to lord it over the losers who don’t. So I’m all ready to tell her about her bomboclaat when she gets to it first. But then she says, “Is your boy. I should buy it anyway just to torment you.” Then hands it to me. Bruce Springsteen on the cover, looking like he emerged fully clothed from a pool with just his black T-shirt, black jeans, and guitar.

			“Same thing me was thinking. Who give a raas about Dukakis?” she asks, totally ignoring the cover for some headline at the bottom.

			I burst out laughing and say, “Let’s go to RadioShack,” like it’s an afterthought, even though I’ve been thinking of the store since we got to the mall. It’s 1988 but most of these records are from last year or earlier and the Egyptian Lover’s ten fans are super lucky because ten copies of his album are here, hot and ready. Gloria Estefan and Miami Sound Machine, Shirley Murdock, no new Madonna, but the new Iron Maiden, which makes me wonder who chooses these records. But it doesn’t matter because I’m stalling.

			“Dionne, see it there.”

			“See what there?”

			“The new Prince. We talked about it in the car.”

			“What? You need money to buy it?”

			“Don’t be a bitch.”

			“Well, take you ass outside and see if you can find a bitch, ’cause I don’t answer to that.”

			“Dionne.”

			“It even good?”

			“How I goin’ know if I don’t hear it?”

			She knows why I can’t buy that album. Hey, maybe there is a sort of man who can walk up to a record with a naked man with a perm on the cover, a singer that half of Jamaica already think is a faggot, and buy it like he buying a bag of mints. I’ll bet that man buys condoms with the same chill. Dionne already devising how to use this moment. I can tell by her grin spreading wider and wider.

			“You looking for the one with ‘Alphabet St.,’ right? It’s right here,” she says, loud enough for people nearby to hear. They don’t care yet, but they will when she picks it up. It’s only in moments like these I remember that Dionne can be fucked up in her ways.

			“See it here! Lovesexy!” she shouts and holds the record up. “Nuh this record you looking for?”

			Now people look. At her, at the white square of the record, at naked Prince with his backside on the bed of a flower, looking at the sky and playing with his nipple. Dionne is still waving the record and grinning like a fucking monkey when I back away, almost trip over a baby carriage, and run out of the store.

			I don’t stop running and I don’t know why. A stairway appears in front of me and I take the stairs up, two steps at a time. I don’t know where I’m going. Upstairs I stop running but walk fast past Games Galore Video Arcade, Ziadie Jewellers, and Emmanuelle Exotic Lingerie. The bookstore is across the road in another mall, but all I want to do is walk as fast as I can. Stores blur past as I reach another staircase, which I take down to an archway leading into another wing of this fucking mall that won’t end, with the reggae music that feels like it’s chasing me right into the parking lot where coming out of his brand-new Mazda is Troy Ziadie and some girl I’ve seen before. Polo shirt with the back far longer than the front. Golf shorts or boat shorts, or whatever people who play dominoes call shorts, and Keds like he’s coming from a ride on somebody else’s boat. With his black hair and hooknose he passes for uptown more than me, even though he looks exactly like what he is, a Syrian. Ray-Ban shades if what I mentioned so far didn’t hint enough that he was an asshole. Trevor Caesar’s number one brethren, which is what straight men call best friends these days. Where Trevor will outright call me funnyboy, or fish, or Miss Edwina, Troy would start sashaying like a model whenever he saw me on campus, even though I’m pretty sure I do not walk like a girl. But if he were to see me in this plaza and do something like that he’d be outing me in the same place they nearly killed those two boys. And he wouldn’t care. And me looking like some uptown red bwoi would just be icing on the cake, because they get to kill a battyman and the white oppressor. They would wait maybe for a second or a few minutes to work up the rage, then the nerve. Or maybe not that; maybe it would turn them on, the wicked, juicy feeling of going too far, of doing something they’re not allowed to do, which will make them beat me even harder, chop my limbs off, stomp my face to mush, break every bone in my back, and then stack two car tires around my neck and my waist and burn me alive right here in the parking lot. While everybody else just watch.

			His eyes meet mine but he doesn’t recognize me because I don’t mean shit to him, but it’s enough to make me back away again and this time I fall right over a market lady selling pepper shrimps who want to cuss me so bad I can feel how it hurts not to. My “sorry” comes out as a whimper. She looks at me too deep. My hair is straight, but it’s black, my lips are pink, but they are thick, my skin is light, too light to just be brown and any country boy can be brown, but not light enough to be the kind of white you don’t fuck with even when they are wrong. Meaning she is judging whether she can cuss me out or not.

			I don’t wait. I run from this plaza to the one after it and the one after it until finally I am on South Avenue where there is no store, only offices with fences and gates. The pepper smell is coming from my pants, a red oil spot almost by my asshole. Thanks, Jesus. I’m walking to anywhere, just walking, because it makes me feel like all I need to think about is left leg then right, which means not thinking of anything all. My blue sneakers are covered in dust. I don’t want to be here and I don’t want to go home. Any second now somebody will drive by saying that I walk like a faggot, and any second now people will look at me like I’m the first red boy to pass their gate. Or they will giggle at something I will never know. But I don’t want to go home. I want just one place for people who can’t leave but can’t stay. Just one place. Yes, that’s what I want.

			“The pill name chill. You should take it, my youth” is what she says as her car pulls up. I keep walking and do not look at her.

			“Oi, stop gwaan like you can just hop and skip to the hills.”

			My shoes are getting dirtier.

			“ ’Sus Christ, Eddy, it was a joke.”

			“You think calling me a fucking battyman in RadioShack is a fucking joke?”

			“Who call you a battyman? I just hold up a fucking Prince record.”

			“Nuh, you just try to humiliate the fuck out of me for no reason other than fuck-up is how you stay.”

			“Excuse me?”

			“You don’t even think about it. It’s just fun to you. Eddy, here is the battyboy record you looking for.”

			“Ask Vanity if Prince is a battyboy.”

			“You know what I fucking mean.”

			“Eddy, get in the car.”

			“I can fucking walk. Or take a bus.”

			“You live in Russell Heights, bitch. You don’t know how to take a bus.”

			“That was the same fucking plaza they beat those two boys, or you the one fucking fool who didn’t see it on the news?”

			“Excuse me?”

			“You holding up traffic.”

			“Bomboclaat. What you want from me? A sorry? See it there: Sorry.”

			“I want you to leave me alone.”

			“What?”

			“Just go.”

			“What?”

			“LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE, YOU BOMBO-RAAS-CLAAT BITCH.”

			Dionne drops her Burger King soda in her seat. I look away as she drives off. When I get home there’s a paper shopping bag on the counter and a message from Selena that there’s a shopping bag on the counter for me. No note from Dionne, just the Prince album. Lovesexy.

			May 13

			Daddy was supposed to pick up Selena to take her to school. Of course that sounds weird. After all, why would he have to pick her up if he lives at the same damn house? Well, since Daddy gets up at about six every morning and drives off to fuck knows where for God knows what (though I suspect Eli knows), pickup is exactly what he is supposed to do. It’s 7:45 a.m. and the school gate closes at 8:15 a.m., no exceptions. Driving is just the thing that takes Mummy from point A to point B, nothing more. Meaning she hates it, or rather, she hates driving on Jamaican roads because it turns her face into something that never happens on a Belgian or French road, something I notice. She becomes Cruella de Vil, I swear to God.

			Anyway, so Daddy is late for something other people can’t afford to be late for. My mother is on the phone calling somebody, but after saying no no no no no nearly ten times, she shouts, “You and him are two fuckeries!” which makes Selena miss her spoon of porridge and makes the housekeeper turn up the radio station. Daddy was supposed to drop me off at UWI as well, but I don’t really care about time.

			“Selena, get in the car,” Mummy says as she grabs the keys and marches outside. I follow and get in the front seat.

			“You don’t have to drop me at UWI,” I say.

			“Why you think I want to drop you any damn place at all?” she shouts.

			I always forget this about her until she reminds one of us: Mummy can say one sentence, sometimes just a word, and that word is an ice pick. Sometimes it’s a knife. Sometimes it’s a hatchet. She always springs it when you don’t expect it, and it’s so out-of-the-blue cruel that you’re almost too shocked to be hurt. I too would get away from you as soon as I wake up reaches the base of my mouth, but I grind my teeth to hold it in. Instead I get out of the car and slam the door. Instead of campus I spend all day on the bed reading The Dark Knight Returns for the umpteenth time.

			At some point in the afternoon Eli comes into my room and says to me, “I don’t want you to have no problems with your mother.”

			It’s not until midnight that I realize I missed rehearsal.

			May 14

			Saturday morning and nothing to do.

			And to confirm there was nothing to do, I wrote that line in the morning and I never write in the morning.

			Dionne didn’t call and I don’t expect her to when her way is to wait long enough and then reappear as if nothing happened. I can bitch all I want but the truth is I prefer it that way, too. All this “I’m sorry, I apologize” stuff is shit Americans do on TV. In Jamaica we wait it out and let time deal with any hard feelings. No, I’m not talking about my mother.

			New Kids on the Block is coming from Selena’s room, proof that musically I no longer have any influence over the girl. All those years of Echo and the Bunnymen and Eurythmics for nothing. I might as well introduce her to Peter Metro and Admiral Bailey.

			I am so bombo-raas-claat bored I pick up a book on the metaphysical poets only to remember I fucking hate the metaphysical poets and I never have to look at this again. Somebody in my twentieth-century poetry class looked at me and asked, “T. S. Eliot or Auden?” I said Auden and didn’t have to think twice. She said, “Of course,” and walked away. I can’t remember if we ever spoke again. Now I’m wondering if she was really asking if I was straight or gay. The truth is that I like Auden more because he’s rawer. I read Eliot and his Shakti Shanti Bambi bullshit and just hear the gears turning. The prof is like any UWI professor in the ’80s, meaning he was a student in the early ’70s, meaning he’s still a communist or, rather, Marxist, and Marxism never ended because it was never tried. Auden is more Marxist than Eliot would ever dream of being, but there’s too much Jesus in his shit and these radicals can’t have that. Here I was thinking Auden just wanted to believe. No adjectives, no pronouns, no conjunctions, just in your face, under your skin, and rolling off your tongue. Christ Jesus Lord this man is so gay. And so real about it.

			That’s the thing, Eliot is talking at you while Auden is talking to you. And sharing a secret. And gossiping. And singing. And cussing. And sometimes being a damn fool. And if you know where to look, showing you some dick. The prof also never forgave Auden for writing that poetry makes nothing happen. It’s a relinquishing of his own power! It’s the denial of art that has saved lives and started and ended wars! Whatever the fuck that meant.

			There are five books on my shelf that I bought at Books & Books in Miami a year ago that I haven’t read: Márquez’s Love in the Time of Cholera, Stephen King’s The Tommyknockers, Toni Morrison’s Beloved, Terry Pratchett’s Wyrd Sisters, and George Whitmore’s Nebraska, which I heard is a gay novel but I hope has no AIDS in it. Otherwise I’ll just read Shuttlecock. At least that is what I think until I realize that the book is now under Burger King boxes in Dionne’s car. Then—I swear to God, my backpack falls off the shelf and because it’s open, that issue of GQ slips out. “Greg Louganis: The Fanciest Diver” is at the top right. Pretty smile, short-shorts on Mr. Fancy Diver.

			I mean, this whole issue is the gayest thing I’ve seen since International Male, which at least is selling me underwear. A Nike ad with a bredda bent over and his sweaty ass in my face. Acid-washed jeans though. Another ad for an abdominals machine, but the man is in a bikini. The comedian Richard Lewis talking about an erection. Shirtless clean-cut boys everywhere, which means Richard is the one having the erection, not me. Ad for shoes on page 167, plus crotch. James Dean. And all that shit is just dress rehearsal, get to page 197 and it explodes into utter faggotry. Olympic stud in red bikini, another in blue shorts, and Jesus Christ a gymnast in white hot pants, which I spend at least three minutes looking up and down. Turn the page and he’s spread out flat on the floor and in my head I’m already on top of him, then he is on top of me and has turned me into his pommel horse (I know this from watching only swimming, diving, and gymnastics in the last Olympics). And what comes next but a fashion layout of spandex tights on a man so skinny that the poses look stupid, and two black men, one the hottest man in the entire issue, and he’s on the mark, set, and go in tights I will look at all Saturday. André Phillips. Yes. Then more bulges and a photo of George Michael, who some at my high school said died of AIDS in 1986. I could read the actual articles, but I go back to the two photos of Andre Phillips.

			So to paraphrase Mrs. Bennet: I’d certainly had my share of horniness when at three p.m. I finally call badminton boy.

			May 15

			Police Academy 5: Assignment Miami Beach, Beetlejuice, Good Morning, Vietnam, Friday the 13th, Part Who Gives a Bombo, and Willow, which I actually want to see.

			“One, two, and three never did funny, so check out five on you own,” badminton boy says about Police Academy.

			“Good Morning, Vietnam? Is that one of those films that win Academy Awards? No, Rasta. Beetlejuice look like it not funny, and funny and scary shouldn’t be together. So no to Friday the 13th. And Willow? Sound like some nerd shit.”

			Needless to say, we didn’t go watch no movie. When I asked what should we do, he says we can check out the KFC on Hope Road. They brought back barbecue, he says. I say yes, even though there is a high chance we would run into Trevor or Troy.

			Kofi Myers is his name. Tall, thin, but muscled-up like a runner—no, a pole vaulter. He plays sports other than badminton. Skin even like dark chocolate, big brown eyes, hair cut super low, almost bald, and the kind of big white grin that tells me I’m going to forgive him for shit he shouldn’t be forgiven for. He lives in Mona Commons, which rubs right against UWI, but goes to the College of Arts, Science and Technology. His father is the director of the Bureau of Standards and I’ve seen him on TV talking about pollutants in a new brand of fertilizer. With a name like Kofi I take for granted that his father was also a UWI student in the early ’70s. He speaks a lot about his father the whole time like he actually likes him, which isn’t weird, not really, just different. I don’t have anything to add about my father. I start to worry we don’t have anything in common other than badminton. It’s the only sport I play and with me it’s more play than sport. Kofi clearly plays everything and he is on Jamaica’s badminton team. In other news, Jamaica has a badminton team.

			If this was an American movie Kofi would be the jock. He asks me what I study and when I say English literature and politics, he shakes his head in a way that says Of course. Gay bredda doing a gay course, I mean it is called the Faculty of Art and General Studies, or FAGS. “My father reason that everybody at university turn communist,” he says, which makes me want to ask if his father piss and shit for him, too, or just think. Instead I ask how many more years before his MBA and he looks at me surprised and asks how I knew. Lucky guess, I say, thinking that lucky is the one thing I am not right now. Maybe the vibe was off, or we keep saying the wrong things, or he keeps saying things the wrong way. When he asks me, “What kind of music you listen to?” I say, “Nothing you would like.”

			“Why? Because you only listen to shit from foreign?”

			“Just trying to move past the part when you talk ’bout how my music weird.”

			“Maybe I know it. Maybe I even like it.”

			“Echo and the Bunnymen, Depeche Mode, the Church, INXS.”

			“Jeezam, Rasta, no Jamaican music?”

			“Grace Jones.”

			“No sah, too weird.”

			“You too weird.”

			“You too weird, you sound like my little sister.”

			“Your little sister have a dick? She might be your brother,” I say.

			“The fu…what?”

			“Yow, hear what. This is not worki—”

			“You wearing pink briefs?”

			“What?”

			“Just checking what else you do that say gay gay gay,” Kofi says.

			“Well, you can check if I have a gay walk when I leave.”

			“Brethren, me just fucking with you. Brethren. Eddy!”

			Okay fine, he chased after me, not caring how it would look in flipping Kentucky Fried Chicken. It shouldn’t mean a thing but shit man, it mean something.

			“I just want to see if you really turn red when you mad,” he says and laughs. The smile. The fucking smile.

			“You one of them gay who like that nobody thinks he’s gay?” I ask him. But he answers with the same smile.

			“You know what they say about badminton,” I say instead of ask. “It’s for boys too sissy for tennis.” He laughs and asks if I was done with my bone.

			We’re walking up Hope Road as if headed to Papine, or Mona, or my college or his, but we’re not headed to any of those places. Not going anywhere, just walking because neither of us wants to stand still and there is nowhere to go. Sometimes we’re alongside each other, sometimes he’s ahead so nobody thinks we’re walking together, maybe. I try to remember if I have ever walked this street or any street just for the sake of walking. Has anybody? Then he slows down but doesn’t turn around when he says, “Come make we fuck nuh?”

			“Uh…uh…uh…all right.”

			Gays fuck all over UWI campus despite anti-gay mobs lying in wait, but Saturday night is tricky, I hear. Every aqueduct arch has some moaning coming from under it, but I’m not going to get grass lice just to rim his battyhole. But I don’t have to ask to know that he did not mean his house. Maybe he means the College of Technology, whose campus I don’t know. I read in magazines about people who get excited by the idea of nearly getting caught, but then I remember the two boys at Tropical Plaza. He’s through the fence before I realize where we are: Hope Zoo. Lions and monkeys were going to watch us fuck. Proving he read my mind he says, “No, we going to the botanical gardens. The last government budget cut all the lights, the new one didn’t bring them back, and there is no moon. And no security.” My heart is beating so fast I can hear it, but I’m so hard it hurts to walk.

			“Oh, so you come here already,” I say, and he giggles.

			We somehow end up at that huge fountain that looks like three giant mushrooms. Each one is a circle platform as wide as a door, but one is twice his height, one is as high as me, and one reaches me at my waist. “Bob Marley’s children use this as a bandstand in a video,” I say. He hops up the first and scrambles up the second, while I jump like a jackass, land on the edge with my elbows, which doesn’t hurt at all, and fucking struggle to swing my leg up. He grabs under my arms to pull me up, lips on mine before I can think about it, tongue parting my lips and probing my mouth. I slow him down with my tongue and he sucks it for a little, then licks it, then withdraws to suck on my bottom lip and kiss my neck. Surprise, I hope my face isn’t showing surprise. Usually with a boy, his hand is halfway up my hole before his lips reach mine and I’m not even a bottom.

			Unlike the last who entered my mouth like a spaceship and then docked, this boy can kiss. I’m tempted to ask how he learned, but the answer might be from his girlfriend. I’m thinking this is the first situation where I’ve been the worse kisser when he’s at my lips again. My back is on the platform and he’s on all fours above me, his eyes closed as he’s exploring my neck, me looking at him being totally into it. Then there’s a cool breeze on my cock, then a warmth, his hand. I didn’t see him pull my pants nor did I feel it. He pulls my dick and I almost whisper, Oh God I didn’t have to tell you not to rip my skin off. I jump at first, then jump again the second time he licks the tip. I disappear inside his mouth, then he releases me inch by inch, each inch with a hard lick on the tip, slower and slower until I’m all out, the breeze hits my wetness and my balls are suddenly sucked into his mouth right, then left. It hurts enough to make me gasp but not enough to tell him to stop. Sex takes me out of myself, so much that I can see myself fucking or sucking or whatever, and even comment on how hot, or sad, or ridiculous, or scary it is. But here it’s so hard to think straight that I’m wordless when I reach for his waist, pull his pants and briefs, and ease him down to the side so we suck each other off. Good God, the sounds coming from this boy’s mouth. Good God, the feel of somebody tugging your balls one degree less than too fucking hard. I’m running out of words. I’m starting to think this boy can do anything to me, any fucking thing. “Don’t, don’t, don’t make me cum,” I whimper out. My thumb is up his ass before he says the least convincing “Not into that” ever.

			“How you mean?” I say.

			“I not into that,” he whispers again, even though every time I press against his hole he gets harder. “I not into th—” he says but is cut off by my tongue in his asshole. In the dark his skin is darker and again I’m drawing blank on words to describe how wild this is making me.

			“I not into taking hood,” he says.

			“But my thumb is fucking you right now,” I say.

			“Yeah, take it out.”

			“I have lube if that is what you worried about,” I say as I pull his pants off. He doesn’t stop me, which tells me yes, and I climb on top of him, which also tells me yes, and I spread his legs and push them back, which makes him grab his cock, which tells me yes. I spit in my hand and wet his hole and he moans, which tells me yes. But when I brush my cock against it he says no.

			“Your dick saying yes,” I say.

			“And if I was a girl my mouth would be saying rape,” he says, and it shuts me totally down.

			Maybe two minutes pass before I realize the feeling coursing through me is shame. I am on my knees turning away when he grabs and kisses me. “I not getting fuck, that not right in the Bible,” he says.

			“What?” I shout, but I can’t tell in the dark if he’s serious or fucking with me and both are totally possible with a Jamaican boy. “You can fuck me,” I say, before thinking about it.

			“You sure ’bout that?” he says.

			I’ve only bottomed once and there’s a reason it’s only once, but I hand him the pack of condoms. I mean if he was a top he could have just said so.

			I go on all fours waiting for him, but he says he wants to see my face. Missionary then. He tries to spread my legs the way I spread his, but I’m way stiffer than he is and he laughs, saying he didn’t know he’d have to tackle a bredda for a fuck. He’s in me before I can say “slow” and driving right to the end before I can yelp. My hand is in my mouth, which blocks my yelp and wince. The second stroke is just as bad, but something different is at the end of it. The third stroke the same, but by the fourth I’m whisper-begging this boy to fuck me. My cock is in his hands when I cum.

			He rolls over beside me and we both look at the sky. “Oh, there is a moon,” I say.

			May 16

			“All right then, if you really want to know. I want real food, man, not a bag o’ chips. Gimme something like The Boys in the Band,” he says. He being Jordan.

			“Oh no, baby-love. The Boys in the Band is why me married to a woman,” says of all people Clive, the stage manager. “I burn that VHS in the backyard and say two Hail Mary.”

			“Ah, The Boys in the Band. Sending gay men back into the closet for twenty years now.” The sentence comes out a total sigh. Havelock. Either he didn’t hear Jordan or he’s pretending. “I saw the original show,” he says as he enters. Jordan, trying not to look shocked or impressed, fails at both.

			“Me and a whole crew of sisters flew up to New York because nobody believed such a thing was happening. Fruit life? On a stage? Talking for real? All the cast was straight, I hear, but nobody believed that. What do I remember? Oh yes: Jackie Kennedy was in the audience.”

			“Who is Jackie Kennedy?” asks Rainford.

			“Who in this crew?” asks Jordan.

			“That how this work, Brown? I out them, then you pay them a visit?” Havelock says and looks at me because he knows that I know what he means. Jordan says nothing and I wonder if Havelock punched too hard. Jordan acts as if he can take anything, and I’m sure he has taken a lot, but that doesn’t mean he can take this.

			“Should we pick up with your line?” he asks me, as if something in my face says I haven’t been practicing my lines at all. Jordan has sprawled himself all over the armchair as usual, Orrin is sitting by the edge of the stage mouthing his lines to himself. Matt stands by the curtain, looking like he’s about to command us to do something (or Clive has said “Places,” and he’s the only one who heard). Rainford is outside grabbing something from his car, and Omar is actually here, far back by that González painting and also deep into the script.

			Shit, the script.

			“Oh? Oh right,” I say, this time not looking for Havelock’s face. He sent out new pages.

			“I’m sure I don’t need a codirector,” Havelock says. I would think he was saving me, but something tells me that would not be Mr. Titus.

			“Let’s pick up from six,” he says.

			“Is that me?”

			Omar enters as the guard, Holy Face bringing books and talking about some unlucky piece of shit in the VD ward. I have one line, “That poor boy,” about said sex disease patient. The guard calls me “pretty boy,” and that’s it for me in this scene. But the scene itself is something else. Rocky is a badman—at least he keeps saying that. He’s talking about how he could have any woman ’pon the street but started to deal with a rich old queen from a good family in Cooper’s Hill.

			SMITTY

			He is a homo.

			ROCKY

			No, a faggot.

			SMITTY

			Oh. Gay.

			Which sounds stupid but I also know what it means. Long story short: Faggot’s got money and a Benz. Rocky turned into a mistress with a penis, living the life, even sleeping with one or two fishes as long as Mr. Cooper’s Hill didn’t find out. It’s like this, says Rocky. The front is for fun and the back is for work. If my front ever mess up with my back that means a UTI, so they don’t mix. (I wish I remembered all the lines.) Long story short: Rocky took out the Benz. Police tracked down the car. Mr. Cooper’s Hill is being a brat even though he is fifty-plus and the real men of the family send Rocky to jail, but when he gets out, that bitch from Cooper’s Hill will never cruise the pier again.

			Never make a battyboy frighten you. Police don’t like them neither, he says. Which sounds like he’s playing the system, but the stage direction says that Rocky is grabbing his crotch the whole time. Then you realize something. He’s not groping at the memory of Mr. Cooper’s Hill. He is looking at Smitty.

			Jordan doesn’t follow the stage directions. Matt strips to underwear before going to bed. Smitty, I mean Smitty. I look over at them rehearsing, waiting for those pants to drop when Havelock, the worst man in the entire fucking universe, yells, “And scene.”

			Then Havelock goes outside for a smoke.

			“You all right, brethren?” Matt says, and I jump for the hundredth time. The man is Nightcrawler from X-Men. I didn’t even see him leave the stage.

			“You know how to teleport or something?” I say.

			“Maybe you just don’t pay enough attention to me,” he says, opening himself up to a reply I’m not smart enough for. “What happen to you on Friday?”

			“Family fuckery with my mother.”

			“Zeen. You know it’s the fathers we’re supposed to have problems with.”

			“Is that so?”

			“So the rule book say, young sir.”

			“Brethren, you is what? A year older than me?”

			“Bombo. Me so cute that you think me young?”

			I give a look that says Bitch galang, to hide the thought that says You almost make me forget the boy I gave everything up to last Saturday night. It’s funny that Matt is the only person I talk to, but I know more about Jordan. All I know is that him pretty can’t done, is a medium actor who knows his lines, probably works hard at whatever it is he does, and drives a Datsun. Other than that, nothing. And either he is being too nice or he’s flirting with me. But Jamaican man don’t flirt, they drop lines of poetic elegance like Come make we fuck nuh. But then the line worked so maybe it was poetry.

			“Any of you see that new shit from America on the news?” Jordan asks, sitting up because he’s going to tell us something we don’t know. “Yow, starting this month, everybody applying for a visa must take an HIV test.”

			“HIV deh ’bout already?” Rainford asks.

			“What the raasclaat. But nuh Americans spreading it all over the world? They should take a test before they leave their fucking country,” Omar says.

			“No Jamaican get the AIDS,” Rainford says.

			“None in your Jamaica maybe. But I know two who have it,” Matt says.

			“One of the two is you?” asks Jordan.

			“Go fuck a duck, Jordan.”

			“Just asking. If there’s no shame in cancer, there should be no shame in AIDS.”

			“You don’t fuck around and get cancer,” says Orrin. “People fix their behavior and AIDS vanish like that, poof.”

			“Oh, you one of them people who think this is about behavior. Why not just say is God’s punishment for battymen.”

			“Well—”

			“Don’t even finish that bloodcloth sentence. You fucking serious? Straight people infected, too. And nearly every crackhead in Kingston have it.”

			“But battyboy the most,” says Omar.

			Jordan stands up, biting his bottom lip. I say, “So lesbians must be God’s chosen people then, since they the only ones not testing positive.”

			“Then it coming for all of us,” Orrin says, mourning already.

			“It’s a fucking virus, not a duppy,” Jordan says.

			For once I don’t feel shitty for being on his side, even though I’m fucking scared of AIDS and can’t remember if Kofi put on the condom I gave him. He must have. I gave it to him. He has more to lose, at least some people know I’m a battyboy. He’s the one with the athlete future. I can’t even see next week. I try to leave this thought before it gets stuck in my head like a shit song.

			“The matter is pretty simple. Wear a condom, every time,” Matt says.

			“Nobody telling me how to fuck,” Jordan says.

			“Nobody here fucking you, so everything criss,” Matt says, becoming the only person who can send Jordan back into his corner. Orrin walks right up to Matt and almost whispers to him.

			“Then you really know people with it?”

			“Yes. One contracted it three years ago, one a year.”

			“And they still living?”

			“What else they going be?”

			“You no ’fraid you get it?”

			“Brethren, I not fucking them.”

			“Yeah, that’s what people say, but…but you never know. No sah.”

			“Fuck, if Princess Di can shake a AIDS victim hand, I can shake one, too.”

			Orrin gives Matt a pained look. He will try his best from now on not to touch Matt or even breathe his air, and we all know it. I feel like French-kissing Matt just to freak Orrin out some more.

			Then Havelock walks in and says, “Places, everyone.”

			May 17

			Bad dream. Woke up struggling to breathe. Back when I was eight and I would get asthma all the time, I tried to hide it from Mummy because she would pack me in the car and drive to the hospital for me to wait all night just for a shot in the arm or ass that felt like a wasp sting. By the time I left high school I passed through flu, head lice, crotch fungus, scorpion sting, and migraines so fucking bad that I would bang my head against the wall in the sickroom before the nurse shouted at me to stop. Everybody in soap operas was getting a brain tumor, so I thought I had one. Never told my mother a thing. I rub my neck and take deep breaths until I can breathe without concentrating.

			Trevor Caesar comes up in my head for no reason and right after him was the day I walked all the way down to Kingston Harbor to see what would happen when my feet got to the edge of the pier. Mummy is cooking breakfast, which nobody wants because it is a Tuesday, but if Daddy is not here we will have to eat it because that means he didn’t come home last night. Debbie Gibson’s “Only in My Dreams” is sneaking into my room thanks to my sister.

			I totally forgot what the dream was about.

			Might as well read my lines. I still don’t know how I feel about this play. I know how I feel about Smitty, which might be tied to how I feel about Matt. But it’s starting to bug me, because I want to be in the play. The more I think about it the more I want to do it. If I look around here or think about school or think about Trevor, all I want to do is some defiant faggot shit. It’s Mona I don’t like. I don’t dislike her. See, that’s a problem. Even I think of him as a her. I don’t know, but I do know sometimes instead of saying what I want, whether it’s pizza without fucking pineapple or not to bottom or to not visit cousins I can’t stand, instead of saying anything I just go along and hope it will turn out fine. I wish I could say it is cowardice because at least I can correct that but I’m not a coward and neither is Mona. She’s the one who will face any damn thing with the same damn resignation because how much worse can shit get when you’ve already been through the worst? After a gang rape, everything else, including punishment, feels like looking up. But all she does is fucking surrender. It’s easy to think of many men on you when it’s porn. Mona makes me wonder how you walk with your backside busted up all the time. Okay, that’s not true. I’m being vulgar ’cause I kinda hate her. And I kinda know her. Everyone agreed it was an accident, Mona says while the people who caused the accident are laughing at her. Mona, a girl who did learn the hard way, Queenie says, and I wonder if that’s every homo in this country. Jesus, I don’t think about it a lot but people want to kill us. Us, I’m a part of an us that people want to beat to death. Everybody wants to kill us. Eli wants to kill us. And Mona will just lie down on her belly and take it. I wonder if I’m not practicing my lines because one day she might make sense to me.

			Of course for this entire entry I’ve been calling him “she.”

			

	

May 18

			Showed up for rehearsal to hear that it’s every day now. “Well, nobody told me,” I say to Havelock, who has the same face from my last rehearsal.

			Kofi calls to tell me to stop calling his house because his mother said she is not his receptionist. Plus all this phone nagging is a bitch move. But if I clean myself out, maybe we can go back to Hope Gardens tonight. Wait, no, not tonight because he has a match tomorrow. He doesn’t say what match or which sport. “Okay,” I say and hang up before him. Now Don Johnson is sitting on my face, Pierce Brosnan is devouring the shit out of my right nipple, Gregory Harrison is tongue-flicking the left, and Mark Harmon just left my belly button, heading down. I keep my briefs on and rub my bulge ragged until the jizz runs down my butt and I jump up before it wets the sheet. Nearly all the men in my fantasies are white and nearly all the boys I actually fuck are black.

			Daddy didn’t come home last night.

			May 19

			I love exactly half of the Lovesexy album. “Eye No,” “Alphabet St.,” “Anna Stesia,” “Dance On,” wow. Especially “Dance On,” which sounds like “1999” if he quit getting us to party because now we’re fucked. I keep swapping Detroit as in “Detroit, what’s happening?” for Kingston. And Sheila E. must have asked him, “Do you want the drums like this? Or like this? Or like this? Or like that?” and he just said yes. “Positivity” I almost sorta like. The rest of it is what the fuck, Prince and not a good what the fuck, like the Parade album.

			Of course it makes me think of Dionne, and yes this American bredda once said that in relationships being right is overrated, but me so fucking tired of her being so wrong and it not meaning shit to her. Any day now she will call and act as if nothing happened, which I guess is fine with me. Not a good best friend is better than no friend at all, right? So why do I feel all the time that I have still none?

			Five new friends at UWI, where we terrorize the library with Peter Gabriel, New Order, and Terence Trent D’Arby and eat chips to save on drinks money, and nobody ever talks about girlfriends or boyfriends. Or rather, nobody ever asks me. It’s too good to be true, so I choose to not believe it even when it’s right in front of me. Them, I mean.

			One year of college can’t wipe out seven years of high school. It sounds like something somebody should put on a T-shirt.

			Rehearsal went on fine for a change. Matt’s beeper went off and that was it for him, he just grabbed his tie and left without saying anything other than “Later.” I mean he does kind of look like a doctor. Well, a doctor in an American daytime soap or a gay porno.

			Speaking of porno I’ve been so horny these two days that I feel like I’m going to explode. Last night I did explode for real and forgot to wipe all that mess off the bedhead before my mother came in to tell me something I have completely forgotten. I remember she was neither happy nor sad telling me, but to tell the truth I was trying to remember the lyrics to Sinéad O’Connor’s “Jerusalem,” so I didn’t really listen to her. It might have been something about staying with Selena tomorrow, which obviously not going to work since I have rehearsal and shit at UWI. Okay, I don’t have no shit at UWI, but I was going anyway. Because, well, because nothing. Shit.

			Anyway, Matt chipped out before we finished, and Havelock wasn’t going my way. I reminded myself that I love walking and set off, but right then Jordan says to me, “Porteous, I can drop you home.” I told him that I can walk from there and always do it, but he says, “Don’t be stupid,” and walks out to his car because that is that on the matter. On one hand I really don’t want to be in a car with Jordan, but on the other hand I really want to be in his car. I want to see how a man who lives in his car lives. It must be freeing or something, a space you can set up knowing that no mother will ever walk in to talk about clothes on the floor and porn in the drawers she’s supposed to stop checking. But honestly there is a part of me that also wants to see what life will be like when my parents finally kick me out of the house and disown their son. I feel it coming. Don’t know if it coming soon, but I feel it coming. Telling myself all sorts of shit don’t help, stuff like they’re an uptown family, they won’t throw me out on the street, they’ll ship me off to Miami or New York or somewhere in America, which would only make me happier. I think. They can’t have it come out that they have a son on the street, or that he is a battyboy. They will make me, also known as the problem, go away, because that is what the good people of Upper St. Andrew do. But Jordan must have come from uptown, too, and it’s not because I know he’s read Oscar Wilde and listened to rock music. Fuck, now I’m thinking I’m one of those class snobs who think somebody from Portmore would never listen to Metallica; worse, I look like the person who would think that. That guilt alone push me into Jordan Brown’s car.

			“You in a rush to go home?”

			“Honestly, no,” I say.

			You turn right to go deeper into Upper St. Andrew. Jordan turns left, to where Lady Musgrave Road meets Trafalgar Road, and where another right turn gives you a second shot at uptown. He again turns left. A sharp turn too, and a bunch of books and magazines fall off the back seat. I grab four before he can say don’t bother. Honcho, Blueboy, Black Inches, and Playgirl.

			“Playgirl? You? That’s like finding my mother with Ladies’ Home Journal.”

			He laughs. “In Jamdown you take what you can get.”

			“And where does one get Honcho?”

			“The same place one gets Hustler.”

			“Fucking liar. The only battyman magazine you can get in Jamaica is International Male and those workout magazines.”

			“They gay? Can’t imagine working out, so me never touch them,” Jordan says.

			“Take a look next time and tell me.”

			“I hear you. Some of us don’t have a wild imagination like Edmond Porteous. We need more visual stimuli. Also all you have to do is ask for it.”

			“So the store owner can shout out, ‘Batty bwoi deh ’bout, mek we kill him’?” I say.

			“You do realize that there is a Jamaica underneath this Jamaica, right?”

			“You do realize me is a fucking faggot, right? Underneath is all I know.”

			“Straight world have underground, too, Eddy. I check my friend Jackie two week ago, she who work at Videodrome. Jackie my girl. I say, ‘What is the hottest blue movie running uptown now? Threesome? Black dick, white pussy? Two ’pon one?’ She say to me, ‘Nuh uptown you come from so how you no know?’ ‘Know what?’ I say. ‘That I don’t rent a normal sex video in five years. Them people beyond Manor Park, they want rape fantasy, amputee, whipping and bawling, woman tie up, man tie up and woman kicking him in the balls, and big ass man dress up in nappy and shitting himself.’ ”

			“Fuck off, Jordan.”

			“How you live in Kingston and still don’t know what it’s really like?”

			“You really going ask a homo that?”

			“Oh. Your problem is you still think the homos are the freaks. Gwaan through, me friend. So, why you think Matt run off? Scene too much for him?”

			“Lately everything seem too much for him,” I say.

			“Wow. If that is how he is now, wait till him get to the end of the scene.”

			“You read it?”

			“Not the first time Havelock tried to stage this play. 1978? Yeah. Found an original script.”

			“Where?”

			“Here there everywhere.”

			“Don’t be a shithouse.”

			“Ouch. To think you’re the only one I like.”

			“No, I’m the only one you can talk to about Dancer from the Dance.”

			“Bomboclaat, you read that?”

			“Yup. And The City and the Pillar, A Boy’s Own Story, Leaves of Grass.”

			“Never one for the Americans,” he says.

			“Not even Giovanni’s Room?”

			“The Baldwin? Let’s just say I’m glad I didn’t read it at fourteen. Prefer Maurice.”

			“The Forster? Nobody prefers Maurice. Plus the movie was better.”

			“Bomboclaat! Wow, you rough, Rasta. What you have to say ’bout Gide?”

			“If It Die or The Counterfeiters?”

			“Shit, man. Corydon.”

			“The ‘let me explain and defend my faggotry’ book? I mean you want literary analysis or how I feel about the actual book?”

			“I—”

			“Fuck, is like this. He try to explain himself, and then he try to defend himself, but honestly the man apologizing for himself. I mean I don’t blame him. He come from a time when he would get locked up in Bellevue.”

			“Where you get all these books?”

			“UWI library,” I say.

			“I wouldn’t know,” he says.

			“Getting expelled might have something to do with that?”

			“Brethren, nobody expel me. The provost just made it clear that I might want to sit out a year…or ten. Why read all these books?” Jordan asks.

			“I could ask you the same question.”

			“Ha. Fair. I was searching.”

			“For what?”

			“I don’t know.”

			He looks at me once, then turns back to the road and grins.

			“Sometimes I wish homosexuals were as dangerous as Jamaicans think they are,” he says.

			“You not one?”

			“Fuck no. I’m just a boy who occasionally allow one or two man to bounce off this dick. Though I prefer bouncing off theirs. Uh-oh, there’s the too-much-info look. You know what I can’t find? Black gay shit.”

			“Says the bredda with Black Inches on his back seat,” I say.

			“You know what me mean.”

			I do know what he means, I just don’t want to go into how my interest in porn and fantasies kinda skews white, sometimes interracial, though for actual sex I only make it with black boys. Too much complication for what is so early in what I’m still not sure is a friendship. We twist and turn down so many roads and lanes (okay, not that many, but I didn’t know any of them) that I ask where we going. Of course he doesn’t tell me. It’s when we take a private road that I see the bumper-to-bumper traffic of Waterloo Road ahead, cutting off the end of this street. I know which street we’re on before I recognize the houses. We stop at the same house Havelock and me saw him go into eight days ago.

			I’m in the car trying to not think about what twisted shit he is about to do, mostly because the last time he was naked doing it. But now I’m getting mad because I can’t believe he expects me to sit here and wait on him doing his business before dropping me home. This is a new level of fuckery, even for the person I suspect Jordan is, and I want to say, I not going wait here while you tricking, or fucking, or bondaging, or sucking, or whatever you doing with the person in that house. But I’m not supposed to know anything about this house. For all I know it could be Grandma’s house.

			“You want to see something?”

			No. Abso-fucking-lutely not. I can’t believe this boy is trying to lure me into whatever lying in wait for him. Some pervy old faggot with bad breath and smegma told him to bring a friend next Thursday? The last time I went to church the preacher said heterosexuals reproduce but homosexuals recruit. Which is why it was the last time I went to church. I can’t believe this is the same place Jordan stormed out of eight days ago. All that needs to happen now is for a light to come on and some Norman Bates brother in a wig stare at us through the window.

			“I need to reach my yard still.”

			“No, you don’t.”

			“Fine. I not going into some strange fucking house with you. You don’t live there.”

			“How would you know that?”

			Shit. Think fast. Think faster.

			“This don’t look like a place where parents live.”

			“Right. Who living here is not important.”

			“Brethren, you for real?”

			I guess it was the kind of question a person doesn’t feel the need to answer.

			“Collecting something that’s mine,” he says.

			“Well, I just now get used to this seat. No sense getting up now.”

			“Suit yourself,” he says and starts walking to the door. “But yow, a whole library of gay porn, especially the German shit you can’t find in America, is upstairs. Did I mention it’s alphabetized? Brethren, I mean the shit you can’t buy at the 163rd Street Mall in Miami.”

			Boy can either read minds and I’m living in X-Men. Or something about me screams “horny boy let loose in foreign because there was a storm in Jamaica and the airline put the whole class up in a hotel that seemed to sprout from the strip mall right beside it.” Come to think of it, my life is exactly like X-Men. I served a world, in this case the world of cool boys whose schoolwork I do, only to have those same boys abuse and brutalize me. But do I want to venture into the house of a man who alphabetizes his porn? Who reads and watches so much that there is a library?

			I’m right behind Jordan when he reaches the door, which opens at the slightest push.

			“Who forget to lock them door in this city?” I ask.

			“He didn’t forget.”

			“This man you fucking either brave or crazy.”

			“Who says I’m fucking him?”

			Havelock, for one. Well, he said it with his eyes, and you said it by leaving the house naked as you born, with your massive dick catching breeze. Havelock said more than that, but here you are, walking into the man’s house like you know where to go.

			“Last time somebody break into Paul’s house he was waiting by the stairs with his battyhole in the air and three thousand dollars on the console by the door.”

			“Fucking liar,” I say. “And what you going tell me next, they fell in love, got married, and he’s pregnant with two.”

			“The thief fuck him so hard he couldn’t walk for two weeks and still beat him up afterward.”

			“Bombo. And he still doesn’t lock the door.”

			“Him tell the thief that six thousand would line his pocket next week if he come back with a friend.”

			“So what the fuck, Jordan? You the thief and me the friend?”

			“Thought we weren’t friends. Besides, him not here.”

			“What this man name?”

			“Oh. Thought you’d recognize him from all the pictures on the wall. Paul Royale. Them kick him out of the job from 1973, but he still prefers to be addressed as ambassador.”

			“Kick him out? What that mean, Jordan?”

			“Meaning back in ’71 when he was ambassador the government got seventeen complaints about sexual assault, including one from the Japanese media attaché who couldn’t understand how a courtesy call about foreign aid ended up with a hand trying to shove itself down his pants to finger his asshole. Oh, and the French attaché he tried to French-kiss because why not. And don’t confuse that with the British diplomat’s son that him hold down and try to rape. You know what that fassyhole tell me? That if you grope ten, at least one must grope back.”

			“Jesus Christ, how you know all this shit?”

			“How you mean? Nuh him tell me. You shoulda see the smile on him face.”

			“I hope you using condoms,” I say.

			“That one man cause the syphilis outbreak of 1980. What the fuck you think?”

			“I don’t know, man. This place giving off horror movie vibes now. Him have a dungeon, don’t?”

			“Uhh, he may be a pervert, a pornographer, and a pedophile, but no, no dungeon. You want to see the porn or not? You can take what you want. He’ll definitely miss it, which is why you should take it. You look like a Black Inches kinda bredda.”

			“What do you mean pornographer?”

			“He takes pictures.”

			“What? Of you?”

			“He snap and film everything. What you should be asking is does he develop all these films himself, but you don’t need to because the answer is clearly no. Better question: If ColorClue Labs on Haining Road develop all his pictures and know what he’s doing, are they witnesses or accessories?” Jordan says.

			“Maybe everybody is a bloodclaat monster.”

			“Or maybe everybody know their fucking place, Eddy. Again, which Jamaica you living in?”

			“Him have child porn in that room?”

			No answer.

			“Jordan, is there child porn in that room? Jordan!”

			“Don’t ask questions when you know the answer. German is under G.”

			Might as well describe the house. It’s not the house where you going to ever find a sock on the bathroom floor, a dust bunny under an armchair, or salt spilled in the kitchen. Not that I went into the kitchen, but you just know. Once when Eli and I were younger and in the car, this man swerved into our lane and forced my mom to slam the brakes, which sent me into the dashboard. The car was so shiny we could see our car’s reflection as it sped off. Mummy cussed that man’s ass out in Flemish, then said, “You saw that car? That’s the kind of man who beats his wife. Anybody who put that much of the love stuff into his car have nothing left for wife nor kids.”

			Paul Royale. I’ve seen him on TV explaining why garment factories in the free zone would diversify the economy from dependence on tourism and bauxite. Coffee ice cream skin, Nat King Cole hair gone white, cat eyes. He look like what passed for Jamaican black nobility in the ’50s.

			Every three steps up another painting stares at you. All white men and women with feathers in their hats and plantations in the background, and in between them paintings of landscapes that look like the backgrounds in the portraits. That’s the first flight. The second flight, photos do this hostile takeover of the wall. All black-and-white photos and scattered over the wall, all chests, asses, thighs, lips, necks, all men.

			Nude male photos take over the landing, but it’s not till I get to the hallway upstairs that I see dicks. Black men washing themselves. White men lying under beach umbrellas. Deliberate this must be, man, because the farther I walk the wilder these photos get. The last eight photographs, four per side, are close-ups of a massive white erection, a black one, a white finger up a black ass, a black finger grabbing huge white balls, a tongue about to lick a nipple, a tongue licking a dick head, a man staring at his hard-on, a fist up a pale asshole.

			“You’re probably passing the Mapplethorpes,” Jordan shouts from downstairs.

			Finally a door. I shout to Jordan, asking if this is the library, but he’s moved on. It’s not the library but a bedroom as big and normal as any other old rich bedroom with a four-poster bed, each post a carving that’s either a vine or a snake. Neat, clean, and white are sheet, curtain, and rug. Somebody picking up after him, a cleaning lady or household helper, meaning more people keeping Paul Royale’s secrets, because for sure the person who clean is the person who know. He’s not wiping up that blood, cum, and shit himself.

			The room is so normal it looks like a joke about being normal. A joke to walk right past a fist in a battyhole to enter Grandma’s bedroom.

			I missed the door because there was no door. Just a dark entryway midway between the bedroom and the stairs. That he’s not hiding anything says everything. I make one step and kick a box. Pull-string light in the center of the ceiling. And there it is, a real library. I go over to the videotapes with names on the spines like Cuckoo for Cocoa Cocks and Gang Bang Innocence. The son of a bitch really does have little alphabet cards separating the shelves. In B is, yup, Black Inches, but also Blueboy, which tries to do the Playboy thing by adding some class. All the issues are from the 1970s and all the men look like they walked out of either Rocky or Saturday Night Fever. Nearly all of them white. And there under G, just as Jordan said, is a stack of magazines in German, all with white men skinny as marathon runners with cocks as big as cans of Pringles hanging out of skinhead jeans. I grab four of them, as well as Honcho, Torso, and three of the Blueboys, and am almost out when my eyes land on more videotapes with handwriting on the spines. Dates and plus signs and abbreviations. Some of those dates I would guess were boys who had no choice but to sell ass. Some of those dates tried to fight back or couldn’t afford to. Some of those dates might have been underage boys. One of those dates might be Jordan. I put the magazines back, turn to leave, and kick the cover off the box in the way.

			Photographs. Why did I look at the photographs? I shouldn’t have looked at the photographs. Good God.

			“I going back to the car,” I say to Jordan, who is coming from the kitchen with a sandwich he made himself.

			“Damn, empty-handed? All that shit too tame for you?”

			“Yeah, too tame. You still have shit to do here?”

			“Emptied his cashbox and took his Acqua di Parma cologne, so no. You want a sandwich?”

			“No.”

			“Want a—”

			“I don’t want a fucking thing from this house, all right?”

			He doesn’t bother saying okay or ask if I really wasn’t going to grab some of the magazines.

			I want to shout at him that C stands for “chicken porn,” don’t it? Instead I head to the door.

			“Hold one second I just haffi piss,” he says. I don’t turn around but in seconds I hear it and know he is letting himself go on the staircase. I stand right beside him, whip my dick out, and piss.

			May 20

			“Mummy not sick, Selena, she just don’t want to get out of bed. Leave her alone.”

			Eli is trying to explain adult shit to my sister, but I can guess the look on Selena’s face, a look that say This don’t make sense, because the truth is it really don’t make any sense. Daddy here and gone whenever he feel like it, which means he’s mostly gone. Last time I listened in on them talking Mummy said all hell was going break loose if she go out in the street and look at some random boy or girl and see his face. I was like, You go, Mummy, with your Jamaican. But you listen to even uptown boys on campus and they will tell you that a man with just one woman must be a battyman, or him seed weak. And Mummy is not a modern woman. For real though, nothing in this house feels different. Daddy gone before we wake and return after we fall asleep, so two months can go without us seeing him. Sometimes he takes Eli with him. And so it continues. Blah blah blah. Everything is about to happen. That’s how we live, everything promising to happen or threatening to happen, but not a fucking thing happens and you find yourself waiting for so long you forget what you waiting for. Honest to God, sometimes I wish things would get worse.

			You can see the smoke rising from a mile away. A mile being the Papine bus terminal, from where I walk almost a mile to campus. The smell comes next, sour: smoke from plastic, cotton cloth, paper, nylon maybe, but I don’t have a clue what burning nylon smell like. Also kerosene, ash, and the smell of fire itself.

			By the time I hit Ring Road the sky is raining ash and I am joined by other students, workers, faculty, people I don’t know, but we are all walking slow and listless, like zombies. Ring Road orbits a huge chunk of campus. The smoke is thicker here, and my eyes burn. A crowd is already there, in the off-campus parking lot, and nobody is talking. No cars and in the center a fire as wide as a house and rising higher than a streetlight. In the far-off corner is another tower of mattresses, pillows, sheets, blankets.

			“They cleaned out every student hall and the senior common,” somebody whispers.

			“Everyone?” I ask.

			“The one I was sleeping on,” says a man I don’t know.

			I can’t find anybody I know so I ask the first girl who looked my age.

			“What this?”

			“They burning all the beds in all the dorms, the common room, the sick bay, everywhere. The mattress, I mean.”

			“Why?”

			“How you mean why? That is how you stop it.”

			“Stop what?”

			“The AIDS.”

			She presses her lips together and shakes her head. Punto final. I leave for rehearsal.

			May 21

			Kofi seem to forget what a telephone is for. I wonder if he’s thinking I’m the girl now because I bottomed. Some gay men treat men the way some straight men treat women. I just know it.

			But this rehearsal yesterday. I don’t know. I don’t know what to say about it or how to write about it, even though I am writing about it right now. Maybe start from A to B to C to Z. So it was the last lines in scene 1. I wasn’t in it, which was fine since I didn’t know my lines anyway. In the scene, I—Mona has gone off to help the prisoner vomiting from VD. Even the line Florence Nightingale, make haste! is said by the guard, and not ready-for-whatever-fuckery-comes-next Mona. Queenie exited the scene with her cigarette cart shortly before. That leaves Smitty and Rocky, who just done telling him how he had all the girls but started dealing with a man because the man was rich. Stole the sugar daddy’s car and them send him to jail. From jail to the juvenile lockup.

			Right after calling Smitty dumb, Rocky tells him he’s going to make him smart. Smitty says he’s not one with much book learning. Rocky says, Oh you goin’ learn my boy. Yeah, you goin’ learn. Rocky says that it’s because him love to kick up rumpus that they locked him up with two gliding battymen. To play informer because battyman don’t have the strength for either secrets or integrity.

			Jordan of course says to nobody that those lines are not in that play.

			“Neither is that comment, Mr. Brown. Action!” yells Havelock.

			SMITTY

			I sure don’t want anybody to think me is a fish.

			ROCKY

			Yes me boy, them things me like hear. Rocky is the passport out of this maama man cell, so stick with me like a moth to cloth. I always protect my Tootsie Roll.

			SMITTY

			Protect me from what happened to Mona in the storeroom.

			ROCKY

			You mean the twelve-man gang bang? Fourteen if you count who only wanted a blow. Me is your main man then. (Smitty starts to take off his clothes for bed.) We goin’ roll together like fee and fi, fo and fum.

			Stage direction: Smitty takes off his pants to reveal briefs. Rocky takes off everything.

			ROCKY

			Come on baby, make me and you hold a bath before we hold the bed.

			SMITTY

			Me clean.

			ROCKY

			Get up.

			SMITTY

			What.

			ROCKY

			Move your bomboclaat to the shower room. (Charges toward him.) I said move! Pussyhole.

			SMITTY

			You know what? Me no need no big brother.

			ROCKY

			One big brother or seventeen. Take your choice. Now take you pussy ass up.

			SMITTY

			Rocky—

			This is the stage direction. Rocky pulls Smitty out of the bed by one leg as he panics. They grapple, fight. Smitty is strong but Rocky skillful. He twists Smitty’s right arm behind his back and pulls down his briefs.

			ROCKY

			Me like you and you goin’ like me.

			Rocky pushes him against the shower wall and “enters” him. Screaming leads to—

			Blackout.

			“And scene!” Havelock says, but they don’t seem to hear. “And scene,” he says again, and Matt pushes Jordan off, way too hard. Jordan puts his hands up in surrender and Matt goes toward his clothes. Both of them have their cocks out. I will not think of cocks. I will not think of cocks. But who I thought would be bigger was not—nope. Not going to think about it, which means I’m not going to write it down. The way he tucked himself back in—no, just no. It didn’t even occur to him to pull his briefs up until he grabbed his pants.

			Jordan is the surprising one. He couldn’t wait to put everything back on. Nobody else said a thing, I mean nothing. Havelock breaks the silence with a reminder of the next rehearsal.

			Then Jordan remembers that he is Jordan and says, “Havelock, the only person in Jamaica worse than a homo is an informer. You know that, right?”

			“Clive has extra pages for all of you on the way out.”

			Matt leaves first again. I don’t know, he was so sweet only a week ago. But few days now, he goes through the lines like he’s trying to get to the end of them, and as soon as Havelock says “scene,” he’s out the door. Omar leaves with Orrin. Havelock goes home, I suppose. That leaves Clive, Rainford, Jordan, and me.

			“Any of you in a rush to get home?” Jordan asks.

			“Well, I—”

			“No,” I say, cutting off Rainford. Clive as usual has nothing to say. He and Jordan take the back seat while Rainford tells me that I could control the front. “But hold deh baby-love, your mother allow to leave your car like this?” he says and sits down on either Black Inches or Mandate.

			“Second thought, this look like woman car the way it clutter. You ever think that straight people right?” Rainford asks.

			“Right about what?” I ask back.

			“That a battyboy is just a woman with a penis,” Jordan says. “Right, Rainford?”

			“I think that’s either a tranny or somebody waiting for a sex change,” I say.

			“Nuh the same thing?” says Rainford.

			“Lots of trannies suck pussy.”

			“That’s right, Rainford. They want to become lesbians,” Jordan chuckles out.

			“The two of you mad, that’s for sure. Why lop off yuh cock if you going fuck woman anyway?”

			“Answer blowing in the wind, my friend.”

			“What? What that even mean?”

			“We going somewhere, Zimmerman?” I ask.

			“Ha. I was just pointing out th—”

			“I mean location.”

			“Uptown Marshall’s or downtown Marshall’s? Mind you they both uptown.”

			“There’s two?” I ask and immediately wish it was Rainford who asked. The truth is I have yet to go to a gay club. I didn’t think there was one, certainly not in Kingston. And yes, I knew about Marshall’s, but part of me still didn’t believe it. I once tried to slip away from the school trip to go to a gay club in Miami, and went through a lot of shit to get there, only to find out that they ask for ID. I had no proof I was older than sixteen, and unlike Jamaica, they don’t just look at my skin and let me in. Yes, I was sixteen, but that is beside the fucking point. Pay parties I know about and usually hear about from the few homos I know, and Dionne. And those parties are always at somebody’s house, usually very rich and usually not there. The last one Dionne took me to there were at least a half dozen former students from my high school, but none from my year. At one point I expected to see Trevor, and I don’t know why. Yes, I do, I was starting to think life is like a stupid story where the person lashing out against gays must have something he’s hiding. But it’s not as if the white people who lynched black people were secretly black.

			“Portia! Back to planet Earth. Up or down Marshall’s?” Jordan says.

			“Uh…up.”

			“Because you’re a snob or coward?”

			When I didn’t answer he laughed. Uptown Marshall’s was on West Kings House Road, which was a posh-as-fuck neighborhood as long as you didn’t remember that over one hundred years ago just down the road they buried in a mass grave hundreds who died from cholera.

			“You passing up some serious ghetto batty I want you know,” Jordan says. I don’t say anything but Rainford does. “Keep me from anywhere some jealous battyman might throw acid, thank you kindly,” he says, and even Clive laughs. It reminds me that I don’t know a damn thing about Clive.

			“What you doing when you not stage-managing, Clive?” I ask.

			“You mean me?”

			“No, bitch, the other duppy named Clive,” Jordan says, and I try real hard not to laugh. Poor Clive. Every time he opens his mouth it’s a surprise: one, because he never talks, and two, because he has a lower voice than Prince.

			“You been to either of the Marshall’s, Rainford?” Jordan asks.

			“To tell the truth, I don’t really follow the battyboy thing,” he says. I roll my eyes and look at Jordan, who is already looking at me. I would leave this alone, but Jordan is not me.

			“So what, you into lesbian things then?”

			“What? No man. Girl sodomite things. No sah.”

			“Technically lesbians aren’t ass fu—”

			“Dude,” I thought I whispered, but it came out loud.

			“What things you into then?” Jordan asks.

			“I don’t know. Barbecue, football game, disco and soul, outings, beach, normal people things.”

			“Normal people things. Ah. You know battyman go to beach, too, or just you?”

			“I’m sorry, but did you just put ‘disco’ and ‘normal people’ in the same sentence?” I ask.

			“I just saying I not doing the wearing woman clothes, I not going dance ballet, I not going like Boy George, and I not going to sound like some lady.”

			That last line made me grab my mouth before a laugh, hiss, or snort came out. All Jordan did was grin, which showed way better self-control than I was ever going to manage. Brethren, not even a blind and deaf woman was going to mistake you for a prospect, I don’t say.

			“Careful, Rainford. You almost sound like a battyman-hating battyman.”

			“I don’t like most man,” he says.

			“We reach,” Clive says.

			Marshall’s uptown. Run by Jinny and Buckie Randolph, husband and wife even though the Buckie has never passed a cock that he wouldn’t suck, according to Jordan. They have an arrangement, he adds. When I asked if Jinny was a lesbian and they’re just bearding for each other he didn’t have an answer. Honestly, this gay bar just looked like a rich man poolside, which is probably what it was. Outdoors. A large pool with two men treading, or swimming and laughing loud. A bar with four rows of liquor, and one bartender behind with his shirt off and his face saying, One more word from this frowsy arm cunt and I goin’ smash his head with this bottle. The cunt? A white man in brown shorts too short, an oversize white shirt, and a bald patch that not even the dim light could hide. Coming over the speakers, a song asking if you like piña coladas and getting caught in the rain. I don’t think I’ve ever had a piña colada. Jordan nods over to the far-right corner.

			“At the end of every gay bar in the universe is the same person in the same spot: the bitchy old queen who already had too many and just shouted for one more,” he whispers straight to my ear.

			At the far end of the pool is another group of men I can’t make out but know there are at least twenty years between our ages and theirs. At a patio table are two women too dressed up to be butches but too drag queen–looking to be lipstick lesbians. Fag hags without the fags then. In all eleven people with us making it fifteen.

			“This must be the saddest night out in Jamdown,” Jordan says, yanking the damn words out of my mouth. “Clive, what you want?”

			“Cream soda.”

			“Saving your virginity for that special someone? Vodka soda. Rainford?”

			“Red Stripe.”

			“You?”

			“Gin and tonic.”

			“Ooh, such a real man. Ooh.”

			We grab a table not far from the fag hags, who start looking at us like we are their last meal. I sit there waiting on Jordan to come back so that somebody can kick off a convo, but when he returns we just sit there. All I can think of is how none of these boys would have been my friends in real life, and we haven’t spent all our lives sharing the same toilet like family. I’m still back and forth on Jordan, and Matt has gone weird.

			“Me still take a lick off the pumpum, y’know. I just want you to know,” says Rainford.

			You pat it first with that limp wrist? is what I want to ask. Instead I say, “You suck pussy?”

			“Wah the bloo—”

			“Eddy, Eddy, Eddy. Don’t you know? Jamaica is the only place where ‘take a lick off the pumpum’ doesn’t actually mean oral sex. Which country you grow up in, my youth?”

			I was going to say This fucking one so stop asking me that shit, but I was more pissed off by him calling me “youth.”

			“Every gay man’s first gay man was a woman. Right?” Jordan says.

			“Nope,” I say.

			“Bloodclaat. You is a pure-breed gay?”

			“Some people know what they want from they was eight, brethren,” I say.

			“Rude. You should have at least had a straight phase. It’s in the book.”

			“Which book?”

			“Bible, Mary Poppins, The Jungle Book, I don’t fucking know.”

			“That book come from the same place your talk come from? Out of your ass?”

			Clive laughs. Jordan smiles. Totally lost on Rainford.

			“But, Clive, you go so far as to marry the first front you slap. What was that like?”

			“Uh…you mean marriage or the sex? Also…”

			“Yes?”

			“I didn’t marry the first woman, or the second, or the third.”

			“Oh fucking Christ, you not one of them bisexuals, my youth?”

			“What?” Clive says under his breath. He’s scratching his throat and fidgeting. Then looks around even though the fag hags are deep in a conversation about proper English. I say to Jordan, “Lawd man, leave him alone. He—”

			“I did quite like pussy,” Clive blurts out. “A man just don’t feel a rim the way a woman feel cunnilingus.”

			“Well, fuck me,” I say.

			Clive gives us that grin that kids give us when they stole something.

			“See it deh now. Faggots for pussy unite!” Jordan says.

			“I don’t have a raas thing to add to this conversation,” I say.

			For about another hour they are talking about women and big breasts versus firm breasts, how they would French-fuck that girl from Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam, “Yeah, man you see how she walk into every shot titties first,” and of course how unlike most Jamaican man they love to set their tongue on a clit. I look on and grin. I’m not gone, but I’m certainly not here. Good for them that they are making friends over the female anatomy, but I want to go home, which is saying something. All my new college friends pop up in my head at once. It’s been almost a month since we were all together, but campus was the only place we met. Or maybe they met off campus without me. I don’t know.

			“I need to get home,” I say.

			“On a Friday night? You don’t have maid to feed the cat?” Rainford asks.

			“She don’t work Friday nights,” I say.

			“You daddy need to pay her—”

			“The man being sarcastic, Rainford. Finish your drink at least.”

			“This tonic with a hint of gin? I drink as much as I ever goin’ drink.”

			“Well, let us finish ours,” Jordan says, and they go on talking for another half hour. I start to wonder what my new college friends are doing and are they listening to that Fine Young Cannibals record while they’re doing it.

			We drop Rainford home first. He lives in Duhaney Park, which I think Daddy has driven past on our way to Ocho Rios, but I couldn’t say for sure. It looks like a lot of places in Kingston, Havendale, Meadowbrook, Vineyard Town, neighborhoods built to be suburbs with everybody having the same slab-and-cement house. Three bedrooms, one driveway, three bedrooms, one driveway, all the way to the end of the road where a new row of houses look the same way. Except that many houses have burglar bars—“grilles,” they call them—and some houses have an extra veranda built in front, killing the yard and any green. I don’t want to guess who lives here because I don’t want to come across as a snob. But fuck it, even that line is snobbish. Lower middle class, I would guess. Rainford’s house has two cars in the driveway, and he walks past the front door to go around the back.

			“As for you,” Jordan says to me, “you know full well that Rainford didn’t mean ‘mirror ball’ when him say ‘disco.’ ”

			“No?”

			“Jamaicans call all dance music disco, even rap, but you know that.”

			“Maybe. Maybe I just don’t fucking like Rainford.”

			“I not sure about this area,” Clive says.

			“Go back to saying nothing, Clive. You scaring Portia.”

			I don’t bother to reply. I haven’t really said anything since the convo took that detour to Pussyville. Honestly sometimes I think it’s me. I will be in a room with people talking, even people I know, and feel like I locked myself out even though I’m right there and can see everybody talking, joking, living and feel as if I can’t get back in. So I just sit there waiting for somebody to say my name and pull me back. I know that Jordan drove out of Duhaney Park, took the boulevard back to Constant Spring Road, turned left onto East Kings House Road, and drove right past the same club we just left, but I didn’t register any of it. Then Jordan stuck a cassette in the stereo and the Church’s “Under the Milky Way” came on, which threw this haunting spell over the entire car. The night changed into something dark blue and whispery and quiet and what’s the word I’m looking for…reverent maybe, and the moon raced through the clouds, chasing us. It made me think of melancholy, how beautiful that word sounds, and how it turns something I should hate into something that’s sort of like magic. None of this shit I would dare say to anyone, certainly not to Jordan because then I would have to laugh along as he laughs at me, when all I want to do is cry and kill him. Cho raas man, maybe I really am some sort of loser battyman.

			“We all going home now?” Clive asks.

			“Speak for yourself. I am home,” Jordan says. I know Clive will be confused. I know I should appear somewhere between surprised and shocked. I know that the next word is Clive’s.

			“That one of those things that Mr. Titus like to say? Witticism? ’Cause me not following.”

			“What, you need me to say it again in Spanish? Can’t make that sentence any simpler.”

			“Try anyway,” Clive says, and I wished that this wasn’t the one time he tried to be clever.

			“You ever think of giving Havelock some of that snark? He might respect you more,” Jordan says.

			“I don’t need respect from Mr. Titus, he can’t help himself. None of you, actually. But it’s what a stage manager signs on for. And this…this…who knows, maybe this might turn out to be important. Really.”

			“Jesus, Clive, what a way to make a mood somber. As for what I mean. I mean it exactly as I said it. You two are right now the honored guests of my living room, also my bedroom, kitchen, and patio. Not the toilet though, I go around the back to piss.”

			“What you do when you have to shit?”

			“Really? Is that what you want to fucking know, Clive?” I say. “For real though, why you living in your car?” I ask Jordan.

			“Long story or short story?” Jordan says.

			“I don’t fucking know.”

			“Clive, where you live?”

			“Nine Shortwood Grove.”

			“Long story it is. So, the parents couldn’t deal with a gay in the family, and we’re not religious, so there was nobody to suggest praying it away. Daddy didn’t have the decency to send me to a prostitute to sort me out and didn’t feel like sharing whichever woman he was fucking. So he did what any concerned father would do. Man beat the shit out of me—not me, mind you, but the gay. My daddy not a big man, I’m already taller than him, but I let him beat me anyway. That whole weekend, with the belt, stick, plank of wood, rope, anytime he feel like it. One time even when I was in the shower, and because I wouldn’t cry, he got more and more random with it. All the time saying that it couldn’t be his side of the family because nobody was ever that way.

			“Why I let him beat me? Because I wanted to believe it, too. Seriously. I wanted to believe it. Preacher out there talking about how people choose this lifestyle, well, shaving your legs is a fucking lifestyle, not this. And even in nineteen fucking eighty-eight, who the bomboclaat would choose this? Seriously, who?

			“Then Daddy turn it into a mission, right? That man was going to find the source, because battymanism isn’t birthed, it’s acquired, and he going find the bomboclaat pervert whom I acquire this from, starting with high school. Did I tell you how they found out? Day after Good Friday, my brethren drop off the latest New Mutants comic and stick a note in it asking if I coming to the ‘G’ party on Tavistock Terrace. Now if you think that in itself wasn’t enough, you, my dear sirs, are right. My friend also said the party was going to be fierce and FAB-YOU-LOUS and I should bring me and my massive stick. Poor Daddy, so proud to hear I have a massive stick, so ashamed by what I supposedly use my stick for. Although between me and you, most man use their stick on me. This man who still cry when he plays fucking Tchaikovsky. The two of them was just waiting for me to come home from class. The father say to me, ‘Who the raas turn you into a pervert?’ while the mother say to me, ‘Little boy, is a bottom man touching you?’ What you want me tell you? Before I could answer, the man take my tennis racket and smash it in my face. The next thing I hear when I could hear is them arguing over what they’re going to do if people find out. Not when, but if, meaning whatever I’m going to be is still up for grabs and they will be doing the grabbing since I’m not fucking capable. And you know what was the worst part? I was honestly thinking that this must mean they love me because when Roxanne Shaw started to say all she wanted to do was shave her head but not under her arm, and wear boots and listen to Janis Ian, her parents asked family in Miami who that was and what that meant and next thing you know she was shipped off to foreign. I say ‘foreign’ because they never told any of her friends where. Meanwhile my parents fucking grounded me, like this was The Cosby Show. No shit. I mean, the worst one could say about that was that it was boring. At least I finished off The Homosexual Matrix. But this man, this fucking man was still beating me. Fuck, if he did have a routine, at least I would know when to expect it, but he would just come out of nowhere. After I fall asleep, as I step through the door after school, and God help me if I was five minutes late. Other times he would just reach over and slap me at the dinner table.

			“Check this, Clive, one time they force me to drop my pants and brief and bend over and pull my batty cheeks apart so they can check my hole even though I could tell they didn’t know what they were checking for. All this time I thinking maybe I deserve it, or maybe this is something to get through or that these are the things that must happen to you. Then one day I just…ha ha…I just couldn’t take it anymore. Man, when was this? May, must have been May, because it was exams and I didn’t have an exam that day. Let me just say I knew the cleaner was coming late. I call a man over—no, you don’t need to know who. But he was closer to Daddy age than mine. Meet him at Marshall’s one night and him follow me home. The cleaner walk in right as I lick his asshole. First she tell me to give her money and she won’t tell my father. And yo, she was good at her word, for she told my mother. My mother is not religious, but she start screaming that it must be an evil spirit in me. You know what I say? That for a woman living uptown that sounds very ignorant. She slap me two times, then scream and push me.

			“Daddy walk in right as I push her back. Wasn’t even a big push, but man she make the most of it, like me did karate kick her. Screaming and bawling. And this original drama queen wondering how a faggot come out of her. Mr. Brown, well, he get maaaaaad. Madder than I don’t know, mad like a dog or a bull, I mean he didn’t even have any words anymore, just yelling. He grab the first thing to beat me with and that first thing was a mopstick hiding behind the door. Manage to nearly crack my hip with the first blow. Even though I was limping I catch the second and grab it from that son of a bitch. ‘You want to feel what a bitch lick from Daddy feel like, you son of a bitch?’ I say and give him one clap with the mophead. Hit in the chest and knock the fucking breath out of him. He say this to me, that either I going kill him or he sure as goddamn hell going kill me, because there was no way the two of us living in the same house. So I pack my bags, every fucking thing I could stuff in two suitcase, two knapsack, and one pillowcase. Every fucking thing, the Nintendo, the Commodore PC (but not the monitor), the Reeboks, the comics, all my books I put in a box and make sure to put all the porn on top. My mother just look on quiet, like she already seeing an empty room. I say I taking the station wagon because nobody driving it and I don’t want nothing else from you. Daddy say take that bombocloth car, and he will report it stolen. I say then I’ll make sure I’m getting double-fucked by two white tourists when they find me, and he back off.

			“But my mother, man. My fucking mother. She says, ‘My money buy those clothes you’re wearing,’ and I say, ‘You right.’ So I strip down to nothing, not a damn thing, not even brief, and walk outside for all the neighbors to see. And that was the last time I saw my parents’ house. Every now and then my mother will drop a sum in my bank account, and I wish I didn’t have to touch it.”

			“How you survive?” Clive asks.

			“What you mean? I survive.”

			“But how?”

			“How I survive is how I survive.”

			“Clive,” I say, and he gets the point.

			“What happen when your parents find out?” Jordan asks, and it takes a second or two to realize he meant me.

			“They don’t…I mean they haven’t…We don’t talk.”

			“Serious?”

			“Nobody talk in my house except my mother, who keep telling me that she is a modern woman.”

			“Which mean what?”

			“How the fuck I should know? She just annoying.”

			“Your mother is fucking trying. Better than what any other battyboy in this country can say about their mother,” Jordan says and stops. “Nine Shortwood Grove.”

			Clive mutters, “Later,” and unlike Rainford he walks up to the front door and lets himself in.

			“You know he is still married to a woman,” Jordan says.

			“Well, fuck me. Still?”

			“Second wife. She’s some dyke who puts on gay parties at some house on Seaview. I’m banned. They beard for each other,” he says as we drive out and make a left.

			“Jordan, you sleep in this car most nights?”

			“Some nights. Other nights a warm bed not too hard to find. It’s the other man in the bed that’s sometimes the problem.”

			“Man, I—”

			“Listen. I don’t waste time feeling sorry for myself, so don’t waste time feeling sorry for me.”

			I smell it before I see it, him actually applying Lip Smacker. Well, ChapStick. It could have been anything.

			“I wish I could think like you.”

			“What the fuck that mean?”

			“I wish cleverness could get me through everything.”

			Jordan hits the brakes.

			“That is what you think?”

			“I…uh…”

			“Maybe you right. Maybe my smart mouth is all that make me laugh at the big whole piece of fuckery this world is. You know, most nights, I park up by the lookout on Jack’s Hill. Some nights I just want to hit the gas and drive off the fucking cliff. So I don’t know what exactly my clever mouth getting me through, but please, tell me.”

			“Brethren, I didn’t mean it like that. Jordan, we can’t stay in the middle of the road.”

			He stares at me, grips the steering wheel for a long minute, sighs, then drives. I want to say that it must be hard to be you, but there’s no way to say that without sounding like a fucking asshole.

			“Sorry, man,” I say.

			“No prob,” he says.

			He drops me home. As he drives off I’m thinking I might see him somewhere on Saturday, or I might see him at rehearsal on Monday, or I might never see him again. Nobody talked about the scene.

			May 22

			It’s not a lazy Sunday morning. Not the kind of day where you slide back under the bedsheets and get lost. Where if somebody else is in bed you fall into the place between fucking and yawning that I read somebody call “slex.” Well, people who live on their own because no slex is happening when you and your mother share the same roof. Eli, sure, but he would never tolerate a girl sleeping over. Lazy Sunday morning sounds like something people earn. I bet Trevor Caesar has slex every day. I bet his mother is in the house and he doesn’t fucking care. I bet she tells herself at least he’s doing what a normal man supposed to do, just like him daddy. It won’t matter anyway because no matter who is in bed, the Kingston heat always slips into the room and that same bed starts to roast you. Daddy said he wasn’t going to succumb to capitalism run amok by buying air-conditioning, but what he was really saying is that he was cheap. Mummy, who have a new kind of mouth lately, said to Selena that he sees no value in making his family comfortable. Sometimes I think she likes to sit in the living room heat as some sort of penance one can suffer through with a straight back. I always wondered why she never went out and found a job, but I’m past the age where I could blurt out such a question and she would laugh instead of turn her eyes in on herself.

			Speaking of Mummy, Eli just walked into my room and said to be nice to her. I was still in bed, because I wanted to read the whole Mutant Massacre again from scratch and the X-Men comics were right under my bed. Having no idea why he would have told me this, I said I’m not being mean to her. “But you not not-mean to her,” he says, and though I know what he means, I give him a Wait, what? look.

			“You not mean and you not nice. You just nothing,” he says.

			I’m trying to figure out if that hurts my feelings. He’s my brother, so I guess I have to love him, but I only like him some of the time. Or rather, I only like a few things about him and his opinion is not one of them. But it also feels in a way that he’s right, not about me but about how I suspect a lot of people see me. I am not going to ask him what he means, and he done talk. Part of me wants to say, Do you mean Mummy’s life might be crashing and Daddy is the one driving the car, and maybe they will get a divorce or maybe they will stay together and learn to get better at being cold to each other, even though they’re very good at that already? The problem is not that he won’t get it but that he will, and who knows what kind of argument that would turn into?

			But he does want to say more. No, that’s not it. He thinks there is more to say. It’s the only reason he is still in my room, looking around at everything but me, maybe hoping I would say something, which is so fucking weird because Eli is never interested in anything I have to say. To him Prince is a faggot, the last guitars he ever heard was on a Beastie Boys record. I don’t care about the latest from Super Cat or Ninjaman, I don’t care that the video store just got Beverly Hills Cop II, and I don’t even know half of the girls he’s trying to fuck. Daddy is Eli’s brethren, he is merely my father.

			“Mummy just feel like she not getting enough support,” he says.

			“She tell you that?”

			“No.”

			“Sounds like something Mummy would say.”

			“I said no.”

			“You the one always gone somewhere with Daddy.”

			“What that have to do with anything?”

			“Fine. I going draw her a card saying ‘Thank you for your service.’ ”

			“Why you have to be such a fassyhole? This why that sour gyal Dionne is your only friend?”

			“You in my room a long time.”

			“Is not your room. You just live in here.”

			“Fine. Stay around long enough you might catch something.”

			“What you have I never going catch.”

			“Get out of my fucking room.”

			“As if you can make me.”

			“Then bomboclaat stay. I’ll leave.”

			He shakes his head, kiss him teeth, and leaves. He also says something under his breath but fuck if I give a shit what. Now I’ve totally forgotten what kind of day I was going to call today.

			By the time Mummy takes herself out of bed, it’s two in the afternoon and nobody else is home but me. Maybe I am learning my lines, and by that I mean maybe I am waiting for Kofi to call, but I don’t hear the radio until the volume is up way loud, like teenagers partying because the parents are gone loud. Didn’t recognize the song that just ended, but I spent all of my first year of college arguing that the ’60s was the greatest decade ever, so I know the one that follows. Churchy organs starting a groove and then a beat that sounds like somebody suddenly kicked the song in the ass. “Green Onions,” by Booker T. and the M.G.s. A Mummy and Daddy song, but at this volume all music is annoying teen music. I am digging it though, even if the rest of the fact blurs over me: that if this music is playing so loud, then somebody must have turned the radio up. And if there are only two people in the house it must be the other person. And that other person is my mother. My brain is already spinning with wondering how, when, and where she heard this song (Belgium?) since Mom is uncool even before you drop her French pop into the mix.

			“Get up,” she says, and I nearly rip the comic. My mother is in my doorway, doing something that looks like the twist. Or a ska dance that looks like a frontways version of the twist. Either way my mother is dancing, which I don’t think I have ever seen before.

			“What?”

			“Get up and dance with your mother.”

			I watch her twisting, staring at me, not smiling. Calling me with her fingers.

			“My favorite song.”

			“ ‘Green Onions’ is not your favorite song.”

			“Yes, it is this. Everyone did the twist in London, where I met your father.”

			My mother, the honky member of the Supremes. “I don’t dance,” I say. She twists three more times, then stops, sighs, stares at me way too long with that blank look as if she forgot where she was, and backs out of my room. For a split second I see a super-sad version of a teenage face. I don’t know, my head must have chosen that second to fuck with me. Two minutes or so later the radio is switched off.

			Kofi is never going to call. I just know it.

			May 23

			Jordan didn’t come to rehearsal. In act 2, Rocky is top dog and Smitty is his bitch. Havelock read his lines. “Maybe it was the rain keeping him,” Rainford said, “after all, this thunderstorm causing flooding all over Kingston and St. Andrew, even St. Catherine.” The rain was supposed to lose steam by evening, but somebody forgot to pass on the memo to the damn sky. Lady Musgrave Road looked like a trail interrupted by ponds with both sides sinking into a flooded ditch. When we were leaving it eased up a little, but now it’s pouring again. And even now raindrops are banging like little bombs on the roof. Nobody is saying a thing at home either. With clothes and shoes still on I throw myself on the bed, not thinking about how am I going to do nothing tonight. Daddy is home, and everybody is playing the game that he never left. But I have nothing to say to him. Talking to Daddy is Eli’s job.

			Lying on my stomach it comes quick like an allergic reaction, this…well, I don’t know what the fuck this is: fear, nausea, motion sickness, disgust, an on-the-brink-of-vomiting feeling. All I know is that my room is the reason. My legs swing off the bed before I think about it. I have to get out, even if it’s to walk around the block three or four times. But it’s not air I need. I don’t know what I need, except to get out of this room.

			There was a time Selena liked my room more than hers. When she was eight I taught her the rap to “Last Night a DJ Saved My Life.” And she liked the last Duran Duran album as much as me. But I don’t go to her room much after Mummy gave me the very awkward talk that she is emerging into womanhood now and you can’t just barge into a young woman’s boudoir. Yes, that was the word she used, “boudoir.”

			“Oi! You can’t just barge into a girl’s room,” she says without looking up from her desk.

			“Because I’m a vampire and need invitation?”

			“Because you might step on a tampon.”

			“Sus Christ, you on them things now?”

			“All the hot girls using Dracula’s lollipop.”

			No sah, neither Mummy nor Daddy. She got that mouth from me.

			“What you doing?” I ask.

			“Homework,” she says, still not looking at me. “Was maths compulsory in your day?”

			“When, the Stone Age? Yes, even back then. And what the…You using a calculator?”

			“Yes. Them allow it now.”

			“Why they don’t just give you all the answers then?”

			“Things did hard back in your day, Grandpa.”

			“Fresh.”

			“Why, you stink?” she says and then cackles like a little witch to remind me that she is fourteen. She puts on her headphones.

			“I’m bored,” I say.

			“What?”

			I point to her ears and she removes them.

			“What?” she asks.

			“Me say me bored.”

			“Oh,” she says and smiles. Then she pulls out the headphone jack and her boom box booms that you got the right stuff, baby, love the way you turn me on.

			“Bombo-raas man, New Kids on the Block? Every day?”

			“No. Sunday is for Jesus. I join the Inter-School Christian Fellowship.”

			“You serious?”

			“No, fool. Look at your face. Also I listen to Streggeh Don on the Walkman so that Mummy don’t know. Me have di stamina / Me ah the man in yah / Dig out punaany ’cause me—”

			“The fuck you just say?”

			“Language.”

			“You listening to Streggeh Don and talking to me about language?”

			“What Mummy don’t know won’t…uh…Scratch that.”

			“How the hell you hear about…Oh, Robert Lindo. Yow, didn’t we agree that this bwoi not going on with nothing? You find out him drive a Benz?”

			“Jaguar.”

			“See it deh now.” I wonder if this is how Mummy feels, that our growing up constantly takes her by surprise even though she sees us every day. Because I’m damn sure I spoke to a different girl—no, younger girl—only last Sunday.

			“Robert Lindo, eh? You have condoms? Bad boy don’t carry rubber, you know.”

			“Don’t using a condom mean you having sex?”

			“I suppose.”

			“So no then. Hold on, you broke your ducks at fourteen? Wow!”

			“I didn’t say that.”

			Although it was true.

			“Well, not normal ducks,” I say.

			“We’re all normal and we want our freedom,” she says.

			“Oh my God. You remember.”

			“How was I going forget when you play that cassette every day? I thought everybody in the world own Forever Changes. Turns out is only you, big bro.”

			I sit on the bed and she doesn’t roll her eyes or tap her fingers, meaning she’s not waiting on me to leave. I remember when she was the one trying to stay in my room. Fuck man, I’m too young to feel this old.

			“Mummy was really weird yesterday,” I say.

			“Mummy acting weird since March.”

			“What? Why March? How you know this?”

			“Me is the one in the car with her every morning, remember? Two weeks ago she actually look at me and ask how late I can be for school because she want get a coffee at Happy Deli and didn’t want to drink alone.”

			“Bombo. What you say?”

			“I said, ‘Mummy, I’m in grade nine.’ ”

			“You her confidante now?”

			“What that mean?”

			“She telling you stuff like a priest.”

			“Well, it’s not the first time she telling me things. Mummy need a friend.”

			“Didn’t you hear, she gave all that up for family and parenting bliss.”

			“That is sarcasm, right?”

			“You don’t recognize it when you out here using it?”

			“Don’t answer a question with a question. Also Mummy talking to me because nobody in this house talk about anything. I don’t know how it don’t drive everybody mad. Like nobody ask where Daddy go, or who are those girls Eli carry around the back, or you being gay.”

			“What?…I…I…I don’t.”

			“See?”

			“But I don’t want them to talk about it. At all. Ever!”

			“Mummy keep telling me she is a modern woman.”

			“She say that to you, too?”

			“Yeah, but I think is you she want to tell it to.”

			“Why me?”

			“Raas man, I thought people get smarter as they get old.”

			“Explain it then, young genius.”

			“She give me condoms before you.”

			“The fuck!”

			“Yes, Gramps. Anyway, anytime you so much as look at the phone I know it’s a boy. Who this now?”

			“You too young.”

			“Me sure me kiss more boys than you.”

			“What you want me tell you? To these boys I’m the second-place trophy. Don’t have Greg Louganis’s body—”

			“Who?”

			“A diver in the Olympics. Doesn’t matter. I’m saying I’m not pretty enough, rich enough, and while me is brown enough, I not white enough to be a real trophy. We shouldn’t be having this kinda talk.”

			“It’s fine, I already read Hollywood Wives twice. So who the boy that not calling you back?”

			“Lena.”

			“Me no know. You always looking at the phone and you never look at the phone when you know Dionne might call.”

			“That why you never tell me when she on the line?”

			“Ah. Dolly house mash-up again.”

			“I really prefer when you talk like a fourteen-year-old.”

			“No, you don’t, or you would have nobody in here to talk to. Stop changing the subject.”

			“Somebody on the badminton team. He get what him want and then vanish—poof! A thief in the night.”

			“Drama queen.”

			“It’s from the Bible. Anyway, I don’t want to talk about him.”

			“Like I say, nobody in this house talk about anything. Sometimes I feel it making me sick.”

			She goes back to her homework. I still don’t want to return to my bedroom, so I spread out on her bed. At least she’s moved on to Debbie Gibson. I like Debbie Gibson.

			“Mummy and Daddy going get a divorce,” Selena says.

			“As long as they don’t blame me for it,” I say.

			May 24

			If I was to categorize my fucked-up final years in high school I would say they led me to emulate what Sigmund Freud calls the death drive. The drive toward death and destruction, often expressed through behaviors such as aggression, repetition, compulsion, and self-destructiveness (yes, I copied that from the book). I thought “drive” meant “motivation.” Because in my head I’ve cut off Trevor’s balls with a chef’s knife, Swiss-cheesed all his friends with an AK-47, and burned down the high school fifth form with all the students in it.

			I hated staying home, but it was too early for rehearsal. Hatred sounds too strong, too quick, like it just came over me, but swear to God that is what happened. Drive is the only way to describe it. Something in me drove me. Anyway, so I was in New Kingston Shopping Center, which had sprouted up so fast that nobody could remember what was there before. A quick-print shop, a fashion store that called itself International to let you know it was Jamaican, a Woolworth, a pharmacy, another clothes store, yet another clothes store, a RadioShack, a Bob’s Fifth Avenue that specialized in cheap-looking work clothes and imitation Z. Cavaricci, a gift-wrapping place, stores that only housewives know about, and the reason most people were there: the food court. King Burger—home of the Whamperer; a Jamaican restaurant; a Panda Village that sold General Tso’s chicken and other stuff you only find in a mall; a homemade jams and sandwiches joint; and a place that sold pizza with pineapple as a topping.

			I wasn’t there for the food.

			Or the people. First the children, big screams, boys and girls five to eight maybe, running like they either escaped from jail or saw an ice-cream truck. Teenagers hanging off a banister, hanging off chairs, never sitting or standing, just hanging out and giving off that We cool nuh fuck but the world is fuckery vibe, which makes me want to go and say, I’m just circling back from where you heading to, so my tip for you is don’t bother. Few people like me all freed up from school but with nowhere to go. Women in skirt suits and pantsuits that say I have a fantastic new insurance policy to sell you, and men in shirts and ties and gray pants and loafers that say Would you like that in small or large bills? Nobody really going into any of the stores but everybody passing through the food court. At first I thought I would see one of my new college friends here. Weird how the thought made me happy and scared. They were not who I was looking for.

			The trouble is I don’t know how to look at people. I always look away first, even with Selena, even with a baby. And from what I read in Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Sex* (*But Were Afraid to Ask), it was all about the look. I mean yes, the book was still calling us pathetic, wrong, and dangerous, but it’s always the anti-gay books that gave the best gay tips. But I’ve now walked around this whole mall five times. If I was darker some security would have asked what the bomboclaat I was doing fucking round decent people place. And then the other side of my brain thinks What if people who beat gays know the gay code? What if that is how they pick us out? New Kingston is way more posh than Tropical Plaza, but the thing about a Jamaican mob is that they spring from zero to sixty in thirty seconds flat. With cutlasses, too.

			Or maybe only those who know about it do it. Maybe if you do it to somebody who doesn’t know, they will think it’s something else. I can see it now, staring at a man until he looks back, holding the stare for like two seconds longer than normal people, or until he looks away first. A look away means he’s not interested or he’s straight and don’t understand. Or he knows when a battyman checking for him and will either keep quiet, demand money, or scream that batty bwoi deh ’pon him. How long is too long and how long is not long enough? There’s a look that says I don’t want men and there’s a look that says I don’t want you, and fuck if I know the diff.

			I take the escalator, scoping out batty first, in jeans, slacks, uniforms, and shorts, then necks, arms, bulges, faces. But mostly batties. Asses. Butts. Something about a man’s backside when it’s perfect is almost against nature. And there are so many kinds of perfect ass, thick bodybuilder butt that can crack a nut, small cute runner ass that curves up like two smiles. The surprising moment a white man actually has an ass and it’s like two bubbles pressed together. Heavy black man batty fighting the stupid work pants chafing it. Matt Chin.

			Too many men here on their lunch break, but the men who don’t look like they’re working scare me more. A man looks at me and loosens his tie. Syrian or Lebanese mix, handsome in a Sunday night British TV show way. Light guys don’t do it for me in real life, but my cock is trying to tell me it doesn’t fucking care. I force myself to not be the one to look away first, so I hop off the escalator and back into a railing, still looking at him. He is still looking at me, even approaching me. I want to punch my heart back down into my chest. But were we looking long enough? Then he waves and the smarter part of my mind stops me from raising my hand. A girl rushes past me into his arms squealing that she finally got released from her damn house.

			I lose my nerve, head into the gift-wrapping store, and pick up red and silver paper that costs more than the gift it will wrap. I not going to lie about this. The part where store owners leave me alone because I’m either their skin color or lighter? I like that. The thought hits me that no straight man would have any business coming into this store alone, so I scan the small space for likely homos. None.

			I leave the store, about to give up, but I want to do something, anything but go home. Right now I would rather die than go home. For real. I’m fucking eighteen, so yeah for real. But my neck is tired from being a damn periscope. At Panda Village I buy fries and a Pepsi.

			The New Kingston offices must have set off their dog whistles all at once, because all the workers start to leave. That leaves people like me who have nowhere to go. The Pepsi was flat and the fries soggy as soon as they stopped burning my mouth. I wished I’d brought a book, the only reason I didn’t was because carrying a book to a party was nowhere as cool as I thought it would be when I did it. Sometimes I would see other boys at school looking at me, thinking that with my skin color and the supposed money that I don’t have and the class I supposedly come from and the number of girls who would jump at the chance to be with me, my being a battyman must be such a waste. I hate thinking this way because honestly the only reason I started to think I appeared gay was because the boys wouldn’t stop saying so. I never thought I was effeminate. I hated cricket but I could play it. I was one of the fastest runners in my class. I scored a goal once in PE. I liked Whitesnake just as much as any Syrian boy or American exchange student. And I think the Smiths is limp-wristed battyboy music. So why did none of those boys like me? At the end of the first day of school, Eli swung by my form with his schoolmates to head home, his way of saying, I, the second former so cool that even fifth formers respect me, am allowing my brother to par with us, thereby designating him cool as well. And we were too fucking criss to just go home, not when Roadrunner sold burgers and girls from St. Hugh’s were about to pass by. It was the happiest day of my life. The second day as I left class to join the posse, somebody far behind me shouted out, “Bye-bye, Edwina!”

			“I wonder who him talking to,” I said, trying to look so damn oblivious and beyond it.

			“Is you him talking,” my brother said and walked off without saying another word. I kept skipping to catch up with them, and nobody said anything else to me.

			The following day I got up one hour earlier than Eli and left for school before he could brush his teeth. Mummy usually dropped us to school, so I made up some excuse about already joining the track team and having to leave early but it was fine because there were buses in Barbican Square. Eli never came for me again and I never asked. I left for school at a different time from him each day. I walked on the left side if he walked right, and never so much as nodded to him when we happened to pass each other. I never told anyone I had a brother and assumed he did the same. Even when he had to repeat fifth form and landed in my class, he ignored me and I ignored him. Nobody even guessed. Five years.

			I’ve been squeezing the fries so tight that they’re mashed potatoes now.

			In the bathroom I’m rubbing my wet hands together as if starting a fire. A black man is looking at me when I look up. Shirt open at the collar where I’m assuming a tie used to be. Part of me wants to look away before whatever happens, but part of me also thinks Fuck him and fuck this. I keep looking, keep washing my hands until he looks away. He does not. Face stubble, which I notice first only because the chin hair is white. Fine, let’s use “chocolate” to describe his skin. His mouth is open and I see all his teeth, but I can’t tell if it’s a smile. Haircut that says We not having none of that fad foolishness in this serious establishment. A light gray shirt, darker at the pits from sweat. Tree trunk brown pants that don’t match the shirt. I don’t bother looking at the shoes. Pants with pleats. The shirt fits tight and wraps around his little belly. Now he smiles. I don’t smile but I don’t stop looking. He could still be just somebody come to use the bathroom who has decided to be pleasant. But he hasn’t stopped looking and I haven’t either, though my hands are trying to tell me that they are clean now. He also has a big shopping bag, which for a second I think he’s going to throw over my head. Then he grazes his crotch so slightly that it could have been any of the million times a man grazes, grabs, or rearranges his dick and nuts in public. He goes to the urinal two stalls from me, but I don’t think he is pissing because nobody shakes their cock that slow. They’re dry now, my hands are saying to me.

			The man turns from the urinal body toward me, but faces the toilet stall across. His hard cock points right above his balls like an exclamation point. One look at me and he goes to the stall, leaving the door open. Sex or death, in this bathroom one can lead to the other, and some men are here for just that. Maybe this man. “Step inside it” is the first and last thing he says to me, “it” being the large shopping bag that was open and between his legs. I try to think of just one thing that was more ridiculous than this, but then it hit me. If my feet are in the bag, then whoever comes checking will see two legs, not four. Tacky nuh raas and genius.

			His pants are at his ankles and his cock is so ready. Nothing comes to my mouth other than what people say in porn, so I bend down and suck his tip, which makes him moan, not in a good way, I guess, because he stops me with one hand and reaches between my legs to finger me with the other. No foreplay for this bredda then. Maybe he really does have to get back to work.

			I don’t know why lately people just started assuming that I am a bottom. I don’t mind it, but I wonder what switched in me. He reaches in the bag for a tube of lube, but his fingers hurt because he had not cut his nails. I stop him to take over and slide myself all the way down on him. “Slow,” I say, too weak for him to hear so of course he doesn’t, and for a few seconds it’s the worst pain ever. He reaches under my shirt to squeeze my nipples, which I don’t like but I don’t say. I’m about to climb all the way off him, but then he hits something inside me that makes me press my mouth shut before I scream for more. I forgot about condoms but remembered the death drive.

			Oh, also Jordan missed rehearsal again.

			May 25

			Rainford really needs this play to happen. I mean he really, really needs it. When I first met him, he didn’t sound like a somebody who needed anything. He didn’t sound like anything at all honestly, with that voice that barely rise above a whisper. But today the man won’t shut the fuck up, so he brings it up with everybody but Havelock. He’s invested so much time already, time that can’t come back—yes, he used the word “invested.” But it’s not about the time, it’s about the play, how important this will be for the community and for us to express ourselves so fully in a country that would kill our voices if it gets the chance. Because the world can go suck them mother if they don’t think he have a right to him own life if him not hurting a single living soul, to bombo-raas-claat. The first he ever really talked was last Friday with us, so I can’t tell if this little speech sounds like him. Talking at all seems unlike him, to be honest. It certainly don’t sound like the man who on Friday would pass for a homophobe if he wasn’t parring with cocksuckers. For a good minute I think he is reciting lines from Havelock, who is playing it chill because somebody better. But the elephant lurking in this room for so long that he just take a shit. Even Matt is paying attention, and he hasn’t been paying much attention to anything lately. As for the elephant…

			“Havelock, where your young boy deh?” Omar asks.

			“Why you think I know?” Havelock says. But he is watching the door as if expecting him to come through.

			“I don’t think nothing. But is three day the boy gone missing. Even police would start searching by now.”

			“That me ah say,” says Rainford.

			“And the way you two talk is like you have longtime relationship,” Omar says.

			“Relationship.” The second thing he says deliberately. “Young boy” was the first.

			“So him missing or just stop come, Havelock?” Orrin asks.

			“Jesus Christ alive, do I look like this boy’s keeper?”

			“That’s exactly what you look like.” This from Matt.

			“He really only gone three days? What about the weekend?” I ask. Havelock stares at me like I just burst some secret. He opens his mouth but says nothing.

			“Fucking slackness, this man. Fucking slackness,” Rainford says. I think this was the first time anybody heard him cuss. “If we doing this play we doing the fucking play.”

			“Hello, sir, no reason for the French. We doing the play,” Omar says.

			“Havelock going take over the role then, or somebody else?”

			“Which somebody else? The cast is the cast, my girl,” says Orrin.

			“Me look like no girl to you?” Rainford says.

			“Then stop acting like a bi—”

			“Shut up both of you,” Havelock says.

			“Now look here—”

			“Shut unu raas mouth! And the play will go on as planned.”

			“The show must go on, no so them say?” Omar asks and looks at us like he expects a laugh. “Well, if Mr. Brown gone take French leave ’pon we, then might I suggest myself in the role.”

			“You?” asks Matt.

			“Yes, me. As the proprietor of an actual business, I am definitely the leader figure in the group.”

			“You think Rocky is showing leadership?”

			“No disrespect, but I don’t see anybody else here carrying his sense of authority.”

			“Authority? We reading the same script?”

			I’m thinking Everybody exposing their inner bitch today. I would, too, but the bickering is the first thing to make me realize that Jordan is not here for real. Not so much that he was holding us together, but more he was holding us in check. No, that’s not it. With him gone, there is nobody to take a remark too far or say too much. Or rather, nobody here is witty like him. No, that’s not it either, not entirely. When Jordan is here, he is the one thing all of us have in common, whether he makes us angry, or uncomfortable, or just laughing hard inside while pretending not to, the truth is Jordan pull something out of each of us, but with each of us it’s a different thing.

			“Nobody is being recast,” Havelock says.

			“Then where the raas is your boy?” asks Rainford again.

			“Which one you want me to send, master? Carrier pigeon or smoke signal?” Havelock says. It flies right over Rainford’s head, which is exactly what he wants. Locking him out of the conversation only makes Rainford madder. I know I’m not the only one wondering what the fuck has gotten into this man who was trying to dump this role only a few weeks ago. Now he’s a bigger defender of the thing than Havelock? As everyone moves into their place, he is the only one standing still offstage, as if he just had a stroke. I don’t know why I’m watching him, but I am, and three times he opens his mouth to say something, stops, huffs and puffs, and finally groans.

			“Somebody leave a note on my doorstep last night or this morning. Saying if me don’t remove my battyman self, they going remove me,” Rainford says with a weak chuckle. “This one almost sound cute, for real, like they was practicing a nursery rhyme. Three day before that them leave a passage from Leviticus saying if man lie with man that is an abomination. Last week it was a clear plastic bag of either human or dog shit. Oh yeah, and a note saying that this is the only thing that should ever be deep in my anus.”

			“You should tell them it’s the colon, not the anus,” Matt says to a room full of eyes saying What the fuck.

			Rainford’s chuckling has turned into crying. Nobody notices yet but me.

			“Me tired of this. Me tired of running. Me tired of fighting, too.”

			This is where Jordan would have said that we don’t win unless we fight. Or he would have laughed at it all. I don’t know. I wonder if this is the part where one of us would have hugged Rainford, if he had ever tried to know one of us. Or like one of us.

			Havelock pulls out a chair for Rainford and asks if he has somewhere to go.

			“There is always someplace to go. It’s like if you love up man, you haffi have a place to go. But I only living there because they drive me out of the last place. And the one before that—”

			“And the one before that,” says Clive, coming from around the back. He puts his hands on Rainford’s shoulders, which does it. He starts crying out loud.

			“I not even doing anything. I not doing a damn thing,” he says.

			“Their way of letting you off with a warning?” Matt asks.

			“Oh, they totally planning to carry out that threat,” says Omar. “You not reading the papers?”

			Rainford starts to wail.

			“Hush, baby, hush,” Clive whispers.

			“Every place me go, them hatred follow me,” Rainford shouts. “I not even…I not even…”

			“Hush now. Hush.”

			We sit where we are, Orrin and Omar on the stage, me on the floor, Havelock in the armchair, Matt straddling the bench prop across from me. Clive remains standing, massaging Rainford’s shoulders. Omar clears his throat.

			“I want you to know this didn’t happen to me, all right? Not me. But me know this guy, and sir, at least they give you notice. My friend used to live right off Molynes Road in one of them old house that was still around. Was is right. They burn down his house with him in it. He couldn’t escape out the front door or the back because they was waiting for him with stick, hammer, and cutlass. And torch to just burn him where he stand. Is a good thing that it was one of them good old Kingston house, ’cause somehow he manage to slip under the floor. Them days under a Kingston house high enough for a child to run under. After them wait until dawn, the mob get tired and leave just before the heat of the fire nearly bake him alive. That cross on him back is what happen when a burning beam press down on him back. Everything gone, man. Everything gone. Everything.”

			Omar looks off into space, his eyes just gazing. Rainford is still sobbing. They are looking at me, not because they expect me to have a story but because from the looks of me I don’t. It comes out of my mouth before I even realize it’s coming, pushing against my lips, stopping then pushing right through.

			“Nobody ever beat me up. I mean this big, fat shithouse try to in third form and I drop him. But nobody ever beat me up. Maybe we just thought this was a gentleman school and only lower-class brutes fight. Or they knew I could fight back. Or Jamaican people think twice before they step to a white boy, and I not white. But at my high school you never have to touch anybody to hurt them, you know? The second day of school somebody call me Edwina in front of my brother and his friends. And yow, my brother was the coolest boy in school, so cool that in second form he having fifth formers wanting to be his brethren. They even call him Magnum P.I. because he already have a mustache. You know who were never cool after that? Me and my brother. Because if he did hear them boys call me sissy, then the rest of his brethren hear it, too, and we can’t have that fuckery, right, can’t be the coolest boy with a battyman brother. From first form all the way to lower sixth, every fucking day somebody call me Edwina, Edwidge, Ellen, Ernestine, Egbertina, Ellie, Elizabeth, Eliza, Edmondia, or just floating battyman, and when they don’t call me anything they start to catwalk whenever they see me coming. Seven years at school. Seventy months. Two thousand and nine days, but who counting, eeh? And that’s it, you know? They don’t have to punch you or kick you or nothing, they just have to watch you like a hawk for the one time your wrist drop. One time, right, I mean boys are boys so we all doing some dumb fuckery. Well, somebody pull the wires out from the light switch so that now we have a live wire with electric current in the fucking classroom. This is the game. You grab the wire and before it electrocutes you, you grab somebody who grab somebody and on and on and whoever is at the end of the train gets the shock. The boy at the end turn around and see that there was only faggot Eddy, so he decide he would rather electrocute himself than touch me. Look, I not comparing it to somebody burning down your house, or kicking you out, or trying to murder you, but when I found myself in downtown Kingston Harbor with my feet right at the edge of the dock about to throw myself off, I knew I would end up dead anyway. In the end it don’t matter how they try to kill you.”

			“If school don’t kill you nothing else will, eeh?” Clive asks, still jolting us with that rarely heard voice. “Barclay’s Boys’ School. What you doing now, Michael Henley? I wonder if you remember me. God tell me to not keep malice, but I hope you got fat as straight men who settle down with a woman always get fat. I hope you have three ugly pickney who look like wet rats and already hate you. Every homo have this story, and of all the people to be mine, why it had to be you? I didn’t even like you. Two years you bully me so bad that when you walk up to me in fourth form and say ‘Find you skinny backside’—yes, I was skinny in them days, bitches—‘round my house five thirty tomorrow or I going drag you to the school pool and drown you,’ I knew that if I want to make it to fifth form I better find myself round your house. You didn’t even give me an address. I had to walk to every gate in Paddington Terrace to ask if the Henleys live here. One house actually start to open their automatic gate just so their rottweiler could run outside and answer me question. Then when I reach your house, you drag me into your garage, pull my shorts down, spit in your hand two times, and…Every place your mother leave the stamp of Jesus you leave the stamp of your sperm. And God forbid if I ever climax because then you punch me in the back of my neck and say, ‘This not ’bout you, you fish.’ Then you ride me every other evening from the first day of holidays right to the first day of school, not saying anything to me once that wasn’t a threat. Right before school start you ask, ‘You ever see a TV show where people get to be who they want to be?’ Second week of school you have a new girlfriend. Third week of school you tell all your friends that Clive the sissy get bold yesterday and try to seduce you in the school bathroom. And when your friends grab me to beat me and I screaming ‘Is lie!’ you say, ‘Then how come I know you have two mole on your left thigh if you never drop your pants in front of me—you know this nasty little sissy don’t even wear brief?’ All them set to beat me right before biology class until you, Michael, tell them that you have a better idea. By the time every one of them boys take their turn kicking me in the balls, you already in the principal’s office, and by Thursday morning I am expelled so that the principal can tell the school at Friday morning prayers.

			“Did you know Mummy telling my daddy that I was possessed by the devil was the only thing that stop him from giving me a third whack with that crowbar? So one day I ask this girl I know was turning dyke to play girlfriend to me, and I’ll play boyfriend to her and maybe together we can make it to twenty-one. But I got into another high school, bet you didn’t know that, Michael Henley. I better you never thought of me ever again. I hope your whore give you syphilis and then you give it to your wife. I hope that artery right at the back of your neck hardening right now and you have a stroke by fifty. You know what? You know what I really hope? That at the end your life, God judge you a human so mediocre you can’t even count as a real son of a bitch.”

			Everybody jumps. “Bitch” from Clive’s mouth might as well be “motherfucker.” Up to now I didn’t know he went to my high school. I remember the day the principal said that a boy was up to no good in the bathroom so he was sent home to think about it. Permanently. Then he said that while he did not want a pack of wolves, he didn’t want a pack of sissies either. That was eight months after the first boy called me Edwina.

			Orrin laughs. At first it jolts everybody. It’s not a loud laugh but almost like a giggle, a girly giggle. He keeps laughing as if he cannot stop himself. He is still laughing when he begins to speak, with some of his words breaking into a laugh. Sometimes he pauses and pats his chest until the giggling stops.

			“So…so even though me live nearbouts Vineyard Town, I really come from St. Thomas. Yes, me know what you all thinking when me say St. Thomas, but me never see no obeah no place, so fuck off. Not even once…Anyway, I was living in Seaford Town. People think these things only happen in Kingston, or a tourist area like it is some city or white people disease that if you not careful you goin’ catch, but plenty boy making off with boy in the bush and plenty girl know from them little that is not boy they want. People funny though, eeh? So even though the boys and girls call me Miss Whorina, I was their Miss Whorina. You know like how every place have them madman but is fi them madman, you see me? From ever since me could remember, me was them Miss Whorina. Yes, them tease me and sometime trip me or threaten to beat me, but mostly them leave me alone since me never bother nobody. All the girl even treat me like me was them sister and not a brother, and when them want birth control pill from the clinic but don’t want them man to know, who get it for them but me?

			“Nobody watch me like me watch meself, which is why all now I still confused. People come to my yard, me never go to theirs. People who talk to me in night, I never talk to in day. Me never go near anybody boy pickney, and make sure no child so much as pass me gate. And when I go to church I run straight to the altar and praise Jesus hard. I don’t know what wrong move me make, what wrong thing me say or who me get close enough to rub the wrong way. Or maybe is so normal people stay, you think them is butterfly when them really is scorpion. All now me no know why, and not even the girls would tell me what make me go from everybody’s Miss Whorina to nobody’s Miss Whorina.

			“The night them come for me, all the old women was in church practicing Christmas carol. Almost two year now. I just come home from the filing clerk job at the ministry. Me put on the pot to reheat the corn pork and yam me mother send me when hataclaps hit me door. Kick it down, you hear me, and start shout ‘See the pervert deh. See the boy who try to suck little boy dick down ah river.’ Between you me and Jesus, me hate water so much me don’t even like bathe. Who tell me to try run? Me trip over me own mop and land ’pon me face. Take me a while to realize that me wasn’t having no spasm along me sides, but it was them kicking me. Mr. Topaz’s son Clark, Miss Bevis’s big son Heathcliff and him retarded brother Joe, Paul who I used to teach in Sunday school, even Richie who parents run the chiney shop. Can’t remember the rest, but all of them kicking me like a football, and me bawling out ‘Lord have mercy ’pon me. What me do?’ ‘So you know you do something,’ Richie say, he pleased like puss that he get to be real negro now. First them get me so mad that me shout how the yellow boy finally get some slave to take him orders and that do it, massa. They going kill me now. You ever see a person when they about to kill you? Is like that little twinkle-thing in them eye just snuff out. First them kick me in the head, and even when Heathcliff say ‘Pop some kung fu shit ’pon him, Richie,’ he act like that never make him madder. ‘Him is a bitch, so you know he going scream,’ Heathcliff say, which make him idiot brother grumble like some bulldog, and they grab a rag soaked in furniture polish and shove into my mouth. They tie me hands and me feet together, then drag me round the back, then cross to Miss Ingrid house because she still have a pit toilet. First they try to throw me down it so that I would drown to death in shit, but only me head could get through the hole. That’s when Richie get him next bright idea, and off they go carrying me this time down the street. Mr. Jenkins, Miss Taylor, and Miss Bevis, that bitch who breed the two monster, walk right on like these boys was carrying a sack of flour. First I thought they was going to throw me off the bridge so that my body would slam and buss up against the rocks, but across the bridge we go.

			“Is only when we make a turn uphill that me realize where we was going. Every time me scream my mouth get bitter from wood polish. Mount of Olives Cemetery. Also where Clark work. He was leading them now, even though Richie shouting that he is the boss, because only he would know where to go. Me screaming and struggling and bawling so bad that me couldn’t see nothing until they fling me onto the pile of dirt. Before me could even try to beg them please no do this, Heathcliff and him slow brother grab me hands and legs and with a one-two-three swing and throw me in the grave. My head hit a rock and the gag fall out, and all me could do is bawl and cough, me couldn’t even scream, until they start to shovel dirt in the grave. Me bawling out that me is a child of God! ‘Me is a child of God!’ stop only Clark, because him voice me stop hear. The rest of them shoveling dirt and laughing at me calling on Lord God to please intervene. I try to stand up and down come a pile of rock stone, one clap me forehead and the next bust me lip. When me fall down and couldn’t get up no more the cold dirt hitting my back almost feel like relief. Me going die for real. They going bury me alive till dirt stuff my nose and mouth and I can’t breathe no more. I did think when something like this happen, sooner or later you stop fight and go with the will of God. But me never done screaming and bawling, this death supposed to be an “if,” not a “when.” All now me can’t believe people was going deal with people so. Me get tired of beggin’ God to not make me die so me start to beg my own body. Is not until the three guard dog start bark that them boys run off. All me could push out of the dirt was my head and my shoulder. Meanwhile them dog take spot right by the grave like me was the grave robber them catch. Can you imagine, them dog save me because they think me was thief! God work in wondrous ways, me tell you. ‘Boys will be boys’ was what the preacher say when they finally pull me out of the grave.

			“I sleep on the floor near the back door for one whole year before I finally take bus leave country come to town. I swear, one year on a floor and your batty flatten for real.”

			Orrin is laughing again. None of us have anything to say. My head and my back are hurting all this time and if you ask me if it was physical or something else, I will not have an answer to tell you. All eyes turn to Matt.

			“Pass,” he says.

			“Well, if everybody so eager to do the play all of a sudden, shall we jump back into the last scene then?” Havelock says and shuts everybody up. We take our places.

			May 26

			This also happened last night. I knew Havelock would want me to hold back, so I did it before he asked. Matt, as usual, was the first to leave. I’ve stopped thinking about how he no longer grabs my shoulder when we meet or winks at me when somebody says something stupid. Now he blocks his script, delivers his lines, then leaves. Honestly he was the one that I thought would stop coming, not Jordan. I didn’t notice what Havelock was wearing until he said time to leave. The green velvet jacket even though it must have been at least 96°F outside. A white shirt with thin purple and green stripes, navy blue pants, skinny not because he’s into skinny shit but because he is thin and that is what fits. Shiny light brown shoes.

			“You reaching somewhere after this?” I asked, but he didn’t reply.

			On the road I asked Havelock where we were going, but I knew. From the moment he turned onto Waterloo Road, I knew.

			“You know where he is.”

			“That a question or an answer?” he asked.

			Question or answer, his turning down that road was the reply. For the third time I was on the way to Paul Royale’s house.

			I was thinking that it’s going to rain. I was thinking about things I don’t understand such as people returning to the people who treat them the worst, like Mrs. Azar two gates down who always returns to her husband after one of the two black eyes fades. I didn’t know what I was thinking. Jordan could be there watching TV, or blowing Mr. Royale, which probably takes the same effort, or he might not be there at all. The third situation was the least likely, to be honest.

			At first I wanted Havelock to tell me what we were going to see inside, but he would have thought I wanted a description, and I’ve already seen this house. I couldn’t think of anything but shutting my mouth until he asked me a question or told me what to do. No horror movie has scared me since Omen II and no house since Psycho. But as we approached the house I kept feeling the house coming to us.

			I was still expecting Havelock to park by the curb when he swung the car left and rammed right through the closed gate, taking the left side of it. He slammed the brake so hard that I stretched my hand out to stop me crashing into the glove compartment.

			“Havelock, what the bloodclaat?”

			“Stay behind me.”

			“Oh, so you expect me to follow you?”

			“That a question or an answer?”

			The front door was unlocked and when we opened it music hit us first. Not gonna lie, of course it had to be opera—faggots love opera. This was already weird. Havelock just Rambo’d the main gate to no alarm, only for us to walk right into Masterpiece Theatre. Like I said, this is the most perverted place that could still be called Grandma’s house. The house was the same but the smells were different, cologne, ganja, sweat, and some lingering funk that says men have been doing shit to each other.

			An archway on the left that I don’t remember led into what I would call the living room, but which pompous people would call the sitting or drawing room. So the living room then, and from this room came his voice, which is exactly what I thought it would sound like, the black person who was educated in Europe, you see voice, too proper, stilted, and stush, salivating over every word like it’s a mint. It’s the voice that tries to stand up to the British accent but has none of that British thing where they totally ignore consonants. You still strut like a queen bitch when you walk, the voice says.

			“Even man on Darling Street know David Bowie now, Royale. Nothing special about it anymore,” said Havelock.

			“Havelock? Long time gyal, me never see you.”

			“Well, you know how it go. I’m still busy, you still a piece o’ dog shit.”

			Honestly at first I thought it was a ghost moving in the drapes. Then I realized that he was wearing a robe the same color as the drapes. Paul Royale, his head and chin hair looking like somebody brush it with white sugar, like he is the black guy they always get to play Santa Claus at the mall. Wide smile and white teeth frozen on his face. For real, the man’s mouth just stayed in the smile even though he was fully talking. His eyes though. Light-colored like a white man’s or a cat’s. His hair was different from on TV where it was still black. He had been oiling and brushing year after year until the negro hair finally behaved, and now he looks like Frederick Douglass with a haircut. Don’t ask me why I know anything about Benjamin Disraeli, because I don’t, but to paraphrase him: There are three kinds of lies: lies, damned lies, and photos from the neck up. Because from the neck up Paul Royale almost skinny, but tilt your head down and woi—Pillsbury Doughboy, chocolate cookie flavor. Also this, he left his robe open, and that and a smile was all he was wearing. He looked me up and down and stopped below my face. Me, like an idiot, wore shorts today.

			“Who this hot stuff?” he asked while eye-date-raping me.

			A boy no older than me came up behind Royale and started singing She want the Agony aGOny agonY in her body-ay over and over until I finally recognized the song. Meanwhile this brother was the roughest roughneck ever. Dark black with green shades (still) on, and a dildo the size of his arm in his hand. The shades was the only thing he wore, unless a cockstand is a thing you wear. Seeing him was the first moment I was afraid, and no, I don’t know what that means.

			“Let’s not use that mouth for talking, puttus,” Royale said to the boy, who wasn’t offended.

			Havelock shook his head and went upstairs. “Nothing to say? Words were the one thing you were never lacking,” Royale shouted after him. Roughneck reached from behind the ambassador to grab his nipples and squeezed hard. Royale purred. I just stood there.

			“Since the Havelock I know too good for most people, I going assume that you neither from gully nor ghetto,” Paul said to me.

			I didn’t know what to say.

			“Just between we girls, Havelock giving you cash or kind?”

			Still didn’t know what to say. The robe just slid off his shoulders like it had somewhere to go.

			“He ever tell you about our infamous condom education tour? You should ask him next time.”

			Yup, still nothing.

			“You related to Ashton? You look like a McConnell. You a McConnell? Great New Year’s Eve parties they throw, usually at the Rose Hall great house. Mind you, I’ve never once met a Jew who said, ‘Let’s meet for drinks at Auschwitz,’ but here we are, having high tea on ground fertilized by the blood of our ancestors. Mind you, if you’re a McConnell you’re the German, not the Jew, if you smell what me cooking.”

			He said all this while the roughneck was playing with his cock.

			“So, not a McConnell? Oh, a Shaw! A Stewart? A Ewart? No-no-no-no-no a deLisser! You do look like a delicious deLisser bastard. Then come over here so nuh?”

			“Mr. Porteous,” Havelock shouted from upstairs and I ran. At the top of the stairs I heard Royale shout, “Bombo! Easy with the third leg, busha.” I waited until Havelock called my name to know where to go.

			Jordan was on the floor. No, rug. Jordan had on no clothes but something brown around his neck. No, not brown, more like orange. No, rust, like rust. Jordan was face down, well, face to the side, and looked like Shelly deFreitas after her tenth Jell-O shot. And there was a mass of half-dry vomit that looked like a thought bubble coming from his mouth.

			“All right, Mr. Brown, that’s enough of that,” Havelock said as he grabbed Jordan’s shoulder to pull him back to a sit. Just as he was upright, he tried to fling himself back down on the rug, but Havelock caught him.

			“Young boy, enough of that,” he said, and Jordan nodded as if trying to twist his head off.

			“Stop trying to hug the floor.”

			“The floor…the fl…the…the…floor hugging me back,” Jordan said and was back on the rug quicker than Havelock could grab him.

			“Mr. Porteous, some assistance, please,” Havelock said and snapped me out of whatever froze me in the doorway. We each took a shoulder and pulled him to his knees.

			“Turn him this way, facing the bed,” Havelock said. “Watch it, he’s going to—”

			Jordan vomited out the end of Havelock’s sentence. It came and went so fucking fast that Havelock probably thought I didn’t see it, the grin as Jordan spewed all over Paul Royale’s bed. Whatever left Jordan’s body also left his head because now he could sit up without help and muttered “Portia” when he saw me. Okay, okay, okay, I was trying not to look, but the man was just all out of bounds. Like a porn star on a break. Or maybe he was just too skinny. And maybe he saw me looking at him because he brought his legs up and hugged them, a move that was so unlike everything I knew about Jordan Brown that he was another person in front of me, trembling and sick.

			“Mr. Brown, what you on?” Havelock asked while looking out the window into the dark. Jordan shook his head but didn’t say anything.

			“Mr. Br— Jordan. Jordan, listen to me,” he said as he grabbed him gently by the shoulders. “Jordan, what he give you?”

			Jordan tried to laugh. “Like that matter,” he said.

			“I’d ask you if you were slipping into an alcoholic coma, but you’re not in a position to answer.”

			Jordan collapsed on the floor again.

			“Grab his right arm,” Havelock said to me, and we dragged him into the bathroom. I’ve seen enough TV shows so I knew what we were waiting for when we lifted him (he was so light) into the tub, turned on the shower, and left it cold. Nothing, then a mutter, then a curse, then a scream as he scrambled out. He could barely support himself but was still strong enough to need only me. I feel bad that I write this because I should have noticed it before. Around his neck was a shackle. Like a slave shackle. I thought it was a dog collar. Havelock asked if I had seen Jordan’s clothes, and I heard him but couldn’t take my eyes off the shackle. Bought at some battyboy fetish store in New York City? Sure, but everything I know about Paul Royale so far makes me think that somebody wore this two hundred years ago with a chain, linking him to another slave.

			We couldn’t find Jordan’s clothes, and all Royale had in the closet were suits. Havelock grabbed one and threw it at me. I helped Jordan into pants like he was three or something and threw the jacket over his shoulders to save us both the trouble.

			“Nobody dragged him here,” I said to Havelock.

			“Meaning what?”

			“Meaning he had the choice to come or leave.”

			“Is that so? You need a bigger understanding of this world if you’re going to live in it,” he said, irritating the fuck out of me. Fuck you and your wisdom, Havelock Titus. You drive a fucking Ford Escort.

			Jordan threw his arm over my shoulder as we went down the stairs, Havelock behind us. “We going dance more in 1989 than 1988, right?” Jordan mumbled. “No no no we going have more reason to dance, that’s what, that is what I mean.” His acid stink breath was making me buckle. “We not even halfway through the year,” I said, thinking he was too drunk to reply, but then he said, “and yet the year dead and gone, at least for me.”

			Midway down the steps we had to pass Paul Royale, on the staircase now and grabbing the banister for support because the roughneck was being really rough. Havelock’s footsteps inched up behind mine, meaning he couldn’t wait to get out even as the slap slap slap of sweaty skin pounding skin followed us.

			Outside Jordan was still mumbling, “Nothing good about this year for real, not even a decent kill-a-battyboy song.”

			“You can drive?” Havelock asked.

			“I only have a learner’s permit.”

			“That’s not what I asked, Mr. Porteous.”

			“Fine. Yes.”

			“Good. Take his car.”

			I drove off, following Havelock to his house and still hearing slap slap slap.

			I was supposed to begin this entry with “Why I’m Thinking About Sigmund Freud, Part Two.”

			May 27

			No rehearsal today, or tomorrow, Clive said when he called. He said he got my number from Havelock, but I can’t remember giving it out. So yesterday with nothing to do, I took this bus I have only taken once, to where Shortwood Road meets Grants Pen, because the little pharmacy on the corner was the only place in Kingston selling X-Men #228. Of course just because a store was selling comics in April don’t mean they will be selling shit in May, because responding to customer demand would make sense and nothing about Jamaica makes sense. “No, sir, we don’t have no X-Men #229 round the back, but the local-brand condom can more than meet your needs,” the cashier said. Nobody is home right now, not even Mummy, who was turning into Ben Gunn in her bedroom or asking me to dance to “Shake You Down.”

			Here is my theory. Whatever Daddy was looking for outa street stopped looking for him, so now he had no choice but to spend more time at home. If people ever wanted proof that we not as rich as my skin color would lead them to believe, they only have to note how Daddy has to settle for some dingbat girl who came seventh in the Miss Jamaica Beauty Contest, a girl that will stick with him only until she figures out how to fuck a Matalon. At least that is what I’m guessing that Mummy is guessing.

			I don’t live in the Jamaica that Orrin lives in. Or Rainford. Or Jordan. Or even Havelock. Shit, forget Jamaica—we don’t even live in the same Kingston. In Rainford’s Kingston, your life can change in a fucking blink, and what was your home stops being your home in the time it takes to go to work and come back. In Orrin’s Kingston, you survive gunshot, acid, tribal warfare, only to have a rusty nail or a cup of water kill you. Jordan’s Kingston is behind Devon House or the backside of New Kingston, or down by the harbor, especially when night cover everything like a blanket and men can do whatever fuckery they couldn’t do in the daylight. Maybe for money or maybe for kicks they can do that fuckery to Jordan. Me? I can lie down in my bedroom bored out of my skull and horny nuh fuck, spending the whole summer not knowing what I am waiting for. I imagine that I am exactly the person Junior Reid singing about who always worry, them ah worry, them ah worry, them ah worry them foreign mind. That song always felt like it was inching up behind me to slap the back of my neck. No lie, I wanted to see Havelock’s Kingston, I don’t know why I thought his house would be the dead stamp of Miss Havisham’s in Great Expectations, or maybe some old American movie star from the ’50s or some bitter Cooper’s Hill queen who would have pictures of the actual queen on his wall. But when we got to his door, Havelock threw his arm over Jordan’s shoulder and said, “We will take it from here, Mr. Porteous.” Also that he will call his taxi man and to wait just a few minutes. You really going leave me outside? I said in my mind, not to him.

			Back to today and having nothing to do. The first thing I thought was that Havelock was saving me from the adult education I would instantly receive once I entered his house. Havelock don’t care about me enough to shield me from anything, except maybe himself. But that was yesterday, and yesterday was shit. Today, though, today is the greatest. Today is the day I call Kofi and ask wah really ah gwaan, so I can either look forward to something or fuck off. I don’t know if I mean that. I guess every gay have this story, the one where they fuck a boy into straightness because he was confused until he actually had gay sex. Maybe he will say it was the third or fourth stroke where he realized that God really did mean for Adam and Eve, not Steve, even though Mr. Steve couldn’t wait to fuck with the snake.

			“No, Kofi not here, you know. I don’t know how long he will be out,” says a voice that sounds like a grandmother. As soon as she hangs up I call again, and clear my throat as the phone rings.

			“Hello, can I speak to Kofi, please?”

			“Good morning.”

			“Oh. Sorry, good morning. Is Kofi home?”

			“Of course, darling, who is this?”

			“Shelly deFreitas,” I say, trying not to choke on this “girl” voice.

			“Shelly! Lovely to hear from you.”

			Shit fuck shit.

			“Kofi, young Miss deFreitas on the phone. How you mother doing, darling? She still joining us on the fifteenth?”

			“Uh…uh…yes.”

			“You coming down with something, dear?”

			“Ah…yes, Mrs. Myers. Flu, I think.”

			“Oh no! Lime and honey, darlin.’ Anyway, since you on the phone ask your mummy what cake she bringing.”

			“Mummy, gi me the phone,” Kofi says, and his mother’s fading voice says something about a gâteau.

			I wait right until he says, “Yeah,” just to hear his voice, then hang up.

			May 28

			First I think to go to the Jamintel office to send a telegram to Kofi saying: “You is a piece of shit. Stop. Don’t call me. Stop. I can still smell your (father’s) beard oil on your bare chin. Stop. You are the Bosie to my Oscar. Stop.” And send it to his mother.

			Back in 1986 I was so fucking sure it was my voice that was Judasing me, telling people (meaning other boys) that either I was a flaming faggot or I was not to be trusted, that for most of that year I stopped talking, only opening my mouth when it was absolutely necessary. Which made things weird when I visited my relatives in Chicago. The day I flew back, Cousin Jonathan gave me a pair of Reebok Freestyles for Eli, which had a note stuck inside that he didn’t want me to see. “Your brother says nothing, watches TV all day, goes out to buy comics, and didn’t even say hi to Jacqueline or any of the girls,” it said. Your brother. This was another Eli posse that I wouldn’t join.

			From age eight I used to tell myself that at least I was a good person—I mean not in those words, me was eight to bomboclaat. But when in class we used to sing “Yes, Jesus loves me,” I would believe that at least he was one who did, and if God loved me, then all those boys and girls were wrong and he was right. And maybe that they didn’t love me was not my fault. Those are my words now—I didn’t have them then (still not sure I do now), but something about Jesus loving me felt like enough. And I went to Sunday school. And I knew all the Bible stories. Up to college, even though I was as far away from church as anybody could get, I would tell myself at least I am a good person.

			But I don’t know. Murderers of battyboys hug their children and kiss their grandma good night. Preachers out there telling homophobes that they are all that’s stopping the country from falling apart, and on campus gangs used to go out at night to ambush that Trinidadian sissy in Chancellor Hall. I’ve never heard anybody at the library table say anything homophobic, but then again we never talked about the gay. It was on that trip to Chicago that I started to roll with the idea that it was better to keep friends at a five-foot distance always than to have them move in closer and lose them forever.

			Shit man, I was laughing when I came off the call and now I’m sadder than ever. Sad and lonely, lonely and horny, horny and sad. I’m on the world’s stupidest game show answering which one is the worst. The studio audience is still laughing in my head when I reach for my backpack.

			The other night before handing Havelock Jordan’s key, I might have, and without looking, grabbed a few of his magazines and stuffed them in my bag. Might have, ha. Maybe four or five—okay, maybe seven or eight. What they are and how many? Don’t have a fucking clue.

			I count three Blueboys, two Honchos, one Playguy, one Inches but no Black Inches. No black anything, actually. Shit. Some of the mags smell like Lip Smacker, some like cigarette smoke and carrying the whiff of plastic. I’m not the kind of boy who uses words like “carry the whiff,” but I’m bored. Nobody’s home and nobody will be for a while, but I still lock the door and turn off the Cult’s “Love Removal Machine.”

			I lay the mags on the bed. First up is Honcho, August ’85, with a handsome white man, brown hair, red mustache, on all fours with his ass up in the air. A newsstand magazine so I’m seeing his face, not his hole. Okay, fine, I’m at the rubbing-through-my-jeans phase already because this man is sexy enough to crawl his way past stage one. Then some ads featuring big men with small cocks and a story. It’s weird that I take lit classes and my room is packed to the brim with books, yet seeing a story here pisses me off. At least faggots read. Midway, a shaggy hairy beach bum pulls down his shorts and my jeans come off. Surfer Up, the headline reads, and by page thirty-five his surfer is way up and so is mine, so hard I think it will either find the fly in my briefs or break in two from trying. Brunette from the cover with the red beard bursts out of page forty-four, then bursts out of his swim trunks one page later. I’m doing to myself what he’s doing in the photos and have to stop my hands from going too far, after all I have eight more mags and a whole afternoon to go. But then I get to the last page, it’s not a cock, or dick, or stick, or sausage but a photo of Prince and another of Billy Idol, and just then “Let’s Go Crazy” rams itself into “Rebel Yell” and I blow up.

			May 29

			Sunday evening. I’m practicing my lines again, trying to figure out how I feel about Mona. Lie—I’m trying to figure out why I don’t like him. Mona is nothing more than what people say he is, including a she. I believe what Trevor says about me so how am I different? I never lose a fight. But when a boy is on top of me or inside me sometimes he act like he winning a war or, worse, that he is still straight. The only thing Mona is about is surrender. Nobody has called me a she since I leave high school. I forget that Mona’s real name is Jan because like the other characters I don’t think she is fit enough to have her own name. The thing is, I don’t mind playing the role. I even kinda like it. Maybe she makes me feel like when I used to run into Monica or Flora-Lee or Betsy—all the other boys that school gave girl names to—and feel that at least I’m better than them. Mona likes to read, so that is one point for her. Him. Even so this is the line that won’t leave me alone: I don’t really care what I look like here. The point where you just give up after you experience the worst thing anybody can experience, and you realize that the only thing people like you are here to do is suffer. I wonder what it feels like when you don’t care anymore.

			The phone rings and I grab without thinking.

			“Hello.”

			“Shelly deFreitas’s Memorial Day weekend party already start.”

			“That bitch ever recognize a Jamaican holiday?”

			“What you wearing?”

			“What?”

			“What you wearing? Right now.”

			“Right now? Bugle Boy briefs and a smile.”

			“Wrong-bong. Bugle Boy don’t make brief, and—”

			“You know a lot about briefs.”

			“Don’t interrupt me. Bugle Boy don’t make brief, and you don’t have nothing to smile about on a Sunday. Put on something that make a boy want to finger your batty. Reaching you in thirty, zeen?”

			“Zeen. Bring that Shuttlecock book.”

			“It still in the car.”

			I’m out the door in ten. We say nothing on the way to the party, but it’s a cool nothing, not a tense nothing.

			I swear to God Dionne is like a shark, she will never evolve.

			Like a shark, she will never have to.

			May 30

			Nothing going stop it now. Mummy scream at Daddy to get out, Daddy scream back that is him who pay for the house so she can get out, Selena can’t take it anymore, which makes her buck the stereo with Debbie Gibson’s “Only in My Dreams,” Daddy getting redder and redder and storm into her bedroom and grabs the stereo and smashes it on the ground, Selena screams a Nightmare on Elm Street scream and Mummy dash in and shout that he is a menace. Now he wants to hurt little children, bad enough that he hurting her, but if he lay a hand on anybody she will kill him, Selena bawling and Daddy screaming at her to shut the fuck up, which only makes her cry louder. Eddy come and get your sister, Mommy says to me even though this whole time I don’t dare move. Eli is crying, Eli wants to kill me, Eli thinks this is my fault, like is me who was driving around with some other woman in Twin Gates Plaza and stop to buy a Kentucky Fried Chicken three-piece big-deal meal and not Daddy and not a woman but a girl at Selena’s high school. Why you think him like dropping me at school? Selena asks me and I don’t know how much Mummy heard but it was enough. They are both in the living room, but I hear her slap Daddy and him exploding with what the bomboclaat. So it’s schoolgirl on your mouth why your breath stink. Is she even sixteen yet, you rapist! Another slap gives him license to strike back. Back in Selena’s room Mummy shouts at us to leave while Eli is holding Daddy back. Mummy charges after him to scratch his eyes out. You’re a bastard! A bastard! Eli begging Daddy to stop but Daddy pushes him off. Where you’re going to find your next girlfriend, the fifth grade? This time Daddy grabs Mummy by the hair and sends her flying into the bookshelf.

			Selena starts screaming again and don’t stop.

			May 31

			Clive calls to tell me that Havelock has copies of act 2 for the cast. I tell him that I can’t make it today or tomorrow because of stuff at home. He doesn’t ask but I still blurt out that my mother has left home, and I don’t think she’s coming back. “Oh. Okay. Well…let us know when you plan to come back,” he says. I don’t say anything. “Take care,” he says and hangs up. I don’t go to rehearsal.

			June 3

			Passed by the old house and there is yellow crime-scene tape on the gate and all along the fence taking up half of the block. Four police cars inside and at least nine policemen walking around. Cars slow down to stop then drive off when they decide it’s not their business. I don’t have to stop because the yard space is so huge that I could keep walking and still see plenty. Oh my God. More police around the side and coming through the front door. A car slows down and the driver stares at me, forcing me to look over at him as if I am about to cross the street and whatever is behind don’t have a damn thing to do with me. Vomit comes up and I swallow down. Shit. I have to call Havelock. I have to call somebody. A plainclothes policeman throws out a sheet that gets swept up in the wind like a flag, and on this sheet is nothing but blotches of blood. Vomit comes up and I swallow down. Oh my God.

			Oh my God.

		

	
		
			
				The Blackjacks

				June 1988

			
			

		

	
		
			Corporal T.

			First thing we do, we take our uniforms off. Put on clothes that make blackness blacker. Ten phone calls to ten men with ten clubs. Call them the Blackjack.

			Aaron L.

			And we walk in on them all wearing stush clothes like they sailing in from one hundred years ago. At first it looks like it’s the costumes that turned around frightened. One looks like Sherlock Holmes. Another looks like he walked out of Oliver Twist—not the TV show on Sunday night but the movie where every minute somebody burst out a song. Good movie but as usual no black people star in it, so I know these battyboys are doing the white man thing. White is the root of all sexual sin, since according to Black Israel it’s sexual sin that birthed the white race in the first place.

			And one faggot, the older one in the green jacket, says something that sounds like what a Jeeves the valet would say, but we don’t hear it. And another, the one who looks white but is really yellow, says another thing that also sounds stush, and a skinny one (three of them are skinny) drops his wrist and says no no no no no, and another skinny one who looks like Kunta Kinte runs so fast he runs into another TV show, and yet another one whose skin is shoe polish and whose hair is like young Bob Marley, he look at us and scream. No, not a scream but something a dog says before it bites you. Then he grabs a broomstick.

			Hopeton H.

			So I didn’t believe it until a brethren say to me, “Star, come make we scope it.” He coming from him job at the telephone company, I boarding the bus that take Lady Musgrave Road to come off at the corner of Lilford Avenue. No, I didn’t take the Hopefield stop, after all I didn’t want anybody to think I was going to that house. Situated two blocks down, with so much backyard you might mistake it for a great house. A man comes off at Hopefield and goes straight through the house’s side gate. He looked like a bank clerk. If I was this man, I would have felt eyes on my back. Talked too fast, because he stops and turns around but didn’t see me hiding behind a tree. Soon my brethren join me, which is good because he is the one with the eagle eye. We see another man coming from a bus going in the opposite direction. He crosses the road and looks back before going through the main gate. Another man by taxi. Four by their own car, though the last was a van. Not one woman goes in and not one woman comes out.

			Jah Q.

			Verily verily I say unto thee that everybody wants to be the Lord’s dove. But nobody wants to be the Lord’s hawk or even the Lord’s crow. Leviticus 20:13 is clear. So is Leviticus 18:22: Thou shalt not lie with mankind, as with womankind: it is abomination. Praise Jesus. So is 1 Corinthians 6:9: Know ye not that the unrighteous shall not inherit the kingdom of God? Be not deceived: neither fornicators, nor idolaters, nor adulterers, nor effeminate, nor abusers of themselves with mankind. Such is the word of the Conquering Lion of the Tribe of Judah. God don’t like it and God don’t sleep. As a man thinketh so it he. God don’t sleep.

			Carl I.

			One month before, Monica Blanchette from Live! With Monica made a big announcement. “Tune in next week, as for the first time on live TV a Jamaican suffering from the AIDS will show a face to the world.” The first thing we asked was what kind of bombocloth battyman is going to show his comeuppance on live TV? In front of everybody? He going expose himself and humiliate his mother? How can that woman carry herself down the street after that? Surely nobody in that audience will want to be anywhere near him, I mean what if he coughs or sneezes? What if he spits like how people naturally spit when they talk? Good God alive, is he really going to tell Jamaica how he got it? Nobody wants to hear how he sat down ’pon some man’s longulala and choo-chooed like a train until the man fired a death shot up his hole. Something is blowing through the air, and it’s not a fucking natural mystic. Maybe they gave everybody in the audience their own personal bottle of Dettol. I’m watching on TV and part of me still felt that something could pass through the screen to me. Yes, I know only mad people think that way.

			So here comes Thursday night and Monica Blanchette is talking about this kinda virus and that kinda virus and Rock Hudson, and what you cannot get by looking or touching, after all Princess Di didn’t get a thing when she allowed that homosexual to touch her. Then she calls a name which is an alias and a woman comes out from the wings to sit down. Perplexed, I tell you. We’re perplexed. A woman? Woman don’t get the AIDS unless her husband is an undercover cocksucker. What they call them, bisexual? That man must be the worst of them all because at least the full-time faggot is only killing himself. They are not the ones transferring this plague to normal people.

			But this girl. A purple-and-white-striped shirt tucked into nice gray pants, like she coming from work. Hair kept straight and curled under her ears. Nice shape on the girl, pleasant dark complexion and a smile that said I will make sure the children don’t miss Sunday school. Everything about her said the future, even her shape, which motherhood would have filled out if nature did get the chance. Some things, even some sins, still fall in line with nature, but this here apocalypse is a total violation of it. No, it’s the cause that is unnatural, not the consequences.

			Blood transfusion, she said. Poor child meek and mild, it was an accident, she said, showing mercy to those who don’t deserve it. An accident that was supposed to kill her, but instead it was the lifesaving blood that condemned her to death. Fancy-talking people have a name for this kind of situation, but I come up short.

			I look at this girl and asked: Father God, how much will you make one woman suffer? Why save her life to kill it? But God didn’t kill her. I looked at this girl, well, I looked at the TV screen and said to myself, This woman is going die and she already knows it. She’s not going to have any children, not going to celebrate the Queen’s Golden Jubilee, not going to win any long service award, and she’s not even going to bury her own mother. And none of it is her fault but that of them who go down to Kingston Harbor to buy and sell batty and don’t care how much like shit round back there smells, then after that take a stop to defile glorious vagina. Or worse, take themselves to clinic and donate dirty blood. This is what giving little babies the AIDS.

			I couldn’t take it anymore. The show credits rolled on without me. This poor lady, who must be sitting on a mountain of rage but said she is filled with nothing but peace. I don’t know how she could have peace in her heart unless AIDS emptied out everything else. That and God. She said she didn’t have any bitterness, or she tossed it aside. But if she tossed it aside I know who picked it up. I know who to bomboclaat is going pick it the fuck up. Every instrument of peace Thursday night turned into an instrument of rage Friday morning. That’s every decent man in the world who knows that his role is to protect the woman. And if they failed to protect, then they must avenge. So it has to go. So it must go.

			Jah Q.

			Everybody know that Old Massa Clucky did fool round plenty goat and even did try a thing with Miss Bethune donkey.

			But it was a female donkey.

			Mikey V.

			Oh yes, we did see her on the television, as did many, and yes indeed she has a name: Georgette McLean. It’s not her fault no man will touch her now. It’s not her fault that she is preparing to meet her maker when heaven itself might not be ready to receive her. Not that I believe in heaven, but unnatural forces have been unleashed, I tell you. Unnatural forces set a course for this land ever since this damn blasted ’70s government tried to establish socialism—name one successful socialist republic? And now we are bearing witness to men wearing red pleather windbreakers and pants barely reaching their ankles and Jheri curls and squealing hee-hee like bitches in heat. The real plague is not the virus. The real plague is these people. They don’t reproduce, they recruit.

			Antony F.

			This is how you do it. Lock yourself in a room—yes lock yourself in a room—and if your woman don’t give you peace and quiet then quiet her yes that is what you do just give her one bitch lick and say the rest is for somebody else, but keep on acting like a stupid bitch and me will send another clap right over to your face or to whatever the fuck growing in your belly yeah fuck off and go rest with you mama now the place full of peace and quiet don’t turn on no light make the dark mix with the heat thick like stew thick like in your mind pick up the gun and rub it like you tracing a vein in your skin but them did say don’t bring any gun to bomboclaat no gun how the fuck man must walk with no gun them no understand that what you do with a battyman is say is fuck yuh a look for eeh boy a fuck yuh a look for then take this .357 Magnum dick and this glock cock and this semiautomatic vibrator and stick at the back of your hole, or better still find two of them who fucking each other and make them stay still with one cocky in the other man battyhole like them hitch and put this gun in the small of the back of the one on top and say look how this gun going fuck the two of you one time, cock the hammer and fly the trigger and burst through the back to do it quick because if me stop to look at faggot, me going to vomit and choke, and choke is what I do my little brother when he swish him loose batty down the street and tell badman that him deh ’pon the borderline when all them ask if he is man or girl, which tell me that he never learn nothing when back when him was eight me come home and catch him playing with sister dolly and wear mama pointy toe high heels and I take a big piece of bamboo and give him two bitch lick across him back ’cause no way this little shithouse going embarrass me. And then me tell him papa who is not my papa but the papa still beat him again say, yes Iyah, he yank off a chair arm and set ’pon him like how Samson set ’pon man with the jawbone of an ass and still nothing could drive it out, and now he vanish off the earth, which mean him in some gully somewhere, but if me ever catch him, me going kill him ’cause faggot fi dead, even the word sound wrong when it come out of your mouth listen how it irritate your throat and make you want to cough or how it trick your tongue between your teeth and almost make you bite it batty batty batty battyman, faggot faggot faggot faggot faggot them fi dead dead dead dead everybody have a duty to kill one for if you kill two God don’t cry even the church say is either us or them so line them up in line and pick up the matic and ratatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatat good now lock yourself in a room let the dark and the heat boil you into a stew, let the heat go from fire in your skin to fire in your mind and blame that on them too blame them for even the dark.

			Corporal T.

			Several persons of interest were seen entering and leaving the property on a daily basis during the surveillance period between the hours of three p.m. and nine p.m. These persons, all male presumably between the ages of eighteen and fifty, include a portly light-skinned middle-aged man who on each occasion first arrived on foot. A young white man who also traveled by foot but on one occasion took the bus to the Hopefield Avenue stop. An Asian man driving a green Suzuki Swift who dressed in the middle management style. Two indistinguishable black men, one of whom arrived by bus and the other by route taxi. A thin older black man who drove a navy blue late-model Ford Escort and was on each occasion dressed in a green suit jacket. A thin older black gentleman who drove a red truck on one occasion and a white Mitsubishi Pajero the other. A tall, thin black youth with unkempt hair and demeanor who drove an old Volvo station wagon. The portly man always left last, opening and locking the door with a key. Second to arrive on all observed occasions was the thin black youth. There was enough reason to believe that these men were gathering for a common purpose and that purpose was contrary to the laws of Jamaica.

			The plan was to arrive at the scene earlier than the usual time of arrival of the first person of interest, and to take position on the property in the cluster of trees to the back of the house out of sight. As expected, first was the portly gentleman answering to the name of Clive. Then the old Volvo station wagon was driven up to the scene by the tall, thin natty-haired man—boy—who went inside. This needed a closer view of the goings-on, and after approximately ten minutes had elapsed, an approach was made to the first window to the right. This turned out to be a room used for storage. At the second window to the left of the first, smaller than the others, was a bathroom, the toilet refilling after a flush. The third window was the kitchen and I had to duck, for just then this Clive entered the room, saying something to the one behind him. The man known as Clive stumbled but caught himself and just as he tried to say something the thin dark one pushed him again. “Stop playing with me,” he said to Clive but pushed him against the stove and Clive let him. From what could be ascertained, Clive attempted to unbuckle his belt and the man pulled at Clive’s pants so that when the belt finally loosened Clive’s pants got yanked out of view. Also yanked, the brown briefs. The man turned him around, inserted Clive’s member in his mouth. Then the man turned Clive again so that he was right up in the man’s buttocks. In succession he raised himself to a stand, pulled down his own pants, and inserted himself into Clive, and the two of them proceeded to carry on in an unruly way.

			Gareth C.

			Kill it in them, kill it in me.

			I don’t know why I said that, I don’t have anything to kill, no nothing. Man who move that way say shit like that. I don’t know shit about how man move. I have never said shit like that, nor do I talk that way.

			Nobody leaves an all-boys high school saying words like that, a sentence taking a shape that is not the shape of normal. Yes, there is the normal way to get from the beginning of a sentence to the end, a way to close a paragraph like a man and not leave a phrase hanging in any place like doubt. So you leave school a gentleman ready to take his place in both society and the natural order because school is where they slash and burn off the chaff, leaving the wheat. And you get to twenty-seven either a man or a that. A that knows how Drakkar Noir smells on a man in the cool morning, in the hot noon, and in the night dew, how it changes—no, morphs—with each passing hour, and breezes into the next day where there is no smell, just the memory of it and that memory won’t leave his nose, and it’s so thick and sweet that he can touch it, grab it, squeeze it, stick out his tongue, and lick off the bitter.

			No. Real man don’t know those lyrics. Real man don’t close his eyes to see what open eyes used to see: forty-five schoolboys in the same uniform with some lost in the seams and some bulging to burst out. But I was good. I never did a damn thing to make them call me Laticia or Charmaine or Miss Stushy.

			In this Spider-Man comic a man takes away all the sin in New York City by eating it. Somebody will eat away all of this. And yet a thought is not a sin. And yet as a man thinketh so is he. And yet God doesn’t answer any prayers. Sometimes I beg God forgiveness for corrupting myself and another. Sometimes I pressing my body into the bed so that my erection would stop growing. Kill it. Yeah, kill it. Ram and jam it. Romp and stomp it. Turn it into a mosquito and squash the little shit so that blood will burst into a nine-point star.

			Dat Nigga J.

			Das wassup. Back in NYC this is the month for crazy-ass shit, for real tho. Nothing like the islands man, which is why I fucks with Jamdown. In June all sorta motherfuckin’ freaks start to line the fucking streets in Manhattan talkin’ ’bout pride and double penetrations like they deserve the right to fuck each other right out in the street, knowhatimsayin’? I shit you not, my man. You gots men in panties and heels and women looking like construction workers, and you better believe them bitches be askin’ for the pussy. My pops man, he told me there used to be a time when you could beat one of them fuckers to death and the cops would come by and shake your fucking hand. But nowadays, hey yo, they got faggots on the police force. Why you think every fucking stop is now a strip search? That why I fuck with my homies in Jamaica, man. You see shit and say it ain’t going down like that. Yo man, you got the nightstick? High time now we cap some batty bitchez.

			Some brothers are gonna make a move tonight. Can’t wait man, can’t wait. Wanna break a faggot so bad I can smell the bone already. But now we in the car, man, we on the move, any second now, any second now.

			Deacon N.

			The Devil is a faggot and demons are in his semen. March, march into his camp and beat everything down with a fist. Draw out the faggots, draw out the devil, don’t stop today for they’re coming for you boys tomorrow. My boy’s wrists dropped once and I beat that weakness out of him. Now he is so strong that he’ll soon come back to beat me. But oh, the vengeance of the Lord. How mighty are the instruments of his judgment and his grace. When we reach the site of war, we will see the Devil flap his wings and whip his red tail. The boys are begging to be saved, and those who can’t be saved are begging to be sent to their day of the Lord.

			Antony F.

			Kill a man with a high voice. Kill a man who float when he walk. Kill a fish. Kill Boy George. Kill Rock Hudson. Kill a man in short-shorts. Kill a man with no girlfriend. Kill George Michael. Kill the other one. Kill a boy who get A+ on shit like poetry. Kill a poet. Kill a man who say yes me dear. Kill them two boys in the college bathroom. Kill all who wrist limp. Kill a man who sound like Miss Lou. Kill a man who bow down and lick the glamity. Kill that conductor who get catch in a car with another man. Steamy windows. Kill a man who defend battymanism while saying he not a battyman. Kill a man who touch your face. Kill a man who tell you that another man look handsome. Kill a man who hug too tight. Kill a man who shower every day. Kill a man before he spread AIDS.

			Earl P.

			We go to kick the door but it open with just a push.

			Hezekiah L.

			Nobody say a word when we slip in like Wile E. Coyote. But the man from across the street who sell mango and sky juice bawl out, “Ah wah dis?”

			Jah Q.

			Selassie I, Jah Rastafari, what the bomboclaat ah go on right here so. Man and man all in here fucking. Them ah ooh and ah ahhhh and ah aie-ya-ya-ya-aie, and slurping and burping one another. Even them voice fucking, moaning and groaning and flying under the ceiling right over to we. Fi we footsteps dead to them. Man upside down with him arms round another man while him legs rest on the man shoulders. The other man standing and him head lost between the man crotches. The two of them pretend they licking and sucking lollipop. Another man’s face gone down in the floor cushion while him batty raise to the sky like plant searching for sun. The man right behind him hoist up the battyhole higher, then sink down him…Lord Jesus. What the bloodclaat. And them playing “Disco Duck” to bomboclaat. What the fuck ah gwaan. “Disco Duck”? Two other man—what me seeing oh father of the Israelites, one man lie down on the ground with him legs up in the air and the other man missionary himself into him, and the man a bawl ’cause the dicky a hot him and he want him to drive in deeper. And the smell. Sweat and floor polish, and rotten mango, and dirt, and cobweb, and man shit, dog shit, chicken shit, perfume not cologne, cologne not perfume, shampoo, more sweat, balls, battyhole, batty crack, batty jaw, cocky cheese, raw, ripe, damp, musty, dusty, lusty, piggy, doggy, puppy, whitey, milk, Milo, Ovaltine, rum, wine, old boy, young man, mouthwash, Fixodent and forget it.

			Earl P.

			Only two refuse to run, the tall cool one and the gray-hair faggot in the green jacket. Green Jacket is squeezing his knuckles, while cool one is helicoptering the broomstick.

			The two who ran to the back run back inside to try for the sides. We rush them as one—gladiator formation. One of them, looking like a chubby science teacher, starts to beg or pray. Nothing coming from his mouth but a mumble, but out of the mumble comes “Jesus.” Over and over with the “Jesus, please, Jesus,” and for a big fat minute everybody stands still. A blackjack slaps the last “Jesus” back into his mouth, breaks his jaw, and almost sends pieces of bone down his throat. I was the one swinging the blackjack. He grabs his throat and falls to his knees, his bent back an invite for another beating. So we rain licks on him. We rain beatings on all of them. The big man in the suit grabs one of we and lock him in a choke hold. Two of us rain beatings on his back, but he doesn’t let go until the boy’s legs give out and they both drop to the floor.

			Aaron L.

			But look here nuh: The tall meager one hopping and skipping as if the Rocky theme music playing in him head. Must be dance him ah dance. The posse rush him but he dodge one and swing the broom to smack another in the face. Dancer boy turn into Karate Kid. But just as he done turning one of them battymen into a puddle, our undercover police rush him from behind, whip a baton behind meager boy knee, and drop-kick him as he fall to the ground. Is now we jump him but with each kick he scream out a laugh, like he been waiting for this him whole life. We thump him in the mouth and he flash a white smile. We thump him in the mouth again, he flash a pink smile. We thump him in the mouth again, he flash a red smile. So we thump him good and one teeth bounce. Two more punch and he slip out we hands like a scarf and there him is back on the ground. But then him spring up and now licks raining down on we. Meager boy storming, he raging, he waterfalling and thunder cracking. He drop like a whale on we and still he laughing. One of we jump him and the two crash to the floor, grabbing and punching and scratching and biting and tearing. Is wrestle them ah wrestle. Every time we swing to beat him, he pull around the man to take the blow.

			And the naked chiney boy. We don’t know why he don’t have on no clothes. Unless is him was goin’ start the orgy. Bet you plenty woman see him and love him off and he don’t give a shit. That make we madder: when a man can get any woman he want and still choose to give up the shithole. And he look like it, too, one who take it instead of deal it, but then he grab one of we head like is a basketball and pound it into the floor. Kung fu movie fi true for him is the battyman from Shaolin. Then one of we swing a metal pipe to the back of him head and knock him out.

			Off by the white platform another fairy try to block the beating with his arm while screaming like a girl. “Stop,” he say. “I am a public servant. I serve the common good. Please stop the wickedness.” Nobody tell him that Sodom was the wickedest city in creation and God did have to destroy it. From outside come a word that he is the one they catch trying to jump the fence and when they pull him down the barbwire decide to hold on to him pants. They rip off his shirt because a boy who act so much like a girl must did have two titty. “He so light we throw him around like a ball,” they say. So five gather in a circle and start to push him left right east west north and south. Each time he stagger near one of we, we punch him or kick him back. Kick him in the belly and he cough up blood. Punch him in the mouth and he swallow blood down. Kick him in the head like Bruce Lee—hiyaaaaaaaa! And he knees knock each other and he fall, but we won’t let him fall. Somebody pull him back up and say, “Come man, you no done playing the game. Me did think you bitch boys did like it when man deal with you rough. Who know ring and ring of roses, pocket full o’ posies?” And so we go punching him, kicking him, stomping him, spitting on him, pulling him back up, and doing it all over again when one of we, the undercover police, come up from behind with a metal folding chair and wham him in the back. The girl boy fall and didn’t rise. Undercover man hammer him one more time on the ground to make sure he would never get up.

			Now they screaming, bawling, cussing, pleading, whimpering, begging for we not to kill him, but one or two of them more quiet than mouse. We the one screaming at them now. One of we say that the avenue for repentance is still available but nobody listening to he.

			Jah Q.

			I have me cricket bat. Check out this one, he think he is a don because he think he can chuck badness. The naked chiney one. Him alone naked. Except he can chuck badness for true. He Chuck Norris the sky juice seller, Jackie Chan the clerical worker, Stallone the police, and—Jah strike me down with the living thunder if I lie—he Bruce Lee the deacon. He shake him head awake after them knock him out, and rise up like nothing never do him. He karate-chop two of the man them, or kick them, whatever he do, he do it quick like somebody press the remote and fast-forward him.

			All the time the long skinny black one who wrestle man instead of kick them start to scream that if we did want to see a battyman fuck the shit out of a tight asshole we should have checked him last week near the prime minister house. This blasphemy get him slap from a tennis racket, which make him laugh. Them love laugh when they get beating, these man here.

			The tall one in the green jacket still standing straight and still never move. Is then me see a man set him sights ’pon Green Jacket and go after him. But wait, me know this man. Everybody in this room and all of Jamaica know this man. He make a charge for the green jacket, but—what the raas—Green Jacket swat the man away with him folder like he was a fly. The man knees buckle and then he fall over like Jenga. On the ground when shaking the shock outa him head, I recognize who he be. Honestly, me never like none of him music.

			Deacon N.

			Two of the devils get a second wind of Satan’s strength but we put a stop to that right away. Oh yes. Now we are the ones doing the shouting, demanding to know how in the world of luscious and bounteous female flesh they get consumed with lust for each other. The one who act most like woman scream again until we shove a rag down his throat. And slap him up the way a woman supposed to get slapped when she is out of order, which is an embarrassment because there can be nothing more shameful for a man than to be treated like a woman. One of them jump through the side window, but he really don’t have anywhere to go. What is about to follow them is the ever-living judgment. Look at GOD.

			Corporal T.

			Efforts are successful in containing the crime scene, as well as the immediate periphery and the surrounding environs. So far no crime can be ascertained to be taking place or to have taken place on the grounds, nor is any crime in the process of being committed, but for certain this gathering of suspicious persons indicates an attempt to conduct themselves in an unlawful manner in violation of Article 77 of the Offences Against the Person Act, which states that the attempt of the abominable crime of buggery regardless of the completion of said act—buggery in this sense being attempted sodomy or bestiality—should be met with seven years of imprisonment with or without hard labor. It is observed that in lieu of actual anal intercourse, there was in all likelihood activity in violation of Article 79 of the Offences Against the Person Act, which states that acts of gross indecency between two men falling short of anal intercourse, whether committed in public or private, should be punishable with up to two years’ imprisonment with or without hard labor. In the process of securing the scene and exercising the full extent of the law, several persons have been apprehended, though a few remain at large. Names are yet to be procured but will be obtained in due course. This operation is being carried out with the cooperative participation of various members of the public, including those authorized to make a citizen’s arrest.

			The situation is under control.

			Dat Nigga J.

			Fuuuuuuuck. These Jamaicans out here wilding, son. I thought I could hit, but these roughnecks be bustin’ caps like nobody’s business. We liquifying motherfuckers for real, yo. I dunno, man, I thought I was just gonna join my cousin to rough up some of these bitches, you know, show them what’s what and maybe drive the point home with an uppercut or two. But these Jamaicans out here looking like they about to kill some niggas. Yo, most of them packing blackjacks or they got a broomstick, or a piece of bamboo, or swear to God nunchuks, and a crowbar. As for that dude, yo he swinging that shit and hit a faggot in the head so hard that blood burst out like anime, motherfucker. I says to myself I better get some licks in, too—don’t think I won’t when I will. Run up on an Antwan and punch the left cheek, then the right, then the left, then chase down a Claude and drop-kick the nigga, then grab a Miss Eunice and bitch-slap her until she cries like a bitch. Three of us get the drop on some skinny dude. He’s holding them off though—for real, this fag can throw a punch, and take one, too. They finally bring him down with a club, man, which is why I know that some of us niggas is Five-O. God-fucking-damn, I’ve been sweatin’ to ice a homo. Back in the States even faggot niggaz be bitchin’ about rights and shit man and nobody can touch ’em, you get me? Like last year June I catch that pride parade shit and yo. Dudes be taking to the streets wearing less clothes than them nasty-ass hookers at the point. I mean this faggot, he’s wearing a pink miniskirt and nothing but a thong so you could see his hairy ass. Two of them wearing see-through plastic hot pants so that you see their junk and shit. And they kissin’, and rubbing, and playing with they man-titties, I tell you man, vomit came right up to my mouth. Made me wanna run a Rambo or just lynch a bitch.

			But damn these Jamaicans, man, they just right now TKO another one of them and drag his ass to the middle of the room. Rounding them up like cows, yo. Nah, sheep. Round them up like sheep. Who knows what we gonna do with them? I mean beat the shit out of them for sure, but what else? I dunno. Can’t be more than giving them a lesson they won’t soon forget then send them on their way.

			I’m off by the door we came in so I ain’t really hearing nothin’ they sayin’ but now all the fags are taking off their clothes to be like the chiney one who naked already. One of them shouts no, and don’t even think that the bitch didn’t get hit. Yeah bitch, sashay yourself outa this one.

			Awww shit, one of them is making a break for the window. Da fuck. You wouldn’t think the bitch had it in him either since he looked the oldest—well, second oldest but definitely the fattest. Bitch must have watched the new Batman movie cuz he just sticks his hands out like he’s about to fly and shoves off right through the window. But right behind him jumps a nigga I don’t recognize, but sure enough must be one of us. Wild.

			The two tall skinny fags, one old and one young, ain’t down with that taking-off-clothes shit. Especially the young one, who don’t seem to care how much he get hit. They ain’t taking off nothing, which means both get a kick and a beatdown. The dude in the green jacket is getting hit so much he starts to spit his blood back at people. One of the guys shouts that the bombocloth battyboy blind him and rushes to the bathroom, I guess. Dude in green jacket starts to laugh and gets it slapped out of his mouth. “See it deh, we treat a bitch like a bitch,” somebody says. The fudge packers fall in line after that.

			One of them fags finally registers what’s going on and goes full-on pussy, screaming and crying and shouting out to Jesus to intervene. I ain’t never heard no word like that before, “intervene.” Call on the Lord only when you change your ways, says this guy, but I only hear because I’m right beside the nigga. All this bitch bawling was starting to piss us off, because just like that a brother goes straight up gangsta and runs up and kicks him in the side like it was soccer, yo. Then my nigga shouts out, “Goal.” He and some other dude drag him off one leg apiece to a corner that was dark as fuck, yo.I hear some stuff being said but even up close some of this Jamaicanese don’t make no sense to me.

			Which one of unu is the wife and which is the husband? Yow you hear me? Who ah the woman and who ah the man? Bend over and spread you battyhole, all ah you. Bend over, me say. Anybody whose hole can’t close is them is the woman. Chiney boy, you sure you chiney? Look how that one deh pink, nuh? It almost red. Jesus didn’t just rebuke, he also restored. Shut you bomboclaat mouth before we start thinking you is faggot, too. There is no need for such coarse language. Remember we are on a mission of God. But for serious, though, how that hole take buddy? Shit not backstage all the time? Them love the shit, though so me hear. Oy battyboy, you get plenty UTI? What name UTI? Intervene and deliver, precious Lord. So what unu do when you done whatever you was doing, eeh? Unu have orgy? Christ Jesus father deliver them from all evil. Is we need deliverance from them, idiot. A them ah bring the AIDS.

			This shit’s too intense, yo. I go outside.

			Hezekiah L.

			Him deh yah. Swear to God. The man with at least seven number one, the one who video play ’pon American TV, the one who also known as the Girls Them Pet. Streggeh Don.

			Bloodclaat.

			Streggeh Don deh yah.

			Same Streggeh Don who hold the charts hostage for two months for the song that they ban from radio, but not even the church could stop it. “Batty Is Not Pussy,” number one with a bullet. Two boy did even start sing it before we enter this house. But is like Streggeh say: Youth and youth and youth, me no come to speak no lie, me come with the truth. Hear how the lyrics go:

			Look thru the window

			Me see two man ah bow

			Send fi automatic

			And pow pow pow

			But as the singer take sight ’pon one of the nasty man them, the one who most act like a girl, more lyrics shoot off in me head and stick in me skin like buckshot.

			Two man hug up

			Battyhole a bleed

			The way him fuck it

			Till it rip up

			Hold on deh. Wait wait wait wait wait. The singer sound raw man, the singer wild. Me don’t know what it mean that is in here me finally reading the lyrics and all the reading is in me head. But this singer too raw. When I lick out ’gainst battyman me base on what the Bible tell me. I mean what the preacher tell me. But this singer telling it like he can see it. Also smell and touch and taste it. The lyrics have smell, man. And them have taste, too. Me no know. Me did want to beat the sinner. Me never say me want to touch the sin. How the singer to write about the sin like so if he didn’t see it. And now he right here in front of me. Is he is the one who beat down the most girly one until he stop move.

			Right now, another one, the one who look like a clerical worker after he trip and land in a pothole full of blood, yes that one, seem to be saying something, and though nobody can hear, it take two seconds for Streggeh Don to shout “What the bomboclaat” because him no like it. “You think you can lick dick ’pon dick like yuh ah play sword fight and come chat to me, battyboy? You think you can poke you tongue inna battyhole like you a test for salt with me?” Then he nod to some other man and the two of them just rush the boy and grab him by the leg and drag him away to ’nother room even though people ah shout that we fi keep them all in one place so that nobody get ’way. Them don’t listen. Call it two minute later when we hear sound that me can’t even call scream. Human can’t make them sound deh. Me did think the skinny man sound bad when the mopstick fuck him. But this…Me no know. Is like whatever this boy coming out of that boy, Streggeh Don cut it short. Is just sound coming from the room, but it still color the whole house different. Me could see it ’pon the wall. It color different.

			Earl P.

			No sah. Me get in two lick. Now me gone.

			Gareth C.

			Days Gone Bi was not a gay movie, it was a bi movie and the two men both fuck the same girl, even when one takes the other man in his mouth. And besides, the dick was small and he was fucking pussy while he was sucking cock. A small cock doesn’t count. No, it doesn’t, I said no, it doesn’t. I don’t watch gay porn. No video store in Kingston rents them anyway. It’s only now that I realize four men in the world know your deepest secrets, not three. First is your lawyer, second is your doctor. Third is the priest. Fourth is the video store cashier. Like the other three, he must have heard everything, seen everything, but unlike them, he rents everything.

			Every two days I am in the video store, renting some John Candy movie I will never watch to piggyback three that I will. Which means I have watched Bye Bi Buddy, In a Bi-nd, Everybody’s Swinging Bi I, II, and III, Go Bi the Club, and Blow Bi Blow three times each. And the men are always like white men you pass by on the street and never notice, not even in Jamaica. I wonder if the video store cashier knows that European straight porn is better gay porn because they show so much cock. And that Rocco Siffredi loves to go up the ass. Almost close your eyes and that hole is anybody’s hole.

			Remember you came here to kill this shit.

			The man in the green jacket that I helped knock to the ground rises again, but they punch him down, and this man keeps shouting “Yow” at me even though I am right beside him.

			“Yow yow yow grab him foot.”

			I don’t know which foot or why we’re grabbing it.

			“You deaf, my youth? Grab him bomboclaat foot before him kick you.”

			So I grab his foot before he bomboclaat kicks me, and the little faggot is writhing and screaming, but the scream gets caught in a choke and from the choke comes blood, which lands on his chest. Fear is making his legs sweat, and it’s fucking hard to grab a sweaty leg. Two kicks go to his head and he is out.

			Dat Nigga J.

			We showed it to them sissies, showed it and then some. I could make a charm bracelet out of all the teeth scattered on the floor. Speaking of floor, that shit ain’t brown no more, it’s red. Fuck a movie—now I know for real what broken bones sound like. Shit, one of them started to beg, saying he’s a child of God, too. You could see it on his face, this look that said Wow this is really going to happen. I didn’t think it would but I also did. Nah, more like I knew it could happen but never thought it would happen to me. And it’s now and it’s here and I am going to lose an eye or a hand, or I am going to die. Yes, I’m gonna die and I’m going to suffer first, and I’m thinking that it would be better if they just kill me quick, but that’s bullshit because there is no quick and there is no better when it comes to killing. Not gonna lie, it’s something to see a nigga tell you all that with his face. You think fear is just one thing, but shit’s got layers, bro. The eyes get wet with tears, but dark, too, because nigga’s angry, and wide because he still can’t stop being scared out of his fucking shit. It’s wild, yo, fuck drugs, the look in that bitch’s eye is better than sniffing coke off Real Roxanne’s tits.

			But after a while it got to be too much for real so I had to go outside. And out in the open the rest of the night is just moving on with her shit, not giving a fuck what’s happening on…what the fuck’s the name of this street, I don’t know. It was dark when we went in, which makes me wonder how long we been here. Quiet as it’s kept though, cuz nobody can hear the shit we up to inside.

			At first I thought we was done with them faggots and was gonna give them a send-off they will never forget, but it looks like all of that was just round one, which is fine by me. My homies are gonna flip when I tell them this shit. It’s gonna inspire them, that’s whassup. First thing we gonna do, we’s gonna ride up behind that gay bar in Melrose and bust some caps as soon as them bitches leave, cuz you know they’ll be coming round the back to suck each other off, the fags.

			Outside’s super chill, just a whole line of cars going down the road. Too much light hitting my face, and I don’t wanna go back inside. But around the back all them trees so black that they blue and shit. A nigga can’t see where he going for real. Grass all right, but this shit feels like mud and my kicks sink each time I step. Lots of land these fags got out back, I mean who knows what them freaks get up to when nobody’s watching. But this is what’s going down. Floodlight comes on from the joint next door, and all of a sudden the chain-link fence is lit, yo. It’s like the light said sup my nigga, check this out, and I know where to look because I follow the chain links from one end to the other and stop midway at some shit going on. Shadow thick as fuck, then one head, now two, yeah two men pushing each other against the fence. No, it’s one guy backing the other guy into the fence, because now they pressing into it.

			“Ten to fourteen,” somebody says.

			I don’t know how. Guy at back just kicked in the front. Four legs in the dark but still one mass, yo. They throwing down, must be. Didn’t think faggots could fight, but which one is the fag? I dunno, the night is turning them into one thing and that thing going to town on itself.

			“Ten to fourteen,” my man says again, and I think he’s talking to me. The other man is I…don’t know.

			“Pick a number between ten and fourteen,” hombre says again.

			I can’t tell if the other man is nodding or no, and I still don’t know what they doing so close. For a second I think they fucking and shit, but something about this, four legs, two stiff, two drunk-looking, tells me some other shit is going down. Best thing to do is watch, I guess.

			“Thirteen” is what I tell the dude.

			“Unlucky for him,” he says. Two things happen the same time. The other dude’s head drop and finally catch the light. It’s the fat faggot in the suit, the one who tried to bounce by flying through the window. My man is holding him up with one arm.

			“Nine,” he says and strikes the fag in the belly. Honestly, I thought he was about to do the Heimlich until he pulls the knife out and stabs the fag again.

			“Ten.

			“Eleven.

			“Twelve.

			“Thirteen.”

			I can’t remember what I was holding, but I drop that shit and cut this place loose.

			Deacon N.

			Everybody witness Streggeh Don and the one who look like schoolteacher grab that battyboy by him two foot and drag him off into the dark. But they all acting like nobody see it. And they in that little room so long that I start to wonder if it really was the Don and not somebody who just look like him. Then one who look like a schoolteacher is out of the room before the screaming stop and as soon as he reach the front door, he run. I don’t know whether to follow him down or go into the room, but I choose not to follow.

			Streggeh Don at the door of the room just as me reach it. He lock his eye with mine, blinking when I blink, looking away when I look away only to come back to me. I feel him sizing me up as if me threatening to take him on.

			“My name is Rainford Ellis. I…I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me” come from inside, and Streggeh Don’s eyes go from chucking badness to opening wider than girl in horror. He push past me and run out so fast that me really start to think it was duppy in the room.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me,” he say again.

			Me at the doorway. I don’t want to look in. I don’t want to look in.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			I look in. The battyman in there with him back to the wall. All me can think is that me no want see what him use to take cock because all that make me want to do is go in the room and kick him. But he just standing there.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			Then he start walking like he outside in the open instead in a small room. He striding, this faggot, and he stride right into the wall. Body against a wall, it always sound like a thump. The faggot gather himself, walk a little bit backward to a stop. Every time a car pass, one little strip of light slip through the louver blades and cut him in half.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			He turn a little bit, then walk straight into the wall again. He do whole thing over again, backing up, turning a little, then walk straight into the wall.

			I want to shout, Battyboy you mad, but the words not coming.

			He turn again until he sideways from me and I watch him walk straight into the window, and him face bashing the louver blades.

			“Battyboy, a you me ah talk to.”

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			He turn walk slam, turn walk slam, turn walk slam until he now in the opposite direction from where him start. Now the man facing me. No, almost. He walk into wall right beside the door. I can smell him. Then he step back and the air vanish from me and I can’t breathe. He back himself up. This time he going right through the doorway, right through to me.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			He start to walk, slower than before, and another blade of light slice him. That be when I see it, two trail of blood running down him chest, maybe blood because I can’t say for sure in the dark, but it can’t be nothing else. The flowing down make me look up, to a face that can’t look back at me. Two small wet holes that seem big like outer space; two bloody black holes where him eyes supposed to be.

			“My name is…is Rainford Ellis. I live at 529 Stilwell Road. Please help me.”

			He still walking. He coming right at me.
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			Kurt Cobain said no. April 5, 1994, one shot, then nothing. Brethren knew the world would never quit draining him and so he reached for his revolver. Yes, I know it was a fucking rifle, but I say “revolver” because that is from a song nobody but Kurt would know. Kurt and me. So he said no, and it wasn’t one of them nos that mean “not yet” or “not now” or “not until I get too drunk to feel you inside me or care” but a nope, a negative, a not a bomboclaat, a fuck no. And maybe Walt Disney did have his family freeze his brain because he’s counting on one hell of a future, but Kurt blew a hole in the head instead of the heart so this fucking world couldn’t find some way to bring him back.

			My office sign says “Jordan Brown.” I was sitting in my father’s chair thinking of what to do with a dead woman’s head when the face of the most beautiful man I have ever seen popped on the TV screen and the anchor said, “Tragedy strikes the popular band Nirvana, after the break.” Wish I could say I was not proud of it, but for those few minutes I wished more than anything that the tragedy had struck the other two, even though I knew.

			And just like that he was gone, and I was in my father’s chair and some voice that sounded like Daddy said it serve my ass right, as if I forgot I lived in Jamaica, and now look at how your white man taste was leaving you alone. Because Lord knows suicide sounds like a white thing to do, even though only last year seventeen-year-old Vivek Shatani swallowed every pill he could find in his mother’s medicine cabinet after his father sent badman to beat to near death the black boy who was kissing him every afternoon in the pool house. Even then, the self-death of a rich Indian boy still looked like a white thing to do. Black boys don’t kill themselves even when they kill themselves. That’s a fatal misadventure, mistake, or maybe just a deception of the old-ass devil. As for Lucifer, I wish he would make up his damn mind if he wants to kill the faggots or fuck us, because his hands seem steeped in both, according to the church.

			And as for me, I haven’t felt like killing myself since that summer afternoon in 1985 when I had the razor blade at my wrist because it was supposed to feel like going to sleep and because neither parent would forget that sight for the rest of their lives, but then DJ Jeannie Hastings on FAME FM played “West End Girls” and for the two hundredth thousandth millionth time pop music saved my life.

			The day they found Kurt Cobain’s body I was in my father’s chair trying to decide what to do with a dead woman’s head. I jumped out of my seat because right then the news was going to swallow me alive, and ran to the bathroom to cough out the tea that had started choking me. Outside the bathroom window the dark sky and streetlights told me I was working late again, which nobody asked for and nobody appreciated, least of all my father. It was the coughing and choking that wet my eyes, I told myself. If bad shit that happened in my own life failed to give me grief—I mean for real, I don’t raasclaat grieve—then there was no way I was crying over some white boy who decided that he did not need his head no more.

			So when my knees gave out and I fell to the floor, clutched the toilet, and wailed, it was because this tea was still stuck in my throat, nothing more, and the crying was because I was in the middle of a trauma, like Jane’s Addiction said.

			I didn’t want to go, but I couldn’t stay there. So I went down to Kingston Harbor and walked the docks all night. There were two things that were supposed to happen. Some boy so poor that he couldn’t afford a sense of right and wrong would see fresh meat with a wallet attached and beat me to a pulp until it dropped out. Or another kind would see fresh meat with a wallet attached and draw down ’pon me to see how much of that wallet he could lick, suck, or fuck out. Like the R&B song said, I was truly down for whatever. I think what happened was the third thing, would-be robbers, fuckers, and killers saw a madman screaming, “She’ll come back as fire to burn all the liars, leave a blanket of ash on the ground,” and stayed the fuck away.

			I couldn’t believe he left us. I couldn’t believe he left me.

			My parents kicked me out to live on the street in 1986, when I was seventeen years old, yet April 8, 1994, was the first time I ever felt alone. That’s not true. I’ve felt alone since I was eight years old and realized that Robert Jackson didn’t like me the way I liked him, but this was the first time it felt like this was something someone did to me.

			At some point I dozed off and woke up on a bench in a fucking litter of street bums sleeping all around me who made sure to keep distance between them and the idiot who’d been screaming Nirvana lyrics all night. It might have been And I swear that I don’t have a gun. No, I don’t have a gun.

			It’s morning in name only, meaning everywhere but the sky is still dark.

			John Rechy’s The Sexual Outlaw, page twenty-eight: The promiscuous homosexual is a sexual revolutionary. There is no point to straight sex other than to breed, since the chances of the man and the woman experiencing the same degree of pleasure is next to nil. There is no point to gay sex other than pleasure, since no pussy has ever impregnated a pussy and no asshole can breed.

			The preacher who used to haunt my high school once said anal sex is inversion and all inversion is devil worship. To cancel out this thought, I whisper the line like a chant over and over, page twenty-nine: As long as they continue to kill us, fuck and suck on every corner! Question their hypocritical, murderous, uptight world. I want to kill the end of the paragraph before it echoes in my mind but it comes anyway: Promiscuity, like the priesthood, requires total commitment and sacrifice. I don’t want to commit to anything.

			Kurt Cobain is dead and I’m the only boy in Jamaica who cares and I want fuck, fuck, fuck, and fuck again. It’s too late to do it in the car because Babylon soon roll and that one bleat of the siren means somebody’s wife and family is about to have a bone-crushing week. But it’s too late to go home with a hustler unless nobody is home or next door to see him. I have my own car, my own job, and I feel old. I was really looking to buy and the harbor boys were standing two streets away, but then he rolled up in a Nissan Pathfinder. His town house is at the end of Roehampton Mews, with a wall on the left and no house on the right. Convenient.

			The Sexual Outlaw says there is a great release in being paid for sex, a great psychological release in being paid for being desired, and whether the sex is good or bad makes no difference. It’s the desired part, that this man can only have me by paying more than he himself is worth, giving a sense of superiority that I hear is not the experience of a female prostitute. I feel as if there has never been a girl who stepped into a car feeling superior to the man driving it, but I feel above these men all the time. Which might be why there is something pathetic about fucking this man for free, not because he is ugly—he is not. But his hair is short enough, his height is high enough, his voice is deep enough, his face is okay enough, his belly fat is fat enough, his cock is long enough, he is so fucking enough that he offends me and it’s a relief that I won’t need a cockstand and he won’t care.

			I am out of the town house before sunrise. Free as if it was a connection and not a transaction. This will probably happen again tomorrow and the day after that, I say to myself, as if I have no say in where my hole ends up. Nissan Pathfinder took ten minutes to decide to cum but only a few seconds to slap me.

			And here is the thing, I did nothing. Didn’t return the slap, didn’t punch him in the face, didn’t knee him in the balls, didn’t threaten to kill him or go outside to shout him out. Which is weird, because say me and you just met. In about two hours you will cuss that I have some nerve, and that can land either before or after you call me an asshole. But Cobain was the one with the nerve. I just have nothing to lose.

			Had yours truly anything like nerve he would have checked out of this planet years ago, but not before taking some people out first. Yes, he—I—have a fucking list. All of their names I tattooed on my left forearm with a sewing needle and squid ink, like Kurt did the K Records logo. Every morning I look to remind myself that I have a purpose in this world.

			All right, for real: Neither arm boasts any tattoo. This white artist type in Miami with an ecru smile who each time he was on top of me would groan “Das whassup” said to me that one time he crashed his bike heading over a bridge and the impact sent him skidding along his left side down the road forty feet. Put on pause for a minute the preposterous idea of this fluttering battyman riding a bike—or being an artist in Miami for that matter. He said that all the skin from his left calf to the top of his thigh peeled off, but it was inserting a nipple ring the following year that made him cry. That was it for me and piercings except the two in my ears and one in my nose. The point being that anybody who thinks that once you experience fucked-up pain you get used to it never experienced pain at all. You never want that shit to ever happen again, and you never stop wanting to damage whoever brings it to you.

			Also, fuck piercings.

			Kurt Cobain is still dead.

			Fuck you, you Seattle son of a bitch. You said you had us. You said fuck off to the same people we were afraid to say fuck off to. Right there on Incesticide, you said it. And I don’t believe in no promised land, but you sounded like you were going to take us somewhere.

			You were so pretty, Kurt. Good God, no man ever did so pretty. I don’t think I ever heard your speaking voice.

			Get yourself afraid. Get yourself alone. It’s not that I’m afraid so much as the fear is so fucking thick and real that I can shape it into something. I don’t know what that is, but it is shaped like a knife and tastes like stomach acid. Daddy beat fear out of me long time ago, so a punch to the face is the last thing I’m scared of. Get yourself afraid. Get yourself alone. Kurt Cobain is dead, but Chris Cornell is alive and giving me this revelation that sad Seattle white boys are teaching me how to live.

			No, not that. No faggot in Jamaica is living, we’re not even existing. We’re just surviving. Some survive better than others, not just the ones who can pass but the sissy who passes just enough that nobody asks him questions to his face. I should have thought of this before I saw a rerun of Ben Casey (it’s fucking Jamaica, of course there’s a rerun of a show from the Stone Age) and sketched the Mars symbol for “man” that comes on in the title sequence. Check it, I turned the sketch into a tattoo. I also made another and instead of the usual male arrow intersecting with female plus sign I have two arrows intersecting each other like that gay porn star with the baby whale between his legs. Every day I think about putting that tattoo right on the side of my neck, just an inch above it being able to hide under a decent shirt collar, which would make me unemployable for anywhere but Jamaica AIDS support. My mother will think I did it on purpose. I will tell her it is her fault for watching too much Ben Casey.

			My name is Jordan Brown. I am twenty-five years old. Full-time battyman, sometime prostitute. Occasional thorn in somebody’s backside. I was going to add “poet,” but everybody who thinks he’s going to write about his shitty family and then does it by using symbolism because he is too cowardly to call a spade a fucking spade thinks he’s a poet.

			True story: The Poetry Society of Jamaica had a reading two years ago in the conference room of this New Kingston insurance company. This creaking Chinaman spent ten minutes talking about the raging storm and thunder inside him and how he learned to quiet them through the help of Jesus and I nearly bit my thumb off stopping myself from saying You would have had a far better time staying quiet had you just stuck a dick in your mouth. These fucking old theater and dance queens who take up all the cultural spots in every ministry so they can say they serve a social purpose but are all just waiting for Paul Royale to invite them to a party so they can get a sympathy fuck from some young cock. But look ’pon me with him saucy chat, as if I’m not the cock usually showing them sympathy.

			Speaking of work, I took over my father’s company. Yeah, man, I’ve decided to drop that little bomb, since the last time anybody heard me and my papa’s name in the same sentence, he was threatening to kill me if I didn’t leave his house. Now I run my father’s funeral home where I make decisions about how to sew back on the head of a woman who managed to decapitate herself with her own car. Decisions he used to make.

			Don’t talk to me about what happened on Lady Musgrave Road. Not now. Not ever.

			I live in a cottage on my father’s land. I am sitting in the near dark. The room is behind the mansion with a Spanish tile roof that Papa built on the back of dead bodies, usually about twelve a week. Yeah, as if I needed one more reason for the cool kids to think I was weird back in high school. At Campion, this girl used to complain about the smell of formaldehyde every time I came to class. My father always dropped me off late, so I was making an entrance whether I liked it or not. Every single fucking time most of the class laughed. But one time in grade ten we boys were coming back from PE and she couldn’t help blurting that shit out again like a fucking scratched record.

			“How come you smell so? You just sweating out dead people smell,” she said to her friends, not to me.

			“You know what you smelling? The embalming fluid leaking out of your mama’s rotting pussy.”

			Her mother died two years before after losing the fight to cervical cancer. Of course, Brown’s Beautiful Rest handled all the arrangements.

			Nobody laughed. Nobody bothered me after that either.

			So, check this nuh. I’m in the room where I sleep because there was no way I was ever going to live in Daddy’s house, certainly not in my old room that Mummy left the way it was before I became a flaming you-know-what. And my room is neither periwinkle nor salmon nor taupe nor violet. The color is fucking sand, you faggots, and all the furniture is some rustic bamboo and white cushions shit that bored white Jamaicans make. My mother and half sister have the whole house to themselves while I have this self-contained living arrangement behind them that neither has visited nor ever will. That might be because most nights I play gay porn loud even when my hand isn’t in my briefs. Either that or they can’t tell the difference between live and Memorex, and they don’t want to buck up on learning something they don’t want to learn.

			Right now it’s 6:15 p.m. and somebody in Kingston who read Rich Dad Poor Dad is wondering if he used his day to the max. Nobody is home. Mummy left early for the Wednesday night service at Swallowfield Chapel, a place crawling with so many lesbians they might as well open a can of tuna for potpourri. February 1992, before anybody told us about a turkey baster, I stuck my own baster in one—a lesbian, that is—and a baby came out of it. Papa made all sort of assumptions when he heard I was out there breeding (I still don’t know how he found out), and I let him think them, since it was the first time in years that I was in a bed without a man attached to it. Mummy thought that God answered her prayers to make me straight, though those words would never have come out of Mrs. Brown. Not even the sight of pregnant Gwendolyn, more butch than Hulk Hogan and just as in love with yellow briefs, could deter them from thinking that the Lord was working in his usual mysterious ways. Call it kindness, but I thought there was something wild in bringing this baby girl into the world knowing I never had to take care of her because two aunties who just live together would. And that family can be two lesbians and a father who could just be a friend, and breeding didn’t have to come with a till-death-do-us-part contract and we didn’t have to be together because that would be a guaranteed recipe for falling apart. And that was what sad straight people do.

			Besides, me is blackheart man now, no time for family. All the goodness left in me went into her. I don’t even know if after a few years I want her to know I’m alive. Not after I do what I’m finally realizing I am here to do.

			“Ah you him get the sweet mouth from?” Gwendolyn asked when she meet my daddy. Independence Day weekend, which for some reason my mother treats the same way Americans treat Thanksgiving. “Long time we don’t have no nice time,” she sing to me, Mummy that is, which was her way of saying she wanted all of the family together, even the half sister, which was impossible back when I was choosing to sit down on men’s penises, because everybody knows that it’s a choice. Gwendolyn’s face was screaming Me never bargain for this when we arrived in her Jeep Wrangler, which didn’t shout “dyke” at all. For real. Gwendolyn dressed herself in the getup she always get up in, looking like a potbellied man assembling lawn mowers for John Deere. And since she’s the one wearing the pants in the family, I wore a Prince T-shirt and a kilt, which really was a skirt. Which really was a curtain.

			Mummy turned into full eager-to-please Christian mother, from the tablecloth on the patio table outside to the oxtail with rice and peas and shredded salad, right down to the carrot cake with the made-from-scratch frosting, which I’m sure was her third attempt after burning the first two. All this on the good china she got from her great-great-grandmother, the reason why we all have good hair.

			“Is you he get him mouth from, Mr. Brown? Caw even now this boy telling me that every time him see me belly, all him can think about is me punny.”

			Somebody choked. Daddy stared at her as if he didn’t hear, which made her repeat the joke.

			“First time is joke, second time is fact,” I said.

			Mummy flashed that wide, stiff smile that said This too shall pass. The half sister groaned like inside was tightening up.

			“Either burp or fart or you goin’ explode,” I whispered to her.

			“And how far along are you?” asked Mummy.

			“Then hi, suppose me just get fat?” Gwendolyn replied. “Me just ah frig with you, Mummy. Soon six months.”

			“Bless his name.”

			“Jordan get blessed enough already.”

			No lie. I did want them to welcome me back because they had to, not because they wanted to. After all, with both of them, “normal” meant “not gay.” And if I wasn’t that, then it was wide open what normal could be. No, what I mean is that normal was as broad and loose as the fucking universe, whereas abnormal was just one thing. Knowing Mummy, she was already saying to herself, Just close your eyes and think of the grandchild. Daddy being who he is probably stopped wishing for a boy and decided to be grateful that his blood will continue into the next generation even if his name does not. I was grateful that I wouldn’t have to lick this plate clean or save half in a bag in my car or fuck one of Paul Royale’s fatter friends for this month’s gas money. More likely, Massa Brown was happy he wouldn’t have to trust the funeral home to one of his many managers or worse, my half sister, who would drive the company into the ground—an on-the-nose metaphor if there was one, which is what I told him, because I knew it would give him a three-second faggot flashback. After all, only battymen engage in witty wordplay and here I was, now newly mad fi the pussy.

			And yes, this discussion happened the same evening I brought over Gwendolyn, after my mother said, “Let us go in the TV room so the men can talk,” which sounded like a line she found in a Sunday night movie and which confused the shit out of Gwendolyn. Whatever Mummy was saying to break the ice with a big butch like G was more interesting than Daddy deciding that I was finally fit to join the dead people business. There was just one thing.

			“You nuh plan fi marry that bulldog?” he asked.

			“Love look like it blind, Daddy.”

			“And deaf. And dumb. And dead. But you know if a dog can walk ’pon two foot nobody care how well he do it.”

			I pretended I didn’t understand and hated that I did. But I also hated pretending that ramen in a ten-pack was health food.

			“Make sure that when you finally do the thing you find somebody suitable, like your mother,” he said. By “suitable,” he meant more presentable to uptown society. By “presentable,” he meant lighter-skinned than both me and him, because even though Mummy met the requirement, something went wrong when I popped out, except for the good hair from Granny. I want to ask him if a St. Elizabeth “red gyal,” one-quarter British white, one-quarter German white, one-half country nayga and red from sun and dirt would count, since they poor, chat bad, and might be missing a few teeth but can be whiter than Hitler’s wet dream.

			“Maybe find yourself a Ziadie, or a Shoucair, or maybe even a Sanguinetty. A Macdowell or a Myers might be reaching too far.”

			“Is that how you know people in society, Daddy? Sooner or later you scooping shit out of them dead batty?”

			“Scooping dead shit is what send you to Priory.”

			“Campion.”

			The problem with meeting the bare minimum for satisfying Daddy is that he keeps looking for when, where, and how I will disappoint him. Sometimes it feels like he’s looking for a sign on my face. But disappointing him is too easy. I want him to believe in me despite himself. All it take is for me to appear to fuck one woman. Any woman. There is some kind of irony in a man trying to ensure the continued life of a business that is all about death but fuck if I know what it is. At the same time to watch his revulsion for Gwendolyn while still trying guess how to scale that kind of mountain and plant his cock is hilarious to watch.

			“At least we don’t have to worry about alerting Dr. Bailey again,” he said. His way of saying he, meaning my mother, would never have to call the ER in that posh Tony Thwaites Wing of the University Hospital to beg her old friend to transfer me to a separate room and keep my actual name off the books after they wheeled in all who couldn’t walk, after they sent home who could be sent home and admitted who needed to be admitted, after the media managed to slip through once but only got a shot of Omar’s toe with the ID tag; and after the story made the news: Battyman Gang Bang Bust-Up.

			And just like that I moved back into his house and as top dog in Daddy’s company, which was news to my half sister. That would sound better if this was Dallas or Dynasty, but it was just a funeral home with branches in both cities and seven other parishes, more outlets than Burger King. I started wearing gray suits, cutting my hair, driving a BMW, and telling all the bitches and sons of bitches from high school that I would handle the funeral arrangements for their parents personally, and how was the University of Miami? Oh, no? Three children? Already? Wedded bliss with John Lindo? Tony Azan? Richard Lightbourne? Mikey Barracat? Of course! Look how me fool nuh, me no even look ’pon the check. No, I don’t think Café Central opens before six.

			Understand something: I’ve always failed at appearing straight, not because I acted like a faggot but because I fucking hate straight people. Liking people who hate you is what the X-Men do. I used to say I was indifferent, because it seemed far cooler not to care. But I’m not indifferent. I could fuck a pretty man. I could let an ugly man fuck me. The thing is, both pretty and ugly are interesting in their own way. Straight people for the most part never grew up having to be a sexual anything, so they are just an ordinary form of nothing. A nice ass? What the fuck does a straight man need that for? I don’t know why they even have dicks since they’re never going to make a woman cum with it. And don’t get me started on what men would settle for, but since we’re here, what kind of man reaches the very end of his life never once knowing the kinds of pleasure his own body is capable of?

			This would come as a shock to some, including fellow battymen, but I never wanted to be straight ever, not once. Not even when Daddy tried to beat the gay out of me. I might have been afraid of how people would react to me liking dick, but the thought of being gay by itself? It’s like somebody giving you a bottle of perfume you could never buy. Something inside me neither parent gets to take the credit for because neither would want it. Yes, I do wake up every morning drunk on it, thinking about walking into a room that already smells like Paco Rabanne, and sweat, and underarm odor, and that thing that smells like it was just one degree away from becoming shit but is not. I want to lick a nipple with thick hair around it, get my tongue stuck between two ass cheeks clamping down on it, shove my hand down either the front or the back of his pants and come away with the same funk, lick tobacco or mint off his tongue, inhale the breath that he snorts out like a bull, wrap my hands around his cock while he wraps around mine and we yank and pretend like it don’t hurt a little bit. Nothing soft, nothing delicate, nothing sweet, nothing clean. Nothing warm except his spit that hits my cunt like a fucking bull’s-eye. Figure out the rest.

			So the girl turned out to be a Taurus baby. For a man who promised not to poke his head in family shit, we went to the hospital when Gwendolyn went into labor. One, because she needed one person who was not going to cry the whole time, and two, because it’s not like I have a bunch of brethren that I spar with on a Tuesday night. Even went in the delivery room despite telling myself that three times was two times too many for seeing an actual pussy. I don’t know if she was playing tough gyal or about to drop baby Jesus, but Gwen didn’t even yell much, though she cuss and grimace plenty. I was expecting her to yell at me, I mean what were the odds that the first and last time we fucked she would end up pregnant? I’m still not sure what she wants with a baby. Gwen and her partner whose name I can never remember wanted to name the baby Justice, but me threatening to sue for the kid changed their mind.

			They asked me if I wanted to hold her and she was in my arms before I could say no. Babies are like nothing else. Not ugly, not really, but nowhere near cute, at least not for another month or so. Like I know shit about babies. No, the baby didn’t pull at my fucking heartstrings or tap into some untapped part of my feelings. But holding a baby that is yours don’t feel like nothing either. Fucking raas man, you really do feel like you’re holding a second shot. A second chance. The people who took this second-chance thing too seriously were my parents, meaning my mother who never saw a pic of a woman licking pussy until she showed up with my daddy and a food basket at Gwen’s house. I don’t know how she found the address.

			Daddy knew this was not a cigar moment, so he didn’t give me one. No slapping of my back either. Just a nod that looked like approval, which pissed me off because the last thing I wanted to do was something he approved. Correction: I was totally doing shit he would approve, but this one, this sign that my using a cock correctly meant I was a corrected person, even normal, really irritated the fuck out of me. To become somebody he approved of meant I was becoming like him, and that was before I grabbed right below my belly and squeezed a clump of fat. Turning into him was fine when he was still suspicious, but I fucking despised it when he started to relax around me. This is not what I wanted, certainly not to become something that a hateful son of a bitch likes. I looked at him walking away from me and wondered what the fuck I was doing exactly.

			One of Kurt’s favorite records was Young Marble Giants’ Colossal Youth. “Credit in the Straight World” rose in the back of my mind like a ghost. I got some credit in the straight world / I lost a leg, I lost an eye.

			From the other room came the clinking of glass and the pouring of Johnnie Walker. I joined him. Then he said, “At least your mother happy. At least. She tell it to herself over and over until turn true.”

			“What you talking ’bout, Daddy?”

			“Only how it don’t take much to please your mother. She is a woman. Settling is what she raised to do.”

			“That what she do with you?”

			“That what she do with everybody. Everything. Life.”

			“You more than enough for anybody to put up with.”

			“Watch who the fuck you talking to.”

			“You the one talking, Daddy.”

			“When you did little and your mother prepare that room for the daughter that never come, you used to love play with the dolls. Your mother said you was just being creative. And that Oleg Cassini was a ladies’ man.”

			“Who? What? What you talking—”

			“You don’t fool me. Not for a bombocloth second. You didn’t fool she neither. If you want something bad enough, the want become the thing.”

			“She did want a grandchild.”

			“She also did want a man for a son.”

			He laughed. I didn’t take my eyes off him.

			“You think I going rush you with a broomstick and beat you? Too old for that now.”

			“Plus, I would beat you back.”

			“So, when you leave the office early, you go to the gully or to the harbor?”

			“What the fuck you talking ’bout now?”

			“Don’t swear to me in other people house. She the one who think somehow God fix you. But man like you can’t fix.”

			“If you say so, Daddy.”

			“Battyman touch you at that high school you go to? Or one of them artistic pervert at the university?”

			“Dropped out.”

			“Oh yes. Maybe if battyman did trouble you in school, you would hate all this nastiness now.”

			“This must be the first time a parent wished his child was raped in high school.”

			“Don’t come to me with that nastiness.”

			“You bringing this nastiness. All I bring is a granddaughter.”

			“There’s no way you could think you going be happy.”

			“No, Herman. I goin’ be just like you.”

			“What I shoulda done is kill you in your sleep.”

			I nod my head and smile, but he almost saw it, how he shocked me to the point where I could feel every word leaving my mouth threatening to come out a stutter.

			“From the first time you pick up that stillborn girl’s doll…”

			I never liked this man, not even after what he did, but I didn’t hate him either. The first thing I thought was that being a faggot must carry some smell that battymen can’t smell, because hate was one thing.

			“From that time you sit and watch the blank screen when I turn off that ballet shit.”

			Disgust, utter disgust, was another. I look at this man looking away from me because I was about to make him vomit, and I know that tomorrow I will find the line savage enough to tear a fucking hole right where his heart purports to be. But right now my mouth won’t open.

			“You think I did beat the shit out of you in front of your friend because you sneak out of the house? Is because when me ask you where the fuck you coming from, you drop your wrist like a fucking gal.”

			I trembled so hard that the plate in front of me rattled. It’s like he punched me five times in the face and all I could do was take the sixth. I can’t brace for it, I can’t turn away, I can’t fight back, I can’t do nothing.

			“Ten-year-old, no girl. Thirteen, no girl. Fifteen, no girl. Eighteen, acting like you is a fucking…”

			All I could do was walk away and curse myself that even with all the lights on in the fucking house he still somehow leave me in the fucking dark. Everything I should say to him will come to me in the night. Or the next day. But not in the now, never in the now.

			“Me the only man who never take him son to rum bar once. Can you imagine? From you was four me know you would be a disgrace to me.”

			Since…since…fuck this. Since then, I’ve always felt somebody following me, looking at me, turning the same corner five seconds later. Sometimes I wake and can’t tell if I heard footsteps in my dreams or it was real footsteps that woke me up. And sometimes I wake in the middle of the night and the bed is warm and wet but my briefs are wet and cold. And despite nobody coming into this room ever, I grab all the bed linen and sneak into the laundry room to wash away the piss before anybody gets up.

			Then I wash myself, reacquaint my cock with Miss Palm and Miss Hand, and head to the funeral home listening to some shit Kurt would listen to, the Raincoats, or the Vaselines, or Bowie. I head to my office in the front and try not to choke on the air freshener trying to swamp out the smell of caring for the dead. I go out to meet the family of any dead Syrian, Palestinian, Lebanese, or Jew and tell them to have faith that death is not really the end, and it really is not. Decay is still to come and rot after that. I balance profit-and-loss accounts by noon and have a sensible lunch at one, smart if you consider a growing belly smart. I think of promotional ideas we will never need, like a TV commercial narrated by a satisfied zombie or one of those new things they are calling websites. I listen to all the reasonable arguments for a new crematory and why we should stop adding flowers in our included charges.

			Then I wait on rush-hour traffic to fuck off and head home around seven, picking up dinner on the way. I might watch TV. I might listen to Purple Rain if it’s still early, or Nick Drake, or watch Nirvana’s Unplugged on VHS. Or just go to bed thinking of shoving a choke pear up Streggeh Don’s asshole and spreading it to the point where he would beg for Long Dong Silver to brutalize his batty instead. I want him to scream at me to use my fist please so that I can ask him how a fucking homophobe like this singer knows about fisting. Where exactly does the language of your hatred come from? Not that I give two shakes of faggot rabbit’s ass.

			A heart attack and two strokes made Daddy small. After the hospital said there was nothing more they could do for Papa Brown, we took him home and placed him in a queen-size bed that immediately swallowed him up. Which is funny because in less than an hour that dying man smell, detergent, carbolic soap, piss, and that final scent that has no name took over the room. This was late 1993. Five years after the you know what that I’m not going to talk about. Fuck you if you think that means I’m not fearless. Plus I never said I was fearless.

			I look at the small man getting sucked up by his own bed and if you think that stopped me from wanting to beat the shit out of him, a lash for every lash he gave me in front of those boys who were not my friends, then you drinking mad puss piss. I don’t feel pity for him, and I certainly don’t feel compassion. I’m sure it was his poor brain having to go through another round of nasty thoughts that finally made it snap. Not even his own mind could handle the sheer cuntiness of his headspace. Even now I wonder what I could beat him with so the marks wouldn’t show. Soap in a towel like in prison.

			Instead I go to my room and watch Swoon and Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer (tenth time) while I switch the lamp beside me on and off, on and off. Or I reread The Sexual Outlaw, because nothing sets me off like pathetic battymen shopping at Singer and trying to imitate straight people with their fucking town house in Paddington Terrace, and their fucking coffee maker, and fucking ten-speed blender, and fucking his-and-his towels, which they hide as soon as Mummy drop by and two grown men claim them is just roommates.

			I read over and over that paragraph saying that sex is a loveless act, just as long as you don’t bring hate into it. That of course is total fuckery. I was all set on a pilgrimage to Los Angeles just to have the author John Rechy fuck the living shit out of me until I read that line. Some of my best sex happened when I couldn’t stand the person on top of me. When I top, I just feel pity and disgust. They have to be fucking me for me to feel real hate, for me to look at the son of a bitch dick-slapping my asshole like it’s a taunt and driving it in like I didn’t pump more oil up there than it takes to fry a Kentucky chicken wing. And when I cum, especially if I cum hard, I keep thumping them in the back, wishing that my fingers held a knife.

			Sometimes I feel like I could just kill a man. A man on top whom I push something into while he pushes his fucking cock into me. I watch Henry and try to imitate his face. Then I think of the one I want to kill first, to kill him just like Henry and Otis would. To knock him out, tie him down, yank the cord out of a blender or toaster, strip the coating off leaving the raw wire. Instead of strangling him like they do in the film and then electrocuting him, I pull back the skin of this man’s cock and wrap the head in wire. Then I gag his throat with tissue. Then I plug in the cord, close my eyes, and wait for the smell of charred flesh, popped eyes, singed hair, and loose shit to tell me that Streggeh Don is dead from the “Electric Boogie.” See it deh. Now you know. I’ve been watching him for two years, him and the others that I managed to find out. I keep track of all of them. Harder to track is a different kill for different people so that nobody will link them, which is just as well, since they now act as if they were never united on a mission near six years ago.

			I don’t talk about what happened on Lady Musgrave Road. Not now. Not ever.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: February 11, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Island Grill, Kingston, Jamaica

			But as Run-DMC say, it’s like that. No matter what kind of battyman you think you are, in this country your patron saint is a pederasty-grooming, boy-exploiting size queen named Paul Royale. His Excellency the Most Honorable Paul Royale, Ambassador to you. Also patron saint of exploited garment factory workers who don’t know that being locked in a room overnight to sew white women’s panties was outlawed in the first world since the 1920s. But look, if you is a faggot waking up on the wrong side of the bed with blood on your hands, or if somebody throw you down a hole you can’t climb out of, there is only one number you can call. And sure, when Mr. Man ride up in his 1993 Pajero the boy riding on the passenger side will be under seventeen, and the two in the back even younger, but then you remember that horses get where they’re going because they have blinders on, because if Paul Royale came for you, then he most likely saved your life. Except that by the time I found a way to call him, Omar Joseph was already dead.

			This is how you kill a dead man. Murder is the easy part. That only took ninety minutes. It’s the character assassination that took months, then years, and even now The Jamaica Daily News will remind you that it’s still going on.

			I read somewhere that inbred rednecks in the American South used to tell reporters that it was always them niggers out there lynching each other, even when you could point out that same motherfucker raising his beer glass in a photo while a burning black body provides a night-light. Every victimized person on this planet gets told her wound is self-inflicted. I mean, just ask any Jamaican who killed Omar Joseph or that sissy from the Ministry of Works last year or that designer who picked up the rough trade that blackmailed him for money until the money ran out and you will hear that it must be some poor boy fighting off the battymonster, or faggots killing themselves off. ’Cause is so all battyman stay: too overblown and bawly, and screamy, and emotional as if the rational gay brain stopped growing at age thirteen.

			I can live with it when they say it with contempt. I can even appreciate it because I expect no better from a heterosexual. It’s when they say it with condescension or, worse, pity, that makes me want to walk into my old high school and drop a bomb like the IRA.

			But I digress. What you want to know?

			And how’d you find me again? Don’t tell me you asked around for my friends because I don’t have friends.

			Remember the headlines? Or you didn’t care. That would make you one out of two and a half million in this country. Battyboys Battle to Death. Gay Orgy Leads to Morgue. Brutal Killing of Gay Leads to Manhunt. Homo Kills Homo at Sex Party.

			But this one was the top shotta: Sodomite Sex Cult: Shipper Slain. Somebody go to high school for five years and all him have to show for it is alliteration.

			Like I said, you’d think that murdering a man was the worst thing one could do to him until somebody leaked that story. It wasn’t Paul Royale, and it wasn’t any of us. A nurse or doctor? Paul assured me that everybody who saw us was “family,” but yo, it’s not our enemies that betray us, is it?

			According to the Daily Standard, Omar Joseph’s rectum showed signs of extreme distress, but the reporters somehow manage to miss the thirteen stab wounds and the mango branch that was stuck up his backside one would assume by the killers, but you know us faggots. It’s far more likely the sodomite shoved the tree up his hole himself. Omar Joseph was married—of course he was—but we didn’t find out he had a wife until she found out that he was dead. And both from the same news reporter who pushed the mic in her face asking for a comment, not on his death but his allegedly being at the gay orgy uptown. And kiss my ass if you think they stopped there. Then TV news chased down his mother and found his two daughters, both in high school and on their way to class. His oldest had to beg the reporters to give them a break so they could take their fucking exam.

			The vox pop was interesting though—dozens of people in the street giving dozens of versions of the same answer. Leviticus say to smite them, Deuteronomy say to stone them, and AIDS moving too slow to kill them. Then you had the humane ones pointing out that these men were deep in mental sickness and deserved pity. Like I said, I would rather be hated than condescended to.

			You think his wife knew? A part of me always wondered about women who married battymen. Not a big part, but still. How much they know, how much they don’t, how much they let slip, and do they think this is what marriage is all about. Shit, by those rules that’s dealing with any man. Paul Royale took a man with him on his honeymoon, telling the bride that the man was his aide-de-camp. But she was a virgin, so she believed him when he said all the blood in the bed was hers. I used to make it with this married John from Drumblair because he knew that the way to a boy’s heart was dead US presidents and cocaine laced with baby powder. I tell you, that man work my inner space so wicked that me shout out “Daddy” in five languages. He wasn’t the first man trying to fuck his way through guilt (and between you and me, if that is what he had to do to make it through giving young boys the Eucharist without getting a cockstand, well, one does what one must). Trust me: Nobody splits a bussy in two like a man trying to work through guilt.

			The scar down my chest was from that night, but you already know that. They said to me they was performing a C-section to let out all the shoulda-been babies. Damn, I really want to make a joke about spitting versus swallowing just to see you fight that scowl on your face.

			The cut across, I did that. Here I was thinking that I might as well make a cross, you see me? Except now my chest looks like the back of a jackass. Then again, Jesus did ride a jackass, and he was one hot son of a bitch.

			What? Oh, I don’t know, I never listen anyway. I hear that somebody at the Spanish embassy, somebody who was clearly family if you know what I mean, heard about Rainford and pulled some strings to relocate him to Spain. They couldn’t save his eyes because there were no eyes to save.

			Anyway, what would be the point of saying who did it? You’re never going to print it, because all you have is our word against his—theirs—and you already know how much a faggot’s word is worth. Yeah, I use the word “faggot.”

			You don’t like how I’m living, well, fuck you. I’m also aware that Ice Cube don’t like gay people, but fuck him, too. I want him to know where this mouth voicing his lyrics has been. You going turn this into a book like Fatal Vision?

			Zeen.

			Start from the beginning. Oh Lord. That depends on where you think this story begins. The ad in Marshall’s bathroom. When the playwright wrote the script. Auditions. How about the night them men come for us? Or rejigger the whole thing and start from when Streggeh Don get a tip that battymen was gathering round by Lady Musgrave Road.

			Like I give a fuck about naming names. You’re acting as if this is the kind of crime that get punished when the Jamaican point of view is it wasn’t a crime but a national service. Just think how many potential cases of AIDS they prevented that night. Poor Mrs. Joseph, who will never realize that those good men saved her life. No HIV-infected blood coming for her snatch, praise God. I promised myself that I wouldn’t turn bitter. Do I sound bitter? Don’t answer that.

			Your story, your beginning. Why would I want to own this? Who is this for? No shit. I didn’t know American battymen have their own magazine. Out, you say. Kinda on the nose if you ask me. This another article about the poor suffering gays of Jamdown getting persecuted and killed by hordes of Jamaican homophobes? You found the white foreigner yet? He who is facing an uphill battle to change minds but dammit he’s here to make a difference. I always wonder who these foreign saints are fucking. Trust me, I don’t care if it’s just another article about how us Jamaicans are brutish and brutal, because we are. No use running from it. I am one and so are you.

			It was just an ordinary rehearsal night, I mean one of the main characters didn’t even show up. Fortune and Men’s Eyes—don’t act like you know it, and don’t act like you know the Shakespeare sonnet it come from either because I don’t even know it. I tell you this though, it wasn’t long before we threw ourselves into the parts for all sort of reasons, but I’m going to guess that we started to see ourselves in them. A fucking play from America. The sad thing is, I can see it from the mob’s point of view, I mean when they bust in on us it was a scene that called for the character Smitty—for Matt Chin—to be naked and about to get me, my character, to undress, too. What would you think if you walked in on some battymen and the first thing you see is a naked one? No, I’m not showing understanding—yes, I know what I just fucking said.

			Also maybe some of us went because we didn’t have anywhere else to go. The only place I had to go back to was the back seat of my own car. Look, it’s bad enough that whatever you were born with Jamaica takes away from you if your parents don’t take it away first and your schoolmates second. There is nowhere to go unless you have money, nothing to do unless you fucking money, none of the shit that normal people can take for granted because they get the privilege of not having to think about how a simple thing like a night out reinforces who you are. And where you belong, and your right to say that you matter. Sometimes I wish I could feel that shit just once, you know? What it feels like to take just one part of my life for granted, even if it’s just a fucking breath, man. Even if it’s just a fucking breath. Because this place, these people just look at you and decide that you don’t deserve to fucking exhale. Then they go around saying stupid shit like we choose this lifestyle and I don’t know which of those two words is stupider. Vegetarianism is a fucking lifestyle. And who the fuck would choose to have a tire thrown over their neck and then be set on fire? I got up this morning and say to myself, You know what, Jordan? Let’s get stomped to death tonight. You’re a dyke. How soon until one of Kingston’s finest sons rapes you straight?

			

			

			Hate your enemies. Save your friends. Find your place. Speak the truth. If that night was supposed to snuff out the gay, then it failed because I am now a pink-panty-wearing, off-a-dick-bouncing, harness-and-chaps-dressing faggot plus ultra. Details magazine interviewed Moby once and he bigged up these obscure German industrial leatherboys named DAF because listening to them makes you want to fuck fuck fuck. I didn’t bother to find out what DAF stood for. The LP cover was enough, the kind of skinny sweaty German boy you see in gay porn or at a skinhead rally: not cute, not handsome, not pretty, not even sexy, but whose eyes say Fuck before he opens his mouth to say shit that sounds like he’s about to use some tool on you. He is the lone light in the dark, dripping in sweat and staring pretty vacant, as if the last guy to use him took too much.

			Sure, I could say that I flew to Orlando to seek out lost white boys in nightclubs, but I really went to find this CD. Nobody can say that I didn’t put Daddy’s money to good use. There they were, waiting in Peaches Records, in the industrial section right before Front 242.

			Back at the Howard Johnson, I put on my headphones and the whole room went dark. And hot. Kurt Cobain made me want to get long hair, but these krauts made me want to shave it all off. One song in and they sound as if they are slowly, painfully climbing off the Moby Dick of dicks. Two songs in they’ve turned Nazism into the new dance. That is incorrect. I run into the wall, back away, and slam into it again. What I think they are saying could not be what they are saying. Und tanz den Adolf Hitler / Und tanz den Mussolini / Und jetzt den Jesus Christus / Und jetzt den Jesus Christus. I kept the song on repeat just to see at what point mid-fuck the hookups would notice. Two did and immediately said bye. Two had me in their mouths before Hitler made them spit me out. One didn’t notice but asked me to turn it off because he didn’t screw to music. Yes, he said “screw,” swear to God. One sang along, spread himself wider, which reminded me that this was Florida after all, and the more north you go, the more south it gets. And yes, I’ve become yet another sad faggot fascinated with fascism, and I didn’t even have to be white to do it. “But what the fuck do you expect,” I asked the wall. “Where are we supposed to put all this hate?” DAF got left behind in the hotel room when I put back on my undertaker suit and flew home.

			As for Daddy, he never bought into this model son bullshit, not even after I was starting to walk comfortable in the damn polyester suit and show signs of a belly, just like him. Not even after he couldn’t say a thing about it. Parents only need eyes to tell you they’re disappointed. He never pretended to be pleased with me or even like me, so I stopped pretending to please him. It’s like the day in English lit class when I learned the difference between subtext and text. Meaning that in this family subtext was all there was, and you had to be a detective to find it. Meaning that text, or words, especially from my mother, would never be coming. I’m trying to find a way to say that my mother was happy that me and Daddy were spending so much time together since his stroke, but she spoke in nods and grunts, an almost smile and instructions on how to not use the microwave too long. That we were in the same room was good enough for her. Maybe she thought some healing was going on in that magical way that silent healing always happens in American TV shows.

			I picture her thinking I was either speaking some form of sweet nothing in his ear, telling him cricket scores, or reading him Oliver Twist. Instead I was asking for advice on solving the dilemma when you all the way up a man only to realize that he didn’t clean himself out, or maybe he thought he did, but like me papa there is just a little more of me than there is with most man. What you think, Daddy? Pull out and see for real or stay in like me plugging Schrödinger’s butthole?

			Turns out that eyes can indeed scream cuss chide gasp and even beg you to stop. If it’s Tuesday, then I’m recounting all the men I’ve fucked that he knows, including the judge he buried two years ago that was fucking me since I was seventeen.

			All I could think of was how pathetic he was, how I hated him, and how this fucking stroke robbed me of the chance to punch and kick him back.

			At some point I would tell him not what I am reading but what I have read, like that E. Lynn Harris book, which the bookseller spoke of like it was the road down which every black battyman must go. It is quality literature if you care for neither quality nor literature. And that David Rees book I brought back from England, The Milkman’s on His Way, which is not about milkmen but spills a lot of milk. And those Felice Picano, Edmund White, Randall Kenan, Paul Monette, and Phil Andros books under my bed that taught me how to be good at being gay, but he would have never known because he was never the kind of parent who cared enough about his children to spy into them diary, or he would have found out about me from when I was ten. And I would say that reading books was the first time I could feel something loving me, and it felt like how I wished I loved him, but I never asked him why he didn’t love me back. But he would shiver and shake as if he knew a serious question was coming. And I didn’t want to say he is just like me, anticipating a question that would ask too much and refusing to answer because that was answer enough. Either way, I was the only one coming to his room. Mummy barely set foot in there, but she went everywhere else as if all of a sudden she remembered her Rotary Club membership. A family raised around dead bodies and none of us know what to do with the dying. And with a nurse here four days a week, the half sister had nothing to do.

			New Kingston Park, Sunday morning. Before first light with everybody holding over since night so technically still Saturday. Is the ones them from church who look like they have nowhere to go, is them you see first. I left the car at the Wyndham Hotel across the street because a car means license plate, and license plate means ID. Not in a suit but I look better than all the Sunday bests on display here, because you can’t buy Ksubi or Evisu at MaxBrown, bitches. Jeans then on the Lord’s day. I pull myself up through the fence and look around for trees and wild bush. Something Patti Smith tucked away on an album jacket bum-rushes me full force: Satan was an artist, the first true nigger. Outsiders snatched the word and held on to it for a while before N.W.A. snatched it back. Now the freak has no name to call himself. Truthfully speaking, “faggot” ends with a t, which makes it unmovable and final, like “slut.” I don’t know why I’m thinking any of this.

			Men who want to kill gays and men who want to fuck gays see the same things but read them different. They think a man is gay for looking at you too long, for sizing you up, for staring, when every smart battyboy know that staring will get a cutlass to your neck. They know that if I look quick, then turn away, you keep looking so that when I turn back your eyes are waiting, and don’t look away too quick, or that sends the message that you were doing something wrong. And then you look at a car wheel, or dog shit, or the sky for just as long because the sight of me is no different than those. If you don’t like what you see keep looking. Sometimes I am as good as you’re going to get on a Sunday morning before the rush of church people, and your look comes back to me. Otherwise your eyes are gone until they land on somebody else and you do it again.

			Also this, there are many reasons to stick to color or class: for one, a white man looking lost, or a black man in Edwin jeans or a Ralph Lauren polo shirt, is less likely to take you somewhere just to beat you up, but if a man dressed badman style is looking so long that his tongue start looking at you, too, he planning to end up with his end up somewhere.

			Sometimes what you’re looking at lines up with what you’re looking for. The park is a connect-the-dots from one tree to the other with each tree hosting its own piece of darkness. You can move from one to another as if it’s some trail, just don’t expect that each dot takes you to better, richer, or safer. The dots lead you to a patch of trees almost like a woods, so dense and dark that most people walk around since there is no through. I go through and see and hear shit neither trees nor shadows can do. And it’s still all darkness and shadow and all touch and smell and taste. A shadow reaches out and grabs my bulge. Men always grab too hard, harder than they would their own. I pull the hand off and it comes back, softer, getting the message. Panting starts behind me and I wonder if everybody was just waiting for me, which usually means nobody here is worth taking home. But it also means that it’s dark and I don’t have to care. A tongue is in my mouth before I say anything, but it tastes of Alizé so I kiss back. I’m thinking the tongue belongs to the hand pulling my belt, unzipping my pants, and waking up my cock, but now there’s another mouth on me down there, and of all the times to wonder about shit this is when I choose to ask myself if gay Jamaican men are less inhibited than straight (with all this cocksucking), or if we have no choice—after all, straight men don’t cruise. I pull myself out of the two mouths and continue walking, well, inching because the tree branches refuse to move and the hands refuse to stop grabbing, rubbing, and squeezing. I don’t zip myself up.

			Streetlight worms its way into a patch and lands on straight hair, white, Syrian, chiney, who knows. The rays bounce off cheekbones so the whole face is angles and light. Man is unzipped, too. Up close he is somewhere between Lebanese and Chinese, twinkish, but his sweet, sour mouth says beer, three hours ago. The Drakkar Noir says too much party and maybe too young, but I’m hard again rubbing mine against his. Either beside or behind me somebody bawls out to Lawd Massa that him getting fucked all the way up to Cassava Piece. I bend down to take him. Round and hard it slides past my lips, rubs up and down my tongue and fills my mouth. Another light, this one flashing, and everyone who is together pulls the fuck apart and out-stiffs the trees, but it’s just a minibus on the far side of the street, one hundred feet away. The minibus reminds me that Sunday is about to start. The shadows move faster, more urgent, because first light has come and we can start to make each other out, but morning still feels like a choice that the sky might not make.

			Lebanese Chinese twink is looking more Lebanese and less twink, but he grins and walks away. Men are still planted against trees, one, two, more than two. One pulls from a tree trunk, all muscle, so much muscle that I see a health club T-shirt and a neck but no head. He is on his way to work on a Sunday. He wants me to know he has no time to waste so he grabs my arm, gripping tight as I try to pull away.

			“Brethren, me not re-creating no porn movie for you,” I say, and even in the half dark I can see the confusion in his brow.

			He’s really not about dillydallying, this bredda, because he turns around, pulls down his shorts, and says he already lube up and to take this here condom. I don’t know if I want to fuck or not but it’s only when I’m in him and pounding his muscle ass that I realize that what I don’t want to do is cum. I don’t want my night to end with him. Muscle batty is in his whole world bouncing off me and yanking himself, which makes me wonder what he needs me for. When he comes he pushes me off, pulls up his shorts, and goes to whichever aerobics class he’s going to teach.

			I’m out of the woods and walking back to the car when coming out of nowhere and joining me is the Lebanese not-twink.

			“I staying at Mayfair for a week. Make we jam deh so nuh,” he says. Yes, this is uptown, but I’m still surprised to hear a Jamaican accent.

			I feel like I’m walking in the sexual outlaw’s skin, strutting like Jim in the book. I wish I was wearing a bikini or leather. He is behind me matching footsteps and the sound of us marching is the hottest thing I’ve heard all night. I want to reach home before sunrise so I can play INXS’s “New Sensation” and yell The sun comes like a god into our room while I’m fucking this boy.

			“Mayfair watch who come and go. No way two man heading to—”

			“They didn’t care last night.”

			“The other boy white?”

			“I don’t fuck no boy, and no. Him did brown.”

			“Same diff. I’m in Norbrook.”

			“Your own base?”

			“Don’t be stupid. My own studio though.”

			“Me allergic to cats.”

			“My dog not friends with them neither.”

			We climb through the fence to the sidewalk and cross just as a mango seller pulls up in his pushcart. I am hungry now that I think about it, and pan chicken, the only food available, is too far away.

			“Daddy’s BMW?” he says.

			“You coming?”

			“Just so we on the same page, you can rim me or kiss me. Not both.”

			“Something wrong with your batty or your mouth?”

			“No. It just make me feel a way.”

			“Funny, I’m the one feeling it if something go wrong.”

			“Nothing going wrong.”

			“You introduced the idea, sexy.”

			“Well, you’re not telling me to get out of his car, so I thinking we criss.”

			He graduated from Belair High School, which explains him being country but white. Lebanese, I mean. I don’t feel like kissing anyway. Light, not sun, is coming in through the window blades. Both of us are out of pants before we make it to the bedroom. I press him against the door, pull off the boxer briefs, and suck on his hairy red nuts, one then the other, and doing it hard enough that he is right there on the boundary of ache. A loud ooher-and-aaher this one, he grabs the back of my neck and fucks my head. I spit him out and rub my nose against the fire hair on his balls again. Sweat and soap and something else. My nose knocks against them, breathe them in, grab and them suck again. He is begging me in a whisper to fuck him, fuck him, why don’t I fuck him. His balls’ hair leads me along his taint and I crawl under him as my tongue wets a trail to his asshole, point of entry in a pucker. This is what I tell myself, that I eat white ass for lunch because it is pink, not because of anything else, so subtext can go kiss my ass. Foucault never thought that just because he wanted a man to dick him down that he wanted society to dick him down, too. I read somewhere else that John Rechy, even after selling books and teaching college, has not stopped hustling, because his dick still gets hard, and nothing is lovelier than a new man, and because the roly-poly of a man’s ass all but screams new adventure, and being chosen sends up your pulse way more than choosing, and because only when another man holds your cock does arousal make sense, and because he fucking can, and because he is queer and this is what queer men do because if you go for credit in the straight world you will lose leg, lose an eye. I roll the condom down halfway and whisper in his ear to do the rest with his lips so I can fuck his mouth.

			My erection nearly goes when he says, “Damn, busha, you gone clear up this boy pussy.” I turn into Arnold and say, “Watchu talkin ’bout, Willis?” figuring I should follow up shitty lingo with shitty lingo, but he ignores me, wraps his arms tighter around my neck, and pulls me onto his chest. Our bellies press together. On my first day of therapy I will ask what is it about red hair that…I don’t know. We’re fucking standing up. Well, I am standing up while he wraps his legs around me, and I hold him up by locking my fingers around his back. Each time he bounces off me, our sweaty skins slap. I thought I was fucking him to prove a point, but I’ve forgotten it and now want to bang between this boy’s buttocks forever. I’m out of words because what is pushing me to madness is his low moaning and how I can’t believe I’m the one bringing out the screamer in him. A voice on the left side of my head wants to say it’s just a cock and a hole and yet that same hole is doing capture, release, capture. Holy fuck. How tight you are, I want to say, because I think he would like to hear that shit, but it comes out as a grunt that sounds like pleading. I want to cum inside this man so bad. I want to cum inside him while he licks the salty sweat off my neck. I want to see him again. I want something else, too, wanted it from before I came into the room.

			He goes down and I fuck him from behind, then lift him up again, the backs of his knees locking in my arms. Streams of sweat run down between his back and my chest as I bounce him up and down.

			This is not my room.

			“You goin’ cum?” he asks.

			“No.”

			Lebanese boy wilding out like he is about to snap my cock off. Sweat is making us slippery but I hold him tighter. I inch us to the bed so that we don’t fall over, while pretty boy moans about his boy pussy again, and other stuff about fucking him harder, as if this is blue movie sex. He is losing it for real now and I can barely hold on to him but the bed is right there if he slips out of my hand. He squeals out something and a grunt answers him back. I think he’s squealing “Here it comes! Here it comes!” Our wet skins are clap clap clapping and his right hand is fap fap fapping his cock so he doesn’t hear the second grunt. But the third grunt comes with a cough.

			“Jesus bombo!”

			Aphasia is a condition that happens after a stroke or a bitch lick to the head. Those with aphasia lose the ability to speak and sometimes to understand speech. To write and sometimes to understand writing. Sometimes they can make out one word or two, but they have no brainpower to put the two words together or even to get to the end of a word. Sometimes all they can manage is a grunt, or a howl, or a moan, like a big wounded animal. Like this wounded bear of a father who was watching me fuck this boy from the second I came through the door. Before I left for the park, I had rolled him on his side and braced him with pillows so that he couldn’t move, even if he had the fucking will to do so. The rest I left to him, because I know that he is tormented to never sleep, not really. I watch his eyes scream and plead, then stare me down as if to say You will never beat me, you incomplete man, you faggot of a son. But I’m showing Daddy sin that he never knew a man was capable of. I hoisted this boy on me so he would see me moving in and out of him. I want him to hear the smack and swirl of spit. That he is white enough makes it all the better. Watch the sin, you sour son of a bitch. And in two days, three days, four, I will bring another man and fuck him right inside this room again. Or better yet I will hoist my ass up in your reading chair and let him fuck me.

			But I say none of this. Instead I say, “Shit. I don’t know why they put him in here.”

			“As opposed to where? Oh my God!”

			It takes him a few seconds while he is putting his clothes back on to realize the only thing on Daddy that has moved are his blinking eyes and his drool.

			“What wrong with him?”

			“Wrong? This is first right thing to happen to him ever.”

			“You is a sick little bitch, no true?”

			“Look, is a mistake—”

			“Him used to fuck you or something?”

			“Now hold on. It’s not—”

			“Don’t fucking touch me, you sick pervert. Ah fuck man for your father’s entertainment. I should call the police.”

			I want to say, Good luck explaining that one to the police, but I say nothing.

			“You want money for a taxi?”

			“I don’t want your fucking money.”

			He leaves as I watch Daddy looking past me, making me small again, telling me that even with next to nothing I am beneath him. Him and his fucking eye. I leave his room.

			

			

			August 1988. At the phone booth in the Barbican supermarket, I call home hoping that neither parent picks up, not that they ever do. Daddy don’t want to talk to anybody and nobody want to talk to Mummy.

			“Brown residence.”

			“Him don’t have you calling it ‘estate’ yet?”

			“Jordan Francisco Brown!”

			“Nuh that them name me.”

			Miss Ingrid, our housekeeper for over twenty-five years, which means she is the one who raised me. After Mr. and Mrs. Brown set a boot to my backside with a warning to never come back, I’ve been calling every other Wednesday when I knew they wouldn’t be home. Most of the time. And every single time she says, “Lawd me sweet boy, thank papa Jesus yuh no dead.”

			“Not this week, Miss Ingrid.”

			“You calling from down the hill?”

			“Of course.”

			“Then what you waiting on? Blessed assurance?”

			This is how things work with Miss Ingrid. She understands a lot of things her employers think she doesn’t, and as for the things she don’t, well, wisdom is for God and loving is for she. Miss Ingrid don’t understand anything about the gay or people who move that way, and she understood even less after I explained it to her. But I could kill four people in church and she would still make sure her sweet boy never go hungry.

			“Make sure none of them johncrow see you,” she said, meaning the neighbors.

			That is how it usually works, every two or three weeks, usually on the aforementioned Wednesday I sneak back into my parents’ house, where waiting for me is a warm shower (Daddy never turns on the heater), ackee and saltfish for lunch, and a stack of peanut-butter-and-jam or bacon-cheese-and-tomato sandwiches. And Ovaltine cookies because they will last, and beer because me is a big man now, and dry meats that won’t spoil, and water crackers because they will make it through war, and bread she been keeping in the freezer, and all the mangoes she could find around the yard that don’t spoil. Oh, and milk jugs full of water because I’m living on the…living on…She could never bring herself to say “street,” or “road” or “lane” for that matter.

			I didn’t tell her about Lady Musgrave Road, but my right arm didn’t break itself, and not every injury to your face and hands fully heal after a few weeks. She screamed when she saw me, then frowned when she saw the dirty cast.

			“Nasty man do this to you?”

			“You should see the other guy.”

			“What?”

			“American joke. Never mind.”

			“Lord Jesus, Jordan. Why you don’t make up with you daddy? People out o’ street going kill you.”

			“As opposed to Daddy killing me?”

			Miss Ingrid’s sighs say more than an entire sentence from Mummy. Once I was trying to explain to her why I like boys and midway she just sighed, which loosely translated as That’s as much information as I can handle this year. I try to be outrageous with her just for fun, sometimes to push her away, but all she sees is the little boy who needed help to wipe away his booger. Last year my half sister came by the house, forgetting then as now that Mummy can’t stand her, and caught us. Given that she also hates Miss Ingrid, she probably thought she struck gold, like taking the best shit of her life while eating cotton candy. Daddy threatened to kill me if he ever saw me, Mummy threatened to fire her, but Miss Ingrid is the only person keeping this rickety bullshit of a house and this rickety bullshit of a family together and everybody knew but the half sister. Besides, the only thing worse than the faggot son sneaking into the house is the house losing its careful equilibrium because he stopped doing so. So everything went back to what it was because if a tree falls in the woods and everybody saw it but nobody said a thing, then it didn’t fucking fall. The half sister never understood this, which is why she will never belong in this house or inherit it when everybody croak. That and the fact that I have never seen a person so hungry for walls and floor before her. One day she’s going to say something stupid to Daddy like those three sisters at the beginning of Salman Rushdie’s novel Shame, who just out and ask their father if he plans on dying soon so they can inherit his wealth and shit.

			“Somebody call here three time for you. No, four time, I recognize the voice from two months ago?”

			“Yeah? How?”

			“Him call plenty time back then, too. Then leave a number for you to call him.”

			“You tell him I don’t live here?”

			“He say him know.”

			She handed me a piece of paper with a number and a name. Edmond Porteous. Eddy.

			I am going make one guess and assume that the woman who answer the phone was his mother. She must be fine with the gay or she don’t know because right before Daddy kicked me out my mother’s voice would run cold whenever a boy call me.

			So I called the boy.

			“Hello?”

			“You stalking me or something, brethren?”

			“Jordan! Jesus Christ.”

			“Why you leaving messages at me father house? You better off with the police.”

			“Is that why it take you two months to call me back?”

			“You lucky I call at all.”

			“You all right? I never saw you at the hospital.”

			“Treated and sent home.”

			“With a broken arm and two broken ribs?”

			“Who you be, the CIA?”

			“So, you good?”

			“Sweet and dandy, man. What the fuck you think?”

			He was silent for a while. I didn’t really have anything to say so I was silent, too. For real though, Eddy and me is not friend. This is not like some TV comedy where we did have the bonding moment or whatever the fuck Americans call it. We have nothing to talk about because we don’t talk.

			“I didn’t know what to think. When Havelock called me he was in bad shape himself. Of course by the time I get to the ward, you already gone.”

			“Hospital smell like floor polish and dead people.”

			“Oh. And Omar…Jesus, man.”

			“That help?”

			“What?”

			“Calling Jesus.”

			“You about to tell me that Jesus wasn’t answering any prayers that night?”

			“Oh no, brethren, he was answering. Just not ours.”

			“I did go to the funeral. Closed casket.”

			“That’s weird. Is not like them sodomize his face with a tree branch. I was indisposed, like all the other survivors. Sound so fucking off, ‘survivors.’ Like it was the Holocaust.”

			“I mean we kept our distance, but some men kept glaring at us.”

			“Of course, we’re the victim but it’s our fault.”

			“No, I think they were Omar’s brothers. Or his wife’s. Then Mrs. Joseph break ’way from everybody, I mean one of the men tried to grab her, but she slapped away his hand, and next thing we know she right in front of us saying, ‘So you is one of them men fucking me husband?’ ”

			I burst out laughing. I’m the one who should be meeting widows like this one.

			“And what you say?”

			“Me? I was speechless.”

			“Did think a man like you would correct her quick.”

			“I didn’t get to. Maybe I looked like I didn’t know where I was because then she asked if I’m meeting some other woman married to a dead battyman in the news. And then some stuff about God being the only one who truly knows.”

			“What?”

			“Didn’t ask.”

			“Then what happened?”

			“She invited me to high tea.”

			“Da fuck?”

			“High tea. Every Thursday afternoon at Terra Nova Hotel.”

			“High fucking tea. I tell you, white Jamaica is a different fucking place.”

			“I was the only white man there, brethren.”

			“See it deh. You admit—”

			“Shut yuh shit. Anyway, she invited me to high tea. I don’t know, maybe she thought I could illuminate things.”

			“Well, you already whi—”

			“I told you to shut up. Anyway, I mean what you think was going to happen? Her husband’s death—”

			“Murder.”

			“Murder left her with only questions. She thought I could give her answers. Instead, the whole time I was just listening to the woman. I don’t know, call it duty or penance or some shit, but it just didn’t feel like my place to say much. I mean what I was goin’ say? She was telling me what her family had to deal with. Other than that she was talking about Jesus. Seems Omar manage to leave a will, but just like that three sons from three different women weevil them way into the flour—her phrase, not mine. I mean what’s more Jamaican than family you never heard of suddenly showing up when you daddy dead? ‘Half siblings wanting full benefits, what is the world coming to,’ she asks me and all I could think was that line was kinda clever. Turn on the TV and there he was, she said. Oldest boy was on television telling that reporter on Nationwide that he didn’t inherit anything of his father but blood and legacy so don’t ask him about any of his peccadilloes—yes, that is the word he use live on TV. She said she never asked what it mean.

			“Then she says, ‘Don’t think I’m asking this with malice, but is battyman business a white man thing since the Rastamen said Omar couldn’t be black for faggotry is white man business, and you is, well, white?’ All I said is that is not what scientists think, but as to what they do think best you ask them. All I could think was that if Omar was so white, how come nobody covered this up, which would have been a given?”

			“Poor Omar. He really did think that crossing over to uptown was as simple as crossing the street.”

			“He was a brute in bed. A bedroom bully.”

			“Bomboclaat, what?”

			“So she say. She just couldn’t process a gay man fucking a woman, much less fucking her good. Him tell her ’bout the play.”

			“How much?”

			“Enough. All she knew was that it was based on a movie, and that it was just classes, no performance. But yow, she had to move her daughters to a new school. Then she said, ‘Well, good evening to you,’ got up, and left. I didn’t even realize she leave it up to me to pay the bill.”

			“Reparations have to start somewhere.”

			“You know, you’re really not as funny as you think.”

			“Fuck you. Omar’s death sound more fun than the hospital they leave us in.”

			“How would you know? You left.”

			“Paparazzi, man, once they jump on your batty, they never jump off.”

			“This is serious, Jordan.”

			“You is the bomboclaat boy who get him fucking hand broke, him chest crack, or him eye gouged out? Then don’t fucking tell me what bomboclaat serious? If Paul Royale didn’t have the sense to move us, this whole country would have seen a target on my faggot back.”

			I wasn’t waiting for it but then he surprised me by saying it.

			“Sorry,” he said.

			“What you have to be sorry for?”

			“I don’t know. I should have…”

			“Should have what?”

			“Dunno. Maybe I should have been—”

			“I would shoot a nun to not have been there, and you out here wishing that you were? You know which part of your body you can go shove that guilt.”

			I wouldn’t have had anything to say either. I thought I was punishing him and felt a way until it hit me that he thought he deserved it. No fucking way he was going to do any noble suffering on my watch.

			“Hear this, Portia. Thank whoever you pray to that you didn’t show up. I still don’t know why anybody was there, including myself. Who is we?”

			“Huh?”

			“The funeral. You said we kept our distance. Who is we?”

			“I went with a friend.”

			“Oh.”

			“A woman.”

			“Happy for you. But hold on. The wife could pick you out for a homo just by sight but didn’t know her own husband was sucking dick? What does that say about her?”

			“Brethren, what you want from me?”

			“You the one who called me eight times, battyboy.”

			“It was about something else. Can we meet up somewhere? I don’t trust this phone.”

			“Sure, Agent Smiley. Isn’t this your housephone?”

			“Isn’t this yours?”

			Silence, this time from me. As much as Miss Ingrid love me, Daddy is the one signing her paycheck.

			“She’s leaving home bye byyyyyyee,” I sang.

			“Eh. The one rock song that take the parents’ side. Full of surprises, Jordan Brown.”

			I did not think at that moment that on paper this boy should have been my friend. No, sah, didn’t think it.

			

			

			“Some Great Reward is your favorite Depeche Mode album, don’t it?” Eddy asked.

			“Wah?”

			“Some Great Reward? ‘Blasphemous Rumours’?”

			“Don’t know what the raas you chatting ’bout.”

			“You and God have something in common?”

			“Still don’t know—”

			“It’s fine. It’s fine,” he said.

			Yeah yeah yeah, just like God I must have had a sick sense of humor for picking this place. Eddy’s joke was clearer than day; he just didn’t deserve the satisfaction of knowing. Besides, this place didn’t just stink of unfinished business; the smell was ammonia, pissy toilet water, shit, old sweat, and walls after you scream into them. Might as well look at the boy. I would have sworn he got taller, but that might have been because it’s near three months since I see him. Plus it’s a proven fact that boys with cars look taller. A mustache that says I’ve finally grown one. Balls fully drop a month ago, it seems, because he’s carrying himself like a man now, not that he looks like one but that he’s starting to do what men do, like pulling off way too much from the napkin roll for just one forehead to dab, and taking up too much space.

			Eddy was one of those handsome boys who didn’t know it. You could tell from the way he hunched his shoulders and looked away once you locked your eyes on him. But he sounded bold even if he didn’t look it. Smart. The word I’m looking for is “smart.” He was the only one in the group who looked like one day he would say something that surprised me. Plus, I didn’t want to sour this afternoon before he spilled what he wouldn’t say over the phone.

			“When that come off?” he asked, pointing at my cast.

			“One, two weeks.”

			“I thought a broken arm took like six weeks. Nuh two months now?”

			“Take me two weeks to notice that me arm broke.”

			“Shit.”

			“Them foot yah don’t pass through here since…since…well,” I say.

			“My fourth time…since.”

			“Fourth time.”

			“Yeah.”

			“Why four times?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You don’t know.”

			“You going echo everything I say?”

			For real I’ve been daring to come back to this place but couldn’t find the right reason. Not true, I have a hundred reasons, a new one for each day. Sometimes I thought that if I just go back and take my own damn time to leave that I regain something they took away, no, I don’t fucking know what. Maybe I regain freedom to leave. To choose. I don’t know. Other times I thought if I went back I would learn something, but I don’t know what that is. Maybe if I knew what it was then I wouldn’t need to learn it. These are the thoughts that start wars in my head whenever my mind lands on this place. Other times I picture going in and the first thing I smell is blood, or flesh, or iron, something that scream violence. Or maybe I would smell me. Or maybe all the screaming became its own thing and never stopped. But I was not smelling or hearing anything. I don’t fucking know why I wanted to come back here, but now that I was here I wanted to both stay and leave. Meanwhile this boy passed through four times already. I was still at the door while Eddy was all the way inside and I wanted to follow him and learn something, but I also didn’t want to follow him because I might learn something.

			Yes, this was the house on Lady Musgrave Road and maybe what I was looking for wasn’t reason but nerve. I have a feeling none of this true. That I’m just jam-packing my mind because it wouldn’t make any sense that I have no reason at all. Because a victim going back to the scene of the crime sounds perverted, as if I have some relationship to the place, which I can’t imagine a child saying if his mother used to beat the shit out of him right here.

			“You looking for it?” I say.

			“Huh?”

			“For why you come here four times. You looking for a reason?”

			He turned to me, waiting for me to say more but I didn’t.

			“You’re still at the door,” he said.

			We broke in. There was a padlock on the front door now, which we knocked off with a rock. Between the streetlights and the constant flashing from car headlamps we didn’t need flashlights. But it was my idea to come here and whatever he wanted to say might have nothing to do with this place.

			“Part of you really wish you did drop in that night,” I said.

			“What else, Professor Xavier?”

			“How come you never show?”

			“Daddy was in the midst of abusing us, or family was falling apart. Pick whichever version you like.”

			“Sorry.”

			“Not as much as me.”

			“And you feeling fucking guilt—”

			“Never said I was feeling guilt.”

			“Of course not. You come back here four times for the ambiance.”

			“Don’t presume to know anything about me, Jordan Brown.”

			“Bitch, cut the shit. You not that deep. Don’t know why you wished you was here anyway, unless you have some level of perversion that can’t even measure. Besides, you would have been the first to run.”

			“I know you not calling me no coward.”

			“Some people fight. Some people flee.”

			“Yeah, man, ah it that brethren. Stay and fight like you? Sure, bad boy. Must be you who break your own damn arm that night.”

			And then it happened. I don’t know how since I didn’t will it, wish it, and I sure as fuck didn’t want it, the one tear that freed itself from my left eye and ran down my cheek. Just like a homosexual to turn everything into melodrama. But I knew it was coming. I knew it as soon as I reached the doorway and froze like John Wayne in The Searchers.

			“Sorry,” he said and approached me. I wiped my face before he could see it, but then him not seeing it made me feel worse.

			“I don’t need your fucking ‘sorry,’ ” I said and walked past him.

			Of all the pathetic battymen I could be tonight, weepy queen was not on my list. Not goin’ lie—I thought only my father had this gift, this way of saying just one little thing that would make my whole body crumble before my ears was sure what they heard.

			“Jordan—”

			“Just shut up, Eddy.”

			At least I was inside.

			They left the González painting up but they’d knocked down the stage and taken it away. I didn’t realize I was counting on seeing it or that it would have made me feel better. It’s not that it was gone but that somebody tore it down that bothered me. And I knew right then that I was going to find other things to bother me, and maybe coming here was a mistake. Like this window with a splatter of dead red that looks like a shopping graphic that should say “For Sale!” but is dried blood. And all these black streaks on the walls and floors were scuffs from our shoes trying to run and fight. Swirls and curls and streaks mark the floor, not because somebody was trying to be pretty, but that they used a dirty mop with dirty water on the dirty floor. Wiped like they didn’t even try, like they didn’t give a shit about wiping anything clean, like we didn’t even merit erasing. Who in Jamaica would hide beating up a homo? A battyman has a sign on his back that says “Kill us any which way then move on,” a sign we wearing since eleven. This is how it makes me feel. That I am sick and tired of people hating me and me not hating them back.

			“You said you have something to tell me,” I said.

			“Jesus, that’s blood, right?”

			“You come here before and just notice that?”

			“I wasn’t looking for blood.”

			“Well, turns out if you prick us we do bleed.”

			“I wonder if—”

			“It’s ours? Whose other fucking blood it goin’ be?”

			“Oh. I was going to ask if they leave the bloodstains as a—”

			“Sign that they don’t even care to erase us? You really did get your money’s worth out of that high school education, didn’t you?”

			“As a warning.”

			“To all future battymen who decide to come here for no reason.”

			“What was your reason?”

			This is one of those moments when Eddy Porteous reminds me he is too fucking smart. I can’t tell if I like it or hate it, only that I walk into a trap when I underestimate it. So I pretend I am looking for something. Fuck if I know what it is, but I’ll know it when I find it. Corners and crevices start to pop out. Under chairs, behind the painting of Jesus with the exposed heart, mops, rakes, and brooms. Piles of dirt and chipped paint. In a side room, underwear, too much underwear, the white briefs now dried blood brown. One of them mine. A loose shoe, a hill of clothes, bottle tops, torn tissue, dust bunnies, and clumps of hair behind doors. Everything in this near dark takes on the look of an assault weapon. Everything looking like it caused damage. Broken glass and squashed juice cartons behind a broom that gave up and is now leaning against a window.

			“I left that there,” Eddy said.

			“The broom? Why? You is a cleaning lady now?”

			“I thought…I don’t know what I was thinking.”

			“To erase the evidence?”

			“Don’t be an idiot.”

			“So you just come here to clean up on certain nights. Funny, the place still look dirty.”

			“I grab a broom and I start to sweep but I never seem to get anywhere.”

			“You ever grab a broom in your life?”

			“Don’t act like you have.”

			“Why you really come, Portia?” I ask.

			“I’m sure you’re about to tell me.”

			“Man who somehow didn’t get AIDS have a name for it in America. Survivor’s guilt.”

			He stared at me so long that his eyes went from shock to fear to sadness to some shit I couldn’t recognize to the most brown I have ever seen them—the first I noticed they were brown—to just plain anger. All they needed was a car to pass by flashing their headlights right in his face for max effect. But there I go off with my faggot impulse for drama. Eddy was furious for real.

			“You must be fucking joking. You survived.”

			“This arm looking like fucking survival to you?”

			“What am I supposed to feel guilty for?”

			“Oh, I don’t know, Portia, you’re the one here at night doing housework. Maybe by doing it you put yourself back in the scene somehow. Now you can say you did deh yah. You did your little part. Couldn’t be a victim of homicide, wounding with intent, assault with a deadly weapon, or even a verbal threat, but you can still be a part of the crime scene. Yes, me dear, flex that big throbbing empathy muscle.”

			“Bitch, if you want start something, me can finish it for you.”

			“Don’t come chat to me like—”

			He was right in my face before I could even think when he whispered: “Jordan, shut you rassclaat mouth. Your idea of homeless is slumming it up on Skyline Drive in Jack’s Hill, so stop gwaan like you bad.”

			Not goin’ lie, this half-white boy made me step back. Just a little, but still fucking back. Something about him—the squeezing knuckles, the stiff neck, the stare—said that the brethren did want this, been wanting this for weeks, wanting to feel something and good or bad made no difference. Might be a fish but I not biting that damn bait.

			“I read The Sexual Outlaw. Again, I mean. This is the third time. John Rechy’s book about what it means to be gay. What it should mean anyway,” I said.

			“Oh?”

			“John Rechy is th—”

			“I know who he is. The only way you find a book like that in Jamaica is by mistake.”

			“No shit, one time I peep The Joy of Gay Sex in Bookworld.”

			“For real? Some brethren buy it thinking it was a guide to happy-happy joy-joy sex?”

			Neither of us laughed, but we did something close to it and that was enough.

			“I goin’ guess it’s not like How to Win Friends and Influence People,” he said.

			“Ha, in a way it is.”

			I don’t know why, but this feeling just dropped down on me. More like a question: Do I want to tell this to anyone and of all people why him? Because he is here, my mind said. Because he is here.

			“Sometimes I feel like I reach the end of myself. I don’t know how else to describe it. If you see some of the men I fuck you’d know I reach the end of myself all the time just to do it. But when I read that book, I stopped walking as myself and started to walk like him, you understand?”

			“Not sure I do. Maybe. I don’t know…”

			“Because all the time I waste wondering why they hate me I could have spent hating them back. If I shout ‘Man gang up and beating a tranny to death,’ police won’t even fart even if they’re killing him right outside the station. But shout ‘Two man ah fuck’ or ‘Two lesbian hitch,’ and they just poof! out of nowhere like Scotty just beam them up. Meanwhile I couldn’t understand why I was so mad.”

			“You just explained quite clearly why we are so mad.”

			“Yeah, but most battyman no mad like me. And don’t say it’s because most don’t go through what I go through because I know seven dead faggots who would call bullshit. But then this raas book. It teach me this thing called ancestral rage. From day the white god tell them to do it people been killing us. Hanging, castrating, beheading, burning, beating, what else? Stoning, bludgeoning, boiling, from before the Dark Ages until now, they been killing us and still they haven’t killed us enough. So of course, by the time we born either we born angry or afraid. Now add all the shit about being black and we cursed double. Sometimes I get so mad I wonder how one fucking body can hold all of it. So I go to gym to get fitter and stronger. And every time I fuck a closet case I bite him in the ass or neck, or better yet—give him a hickey his wife can’t mistake for anything else. Or I dare them to hit me so I can beat the shit out of them. So fucking mad at so many people I still think my head goin’ explode. Like the school principal who try to expel me but not before he pull down my pants and brief to whip me. The doctor who said that some places in the world still give electroshock, and even some who never lost faith in lobotomy. Or the fucking TV preacher talking ’bout the ‘gay agenda.’ My daddy’s been beating that shit out of me because the principal wants to expel me. Three times a month, twelve months a year, twenty lash, strike, kick, slap, punch per beating. That’s 720 hits a year, from when I was eight till I was sixteen—5,760 times my father hit me. And I swear to fucking God that even if that pussyhole die before I get to him, I going dig up his fucking corpse and smash him bomboclaat head 5,760 fucking times. You ever have rage like that, eeh? You ever get so mad you would desecrate your own father’s dead body?”

			“Matt and Orrin gone,” he said.

			“What you mean gone?”

			“I mean gone. Vanish. Poof, like you say. Gone like thieves in the night.”

			“I don’t understand.”

			“What’s not to understand?”

			“They were alive when I last see them.”

			“I didn’t say dead, I said gone.”

			“No, that don’t make any sense.”

			“Oh, this is the part where you looking for sense? You want me to repeat everything back slow? Nobody has seen Matt Chin and Orrin Turner since June fifteenth.”

			“People allergic to them phone?”

			“Orrin’s mother always picking up.”

			“And?”

			“The first thing she always says is ‘Orrin, ah you that?’ Matt’s is disconnected.”

			“What about—”

			“Nobody can find them, Jordan. It’s almost two months now. Them just gone.”
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			Eddy, huh? Courteous Porteous. Let us get this out of the way—that bitch wasn’t claiming he was there, was he? Good. Honest, earnest Edmond, still honest and earnest. Haffi love the consistency though—so uncommon in a homosexual. I’m still not even sure I like him, but say this about Eddy Courteous: He will never lie to you, but he will look at purple and say it’s red and blue.

			No, I don’t care to elucidate on that.

			You really using that word in a sentence? Just go right ahead and tell me what kind of Jamaican you are. You the kind that says “satiated” when you belly full. No, I don’t care to elucidate.

			But if you already spoke to him, what you need me for? People have a way of envying—no, that’s too strong a word, but I don’t know any word milder. Certain people feel a way about people who’ve survived shit, you know? They think it imbues our lives with a meaning they don’t have, like we joined this ultimate exclusive club. Of course, the logic is fallacious. I mean it was a meaningless act, so how the fuck should meaning come out of it? When I last saw Eddy…I think last year. Yeah, he was working in the information technology department of some bank, or maybe he was a consultant doing some cusp-of-the-millennium shit. Yeah, seems all this COBOL computer language business made a huge fuckup by shortening years to just the last two digits because come 2000, no computer in the world will know if it’s 1900 or 1800 for that matter. Yeah, that’s Eddy now, full-on nerd—no, geek turned prophet of digital doom and it’s only ’93. It was all the bredda would talk about. And here I thought he rewatched The Terminator so much because you can see Arnold Schwarzenegger’s cock. Otherwise I would see him at some party up in Jack’s Hill to launch some alcopop. Yow, I don’t create the words, I just use them. I said to the brand manager that this shit sounds like wine cooler and his whole look said, Yes, pussyhole, I too was traveling to the United States in the late ’80s. Anyway, it was either there or that bank where I saw him last. But clearly, you’ve seen him more recently.

			Him still cute? Come now, man, white boy—fine, half-white boy with the black boy lips? Nah lie, first time I see him business, I said to myself, Well, now we know which part of you is black, if you know what me mean. Right, of course you wouldn’t know.

			Anyway, Eddy told you all this already, so what you want from me? There are no other sides to this story, there is what happened, and Courteous Porteous never see none of it. And what the fuck that mean, sides to the story? You talking to the sons of bitches who nearly killed us as well? Who knew that Omar’s death was just a matter of perspective? Why stop with the sons of bitches, talk to the dogs who raise them, too, so they can tell how them was such nice boys growing up, church every Sunday when them was not busy helping Mama. I tell you one thing though. In every side of this story, Omar Joseph is still fucking dead.

			But the boy did look good though. Eddy, I mean. He looked guilty. So we’re at this alcopop launch party and the only thing he says to me was how sick he was of that “What Is Love” song. I say, well, “Rhythm Is a Dancer” is coming up next and then most likely “Mr. Vain,” so if you plan to make an exit you should do it now. He looked at me like I just told him to fuck off and I didn’t try to clarify. So I’m leaving and there he was in the street by a car smoking a cigarette with all his fingers sticking out like he was drinking tea. Like he was smoking menthol for the mint. I knew he was waiting on me. Well, he was waiting for me to bring it up and I sure as hell wasn’t going to.

			“What the fuck have you done, Jordan? What the fuck you gone do?” he asked.

			“I did what I—”

			“Second thought, don’t tell me. Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ.”

			But I’m putting cart before horse.

			Might as well reach back to 1988, the last time either of us saw Matt or Orrin.

			First you should know that one of them called 119. That I remember, or at least that I was sure of since none of us were in any condition to call anybody, and that house didn’t have a phone. My chest felt like somebody swung a wrecking ball right into it and my left hand was a dead fish.

			What you mean who I mean by “them”? Who the fuck else? What, you think the Good Samaritan passed by and said, “Oh no, what a sorry pack of battymen”? Whoever called for an ambulance still waited a good two to three hours and didn’t have no problem with his posse taking everybody’s clothes so that whoever find us would think this was some gay sex orgy attacked by Freddy Krueger. All I could think of was Rainford with those two bloody holes in his face walking through the doorway like a zombie and begging somebody to help him.

			When the police draw down on the scene, they were so shocked at the whole brutality of it all they forgot to be homophobic. Not even Sodom and Gomorrah was supposed to end like this. They just stood there looking at us. I hobbled over to one of them circling the still unconscious Matt Chin and Orrin Turner on the floor and said, “Nice of you to make an appearance,” and then spat out a tooth. “I would offer you my hand but I think it’s broken,” I also said, and one of the men looked at me like he just hit and run his own dog. Rainford walked right into their car, but not before they shouted at him to move out of the way with their headlights shining on him and turning him into a ghost. I bet you that at least one policeman thought he was a duppy. I could see from the window. They stopped the car and Rainford walked right into it. Naked except for where he was wearing his own blood. Two policemen jumped out of the car with their batons pulled already, because whoever this madman was, a good knock to the head would set him straight. I saw the exact second that they both realized that Rainford’s eyes were gouged out. Rainford still asking for assistance please, while all the cops give him the widest berth possible and step into the house. “Gingerly” is the word you’re looking for. Gingerly. Sure, of course they acted professionally, but why should I give people credit for what they’re supposed to do?

			At some point I stopped being clever and ended up being unconscious because at about five in the morning I woke up in a hospital ward, beside an old man coughing himself awake. First thing that come to my mind was Dear Lord God Jesus, please tell me they didn’t take us downtown. It felt like a plan, the mob leaving us for dead and the police finishing the job, though the truth was Kingston Public Hospital is the first one everybody thinks of. But you already know that. Did you know that they didn’t take that tree branch out of Omar’s battyhole until after the wife identified the body? Maybe you know all that. All I know are numbers. Yours truly: twelve stitches, head and right shoulder. Orrin: sixteen stiches, head. Havelock: twenty-six stitches, head, both legs, chest. Matt: five. Clive: seven. Rainford: thirty-seven. Omar Joseph didn’t need any stitches. Two gouged eyes, six broken ribs, two concussions, one collapsed lung, one broken arm, two broken fingers, three fractured arms, one fractured leg, one fractured tibia, two busted noses, two sodomized rectums, one amputated finger, eleven knocked-out teeth, five shattered teeth, one broken shin, one dislocated jaw, three busted lips, zero injured penises. Thirteen assailants, three of them police.

			How do I remember all of this? What you think I fill my brain with, poetry? No sah, I mold all of that into a red-hot poker and brand my brain with it.

			They scattered us all over the hospital. Nothing much to it, you get a bed where there is a bed. I wasn’t even the first to leave. That was Clive, whom they treated and sent home with a fractured arm and a nose in a slightly different position than how God made it. Havelock also went home, even though the doctor advised him not to, because he is Havelock and we are not. This was the first bed in months that I didn’t have to put up with a closet case to get, so I wasn’t going nowhere. Didn’t matter that the man in the bed beside mine sounded like he was going to die any minute. I’m thinking, I’ve been under men who soon dead, so what’s the difference?

			The doctor who came around never took his eyes off his chart when he told me I had a broken arm and two broken ribs, but other than superficial injuries there seemed to be no serious damage to my head. When I said that I must be imagining the massive headache then, my sentence went up into the ceiling and evaporated. He muttered some medical shit to the nurse, who nodded and walked away. Charm he saved for the man in the other bed, who never stopped coughing. The man was old, which meant the doc was speaking to him the way one would a two-year-old, saying, “Let the nurses know before you do a doo-doo again, okay?” They left so quickly, the nurse behind the doc, that I almost shouted, “Mind you trip and land face-deep in his ass.”

			At least the doc tried to hide his contempt. The policeman, different story. At least him circle me with three boring questions before moving in for the kill.

			“Can you tell me at what part of the evening you and your party made short shrift of your clothes?” he asked.

			“I…I don’t understand.”

			“When did you and your party divest yourselves of clothing?”

			“Divest?”

			“At what point in the proceedings—”

			“Proceedings? What you think it was, a christening?”

			“I understand this is common amongst those of your lifestyle choice, but please suppress your emotional inclination, sir, and answer the question.”

			“But I—”

			“When the assailants descended on the scene, were you and your party already engaged in sexual congress?”

			“No, we were not in any congress, sexual or otherwise.”

			“Sir, we would really appreciate cooperation as we get to the bottom of this matter.”

			“If you want to ask if we were fucking, just ask.”

			“Wha di? Listen, young boy. If you think me ’fraid to pull you off that bed, slap handcuff ’pon you, and send you to General Penitentiary for your perverted mouth, then you don’t know what time clock ah strike. Don’t you dare speak no French to an officer again, you understand me?”

			“I don’t—”

			“No make me—”

			“Yes, I understand.”

			“So why were all the practitioners nude when found?”

			“By the police or the mob? Before or after they strip us? Only one practitioner was nude. And it was a rehearsal for a play.”

			“A play. Which play have naked people inna it? You staging gross indecency or filming it?”

			“Yes, and the camera catch the beating, too.”

			“What? What you saying?”

			“You the one who say we were filming. So then the film must did catch everything.”

			“Who is in possession of this film?”

			“You very interested all of a sudden.”

			“Who is in possession of this film?”

			I think I dozed off. But I knew the police would then spend the rest of the week ripping that place apart to find the nonexistent camera. Find it and destroy it. I was under two different painkillers the next day when a blur of a cop said to me this was clearly an illicit sexual misadventure that devolved into violence and that I along with all the others will be charged with manslaughter for the death of Mr. Omar Joseph.

			Paul Royale sent an ambulance that night. Correction, I turned a long deep stare from an intern at my accidentally hiked gown into a secret phone call from the office he shared with about seven more interns. Then I called Paul Royale and said if he didn’t help us, I would find a way to drag his name into the center of this shit since inside my knapsack right now are two of his monogrammed fountain pens and a Polaroid of him going hardcore-porn-style with a beaming Soviet embassy attaché. About as soon as the ambulance came, the manslaughter charges went. A nurse came to my room to tell me I was being transferred. There were only four of us left, Matt and Rainford, both on cots, seriously sedated and pushed by nurses in blue uniforms, Orrin and me could at least walk a few steps before stumbling. Nobody stopped us from leaving, but nobody helped us either. Patients and staff stared like we were a nightmare they knew they would wake up from soon. A car from Extra Extra News was pulling in just as we pulled out.

			The ambulance took us to the Tony Thwaites Wing of the University Hospital, otherwise known as the “rich people ward.” I jumped out of the ambulance and started walking away and nobody stopped me. Watching long enough to see a wheelchair come for Orrin. Long enough to see the orderlies wheel in Matt and Rainford. That was the last time I saw them.

			Eddy’s version of the story starts with Rainford. Orrin and Rainford got left in the same room. Orrin, excited to talk to anybody, asked Eddy if he could get a message to his mother since she must be bawling the living eyewater every day at the police station now. This is Orrin to Eddy: “I try talking to him, you know, try to get him out of the cloud of sadness that cover him. I say, ‘Rainford, don’t get too mad and bitter that you blind. Now you just one of them people who will always see the same thing.’ Mr. Rainford never take it too kindly at all, for now he don’t say a single word to me.” Without his blow-dryer Orrin’s hair coils right back to nappy and he stops looking like Orrin. Already thin, he looks like somebody took a spoon and scooped most of him out. He used to sit up straight.

			“They discharged Orrin the next day. As for when Rainford could leave nobody would tell me, including him,” Eddy said.

			Matt they put in a room by himself at the end of the corridor. He sat up in the bed as if he knew Porteous was coming. As soon as Eddy saw him, Matt said he never understood those TV shows where people are too upset to eat because since they transferred him to this place he’s been eating nonstop. It’s the only pleasure in this place, eating. It is literally the only thing good left in the world, so why would anybody deny himself this thing, especially when he is upset? Eddy then made the mistake of asking him if he was upset, to which Matt said right now if he could he would kill every single man, woman, and child having a normal day.

			“Anybody you need me to call?” Eddy asked.

			“No,” Matt said.

			“Boyfriend, brother, sister?”

			“No.”

			“Moth—”

			“What the fuck, brethren. Me say no.”

			Two days later Eddy was back at the hospital. Rainford was excited about his new white cane but then said that although he is blind, his enemies can still see him, and now he will never know when they are coming.

			“I feel like crying but I don’t got no eye,” he said.

			Orrin’s empty bed was already made up for the next patient. “Will it be somebody rich?” Rainford asked, but Eddy didn’t know how to answer.

			“I don’t think he was going home,” Rainford said.

			“Who?”

			“Orrin. Nobody come by to pick the bredda up.”

			“Maybe his mother was too old or—”

			“Nobody coming to pick we up, brethren. Nobody. That boy not going home. I hear say Extra Extra News expose Omar.”

			“What?”

			“Forget say you a posh boy and don’t know the real runnings. Somebody prips ’pon we, but the only picture them get is Omar body on a slab, with a tree growing between him legs. Sounds like they guess the rest.”

			“How do you know—”

			“Ears is all me have left now, you know, and nurse love talk. Sodomite Sex Cult: Shipper Slain, nuh so the headline go.”

			“Oh sh—”

			“What you call a sentence where every word start with the same letter?”

			“Alliteration.”

			“See it deh. Alliteration ah the boom shot.”

			Then Eddy helped him back to his bed.

			“You know what I want? A tinkin’ toe,” Rainford said.

			“Beg you pardon?”

			“Me forget that you grow up with the good china. Stinking toe.”

			“I still don’t know…”

			“Tinkin’ toe. The fruit. It look like tamarind in the shell or something like that. They call it ‘tinkin’ toe’ because when you crack the shell it smell like somebody just take off them sweaty Reebok.”

			“Oh. Why you want that?”

			“Because I want to smell something strong and vital and real, brethren. Something that make me feel more alive. The only strong thing I smelling is me shit and whatever they use to wipe down this raasclaat place. Smell touch taste; the counselor say that sometimes them senses get stronger.”

			“I thought that was a myth.”

			“You think too much, white boy. Me thinking ’bout the bright side even though I will never see bright again. Now man have to let me touch him face or how else I going see them? Now I just have to lean in extra close to hear man talk. Blind man get through gate locked off to seeing-eye man, and I don’t just mean a real gate. Between me and you? I can’t wait to recognize a man by how him taste. That nuh sound wild?”

			The nurse came in and told him he would be discharged soon and asked if there was anybody to call. With no eyes to cry Rainford wailed instead because he want his mama but she can’t see him like this. Or see him ever again. Because a mama is not a mama if she didn’t ask who do this to her son, and all this time he never once tell her a lie. Knowing the question Eddy would think but not ask, he added that he always steered talking away from the girlfriend and marriage business by saying that who he seeing and doing he could never marry much less present to her, which was certainly not a lie.

			When Eddy gave me Rainford’s number, Rainford had already been to Miami—paid for by Eddy’s daddy—had already applied for political asylum, had already been denied, and had been sent back to Jamaica. One week after I called him the man was gone. Madrid for one week, then Valencia, on a favor Paul Royale called in. That one he did out of the goodness of his heart, or whatever muscle operates in that space.

			This is the part of the story that Eddy didn’t tell you. That Rainford said: “You know it not so bad. Morning and night is now all about what I feel. Daylight heat creep up your skin inch by inch, warm you at seven, burn you by nine, roast you by twelve. When evening come ’pon you it’s not the light that creep away, it’s the heat, but you people with eye would never notice. How come you never come?”

			“Excuse me?”

			“That night. Everybody was there but you.”

			“Family drama get in the way. My parents look like they divorcing.”

			“Things bad with you. At least you will see Daddy walk away.”

			“That not called for, brethren.”

			“Like I give a fuck what called for. Me blind, bitch. At least you going see all the fuckery that goin’ happen to you.”

			“That was not a good play. Not his version.”

			“Like me or Orrin give a raas if it good or bad.”

			“Sorry, I thought we were on the same page.”

			“Me and you not on no page. For one, you think me too ignorant to know your real reason. Or maybe you too ignorant to know ours.”

			“Which is what, Rainford?”

			“That you was the only raas one with some place to go back to.”

			“Bingo. You know me better than I know myself, boss.”

			“I know I not you.”

			“You all watch one episode of Family Ties and think is must so it go in uptown people house.”

			“Me no know what none of that mean, brethren. You did know ’bout it?”

			“ ’Bout what, Rainford?”

			“That them was coming for we. That night you did scarce.”

			“What the fuck? What kinda question that? What the fuck?”

			“Maybe it was you papa then. Maybe him no so keen on the gay like you think.”

			“My father not keen on me, full stop!”

			“So he wouldn’t send man to come beat we up?”

			“Him no care! He would not fucking care. The last time my father care about my whereabouts Rock Hudson still a kiss woman ’pon TV.”

			“Don’t know who that is.”

			“I going to check on Matt” is what Eddy say. I don’t think he and Rainford spoke after that.

			He never tell you what go down with Matt. No, that wasn’t a question.

			Matt had two more broken ribs than me. A concussion, a fractured tibia, two broken fingers on his right hand, one sprain on his left, and an eye that is intact but working funny. At some point somebody took a knife to his head and cut out chunks of his hair, one chunk along with his scalp. But Matt was neither distraught nor disturbed nor depressed. He was angry.

			“All I do…from the second I wake up till I fall asleep, all I do is picture them man head exploding and me with a smoking shotgun.”

			“You remember what they look like?”

			“That’s the thing, Eddy, every face keep fading. I imagine killing them because is the only way I remember them. But every day it feel like I lose a face.”

			He was sitting at the side of the bed in a gown that was falling off; he might as well have been naked seeing how unconcerned he was about it. Matt looked like he had given up on getting up but when Eddy went over to help him, he just stood and steadied his legs, which Eddy took as a fuck you for trying to treat him like an invalid. He was pacing for a good while before Eddy spoke again.

			“You plan on laying low, too?”

			“What you talking about?”

			“Low profile until till some of the bruises go.”

			“What, like a battered woman?”

			“I got the sense from Orrin that that was what he was going to do. Better than faking a car crash. Or saying you walked into a door.”

			“That is the most ridiculous shit I’ve ever heard.”

			“I thought everybody had somebody to hide from.”

			“Well, you thought wrong. If my family wanted to see me they would have been here already. They are the last people in the world I would be hiding from.”

			“Oh. You’re out.”

			“Oh, definitely. Out of their lives, out of their minds, out of their will.”

			“Sorry, man.”

			“That makes one of us.”

			Even Matt’s bitterness was sharper than everybody else’s bitterness. Eddy couldn’t keep up.

			“Is total fuckery that we can’t get the police involved,” Eddy said.

			“Babylon involved, brethren. They think we cocksuckers did fuck, beat, and kill each other. I mean you know how battyman stay. Too emotional for their own damn good. Anytime we drop dead is our fault.”

			“Jesus, Matt, they can hear you.”

			“Who? Hear what? Cocksucker? Cocksucker cocksucker cocksucker suck my cock, Eddy. Good, whoever listening now have an earful of bomboclaat cock. You think after me find out what one should really be afraid of that some nosy nurse goin’ scare me?” Matt says and sits back down on the bed. “Maybe if you move out of the damn doorway and come inside, I would stop shouting.”

			“You don’t have a ride. I can drive you home.”

			“This hospital just shit out information ’bout me?”

			“I told them you were my half brother.”

			Matt laughs.

			“So yellow skin and white skin do look the same in shitty light.”

			“This…this attack. It changed you. It changed all of you.”

			“A lie you ah tell. Wait till you discover that water wet and fire goin’ fucking burn you.”

			“I mean it changed all of you into the same person.”

			“Look like we bonded after all.”

			In the car Matt turned into a nagging puppy, begging Eddy nonstop to drive to the Cross Roads Kentucky Fried Chicken, the best one in Kingston. “Tell me one thing that make you feel normal more than eating bad food,” he said. Eddy asked if it was a good idea to eat shit as tough as chicken skin. “If my stupid hands can’t work, you goin’ have to feed me,” Matt said.

			Eddy didn’t tell me what he ordered because Kentucky has a limited range of shit and he’s telling me too much already, but I am going to guess that there is a line in a song on Whitney Houston’s second album that describes perfectly how he was responding. But I know that what happened next he didn’t tell you. Not because he believes in keeping secrets, but poor Porteous would never tell you something he doesn’t feel he has the right to tell.

			So why did he tell me? I don’t know, but it have nothing to do with me. Maybe the man used me as the trash receptacle for his innermost thoughts. Or the loose one that need to be dumped somewhere. Or maybe he thought I was good with a secret. He didn’t tell you any of mine? Oh. Eddy is a better man than me, at least he looks like he is working on it, being a better man, that is. Careful, you letting just a slight whiff of judgment seep through your skin. You don’t get to judge what I say yet keep the recorder on.

			Matt wanted to pick up his car at the Lady Musgrave house, but there was no car left in the lot. Impounded most likely, Eddy told him. Matt didn’t want to go home so for the next several hours them two roll round through the Kingston night. At one point they ended up way downtown, right on the harbor with both of them looking out at a moonrise over the sea. Watch them driving back uptown on a road that took them past May Pen Cemetery. Trust me, neither knew where them drive through because had they known they would have shit their pants. I know that cemetery—for obvious reasons, of course.

			Eddy told me that the more time dragged on, the bitchier Matt turn, just hissing and grumbling to himself, but brethren didn’t want to go home. This was now one or two in the morning. They drove all the way uphill on Tavistock Terrace until they ran out of houses, then kept driving until they ran out of road. Matt told him to stop and jumped out like he was going somewhere.

			“Sometimes I feel like I run out of reason, just like how we run out hill,” he said as Eddy came up behind him. “You ever feel that way? I wish I was a snake where when I’m done with this skin I just shed it off.”

			The last streetlight was three minutes downhill, the next about two, with a yellow glow like an orb around it with light so weak at that distance that it turned them both into shadows.

			“I want piss so bad I’m about to erupt,” Matt said and whipped it out. Eddy didn’t tell me what happened in that moment, but Eddy also thinks he’s fooled people into believing this half chiney don’t make him adjust his pants every single time he sees him. So let me guess: Matt whips out that half-black longulala and it’s just a crown head topping a shaft in silhouette with a yellow glow around it. Matt doesn’t care if Eddy sees it because trust me, the brethren seeing it. And then Eddy’s whipped out his penis, too, to piss even though initial pee shyness is stressing him out. And then there they are, Eddy and Matt, their dicks out being alone together and Matt takes too long while Eddy pretends to take just as long. Or maybe they like the mountain breeze blowing on them more than either would say. But I’m just guessing.

			“You know what sound sick? When those men dropped down on us, for a second I thought this was going to turn into an all-black gang bang,” Matt says and laughs into a cough. “At some point in the night, I don’t know…after the third punch in my face or the second kick in the ribs or the first kick in the nuts, I couldn’t tell them apart. All I was seeing was black, black, black, and all this black skin was tearing me apart and I thought, I can never touch this skin again, ever, without thinking violence. And I hate myself for it. And I hate them for making me hate them. Maybe we are the perverts people think we are.”

			And while Eddy hears and understands all that, he’s noticing that Matt still hasn’t zipped himself back in yet.

			“You don’t have a reason to feel guilty, Eddy. And you shouldn’t,” Matt says.

			“I don’t feel guilty.”

			“No? You’re just the most selfless man in Jamaica.”

			“People need help so I help. Why it need to be more than that, seriously? Every one of you just looking for ulterior motive, and even if there is one it must be selfish or something. The attack did that, too?”

			“Call it what it was, a gay bashing. ‘Attack’ sound like Pearl Harbor.”

			“So kindness is abnormal now. Yeah, man, thanks for the tip.”

			“So forgive me if kindness is not the first thing I expect from other people.”

			“Me is not other people.”

			“What you is, exactly, eh? What are you?” Matt waiting several minutes for an answer. Eddy thinking it was a rhetorical question. The night getting older and Eddy just remembering that he’s supposed to be asleep.

			This is where Eddy ended the story. But when I asked him how Matt got home and where home was for that matter, he was dancing around both; worse, he wanted me to believe that they were both silent the whole way. You ever watch a man when he say “That’s all” but you can see the rest of it racing in his head? How he can barely hear what you ask even though we are the only two around, and how he keep asking where we were? But is so it go, both like to think they can get real, but real too real for them to talk it.

			Here is what my feeble little mind add two and two to get. Matt finally says something that makes Eddy huff and puff and take his United Colors of Benetton ass down the hill. Matt hobbles to catch him up and maybe he trips, which causes Eddy to run back to him, or Matt does catch up and grabs his hand. Maybe Matt says, “Don’t fucking walk away from me.” Or maybe Eddy pulls his hand away too hard. Or maybe he pushes a still sore rib, which makes Matt pull away in agony. I prefer the scene where Matt just grabs him by the hand, pulls him into his chest, ignoring the shock of pain, and kisses him. Too melodramatic? If you saw the way Eddy looked at Matt and Matt looked at Eddy you would see drama waiting to happen. Long kiss first but just lips, then they both pull away, one shocked and the other determined. One looking up and down the street, the other looking at lips that he kiss this time opening them up for his tongue.

			Upper Tavistock Terrace is the kind of dark that has shape and texture, shadows hiding walkways. Houses a minute’s drive from their gates. The left side of the road has a steep drop into a bushy gully that’s safe from night light. Trees in such a tight cluster that they might be sharing a secret. A lookout nobody looks out from. A dozen places to take things too far. Eddy is so drunk on the kiss he’s imagined a million times that it takes a second to notice Matt’s fingers have gone done past his pant waist, down between his ass cheeks. He tries to pull back but Eddy grabs his hand and guides it to his hole. And the SOB is finally doing it, Eddy finally holds Matt’s cock in his hand and it feels exactly as he imagined it. The parts of Matt Chin that we see is so raasclaat pretty, I mean the rest must be, too. Eddy sucks him first, just to make sure all of this is not some dream, but when Matt sucks him he goes back to thinking this shit is unreal. Matt pushes him against a tree hard but pull down his jeans slow. Or maybe I’m just putting two and two together and leaving it to you to total the result.

			As if it makes any difference to you. Then insert the movie sex scene of your choice, because the one thing I am damn sure of is those two boys fucked, which must have been hard given all of Matt’s broken and bruised parts. Ask Eddy and I’m sure he would deny it. Whatever happened that night Eddy told me he took Matt Chin home at about one a.m. Westminster Court, one of them gated town house communities at the base of Beverly Hills on the way to Mona. He asked for Matt’s home number, which Matt gave, along with the warning not to call him and make things weird. And I ask you what else would make things weird other than making too much out of a one-night stand, which just sounds like something Eddy would do, especially after scoring Mr. Body Beautiful himself, even if Matt was operating at 60 percent capacity. At the third mailbox Matt got out, said some Jamaican version of “See you later,” and waved goodbye as he approached the grille gate and fiddled with the padlock. He waved again, sign language for “Don’t wait.”

			Don’t wait.

			

	



			

			April 1994. Mummy passed by to say Miss Ingrid made callaloo and corned pork with roast breadfruit for dinner, which sounds like breakfast but she seems to be taking more and more liberty these days. Mummy never comes in Daddy’s room and with me always hovering she reassures herself that she doesn’t have to.

			I sit with my father at the time white people in America call the golden hour. This makes no sense to me because at that hour, after six but before eight, all I see is gray. And that is what I like about it, how gray more than any other color can make you external and internal at the same time, looking out at sky and slow swaying tree branches, and evening sounds like creeping traffic making it all the way up to the hill to sorta crest on our window. While inside all I can think of is that I’m watching the day die quicker than my father. I tell him all this, especially the part that he is dying too slow and that is bad for everybody, including him.

			The trouble with justifiable cruelty is that at some point it becomes too easy and yes, you do start to wonder if there is any difference between yourself and the person you are being cruel to and if any of this is justifiable anymore. But then he will guide all that papa fury right into the wrinkle between his eyes and those eyes will say, My disgust with you and my disgust with smelling dog shit draw the same look on my face. It’s then I want to whip him or attach a clothespin to his IV or go bring another boy right to his bedside. Or tell him cosmic mumbo jumbo I learned from the Beastie Boys that darkness is not the absence of light but the opposite of it, which pisses him off just as much. Mummy is so happy that I bring him daily light in these dark times, which means she is reading Deepak Chopra again so the Universe can see her noble suffering. Golden-hour gray just turned black and I have somewhere to go.

			Franchot Stevenson said his little club was for everybody. It’s not a club but a social space, he also said to a reporter doing an ongoing investigative story on the gay scene in Jamaica. So here we go again, being investigated, interrogated, and questioned because the public is curious about our lifestyle.

			Three months ago, seven police busted the place, and when one inevitably asked why we fuck batty and kiss hairy mouth, Franchot decided to answer. The police asked questions the whole night. But a club bust is regular business for the gay. Two kinds of bust can happen. The first is when a competing club sends out all the homosexual police they know to harass everybody in the place and threaten to take everybody’s IDs but then leave because one or two of them will be right there next week in the back room with their cock hanging out of their pants. The second kind is a bust for real, and if you’re lucky somebody in the force who is family tipped you off. Whoever is round the back better come to the front with pants covering buttocks and zippers zipped. Dancing might sound like a wrong move, but it’s the best thing to get caught doing. Cheek to cheek and crotch to crotch, waltzing, winding, grinding your hips off, it’s all good because if cock is facing cock, no cock can be said to be in anybody’s ass, which is the only thing against the law. Facts.

			The first time it happened I grabbed that all-muscle black boy like he was glued to my chest, because I was sure he was at most sixteen. The second time I had to grind Franchot, chubby and almost cute with a robotic haircut and breath like mackerel.

			I tell Daddy before I leave that unlike last Sunday I don’t have the energy for too many men, so maybe just one—but we’re not going to fuck, I’m just going to bring him back here and he’s just going to finger my asshole until I spray. Then I avoid his eyes and leave him gurgling like a baby. The half sister follows me to the door but stays several steps back and says she hopes I am not doing something with her daddy. I don’t bother to ask her what. At the door to Franchot’s he tells me that him working the velvet rope tonight because Claude don’t seem to know classy from trashy. I don’t ask if he plans to beat back the trash with a swish. “Me finally have a name for the boîte de nuit,” he says: “Finistère.”

			“City and the Pillar too long?”

			“That don’t sound fucky-fucky enough, studly. Me need something that sound like an exchange student when him get the wickedest slam.”

			“Is not like Fritz Peters goin’ mind.”

			“Who?”

			“You’re a gentleman and a scholar, Franchot.”

			The dance floor was a living room twenty months ago and with battymen talking, laughing, gossiping in groups of twos and fours—everything but dancing—it is still that. The beat bounces off the left wall and slams into the right, shaking the bass right through me as Taylor Dayne tells me to Tell it to my heart, tell me I’m the only one. April 1994 and Franchot still has 1988 American Top 40 on loan. “How long you can stand to hear oonce-oonce-oonce-oonce in you ears?” he said when I asked why he never plays house or techno. “Cabbage Patch your way to the next millennium, queen,” I shout back at him but that also rolled right off his back.

			I pass the first bedroom-cum-bar and see two men I’ve fucked for cash and one for free. Okay, one gave my car a jump start, so maybe not totally free, but none of them I wanted to see, so I continued down the too-long hallway to the final door, which led outside to what used to be the garage or tool shed or extra bedroom but is now the blue room, which is called that because of the weak blue lightbulb above.

			You smell the room before you hear it, sour sweat, fading cologne, dirt, car smells, and that hard-to-define thing between soap and shit. You hear it before you see it, an American sissy saying that he didn’t order pizza and another saying that he can pay something else as the tip. The grunts and moans that come after are not from the porno. Nor the slap on a sweaty backside, or whoever gasped out a bombocloth. Inside the room the blue light is even more faint but you can make out the shape on one’s face if not the faces themselves. Two steps in and somebody grabs my crotch already, says something about me burying it in his mangina, but I keep walking. Well, squeezing, slipping, and dodging through men. Face-to-face with a handsome black boy he blows Heineken breath in my face. I realize I’m running a gauntlet down this narrow line. Heineken breath comes at my mouth with his tongue out and I let him in but all he does is park, so I move on. Somebody manages to pull my pants, which I don’t even realize until I see everything open and hanging.

			Next up the Syrian/Lebanese/Palestinian contingent, by themselves of course. Nobody is speaking—well, nobody is speaking words, but you can tell they are local white because Americans would have fingered me up to my brain by now. My bare cock grazes a Mahfood/Mahmoud/Dabdoub’s bare butt and he grinds into it before coming to his senses and pulling away. Pump up the jam, pump it up while your feet are stompin’ is playing, swear to God. The club’s rule is no penis/anal contact since that means jail for everyone, but gay men aren’t called bent for no reason. I’m not sure if I was running to this club or running from home and hate not being horny enough to blur the difference. Forms of men shift in and out of the shadows, tall, short, buff, thin, big belly, bigger belly, bubble buttocks, flat buttocks, white buttocks, old ass. Hands searching for something to grab—my shoulder, hair, neck (which I slap off), belt loop, the last grabbing in my pants. I usually slap that hand away but this one pulls gentle, which makes me hard and gives him something to grip. The hand is taking me to a side corridor that I don’t remember. Faces now, they look at me like I’ve been chosen. I still don’t know the chooser. We pass two white men who look like brothers, one flicking the other’s hairy nipples with his tongue. At the end of the room comes the smell of too much of everything. The kind of smell too perfumey to call a stench but too pungent with rank man parts to call it anything else. A musk? The white foreigners love it.

			I take off my T-shirt. Either the room narrowed or the men multiplied. Passing by, each takes a squeeze through and this man is still pulling me along. My back presses against another as I pass and whoever he is, he’s shuddering so bad that for a second I feel he transferred the shakes to me. Heat and flash and tremor. Not his first time in a gay bar, or he wouldn’t have known about back here, but first time taking it this far. Maybe he is hanging on just through willpower. Maybe he is virgin-bride nervous. Maybe this is the first time he’s realizing that your genitals can desire to be somewhere your head does not and it’s fraying his mind. More likely he is an uncircumcised bredda getting blown, never knowing the sensitivity of the uncut. I don’t know, but the tremor in him shook me and now I can’t shake it.

			We get to the lone empty spot along the wall, right beside a big black man with his jeans down fucking a smaller black man with his shorts on one leg, the big man’s hands covering the yelps from the small man’s mouth. The man who has tugged me across the universe is black, too, a jaw like Batman’s, lips dark and thick and a bright white smile that will look eighteen even when he reaches fifty. And just as he is in front of me he’s gone, down that is, as his lips lock on me and I gasp out, “Holy shit.” There is a point when you’re being sucked off when you want everybody to know. Not that you can see anybody because most of the time your eyes are squeezing shut from the moaning, groaning, and gnashing of teeth. So that might have been why at first I thought I imagined him, the boy across the room.

			I was telling myself that memory don’t work that way when the hint of the boy came over me again. Hot flash, I want to say because the words sound right, but I don’t know what the fuck that means. Dark Blue is hiding his face, so it must be his moves and the muscles doing them that I remember, and the more I remember, the sicker I seem to feel. Seem to because a hangover feels this way, where I can’t tell if I am thinking about dizziness and falling in a ditch or if I am actually dizzy. Something about him grabbing the back of another man’s head, the twitch and shaking comes across the room to me. Comes over raw and familiar, as if I have already been with him—no, more than that. Like I’ve been under his skin.

			None of this makes sense and I’m already going soft in the man’s mouth. He’s jerking me off, trying to bring Mr. Erection back from wherever he vanished to, but I’m lost wondering if I’m feeling something for this dark shadow of a boy, like we shared some sort of intimacy, something raw and strong and painful maybe, and whatever it is—was—I didn’t like it. This man is now yanking me so hard that it hurts and I want to grab him by the throat and tell him, Whatever you trying to get back is gone. It’s gone over there to that boy who fucking took it. Then the boy across the room shifts himself right under the glow of the light and the blue creates his face.

			I know him. Less than a stranger, more than some lover. Never seen him before but he feels like somebody I have known or will know forever. No, it’s like I don’t know or remember any part of his body, but his smell is going to wake something up. No no no no no, not that, more like either I know more about him than I should, or he knows me and I can’t fucking remember which. Now I have the shivers and all inside rushes up. I slap my mouth shut and run, looking for the nearest toilet, potted plant, sink, hole, corner, anything. Two feet from the door marked “WC” vomit bursts from my mouth and I keel over. Men shift away from me like a surprise obstacle on the course. Before anyone can say that I’m the one who did it I go, but I don’t make it any farther than across the road. No reason to stay, but I can’t leave. Franchot might come out any second now to tell me ’bout me bloodclaat and not to come back to his club, but I don’t move. I’m wearing a Tom of Finland T-shirt of a white cop in tight pants squeezing his balls, the kind of T-shirt that can get me killed in this city. I don’t move. Above me is the orange that is Kingston now. I hear they call it light pollution.

			That man is lighting in me what men who have feelings for me feel. But I don’t have any fucking feelings. And this is not a thrill, or a pleasure, or making my dick stiff, this is making me want to vomit again.

			He comes out three hours later, one of the last to leave and with a man. The car is hiding me—well, the dark, because I’m looking through the window and this car isn’t hiding shit. He steps out of the gate into the streetlight with two hands making a belt around his waist. He pushes the man off. The man says either “baby” or “maybe.” They look like how certain battymen look, meaning they look like each other, in the polo shirt with the upturned collar, he in light blue, the other man in light yellow, pastel shorts and Keds as if they came here by boat, not car. The boy—no, the man, because now he is a man—I know or who knows me. He is lighter than I assumed, high brown with lips a black man size but a white man color. A Price Waterhouse middle management haircut. Gym legs, newly-married-straight-man belly, even though he does not look like he’s walking right back into the closet. Why do I know what he would smell like, I don’t raasclaat know. I search for a line from The Sexual Outlaw to stomp the trembling out of my knees but no lines come. This must be a man who broke my heart so bad that my head erased all trauma. Amnesia is a real thing and she’s living in my head.

			He pushes Yellow Polo away again, this time harder. “Go ah you bomboclaat yard,” he says. “You not coming?” says Yellow Polo. “I already have a yard,” he says.

			I don’t know anybody clever, but I know him. I don’t know that voice, but I know how.

			Shadows from the streetlight hide me running to my car, where I wait for him to get into his RAV4 and drive off. I’m on the gas pedal before making sure Yellow Polo is not following him. Seeing this man is an idea that makes me cough into a choke, and I fight down whatever was forcing itself to come up. I don’t know. I must see him. I don’t remember him, yet there is no way he could not remember me. My smell must do for him what his does for me, I think, then I remember that what I have is the memory of a smell. Inside my chest is house music, and my fingertips tremble out a beat on the wheel. There are a million romance novels that say these feelings are wonderful, but I feel like the last song on a Joy Division record.

			Right turn off Constant Spring Road to East Kings House Road. Roundabout right around the old cholera mass grave, second exit taking him north to Drumblair. Original white man territory up to fifty years ago, but now it’s the Jamaican yuppie’s Fisher-Price: My First Apartment. I don’t know what I am doing and telling myself that I have followed people before, chased them, stalked them, is not making any of this feel normal. Me telling myself I was never normal anyway does not help either. This of course would be the point where my head finally starts to wrap itself over the whole vomiting thing, as in why would I throw up over a good memory, and why would I forget it if it was good. Then some asshole overtakes me, slipping between us. Yellow polo shirt. I pull back. If I have watched enough spy shows to wonder if I’m being followed, so too has this boy, and now that somebody is actually following him, he speeds up.

			Yellow Polo hits the gas.

			I wait.

			You waiting too long, jackass, my mind shouts at me and I chase after them. The Shortwood Road stoplight is at green, but at least two reporters have called this the most dangerous intersection in Kingston, and not just because an entire family wrapped themselves around a light post two years ago, and in January a truck’s wheels swallowed up a church lady, leaving only her right foot. It’s after midnight and Shortwood Road crisscrosses itself with lanes that spill gunmen. Cars crash because nobody wants to stop at the light. We are all speeding now, and the light ahead just turned yellow. Blue Polo rolls right through, and right on his backside goes Yellow Polo, both of them squealing through the sharp right turn after the light. Red catches me and I brake before my own mind yells out, What the fuck you ah do? Both cars fade even though they are still racing while I stand at the fucking light like an idiot. A gunman should rob you at gunpoint just so this can be the cherry on your stupid cake, my mind says. The light switches green just as I decide to break it. I can see almost for miles, not just the road ahead but what must be a dozen turnoffs. Nothing about that man felt good, but it’s knowing that I might never see him again that makes me feel worse. I punch my left palm and the crack of noise goes straight to my head and shakes something so loose and nasty that I stomp on the brake and the car lurches in the middle of the road. I push open my door and all that was left inside me splashes onto the road. Kingston is asleep and nobody is coming.

			I know who he is.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: February 17, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Tom Redcam Library, Kingston, Jamaica

			Rainford, of course, didn’t give two fucks about who was missing. You know what him say?

			“Everybody missing to me.”

			Then brethren point to his shades, where his eyes used to be. I almost thought he was being clever but then I remembered that we Jamaicans don’t fuck with irony. Honestly, I mean for real, what me was goin’ say? We were at downtown Marshall’s on a Thursday night. Different owner who called himself Marshall, but the same eight, maybe nine old queens, the same four women getting drunk, but a different set of three or four young gays wondering if this is really as good as it’s going to get.

			“Me back at mi daddy house,” I said.

			“Coo yah! Battyman story can have happy ending, who did know?” he says. It wasn’t a question.

			“You think we in some ‘Rapunzel’ shit?” I ask.

			“Well, if your father allow—”

			“My father didn’t allow nothing. Him just not able to stop it.”

			“Oh. Okay. At least you and him under the same roof. How much battyman story end so? The only blessing I receive in the past three month is that at least I didn’t see me mother walk out of mi life,” Rainford says.

			“Stroke knock down mi papa, that’s why he can’t do nothing. So, trust me when I say that him gone, too.”

			“Condolences. Regards. Warm wishes. Whatever people say.”

			“If they don’t really care they say nothing.”

			“If you say so, brethren.”

			“Sorry about America,” I say.

			“Not as sorry as me,” Rainford says.

			“America” meaning the Immigration and Naturalization Service, which denied his emergency application for political asylum, despite his lawyer citing the homophobic attack, his loss of anonymity, and the increasingly hostile atmosphere for the gays, lesbians, and allsexuals in Jamaica. And despite, well, the holes in his face. Rainford is yet to tell anybody why his application was denied. I wonder if the INS officer took two looks at Rainford and thought, What more could the world possibly do to him? Paul Royale managed to open a door in Spain and somebody clearly with connections is about to say hola. Royale didn’t need prompting from me, but he did want me to know that he made shit happen.

			“Pity I no longer need to fuck johns to pay for cigarettes, or I would have thanked you the usual way,” I told him.

			How has the attack changed him, other than leave him blind, homeless, and family-less? Sounds like the kind of messed-up, tone-deaf shit Royale would ask. Instead I say, “You drinking whiskey now.”

			“Don’t gwaan like me and you is combolo or something. ‘Drinking whiskey now?’ What me was drinking then?” he asked.

			“You wasn’t drink shit. Nothing that a four-year-old couldn’t handle,” I say, and Rainford bursts out laughing.

			“Me know me coulda trust you,” he says.

			“How so?”

			“I mean I did know you would be the one person to make me feel normal in this fuckery. I never did like you and you never did like me. Why act different now? Because I can’t see you lie to me face?”

			“My mother always said I had a knack for public service.”

			“Your mother marry a man who smell like dead people,” Rainford says.

			“You know, you’re already a total cunt just by sitting here. You don’t even have to open your mouth. Just shut up,” I say.

			“Good, good” is all he says.

			He shouts out for another Johnnie Walker. It’s against Marshall’s policy to serve anybody drinks like this is a restaurant, but nobody is going to turn down the blind boy even if he is an asshole. I feel like I missed out. All those years homeless and struggling and I never once used guilt as currency. You’d think I had no idea what homosexuality was for. I want to grab his ears and scream out the lyrics to “Broken Face”: I got no lips, I got no tongue / Where there were eyes, there’s only space, which I know he would not get in a million years meaning he would pick up that I was being insulting but miss that I was also being ironic. Besides, there were about only six Jamaicans who know the Pixies and only three who like them.

			“But I guess it’s something when a battyboy go missing, eh?”

			“And what thing is that?”

			“That—thanks, brethren,” he says as Marshall slams down the drink. “That battyman try so hard to back out of the scene—day in, day out—that who is goin’ surprise that one day he finally just go poof?”

			“You trying to say they work so hard at being normal that one day they just vanish inside the pattern of normal society?” I ask.

			“If me did want to say that, me woulda say that,” he says. “Me saying that battyman ah try vanish from day one. So why set off alarm when one of them finally disappear?”

			“That what you was trying to do when you join a drama group? Disappear?”

			“A battyman gone is like sun rising or water pouring.”

			I know what he is doing, because I also do it. I will get you to hate me because then you will never forget me. Add the permanent injury and you feel bad about it, as if you have no reason to call a cunt a cunt, which is just carte blanche for him to act extra cunty.

			“Don’t act like you don’t know what I getting at,” he says.

			“No, I don’t. I really don’t know what the fuck you talking about, Ellis.”

			“That when something happen to normal people they leave the space behind. People will fill up a box with funeral program, or put ashes in a spot a tall man or a big woman used to hold and believe that the person take up the same space. Even when normal man leave him mother yard, she look at him room and the emptiness just beat her. But when battyman leave or die he don’t leave no space. He don’t leave no empty bed with a sink in the mattress. He don’t make a mother talk about how he used to not throw out the empty milk carton. He just gone and the world swallow that empty space up like him never did born. You just watch.”

			“Eddy and I goin’ talk to some of the relatives this week maybe.”

			“Why?”

			“Trying to piece a—”

			“Trying to play detective, you mean.”

			“You think the real detectives going give a shit?”

			“Jamaica don’t have any real detective. You two watch too much Murder, She Wrote. You want real work? Find out where me eyes gone. Nuh, that my mother say, that them run ’way from me.”

			“Nobody trying—”

			“Last thing she say to me. Then she also gone like poof. Can you imagine? I woulda prefer it if she say, ‘Get out of me face, battyboy. Me glad God punish you.’ Instead she give me the quiet, which make me think that even before me couldn’t find her anymore, she did gone. You know what I hope? I hope that wherever she run to, one day she going run right in front of a truck that kill her.”

			“We not playing detective,” I say.

			“You playing something. Maybe they gone the same place as my mother. You think somebody murder them?” he asks.

			“Now who watching too much Murder, She Wrote?”

			“Fine, not murder. Holding them hostage.”

			“They would be better off kidnapping Eddy…or me.”

			“You take a while before you add yourself. Maybe they just choose to get gone.”

			“Maybe.”

			“Then why the bomboclaat you trying to find them then? If a man don’t want nobody to bother him, then don’t bother him.”

			“Because there is a difference between when something ends and when something stops,” I say.

			“I don’t know what the fuck that mean.”

			“I know.”

			This sounds cruel to say, but Rainford’s face says more now than when he had eyes in it. He can’t see people looking at how he looks at people, if that makes any sense. If he could see people watching his hands tremble around the drink, he would have shoved them under the tablecloth. Or that every random sound, like a glass tinkling too loud, makes him jump a little. I wish he had the cleverness to fight the awfulness, but none of us was raised to be clever. The boy not clever, but he not stupid either. Strange that up to now neither me nor Eddy ever thought that maybe they didn’t want to be found. Or might not even be missing so much as they’re done fucking with us.

			“The pretty one, Matt Chin-Chin. You know one time him take me to him yard and try fuck me.”

			“For real?” I say.

			“Why, me don’t look like him type?”

			“It’s a surprise, that’s all.”

			“You don’t believe me. Don’t need eye to see that. Yeah, man, him have one of them apartment at Waterloo and Hope Road—you know it. Abbey Court. That nuh the first apartment building in New Kingston?”

			“One of them.”

			“Brethren, me just never in the mood. Plus me never like Abbey Court. The whole place look like where woman get rape and kill and nobody know until you smell the body. And the wall them thin, you see? Everybody might as well be in the toilet with you.”

			“I see.”

			This bredda must be fucking some other half-chiney boy named Matt Chin, or is some other man by that name living at Westminster Court. Rainford is already thinking that as a permanent victim the rest of us are inclined to believe anything he says. The thing is, I get it. I think. Pity can hit you harder than a punch. Or put another way, it might not hit at all, but it leaves you wounded. Like responding to an open wound by cutting open another one. Bredda, I have been there, wasting no time to get somebody’s contempt because that means I never have to worry about their fucking pity.

			After all, “pitiful” and “pathetic” are the same word.

			“The only other thing I remember ’bout the man is when we was talking about the shit all of we go through, Matt Chin didn’t say a thing. I don’t know how to treat the man like him gone. He was barely here,” Rainford said.

			“But Orrin though.”

			“Yeah, Orrin. I can’t explain Orrin.”

			Thanks to this man I was never so happy to see Eddy come through a door in all my life.

			“Whagwaan, Rainford?”

			“Trying to make a dollar out of fifty cent, you know how it go.”

			“Zeen. I was—”

			“You park outside?” I ask.

			“Yeah but…”

			“I don’t have all night,” I say and get up to leave.

			Out in the street Eddy asks me if Rainford needs a ride, or at least some help.

			“Rainford cook and curry,” I say and get into his car.

			“But—”

			“You want to scratch names off your list or not, Mr. Edwin Jeans?”

			So it’s 8:35 p.m. when we get to Westminster, only to see the sign say “Mews,” not “Court.” “Is Jamaica the only place in the world that uses words like ‘mews’?” I ask.

			“We the only country in the world that still use ‘artiste,’ so who knows. We reach.”

			I swear to God every time I think my stock of sarcasm is depleted for good, along comes some crap to restore it. Westminster Mews announces itself clear as day even in the night. Maybe it’s the relentless white walls that jerk your eyes up to the roof, which is all orange Spanish tiles, the universal sign of new money. Or the paved driveway, or the paved everything since there is no actual grass or dirt anywhere. Grillwork at the front door because even a house in Beverly Hills needs security. Going around the left side of the property—this house is on the corner—is an honest-to-God white picket fence. I want to say out loud that it’s the little things that remind us that the USA has replaced Britain as our cultural colonial power. Upstairs there’s a porthole on the top floor that says “Bathroom.” Eddy can’t even hear my thoughts but looks at me annoyed anyway.

			“We the detective duo who hate each other but end up fucking?” I ask.

			“They don’t have a doorbell,” he says and bangs on the grille. “Matt? Matt? Matt?”

			“You think the man in him bedroom just sulking?”

			“You like to think you’re the only one who can think, so I leave that to you.”

			“Ouch. Wow.”

			“Any reason the two of you calling out man name at me door?” comes from inside. A husky woman’s voice not matching the short, thin Chinese woman who cracks open the door.

			“Excuse me, ma’am,” Eddy says.

			“Excuse yourself. What can I help you two men with?”

			“We’re looking for Matt.”

			“You shout out his name three time already, which mean you not looking for Mark, Luke, nor John.”

			“Can we speak to him? Tell him Edmond and Jordan—”

			“No.”

			“Excuse me?”

			“No. No Matt live here, so no, you can’t speak to him.”

			“You know, Porteous, all them house look the same in the dark. Mind you getting them confused.”

			“This is the house. I remember the number. He was opening that lock when I leave him.”

			“This lock?” she asks.

			“Yes. I know what I saw.”

			“Sir, no man named Matt live here. As for opening this lock, it’s a combination, not a key.”

			Eddy looks at me like he wants me to tell him he’s not going mad.

			“You see him open the lock?” I ask.

			“He grabbed the damn lock and was about to open it. Why would I stay around to make sure?”

			“Well, trust me, gentlemen, the man inside this house don’t name Matt. And him don’t ’gree with man like you.”

			“Excuse me, what?” Eddy says.

			“And don’t bother with the rest of this block. No Matt live there. No Matthew neither.”

			Eddy jerks, like he’s about to push into the house anyway.

			“Him was right here, me say.”

			“Go ask Security if any Matt live here,” the woman says.

			“Matt Chin,” Eddy says.

			“Matt Chin, Matt Chang, Matt Chung Yung Fat. Go ask him,” she says and closes the door with a firm shut.

			Eddy is trying to shake the disbelief out of his head. I leave him shaking to talk to the security guard, who let us in easy when he had seen Eddy in the driver’s seat but is now wondering who the fuck let this dark-skin boy through. I wait for him to recognize that I came with the white boy before asking him about Matt. He says him stationed at the gate from the day they open and nobody name Matt, Matthew, or Matthias Chin ever live there.

			In the car Eddy suggests that Havelock might know something, maybe more about Matt than Orrin. I tell him that he is free to talk to Havelock whenever he wants to, but I won’t be coming with him. Of course, he now wants to know what the fuck happened, why I don’t want to talk to Havelock, but I don’t owe this boy an answer so I don’t give one.

			At Orrin’s mother’s house only his sister is there. No, I’m not going to describe her because I’m tired of making shit people flesh for you. She didn’t have to say it to make it clear that she hopes she never sees us again, not because she have any problem but because the rest of her family do. “The two of you is him kind of friend?” she asks. I wanted to tell her that Orrin was never my friend, but Eddy is asking about their mother, which means that he’s going to pay these people another visit.

			“I swear to God I want one of these white people shields,” I say to him as the sister watches us leave from behind the lace curtain blocking her window. He says he is not white. I don’t bother to say that brethren, you took us to Waterhouse, what politicians call a garrison and what an Uptowner should call a no-fly zone. “That’s it for me tonight,” I say and wait for him to ask about tomorrow, but he doesn’t.

			Three days later Eddy calls me at the funeral home.

			“Always rest assured about your final rest,” I say.

			“It’s me,” Eddy says.

			I fight the urge to say Me who?

			“About to tell this woman why open casket is not the best option for her husband, so talk fast.”

			“I called every ad agency, PR firm, even the marketing department of every big bank in the phone book. None of them have a Matt or Matthew Chin working there.”

			“You called every one of them?”

			“Uh-huh. Two Michael Chins, one Mathew Wong, and one John Chin. No Matthew.”

			“And they just give out the information like that?”

			“They can see my skin color over the phone.”

			“Just so?”

			“This a bad connection or you didn’t hear me the first time?”

			“Nobody, eh? Why did we think he worked in advertising or PR?”

			“Educated guess? He told me one time that advertising was the only creative field that makes any money.”

			“He used to dress like every other clerical worker,” I say.

			“Meaning what?”

			“He could have been working for anybody.”

			“Maybe we asking the wrong people. Your people working the street see him?”

			“They not my fucking people. Maybe we should try our luck with Orrin. This not getting us anywhere.”

			“I starting to think…”

			“What?”

			“Nothing.”

			“Girl, what?”

			“I’m starting to think they erased themselves. Matt, at least. I mean, I can only go by who pass through this place.”

			“Usually when a man commit suicide he wants to be found. Hiding is constant work that you never stop doing, and you need to be alive to do it.”

			“Neither sounds like either, to be honest,” I say.

			

			

			Busy night at the Interim Closet. Place packed as if rumor did buss that young meat was coming, which is another way of saying that the crowd here usually skews older. But gay older, meaning on the sunset side of thirty-five. As with every other subculture that you hear about on a college campus, gay shit is youth shit and unless you’re into daddies, anything that reminds you of aging is disgusting. It’s like none of these cunts wants to look at a man and see how he is going to turn out. You’d think with AIDS they would be glad to know that they will make it, but none of us raised ourselves to think about tomorrow as something real. Maybe that’s it, what they see when they see an old fag. Men who look like what they are is all they have left. Some of these men have wives who still don’t know that they’re out here waiting to dance to Donna Summer, because what the fuck they supposed to do with “Mercedes Boy”? Some of these men still remember the one time they make it to Fire Island, or Central Park, or the buck who surgeon them so hard that the wall and ceiling covered in whatever battyman blast out.

			I don’t think Eddy has ever been to the Interim Closet. I don’t know if Eddy has ever been this close to battymen who remember when Elizabeth became just another queen. He is casing the place like there’s a list to check twice and why not? Even though it is so narrow that it’s a hallway that does not lead to a real club. A hallway long as an alley in purple light. Somewhere along this purple hallway is a bar, and by this bar usually are the bitter bitch queens and the men and two token women who all pretend to be friends. The thing is, they do love being baited to talk. And I did bring along bait.

			“What kind of name is the Interim Closet?” says Eddy.

			“One owner catch the other owner playing doctor with somebody else, so now we have two bars named the Closet.”

			“Win-win for us.”

			“Cool you foot with that. The owner at the bar.”

			Sandringham Tucker, Miss Sandy to all the unwashed bitches he likes to call friend. Of course the man see all the way to Eddy’s brain before I bring him in close. Skin somewhere between café au lait and wet dirt, which I know because he was the first person to describe it so. He used to shave his one brow back into two until through some magic he heard about Frida Kahlo. From then the unibrow was the S for his Superbitch chest. From his brow to the two sharp lines of cheek rouge to the bloodred/black lipstick his face always looks like a V. He is the curator of the Pantheon Gallery on Hope Road and is always in the news when there is some exhibition opening somewhere, but he didn’t know what Fluxus was.

			“But coo yah. Chocolate and vanilla. All this ice-cream sundae need is me mouth,” Sandringham says.

			“Word ’pon the street is that you is a biter, not a licker,” I say.

			“Come near me mouth and find out.”

			“I give to the needy, Miss Sandy. Not the greedy.”

			“Yeah? Me wake up this very morning thinking how me short of vanilla in the house,” he says, his attention long since past me.

			Eddy taking a full five seconds to look at me in horror was worth the one-hundred-dollar admission. “Ask him,” I say.

			“Come closer, sexy lips, me don’t bite. Unless—”

			“Don’t be a corny bitch,” I say.

			“How about me be just a bombocloth bitch then and tell you to fuck off.”

			Because this wouldn’t work had I given either a warning, I push Eddy right into Miss Sandy, who screams even as his two wide-open legs Venus-flytrap the boy. Miss Sandy is too shocked to blurt out something clever. Eddy is just too shocked. But then he shocks me by not pulling back and breaking into a smile.

			“You goin’ lick or bite,” he says. Miss Sandy coughs as his claws retract.

			“Is which boyfriend him looking for?” Miss Sandy says.

			“Not a boyfriend. Not a client either, and don’t get fresh,” Eddy says, but he might as well have said I don’t have on any panties. Miss Sandy was eating this boy up, his legs still wrapped around him, both of them purple in the light.

			“Half-Asian man, about my height, named Matt Chin,” I say.

			“Who goin’ give a real name here? Might as well be Bugs Bunny.”

			“Very good-looking,” Eddy says.

			“Better-looking than you?”

			“You’d remember him.”

			“Then he couldn’t pass through here then. Sure, we get some mixed mongrels, but me no remember this one. Half chiney?”

			“Half Asian,” I say. “Very black bumper, if you know what I mean. Probably dressed like he just leave work, decent dress shirt, decent pants, gray or blue, tie untied. Hair cut short. Dimples.”

			“Dimples? No sah, me would remember a boy that delicious.”

			“He either keep to himself in some dark corner or pick up somebody like him.”

			“He only saying that because Matt never looked at him twice,” Eddy says.

			“You have a picture? Of course you don’t. What we really need to do is ask ourselves why,” Miss Sandy asks and loosens his grip. “How we going prove we did even deh yah? So damn frighten to expose ourselves that we doing battyman hater work for them. Now it’s we who making sure we vanish. No picture, no video, no movie, no drawing, not even an Etch A Sketch. We covering our tracks so good that even we can’t find the way back home. You was here for the New Year’s party up in Millsborough? It was like out of a dream. Or a Janet Jackson video. Two dance floors, three live drag shows (Miss Pusspuss straight from Fort Lauderdale!), pretty boys from country and town as well as plenty hot white stud from America. Sexy man couldn’t done me say. Would you believe that was the first time me ever kiss a white boy? But you know what? It was the first time it ever reach me that maybe gay really mean different, me love. Maybe it’s not a ‘We is just like them except for this one little thing,’ for one it not raasclaat little. For two that is the kind of thinking some battyboy pass off as smart when all it do is reinforce that something inside we must did wrong, right? Because we ‘normal’ otherwise, like normal is something you would wish on anybody. Me say to meself, Sandy, you pretty little bitchlette, maybe, just maybe we are whole other way of living as people. At least I did think so. But then nobody take no picture. When even we don’t think our life worth remembering and recording, then reggae singer don’t have to bother telling people to kill we. But what me know, eh? Me is just a cunty queen with a jowl like a fucking rooster. Thanks for coming to my lecture. Please leave a cash donation at the door.”

			When we are leaving, Eddy says, “Do that again and I will fucking kill you.”

			From there we go to Madames’, which is like the Mayfair Club, meaning all white and high brown, local and foreign, a gay version of an uptown straight club, where nearly all the black people around are either in the kitchen or bar, or banging one of these white boys within an inch of his life, but being on the verge of damage is what they came to the country for. Maybe it’s the presence of all these white and high yellow (as Americans call them) boys why here people are actually dancing. That and it being a bigger space, right at the first turnoff on the hill above Red Hills Road. We passed two Jaguars, two BMWs, and four Volvos parked on the street, which told us everything we needed to know before we stepped in. No double and triple checks this time because the person they knew was Eddy, not me. Boy has been doing some manning up without telling anybody.

			The bouncer at the door, if that’s what you call a man inching past five feet and twenty pounds over twink, kiss Eddy on the lips before letting us in. Me he just grabbed my crotch, which must be a handshake with this crowd. More people than I have ever seen in this kind of space, especially lesbians, who I was beginning to think were an endangered species. Over the speakers Exposé is taking us to the point of no return and I wish they would take the Cabbage Patch dance with them. Before we reach the bar, the music shifts to dancehall where Sheron tells her mama for the umpteenth time that she is not pregnant but the beat doesn’t believe her.

			But this is still a gay establishment, so right where you expect him to be is the bitter bitch ruling the left or right corner of the bar who is dying for just one person to give him something to say, doesn’t matter what topic. This one wears a tight white polo shirt that still didn’t stop his moobs from running in opposite directions away from his chest. Black, mustache almost Hitler, narrow, heavy face but he grins with all of it. Hair more salt than pepper.

			“Wakefield,” Eddy says.

			“Well, look at who cat drag in by him little bubble batty. You phone number don’t work, bitch,” Wakefield says.

			“That’s because I didn’t give it to you.”

			“Who the main squeeze?”

			“Just a friend.”

			“We don’t fuck our enemies, darling,” he says, to which I say, “You and I both know that’s a lie,” which produces a laugh louder than Johnny Kemp singing to us that he just got paid.

			“We looking for somebody,” I say.

			“Buy this cunt a drink first before you try get something out of him,” Wakefield says.

			I wave at the bartender and order three of whatever this bitch was having.

			“Wakefield, eh?” I ask but wasn’t looking for an answer. He didn’t remember a Matt Chin, or Orrin Turner for that matter. I tell him what Matt looked like, to which he says, “Look around. At least a dozen man in here look just like that.”

			“A half chiney, Wakefield? Think harder,” Eddy says.

			“You father know ’bout you?” he asks.

			“My father know ’bout you, your grace? Chiney don’t usually mix up with anybody else, not even the battymen, so if he pass through here you bound to remember.”

			“I know your father don’t know you this smart,” Wakefield says. “Come to think of it, there was half-chiney boy, prettier than Princess Diana. Oh yes, now I remember him good. Too good. You sure you want to know?”

			Wakefield was trying to get us somewhere between intrigued and afraid. We knew it and he knew it.

			“It was three weeks ago. He didn’t have no bandage but plenty scar and scab, so believe when me say the bitch did chip up. But Lawd if that didn’t make him look prettier. From he come he didn’t talk to nobody, he just take one sweep of the floor—naturally he sweep right past me and go off in the storage room, if you catching the drift.”

			“Throw another line,” I say.

			“Unu thick, sah. This place don’t keep storage here. That way they cut down on pilfering. So that must mean the room serve a different purpose.”

			Eddy looks at me surprised, as if I was supposed to have known.

			“Yes, me chile. He take him sweet self to the storage room and I already know I don’t qualify in the class, so I just park me batty right here on this stool. Plenty man follow him though, one and two and three and four and more. Georgetown! Bring you sexy body right here so.”

			Georgetown, tall, blacker than shadow, and with a mountain range for shoulders, marches over to us. He clocks Eddy and Eddy clocks him. Pretty bright white smile. They always have pretty bright white smiles. His T-shirt says “Border Clash.”

			“Long cocky boy, them asking about chiney sweetie from last month,” Wakefield says, and Georgetown grins again.

			“So, you remember him?” Eddy asks.

			“You think anybody going forget?” Georgetown says, laughing.

			“Wasn’t a question, darling. Anyway, please to tell these two excellent gentlemen what chiney sweetie was doing round the back,” Wakefield says.

			He looks us over one more time and says, “Running a battery.”

			“What?” Of course that comes from Eddy.

			“The brethren run a battery in the storeroom.”

			“What you mean by ‘run a battery’?” Eddy asks him, but he’s looking at me.

			“Every man get a piece of the rankin’ meat,” Wakefield mumbles.

			“What?” Eddy looks more confused.

			“It’s ghetto lingo for a fucking gang bang, Eddy,” I say.

			“Hey, nobody never do a thing he didn’t want. Is like him was the conductor and we was the—”

			“What exactly happen?” Eddy asks.

			I asked him if he really wanted to know. The problem was I used only my eyes to ask it.

			“That little bitch was some sweet soy sauce,” Georgetown says.

			“You too bad,” Wakefield says and fake slaps his arm.

			“All I know is by the time me get to the storeroom, hell deh a top, hell deh a bottom, and hallelujah was in the middle. Sweet-and-sour chicken sandwich. If that boy did have a hole, that hole did fill up. Me see that boy take some hood that…woi papa. Soon more man join a line, and one by one they take him in the back, spin him around, and everything in between. Tight. Tight. Tight, me say. Sweet, sweet, sweetest asshole me ever…Listen don’t make me start talk nastiness in the people them club. And he doing all the work. And then he ask for more. Listen to me, him start bawl out for me like how doctor bawl out for more blood in the emergency room. But mostly is backshot we give him, if you know what me mean.”

			“No, I don’t know what—”

			“Eddy,” I say.

			“Is not because he think him back hair cute,” Wakefield says.

			“Nobody did really want look in him face,” Georgetown says. “Even when him mouth was yelling at we to stuff it, him eyes them did somewhere else. Like them boy who still don’t come out of that cocaine way even though the high gone—you understand me? Honestly, I just goin’ say it. He look at you like him dead already. You understand me? Like him did dead. You would think you was fucking a dead brother if he wasn’t bouncing up and down knotting him legs behind him head and yelling out shit like ‘We must fuck.’ Listen to me! Is like we in a blue movie—in fact me no trust this place, you know. How we know somebody wasn’t filming the whole thing? ’Cause honestly, the only way me talk ’bout it is to go on like it was blue movie. And trust me, nothing would satisfy this brother, so much so that word spread throughout the whole club and even on the street that the prettiest batty in Kingston did up for grabs in the storeroom. This one thing though. One man try to kiss him and him nearly bite the man lip off. True story me ah tell you!

			“Is like the more people come the more he did want. Plenty boy as soon as them come they gone, but some of we stay and watch. It go on so long me even go back two time. Not going lie though, after a while the sight just make me cocky droop and it didn’t go back up. You know what funny? The scene make me start wonder if the way it should be is that you never stay around long in the first place. Because honestly the boy did start look old and ugly and soiled up. Mud up.”

			“The secret to a good party is to never stay, is what you’re trying to say,” I say. He looks at me like I was teaching him how to cross the street.

			“If you say so,” he says. “All me know is that at least eighteen man did done with him before he start to act like him did tired. Because him face did look tired from the get-go. Not going lie, after a while it did look like man was just raping him. Is like they start fixing him in position like one of them store mannequin. Bend him so, shape him so, twist him this way, turn him that way, I mean after a while he stop talk. He stop saying anything. If you was there the whole time you would think him gone dead, but like me say, is nothing but fresh man, so everything was new to them. Me cocky just droop, me say. Me pull up me pants and turn to leave and you wouldn’t believe what happen next. And listen to me, the music did loud. But Mr. Chiney shout out, ‘A weh you a go? Where you think you going? You better come look at what you do!’ I don’t know why him was talking to me because plenty man did come and go. I don’t know. Maybe is ’cause me did stay? Maybe him start to think me and him was in it? Then he start scream. Yes, scream like people was murdering him for true. Screaming so loud the rest of the club start hear. You never see a bunch of man pull up them pants so fast. I mean who to say that at that moment police wasn’t casing the raas place, or at least outside? But listen, the boy wouldn’t stop. The white man them make sure to leave. It take one field-negro-looking man to give the bitch two slap. Check this: After that the chiney boy stop scream and start laugh. Him laugh as loud as him did scream. Him laugh until him choke and he still didn’t stop laugh. At least that’s what me hear, because by then me gone, too. Ask Cedric what happen next, brother, him was working all night.”

			Eddy did not have it in him to learn more, so I go over and ask Cedric. This is what happened next. Matt found his clothes on the floor and put them on. The men who only came to watch watched that, too, but from what one or two of them said, it was past that point where you could just watch. He put on his clothes like he was in front of his dressing room mirror: one piece, then the next, briefs, shirt, tie, pants, belt, socks, shoes. Then he said something like he read the Book of Jasher for fun and it tell him everything about what really go on in Sodom. And how everybody here who sodomize commit a mortal sin in the eyes of the Lord and all of them going to die in the pit of hell. And they should have check before they fucked him because maybe he was the four-letter instrument of damnation. Maybe he meant h-e-l-l, but right there even the men who only watched start to think they just caught AIDS. He didn’t say those actual words, but that is what he wanted people to believe, if I am to believe this guy. Sodom and Gomorrah, Matt just kept on saying, like it was prayer. The he started to point at people saying, “You raped me and you raped me and you raped me,” and the owner of the club had to come in and say that he need to leave, to which he said, “You raped me, too. All of you going burn in the seventh circle of hell.” Two of the men, including the field negro, grabbed him to drag him out and slap him around little bit, but Matt just shouted, “Yeah, man, keep leaving evidence on me fucking body. Just keep leaving evidence. When me done the country will burn all of you alive. When me tell police you all kidnap me and rape me, they will believe it, because it don’t take a damn thing for them to believe.” The two men dropped him and backed the fuck off. Even the music backed off, and everybody watched Matt Chin leave the club in silence.

			When I turned around, I didn’t see Eddy, just Wakefield pointing outside with his lips. Outside by the car Eddy looked like a huff and puff would blow him down.

			I didn’t see Eddy for two weeks. In those fourteen days a trade hustler named Magic Stick who sold newspapers in the daytime murdered Sandringham Tucker in his living room, stabbing him seventy-two times with an ice pick. The police found him face down in his own blood with his little black dachshund trying to wake him. By the time the media reported the story, the public already knew. Some people leaked that his house was a battyman bar. The police left Sandringham there the entire day as if lying dead was an active thing, long enough for a crowd to gather outside. Two dozen, maybe three, but all of them singing Streggeh Don’s “Batty Is Not Pussy,” losing their fucking minds at the Send fi automatic /And pow pow pow chorus. When they finally took away his body the crowd burst into cheers and whistling. A boy on the opposite sidewalk was blowing balloons. A girl two houses down was selling Kisko popsicles. Two women considered the lawn and wondered how much time and money it must take to prevent crabgrass. A man checked Sandringham’s car to see if he left the key on the dash. Neighbor number one wondered how much his home dropped in value because of this murder, but neighbor number two said not to worry because a pervert’s killing did not count. Somebody else said that this was long overdue. Long time now him degrading this street. Battyman fi get shot up caw who. Only good faggot is a dead faggot. At least now he won’t come for me son. Nobody should die so, but these battymen keep bringing it ’pon themselves. God is working tonight, hallelujah. One down, many more to go. That is what them get for them sin, Missis. Killer should get the national hero award. No so, God say in Leviticus and Numbers. Deuteronomy and Joshua. Judges and Ruth.

			

			

			August 1994. It came out one week after Kurt said no, but this Sunday night is the first time I am listening to Hole’s Live Through This. I was about to say that it was the first time I could bring myself to listen, but the past four months sat flat on my chest before they just got up and left, so I don’t have any self to bring. If you live through this with me / I swear that I will die for you should hit hard, and in April it would have beat the last tears out of me, but now it don’t hit nothing. Because he didn’t live through this, bitch, he didn’t want to and not even his own baby girl could convince him to. And yes, this is ironic, but leave it to a self-murder to render a saying too on the nose. How is that for cosmic irony? Is there anything in the world more selfish than a man who has decided what he must do? No, that was not a question. There is nobody to ask it to and nobody to fucking answer. It’s not even a good question.

			So, I am listening to Hole’s second record because I knew that man from the back room. I don’t remember his name or where he’s from, but I’m telling you that this man is known to me. I don’t remember what he sounds like or if under his arm is a perfume or a stench. But me fucking know him, me say, and not in a biblical way. But then what other way? I think of his smell and a dozen pop in my head, clashing against each other to drive me fucking mad. Smells raw and sweaty and salty and ripe and foul, and not even one I can remember to be him. Seeing the man sent me reeling and now I’m looking for anything to take me away from it. Like using an ice-cream headache to escape a migraine. Intense, I’m searching for a word bigger than “intense.” Maybe this is what it feels like to get hit with the first labor pain, something inevitable that still feels like it struck out of nowhere. A voice in me is asking if it’s so the sight fuck me up that my only course is to drink down something more fucked up. And if it’s not going to be cocaine or crack or a loaded spliff, then it might as well be Courtney Love. Since that night I have gone back to Finistère three times and each time it was as if I didn’t know where I was going until there I was. But he was a no-show three nights in a row.

			Maybe it was a one-time thing, him passing through, passing through gay sex, passing through being seen and touched and for whatever reason he would not do so again. I can’t put a label on what I feel, but damn if it doesn’t seem like heartbreak. What a time to realize that love is not the only thing that can break your stupid heart.

			It’s Sunday night—Monday morning. Fuck that, Sunday night. And if anybody were to come up to me and say you were at Finistère, I might say yes, but then he would say you were there all night and I would try to be cute and ask if he was watching me. And he would reply that you were there from when they put on the eediot trip-hop music that nobody dance to till when it was jumping to ’80s disco, till when the hot men reach, till when the first second and third police car come to lock down the club, till when the music went right back on once they left with their bribe, till when the DJ played “Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go” to send the message that club done, go home. Three a.m. Nobody goes to gay club to be hang there all night other than the owner, the boy who can’t go home, and the loser.

			Hole is pushing this man out of my head. I take off my headphones and let the stereo speakers explode. Nobody is coming to my door to tell me to turn it down. The beat beats the fuck out of me, and her voice is the guitar, and the guitar is a demolition derby. I am jumping up and down like a white boy, I am running into the wall and backing away and running back and spinning and slamming my head into the pillow and quiet screaming everything she says. Oh, tear my heart out, tear my heart out Boom boom boom boom bam bam bam bam Boom boom boom boom bam bam bam bam Boom boom boom boom bam bam bam bam Boom boom boom boom bam bam bam bam Boom boom boom boom bam bam bam bam. She waaaalks over me / She walks over me.

			But I can’t push him away. I am lying to myself, saying that I feel him like a smudge on my face but don’t know who he is. This is a lie. Me know who him be, I knew from the start. I know the every-three-weeks haircut, and the little dark brown eyes, and the chin with the cleft like the one Michael Jackson bought. And that stare as empty as a blind man’s. I remember him not looking at me. He is woodwork. One cloud among many. He is a body part. A mob body that became a monster that broke my limbs and crushed my heart and killed one of my friends. Fuck that, he was no friend, but he is still dead. I don’t have a name for the fucker. But he is one of them who gathered in the name of all that’s righteous to stomp me into the ground like a burial.

			Courtney is screaming that I’m gutless and I scream it back. I don’t know where the thought comes from, but I want to kill God for leaving me this way. And I want nothing more than to see this man again. Streggeh Don I can’t forget because instead of vanishing he gets bigger and bigger, on the radio on the TV in the papers everywhere. But this man is different because he looks like someone you walk right past and don’t really notice. I play Hole’s “Gutless” seventeen times. My chest heaves so hard from crying that the pain knocks me into sleep.

			Monday night and I am in the Blue Room. Battymen romp round on the weekends so nobody is here, meaning maybe ten, maybe twelve, maybe all of them making a quick stop before going home to the wife waiting to ask what he wants for dinner. Somebody is going down on me but I don’t know who and don’t care enough to wish I feel it. I wish I was as excited as he is. Or maybe I just wish he was better. Sometimes what you get out of gay sex is what you put into it, and every so often you just wish some fucker would amaze you. Or at least make me shudder and moan out to Jesus. Instead, this fool has bitten me twice and choked himself three times. I am about to walk away without even telling the fool first, just pulling out, when I notice him. Fucks me up instantly is what he does, because again he is the type of man you never notice. He is seven men down, back of his head pressed into the wall, his hand on the other man’s head, enjoying his blowjob way more than I’m enjoying mine. It’s him.

			My heart is bursting through my chest and I hate him for it. My skin is doing some kind of shit that you can only call “quiver” and I hate him for it. He is making me look away when I want to burn the impression of my face into the back of his fucking skull and I hate him for that, too. He makes me consider years, six in fact. Six years since…since. And I feel as if I have not moved on and looking at him makes me blame myself, not him. He makes me consider a self-hatred becoming so big and thick and real that it separates itself and become its own thing. Who the fuck laughs at this kind of irony, God? Everything about him is midway: haircut, skin color, shirt pattern, khaki pants. Another one of these Jamaican men who becomes just like everybody else with the same fervor that some men use to rebel. I’ll bet he will never take a man home, not because they might meet his wife, but his mother.

			I unplug this fool from my hole, unwrap his hands, and walk over, ignoring the two hungry mouths that drop to their knees hoping I would feed them. Over the speakers somebody never heard a sound play so heavy an’ so clear / With a sweet tone ah melody di crowd waan fi ’ear. My face meets his face, eyes line up with eyes. He looks away first, not because he recognizes me but because he does not look men in the face, a still-new-at-being-gay move. Look at this self-hating faggot move through his process of becoming, I would have said to someone else and would have walked away, too. But I lock my eyes on his face so he will see my stare when his eyes return, and when he drifts off again right here waiting my face will be. My head is empty. His lips are perfect. In my mind I am whipping myself. My hand pulls a button and pushes through his shirt, runs up his chest, and flicks a nipple. He gasps. I squeeze it right to the very brink of pain then let go and flick it again. Then I open his shirt and lick. “Bomboclaat” slips from his mouth before he can stop it. I am knowing him more and more. I am also knowing me. Because I want to own him, but I also want to kiss him. No, I want him to kiss me. I want to see him gasping for air in a ditch begging for mercy, but I also want to trace his cologne all the way to his earlobe. Anger is what this is, I tell myself.

			I grab this man’s balls. His chin falls on my shoulder as he pleads, “Please.” Cocksucker crawls away to a cock four cocks down and I already know it’s been years since I have been this hard. It’s too early to think of The Night Porter. I drop to my knees and grab his ass cheeks.

			At home I turn off all the lights, climb up to the roof, and wait hours for the full moon to find me. Ozzy Osbourne said to bark at it but all I want to do is cry. And that is what I do, though I swear it starts as a laugh. Honestly, I can’t really say which one I’m doing. He didn’t want to cum. Or maybe he didn’t want to cum in my mouth, or maybe he didn’t want to cum around people watching him, because it would feel like surrender and there was no way he was going to feel safe enough to do that. Or maybe this is all springing from my own damn head. Hunched over he was, I remember, his breath on my forehead. I was bringing him to a point and he was coming along but then changed his mind and pulled away. We yanked our pants up and I followed him to his car. He didn’t try to speed up when he realized I was following him, didn’t say or do anything that told me to fuck off. Not saying no is gay shorthand for yes, said my mind. Not saying no is also how you let rape slide, my mind also said.

			He had parked off the road, where the soft shoulder hides under heavy-hanging trees. You forget you’re hillside until the streetlight sweep of Kingston below takes away your breath. I thought of jumping off and flying while he was at his door, leaning in, not opening it, not looking at anything, just waiting in the way that gay men cruising just wait. No car was going to pass. There are a hundred ways to read a man just waiting, fifty if you’ve already established that he’s a homo. He was still leaning against the car door looking off into space. Had he wanted to leave he would have left. I was over by the car before he changed his mind all the time thinking it must be his everydayness, his looking like a bank clerk or data entry supervisor. I unbuckled and pulled down his pants first. I needed him to feel like he was crossing a line he could not come back from, so I stooped down and pressed my mouth between his ass cheeks. His moan caught him by surprise—the wrongness of it, the way straight men get when you teach them pleasure. He was panting out words that I couldn’t hear so I assumed he was saying “Fuck me.”

			I was standing behind him. My hardness was rubbing against his softness and for a while he bounced into me. But when I moved to kiss his neck he pushed me away, not hard but determined. The man said nothing.

			I watched him drive off. Now I am on my roof, naked and telling myself I am moonbathing the way white people sunbathe. Sting’s “Sister Moon” isn’t playing but I’m hearing it. Omar Joseph comes and goes and I don’t look closely enough to see if his face is judging me. It’s not like this man is stirring lust or love or hate. He stirs nothing and that is what makes me wonder if being out in the full moon will drive me fucking mad. Hating him will not take much—in fact I hate him already. I can hate-fuck him into oblivion if I ever see him again. And yet I want to know the part of him that is not bland as chalk, the part that he switched on to beat men near to death and kill one. This is not a man on whom you smell violence, which is why I know that I won’t stop trying to get inside him to find out how. I want to find it in me so I can visit it on him. I want to unlock whatever he used to murder and kill. Whatever made him stand and watch it happen. Bullshit, that night had no witnesses, only abusers and survivors. All of this sounds bold and strong, but I am also fooling myself that I can murder anybody. I am a faggot, and playing roles is what faggots do. Eighty percent of the time I’ve screwed men I wasn’t even me.

			From the night I saw this man all I could think of was revenge, but only the word. Other than that I don’t know what the hell it means. I don’t know what I am supposed to do with it. I don’t know if I should watch a kung fu movie or read Shakespeare. What the fuck, man. Revenge never told me what revenge is supposed to be. It just sits there like a fucking word, like somebody asking for something, expecting you to figure out what it is they want. I have something and was lying by omission not saying to myself what it is. Not so much fell out of his pocket as my teasing it out and letting gravity and nervousness do the rest. A business card from the Jamaica Public Service, the power company, with a name: Gareth Coombes, Assistant Project Coordinator.

			A midway name. Danger in the first, mitigated if not undercut by the boring smoothness of the last. Of course. It might not even be his. For all I know Gareth Coombes might be the man who reinstalled his power after he finally paid his overdue bill. Except that this man strikes me as somebody whose library book is never overdue. He never misses a payment, not even for the insurance he does not need. Gareth Coombes could be his brother, or father, or the man who is fucking him. Gareth Coombes could be his lover, older, the one who is showing him how to get good at being gay. Gareth could be his lover, younger, the one he feels he is teaching stuff to: the one who won’t know for a while yet that he can do better.

			In the morning egrets land next to me on the roof and wake me up.

			So me go round to see mi father. In the living room I ask my mother how him doing, knowing she wouldn’t have a fucking clue but feeling obligated to give an answer anyway. “As good as the Lord allows,” she says and goes back to her book of find-a-word puzzles. There really are times when I hate her more. Her passiveness, her silence, her ability to out-cold a deep freeze. Part of me wants to shout, Jesus Christ, bitch, have you ever loved anything ever? But I’m afraid this one time she might answer. This is not the first I’ve thought this, but it surprises me every time. Maybe what I’m looking at is not my mother but what is left of her. She makes me look forward to seeing Daddy Brown.

			Whose room smells of old piss. Usually the half sister shows up to make a fuss and threatens to fire Miss Ingrid for not cleaning him. But she might be at the office threatening to fire people whom she has no power to fire. My father’s room feels wet. The middle of the bed is sinking with him because of piss rot. Daddy Brown’s eyes are open, but that doesn’t mean he is awake. He must be thinking Eyes are all I have left so I can never sleep. Relax, Daddy. “Of all the people here who would want to kill you, I am pretty far down the list” leaves my mouth before I realize I wasn’t just thinking it.

			“Good news, Papa. I find one of them,” I say and tell myself he acknowledged this with a blink that I missed. I grab the chair right by his bed and sit. He is getting smaller and his lashes are rimmed with eye booger.

			“I mean, I try to keep you updated because I know you interested in me welfare. No so you would’ve put it? There are growing concerns about your impact on this family over I care what happens to you. Well, listen, Daddy, I find one of the men and would you believe it? Well, you wouldn’t, but it turns out the man is a fucking battyman. Holy cosmic irony, Batman! I know, I know, I was shocked, too, but as I live and breathe this here gay basher gone mad over the dicky. Hold on, that’s not true. Is his cock that I went to town on, not the other way around. I know what you thinking. How come I entertaining this man in my mouth when I should be breaking some other body part, eh? I mean what point in the revenge timetable specifies fellatio? That mean ‘cocksucking,’ Big Daddy. I know you rather me spell it out, but cocksucking is rather obvious, isn’t it? Even you can figure that one out, I mean.

			“You know what was fucked up? I felt like I was running into some asshole from high school who I haven’t seen in years, and the son of a bitch didn’t even remember me. Maybe if I gave him a blowjob in eleventh grade, what you think? Meanwhile I can’t remember what him do specifically. That shouldn’t matter, right? I mean who gives a shit if him did kick instead of punch? Maim instead of kill. When he entered the room one man was alive and another could see.

			“Is what you saying to him?” the half sister asks.

			“What he needs to hear.”

			“You telling my father fucking nastiness?”

			“Technically, ‘fucking’ is a nasty word, too.”

			“Oh my God! Daddy! Poor Daddy.”

			“Oh, for fuck’s sake. If Daddy was anything poor, you would not be in this house much less his fucking room. See, I can say ‘fuck,’ too!”

			“Shirley, you hear what him ah say to me daddy? Jesus deliver me! You mean to say you is a battyman? You is a fish? Me can’t have a brother who is battyman!”

			“I am not your brother.”

			Everybody in this house know I am a battyman. I don’t know what game she is playing acting like she’s just finding out. Also, calling my mother Shirley? Then she says, “Papa, him touch you? Him touch you wrong? Just blink, Daddy. Just blink or something, Daddy.”

			“What the fuck?”

			“Once a pervert, always a pervert. You think me no know? Scratch a homo find pedophile.”

			“Daddy is fifty-eight, you fucking retard.”

			“Him no more than a baby right now though. Nuh, that the doctor goin’ say. And here him is day in and day out at the mercy of some pervert. I could call the police right now and tell them that I walk in on you promising to suck your own father penis. He said versus she said, but who you think they going believe? Oh, wait, me make a mistake. Is really she said, she said for true. When police get here you lucky if arrest is all they do.”

			This was not the half sister I knew but some other woman I don’t know. Not her mouth, not her brain. And I definitely didn’t know what she would do.

			“What you want?” I ask.

			“But see here? You think I want anything from you?”

			“You the one who say you going call the police. So, what you want?”

			She gave me a look that said I won. Anything from here on would be her word against mine, not enough to prove anything or charge me with any crime. But enough for police to believe it and judge and jury execute their own kind of justice. But it’s not just that. It’s that she never really thought she could be playing at this level until I gave her the fucking chess piece. It was a bluff until she realized I believed it. Congrats to her, now she knows one of our knee-jerk words, words that stop us dead in our tracks, like “chop,” “mob,” “catch,” and “burn.” I wait for the smile that doesn’t come but will, maybe later or tomorrow or next week. I watch her think about what she could do to me and I can tell that in her mind there is a fucking ocean of possibility.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: February 27, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Wyndham Hotel Lobby, Kingston, Jamaica

			Sometimes I wonder why I’m talking to you. You serious?

			No, I didn’t know.

			Why would I know that? You have this idea that me and Eddy Porteous was joined at the hip at one point, when me and him never moved like that.

			When?

			No, I mean when did he say he found it?

			That was before.

			Yes, before we stop talk, what the fuck you getting at?

			Clearly that is not the reason we stop talking since that happened a good year after…I don’t understand why he didn’t tell me. If what you saying is true, then he found it before we gave up the search. Before we…The bitch did a few things I didn’t like but lying was never one of them. Lie by omission is still a lie, yo. Don’t get me into some philosophical bullshit about lie versus fiction. Fiction is creation. Lie is distortion. One don’t have a fucking thing to do with the other.

			Did I ever lie to him? What a question. Who the fuck is Eddy Porteous that I have to lie to him? Touché. Fine, I did omit a few things. We’ll get to why we fell out soon enough, but you better buss what you have on this shit. And don’t get cute.

			Where did he find the bag? Yes, I heard you say it’s a gym bag. Believe it or not there is more than one gym in Kingston. Your choice, baby love; either you tell me about this bag or I go home right now.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: July 9, 1992

			Interviewee: EDMOND PORTEOUS

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: His residence, St. Andrew, Jamaica

			Was that when I lost all hope? That’s your question? Why hope? No, forget that, “when you lost hope” sounds like the point in the movie when everything is lost and suddenly there is a turnaround. That’s not what you hoping for, is it, because that would make you a shit journalist. Are you a journalist? Fuck me for thinking to ask that now. Too late I suppose. As for hope, I mean I don’t know if I ever had hope of seeing him again or Orrin for that matter. Something about his actions just seemed final to me. All of it, even the way he drank through a straw, or that he didn’t eat half of that KFC two-piece meal deal. I mean even when we went to get ice cream that night, he was eating like either he’d never had ice cream before or never will again. It’s not like we had a relationship or something. Yeah, well, you thought wrong. Who chatting all this shit ’bout me, Jordan Brown? Havelock Titus? Havelock wouldn’t know and Jordan wouldn’t care. Meaning Jordan Brown don’t care enough about me to repeat a rumor, true or not. I mean it’s very simple. Is the person you have in mind named Jordan Brown? Then Jordan Brown don’t really give two shakes of a rat’s ass about anybody. And I will bet you that Havelock Titus was your shortest interview on record. He hasn’t agreed to speak to you? Of course. But to come back to your point: No, I didn’t have hope in the first place. At least I had more hope for Orrin than I did for Matt.

			It’s no mystery really.

			I don’t remember which rehearsal it was, but for some reason I remember Matt mentioning Grecian Health Club on Ripon Road—girl, keep you gay jokes to yourself—so I swing round there. Turns out he was a member, so I asked the front desk when they last see him, who he was with? Who him talk to? For once somewhere did have a record of a Matt Chin. They really weren’t about to tell me a thing until I said he was my brother and has been reported missing. I let my skin color do the rest. The receptionist was family, if you know what I mean. He checked the register. Mr. Chin was last here June 21, he says to me. That was a good eighteen days after the attack, almost three weeks. He said Mr. Chin could barely move and dropped the dumbbell three times. The third time just grazed him foot, but the chiney man bring down all hellfire and damnation on the equipment. Seems Matt was a cusser. One arm in a sling, the other arm trying to do a bicep curl, neither one working. He was on the floor trying to do sit-ups and cussing when some poor girl faas in him business and say he doing the crunch incorrectly. He says, “But you know what me goin’ do correctly? Tell you to fuck off and keep out of me pussyclaat business.” Maybe she was the one who reported him. Poor man must have been really suffering and trying to act like nothing happen. Then him nearly fall off the elliptical because he kept trying to move without holding on—yeah, that’s sensible. After a while it was the owner himself who had to go over and tell Matt to go home. That whatever happened to him he is clearly at the beginning stage of recovery and surely his doctor would have said not to rush things. Matt’s response? “And when me look ’pon you and see me bloodcloth doctor, then you can give me an opinion of my medical status.” That’s when they called security. It seems he never came back.

			I don’t know, man, I feel it for him. It’s like he trying so hard to not make this thing throw him off course like it goin’ define him or something. The attack, I mean. If he could do this one thing it means nobody changed anything. You never tried to will your way into something before? I mean that’s our obsession, nuh true? With being normal, I mean. As long as we can do X, Y, or Z, we normal. We do this to be normal but don’t think what being normal is supposed to do. Sorta like boys from high school. One of them said to me I could be normal if only…then stopped. Can I tell you, I would have sold crack to schoolchildren just for him to tell me what I need to do to be normal. Flick my wrist less, walk slower, talk deeper, sit with my legs spread wider, scratch my nuts like nobody is watching.

			But the faggots.

			Don’t laugh!

			I tell you something though. That was fourteen-year-old me. Twenty-two-year-old me don’t think he was ever going to finish that sentence. Meaning I bet he could never tell me what I need to do, when and how much and for how long to become normal. One year in philosophy class taught me that what he dropped was a bad-faith argument, which is a logical fallacy. You know what that means, right? It means an argument or statement that pretends to be reasonable but has no reason, or pretend to be sensible but have no raas sense. Him saying I would be normal “if only” implies that there is an only, except there is none. Shit, man, you have me drifting all over the place. Miss Thang at the reception tells me that him still have Matt’s gym bag behind the counter.

			I took it home before opening it and tried not to act like it’s some kind of gift or key or something. Without saying it, me and my brother realized that the best thing we could give each other was distance, so I knew I didn’t have to worry about him barging into my room or giving a shit what he would find in there. And Lord knows it’s not like Daddy was going to make a visit anytime soon. My sister was suddenly all about church summer camp, which means a Pessoa, Shoucair, or Azan boy was now all about church summer camp.

			I don’t know why I’m delaying this shit with you. So, I unzipped the side pockets first and found travel-size toothpaste, no toothbrush, and a receipt, a rent receipt from a Miss Fontaine Kong for six thousand dollars. For 36 New Kingston Mews, unit 37. That must have been where he really lived, but New Kingston Mews is just as expensive and stush as Westminster, so why go through all that to hide it? I mean this bredda made it his mission to throw me off his scent. June 1, that was the receipt date.

			A pair of sour-smelling blue Converse socks. White Adidas shorts, blue Nike shorts, and a plain yellow T-shirt, all smelling of old sweat and cologne. Speaking of cologne, a half-full bottle of Cool Water. Flip-flop slippers. A greasy bag with two Tastee patties, both of them with one bite. Yuck. I almost forgot the zip on the other side, which opened to…well, that was unexpected. A full set of clothes, gray jacket, gray pants, brown—no, tan belt, tan shoes that if he wore even twice would be a surprise, light gray shirt. I mean he left the bag behind, which mean he clearly had other clothes on. But honestly? I not no detective, but I don’t think him did wear any of the formal clothes. And I mean didn’t wear them, not to work or anywhere because there were no creases or nothing. None of the creases you see at the bottom of a tucked-in shirt. Oh yeah, condoms, K-Y, and an enema kit in one of the little pockets. Did I mention the job ID yet?

			Huckleberry Investments on Oxford Road. Mat Chin-See. Here I was thinking that “Matt” was short for “Matthew” when it was long for “Mat.” Turns out he wasn’t a marketing exec but an investment portfolio manager. Nah lie, that was kinda disappointing, but I should have known from the clothes he was always wearing, I mean it’s not like it screamed “art director.”

			Portfolio manager. Imagine that.

			And you know, because it was like three-ish in the afternoon I say to myself, might as well check out where him work, right? Huckleberry Investments. What were the odds that he might be at work today? Took Daddy’s car. Here is what I was thinking, that if I show up in a Jaguar, they couldn’t just dismiss me, right? I figured I would use the same half-brother line as before. Well, here I was thinking I would be lucky to get as far as the receptionist before they ask me to leave. Wrong-bong, as we used to say in basic school. Them people had me all the way up in the boardroom, the way they all wanted to see me. “You talking to your brother? All is well? Is like he just pop off the face of the earth. Him buss ’way like beigey kite—him was in an accident? We called all the hospitals. The human resources manager said that the last check they mailed out was returned to sender. It was always strange that he never did direct deposit. His address? Of course: 333 Longford Close, Kingston 6. His phone line was at first dead, but then it started ringing again, for somebody else. Oh my God, I really hope he is okay and there is some explanation.”

			He used to talk a lot about California, a sad woman I could tell was in love with him told me. Or some kind of feeling maybe—I mean I don’t know what in love look like! She showed me his desk, which was in a corner on the same floor as reception, their workstations facing each other. Yes, I wanted to check the drawers but didn’t think I was allowed. He used to bring two doughnuts, plain for her, strawberry filling for himself, and then joked about how at least when him finally get fat he will beat the curse of chiney butt. “Between you and me, though, him chiney butt was fine,” she said. But he said to her that this year, this year, this year he was going to California. When she said California sound like a big place, so where in California exactly he mean, he would just repeat “California, California,” like he just find the word on the street one day and pick it up.

			“Your brother though, as soon as you call him his smile would light up the room, but if he was off on him own, even when he was deep in work, him face look like somebody lock him up in the dark. Sometimes it was a little scary how Mat could just switch it on and off, like when a client come by, even the crankiest old bitch he would have her cracking up, promising to send him a slice of potato pudding that the helper cooked and then joke that she have two daughters. Man, woman, child, that man could put anybody at ease.

			“But yes mi love, as soon as the client gone, him face seized up again. I don’t think he did know that we could see it, because it’s not like him used to withdraw or anything, even though he never once come to the company socials.

			“Him married? A man like that too good to be single. Nobody round here ask because most people don’t look at chiney people that way, you understand? As if chiney baby come via stork. But as me say, all the older clients just wanted to marry him off.”

			Even though everybody was glad to meet Mat’s brother, me being there made nobody happy. “You call the police?” somebody asked me. Another asked if they should make a Missing flyer and post it all over Kingston. Then they asked how his parents and family are taking his disappearance and I almost choked. “They are praying,” I said. “They think wherever he is, communication not too great, and maybe he has been trying to contact us.” I’m not sure that convinced anybody, but it was enough for them not to ask me anything else. When I was leaving three women in the secretary pool asked me if it was okay to spend a few minutes in prayer and I nodded before realizing that they wanted me to pray, too.

			Oh, right, I wasn’t done with the gym bag. Let’s see…what more did he have in there? A phone bill but I didn’t recognize any of the numbers. I’m sure one of them was Havelock’s. Another tie with ketchup on it.

			You want to know why I checked out New Kingston Mews on my own. Maybe I want to keep all the mews to myself? You know, no mews is good mews. All the mews that fit to—fine, I goin’ stop. The truth is I didn’t really think much of it, other than I didn’t want to turn this Jordan and Eddy into some sort of dynamic duo or, worse, one of those TV couples like Bruce Willis and that other woman, or Pierce Brosnan and that other woman, or whoever. Is not just that Jordan suck the air out of a room, but you hear him huff and puff. I’m just saying that he have a way of making everything about him, even the search for somebody else. It’s like I need a week’s break after I see him. You know he showed me child porn once? Yeah, at some old pervert’s house, and yeah, he knew where all that shit was, European, incest, animals, little pickney. Whose house? Take a guess.

			But I could feel my mind stopping itself from trying to make sense. Three different addresses, four if you take Rainford seriously. Strike Westminster off the list since he didn’t live there. I still don’t know why lie about it, worse, be so elaborate with the lying. That means I’m not the only person he is lying to, don’t it? Was lying to. I mean if you take so much time and effort to build your lies did you build something else? Aren’t faggots always building something—I don’t know, a safe place, a room of one’s own and world where you can let your hair down so to speak? And what if that world is not one place but a bunch of places put together. That church’s confession booth. That gym’s shower. That public bathroom. The last aisle in the library’s seventeenth-century reference section. That man’s bedroom in the back of that house in the hills. Anywhere in America. Put four rooms together and you have a house, but who say they must be under one roof?

			But there I go trying to make sense, when 36 New Kingston Mews don’t make any. This place looked like he actually moved out. And recently, too. The landlady (always a lady) said he came to her one day, all chip-up (meaning bruised up) and gave her notice. Then he and two other friends move out three days later. She says all of this was three weeks ago, maybe a month.

			“Friends?” I say. “What friends? Did you see what they looked like?”

			“They look like him,” she say.

			I asked her how she know they wasn’t family. She says that family don’t move that way with each other. I mean of course he has friends, everybody in the world has friends. But Matt Chin cuts up his life into all these portions that I wonder if the people in section A know anything about the people in section C. The landlady thought I came by to clean up, so that’s exactly what I did.

			I took down the dirty curtains that used to be white lace years ago. Matt didn’t strike me as any kind of lace person, but he did come off as somebody who didn’t give a shit how he found an apartment. As long as people couldn’t faas in him business. Dusty floor. I forgot to ask how long he lived there, but either it wasn’t too long or he didn’t give a shit about turning this into any kind of home. This must be what it looks like to always have one foot in and one out. I’ll bet that he left this place in under an hour.

			So in the closet was all this paper and one book, Two Girls, Fat and Thin, by Mary Gaitskill. It took me a while to see that all the loose paper was a manuscript. Maybe. Well, it was a lot of pages typed up. On this page a white man is saying hi to the neighbor from the bed and the sheets shift to show that he is naked yet doesn’t care. Nor does the man in the house with him. On another page somebody is narrating how now that he looks through the window, nobody is there anymore. Pages 236 to 249 come before pages 16 to 75. Matt was writing—had written a novel? autobiography? I didn’t know—or that he was a writer. On page 222 the narrator is looking through the crack in the window as two beautiful men have sex. Loud sex. He closes his eyes because the sound of fucking is more real than the sight of it. Page 240, blood and blood and blood everywhere. From what I’m reading, a shy boy in his first apartment is watching his neighbor and a visitor have gay sex. Then they both vanish. No, one of them vanish. Murder, there is a murder. A body. Somebody here now gone, somebody missed, somebody that he thinks about too much. Obsession, masturbation, memory.

			I wanted to know everything about this book without reading it, because by reading it I knew that I would learn too much. There are pages scattered on the bedroom floor including the title page. I by C. H. Matthew. Pseudonym. So, Matt takes everything but leaves this?

			I scooped up all the pages and stuffed them in a paper bag.

			Other than the pages, the apartment was empty. Just empty packs of milk powder, boxes of Lipton tea, and rolls of toilet paper. A dark brown crucifix on the wall. I searched the closets again, hoping to find something to tell me how he lived life. Did he fuck anybody here? Hurt anybody? Did he miss anybody? Is this the place that family knows about? If I stay here long enough will his sister visit, or his mother? And will we try to compare notes while I try to figure out how to dance around him being gay—that is, if they don’t know? When is anybody going to call the police?

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: February 27, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Wyndham Hotel Lobby, Kingston, Jamaica

			Well, wow. No, I’m not surprised him was keeping that to himself. You still surprised that a gay man can keep secrets? But it’s not a secret about himself, you right about that. Kept them from me? Listen, I not his brother or his father or his lover, so him don’t owe me a damn thing.

			No, I’m not fucking surprised, I just said that. I didn’t know about any New Kingston Mews address, and I certainly didn’t know about no novel, or memoir or epistle, but I’m still not surprised. Yes, I’m aware how often I’ve said the fucking word. You done with these questions?

			Curious that all Eddy found is a book and a manuscript though. So fucking dramatic. Did he find all sorts of clues in it? Let me guess: Matt Chin now makes way more sense. He now knows his essence, his kicks. What is it, dear reader, what makes Matty run?

			Oh, he hasn’t read it? Or him don’t feel like telling you and don’t pretend you know the difference?

			No, I’m not being hostile.

			I said I’m not being hostile.

			Bitch, trust me. If I was being hostile, you would fucking know.

			Sorry.

			Fuck.

			He really sit down on all of that…He really thought there was something to Matt Chin that he should keep to himself. I bet this story don’t have the part where he take all that to the police. Not that they would care, but that’s a different story. But I will also bet that in this part of the story he is more than just a character. I told you they fucked. No, I don’t care whether you believe or not. I don’t see what in that he had to keep to himself. But ultimately the real story is Matt Chin, eh? Talk about enigma. What the fuck this man doing or who the fuck him is that he have three different addresses and still lying about a fourth? Ha, maybe Havelock was like some communist terrorist or at least an anarchist from the ’70s and they hired this half-chiney boy with no name and no past to spy on him. On us. Or maybe all over the walls covered with whatever Matt Chin did to Edmond Porteous.

			Jealous. Girl, for real?

			I didn’t even come to talk about Matt or Eddy. Or maybe you forgot that Orrin Turner also went missing. Yes, Orrin Turner also vanished off the face of this earth. What, where the little black homos go not as interesting as where the little half-chiney ones end up? I’m sure if they’re both dead they went to the same hell.

			Stop saying I’m fucking upset. You know what? Let’s pick this up another day. Later.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: March 3, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Miss Minnie’s Ital Restaurant, Kingston, Jamaica

			Sorry about last Saturday.

			No, no. Jamaica don’t get to beat us, kill us, then vanish us. And we don’t get to stop paying attention. This is important. What you’re doing, I mean. This is important.

			You know what I was thinking of yesterday? That if we were ever to do a Day Without the Gay, one morning where none of us show up for work—but where it’s both gays and straights who support us so that nobody could tell who from who—this country would grind to a complete halt. Can you imagine? Battyman and lesbian cleaning their house, cooking their food, teaching their kids, curing their sickness, and literally saving their lives every fucking day. You think they would see us then? What a fucked-up situation, eeh? The only way for them to see us is for us to disappear. What would it take to do it? Bravery? Guts, as the Americans say? But is not we who need the guts.

			You should know what happened the second time we check up on Orrin. It was Eddy’s idea. After so much time with Matt, Matt, and nothing but Matt, he was just interested in Orrin all of a sudden. We were kind of relieved honestly. Because the more we try to find Matt, the more that man just came off as lost. He was just making a point of not being found, which pissed me off. I mean why you think you so important that people would pull out stops to find you? Anyway, Orrin.

			I drove this time. No way to give this bredda a heads-up so I just showed up at his house and said, “Let’s go.” Eddy was like, “We should take my car,” and I was like, “To Waterhouse? You drinking mad puss piss?” I mean. My wreck could make it without anybody noticing. But Daddy Porteous’s Jaguar? Now if only he could tone down the battymanness we would be fine.

			Of course the whole ride over he was talking about how the new Terror Fabulous song wouldn’t be out of place in a gay club. No, I haven’t heard it. You don’t see what him really saying? Him bitching because me car didn’t have no CD player.

			Anyway, we make it to Waterhouse and pull up by that wide dust bowl football field that used to be a park in another vision of Kingston’s future. Don’t look too hard and you would think you’re in America with all the two-story houses squeezing beside each other like New York brownstones. But then you notice that even with prefab concrete, they all look like shipping containers stacked together. Pink, green, peach, and yellow as if cotton candy colors could stop tribal war.

			This teenage schoolboy caught somewhere between smart and smartass passed us.

			“My youth, where Miss Turner place deh again?” I asked. I thought my ghetto chat was with it, but he eyed me and Eddy for half a minute.

			“Who you?”

			“Her nephew.”

			“And who this?”

			“Her other nephew. Syrian side of the family, you know how it go. Yo, we ah go surprise her, you see me?” I added.

			“Zeen, 3422.”

			I didn’t want to say that none of these houses had numbers.

			“Pink house.”

			“Zeen.”

			Or that every fourth house was pink. But then I finally remembered it. The women of the house were home. Meaning Orrin’s sister Maylene and his mother who I just called Miss Turner. At the door the neighbor peeked over the fence.

			“You two is police? So unu care ’bout ghetto people after all.”

			“You have a good day, ma’am,” Eddy said, ignoring that I was clearly scowling at him.

			“Them say me boy involved in foul play,” said his mother.

			“If foul play mean him is the victim, how come him involved? Me would never say murder victim involved in him murder or that rape victim involved in her rape. What ‘involve’ mean?” Maylene asked.

			All I could think of was how much this question needed an answer. But gay men are always considered to be involved in their own outcomes, no matter how fucked up, for real a mob could put two car tires over our necks and burn us alive and we’d still be “involved” in our demise. God help you if you are a lesbian and nine men were waiting outside your door, because that is a corrective gang bang—not a rape because like Mama Turner said, you can’t be involved in a rape if is you them raping. I want to tell her that she in the right wheelhouse but can’t see our wheels. Any minute now I was expecting her to tell us how many grandchildren her one son was going to give her.

			“Why they say he at large?” asked the sister.

			“At large? But he’s not a suspect in anything. He’s the victim,” Eddy said.

			“Victim? Lawd you think him dead for true,” the mother wailed and I glared at Eddy.

			“Pastor Trey say to hold on to hope, Mama.”

			“Is all we can do,” she said as she looked at me. I want to tell her that I don’t have any answers either.

			“They not going do anything, these idiot police. They not goin’ search for my brother. And is not because he from round here, if you know what I mean.”

			“What do you m—”

			“Eddy,” I said and cut him off. I realized that Maylene Turner know enough to speak to me without speaking. She know what her brother was about. And she know that is why the police will never look for him. The mother is still whimpering about the grandchildren she is not going to have, annoying her daughter.

			“Why you so sure he didn’t just check out? Country? Miami? You don’t think he just up and leave?” I asked.

			“Orrin don’t have no passport. Also leave and go where? People not always kind to my brother and he don’t even have to do nothing for the unkindness to show. But like me say, leave and go where? That boy can’t take care of himself. Who going cook for him? Who goin’ clean?” Maylene said.

			“Lawd, me boy,” his mother said.

			“Is all right, Mama,” Maylene said.

			“How it all right? Mi boy involve in mix-up? How you two know me son? You involve in mix-up, too?”

			“They know him from work, Mama.”

			I don’t think this answer satisfied her, but she quieted herself anyway.

			“When was the last time Orrin come home?” I asked Maylene.

			“Thursday, near a month ago. Anybody could tell he was coming from the hospital. ‘Orrin, what the hell happen to you?’ me say, because it was near a week now since anybody see him. I mean he just disappear like that. Maybe he was practicing. I don’t know. Him say it was some minor accident with a bus and that everybody get treated and sent home. But four days? Mild mean same afternoon, not most of the workweek. And how come nobody hear about no crash on the news? But the more you ask him is the more he clamp down until is like him did born mute. I remember when I try to hug him he bawl out ‘Owww’ and rub him chest. ‘The crash fling you from your seat?’ I ask him and him just nod. All Mama could see was her little boy all mash up. A big white pad bandage to him head back and another right over the left eye. Mama threaten to kill whoever cause the accident, which make him laugh, but when he do so I notice that most of him left teeth gone. Orrin always did have pretty teeth. Always. Me ask him if is rough man do this to him. If him did think he was going get one thing but him get another and him just look ’pon me. Me never see a look like that on him face ever. Is a look that say a whole mess of things, but it was also a look that just say You too? Honestly it make me mad ’cause it not me who is that way, is him.”

			“Girl what you talking ’bout?” Miss Turner almost mumbled.

			“Nothing, Mama. Me soon set out your afternoon pills. You want stew peas or fish this evening?”

			“Ooh. Stew peas, me love. You goin’ put in likkle pig’s tail?”

			“Me will see what me can do, but don’t tell you doctor, Mama,” she says, which seemed to satisfy the mother.

			Maylene then took us around the back.

			“You two just like him? Or just you?” she asked and nodded at me.

			I wanted to ask what the fuck about me comes off as gay and how come this half whitey don’t have a whiff of it, but I reminded myself why we were here.

			“But that wasn’t the last time you see him, right?” I said.

			“They know, you know. The people. I don’t how they know, but they know.”

			“What they know?” Eddy like a fool asked.

			“From we was pickney me always have to protect me brother. Him did always special, you know? Delicate. One of the boy them did call him delicate but they never mean no good by it. Every fight he ever win is me win it. Every street where nobody throw anything at him is ’cause me ask them not to throw it, or threaten whoever throw something before. Take me out of it and he wouldn’t survive three day at school. You know what funny? Me never did see what so great ’bout being a girl until me see how girlish him be. Is like him did want to be one so bad that he make me want to be one, you understand me? Me know that him different from before he start sing ‘Karma Chameleon,’ but make me tell you, when Boy George first come ’pon the TV is like lightning did strike him in the back and turn him on like bulb. What the song name, Got his heart on the trigger / But he pulled it too late—what the song name? ‘Mister Man.’ And ‘Do You Really Want to Hurt Me,’ ah the boomshot that.”

			“So, the last time you see him?” Eddy asked.

			“For a while he didn’t go nowhere. Just jam in him bedroom and never come out.”

			“How long is a while?”

			“It don’t matter, Eddy.”

			“I just thought—”

			“Five day, me mean. It feel like a week but is was five working day. Five day he stay in there and only come out to pee-pee. Maybe him did eat food but I don’t remember it. One time Mama was watching Bishop Herrod on TV and he just start scream to turn him off or he goin’ mash up the raasclaat TV since is him who buy it. He even fling a shoe at the screen, but it just bounce off. Me never hear him cuss before, for sure not in front of Mama. Then me remember that is Bishop Herrod who did say AIDS is how God decide to punish the battyman them. When me say to him that he never was in no accident, all him say was ‘Watch how when me stop pay the rent this raas house goin’ fall apart.’ You woulda think is we beat him up the way he look at us. Like how some people round here look at him.”

			“That was the last time?”

			“No. He go to work the next Monday but come back home early. Trust me, he didn’t have to say that him was not going back, the way he walk back in here. Later me hear that him did quit, just so. All now me never add two and two to get four. I didn’t even know him did connected to that shipping owner who get murder.”

			“How you find that out?” I asked.

			“From what him didn’t say for real. The news name the man and say other people were treated and sent home. But they wouldn’t say anything other than a grouping of men. They say it was a dispute where concealed weapons were brought into play. Fi them words that. The whole time Orrin so tense that he squeeze the water bottle in him hand till it burst. The news report also say—”

			“We saw it, Maylene,” Eddy said.

			“I didn’t. Was too busy pissing myself in a hospital bed.”

			“You was one of them, too?”

			“All of us in hospital bed for same and different reasons. It was like summer camp. You still haven’t told us—”

			“Lawks, me know. Mama didn’t even say anything about the news report but he shout at her like she did. A bawl ’bout how she want her own son fi dead because her idiot God don’t show nobody no mercy. And the same place battyman going go is where negro going go because we cursed by God anyway. And that her precious little Bible only good to smite mosquito. Me did have to shout to him to stop bother Mama and him say why them take all him teeth when him never use him mouth ’pon none of them. If killing we off one way not enough. Yes, is plenty we him did start use. I remember when it was them. Anyways it was three days after he stop work. July Fourth? I remember fireworks on the TV on one of them American channel. I really don’t know if him was home the whole day or just pop in, but he come into the living room when it was me and Mama and the two young ones and Miss Infantry from up the street. Him say him gone go get toothpaste. Mama say don’t buy Crest because the preacher last week say something evil on the box. Him just hiss and walk out through this same back door. No bag, no suitcase, no grip. No nothing. He never come back.”

			“That’s all him say. That him gone out for toothpaste?” I asked.

			“You expected something more epic?” Eddy said, and I really wanted to bitch-slap the bitch.

			“No. I just did expect something more…”

			“Final,” I said.

			“Yeah. What you say,” she added.

			“No phone call, no nothing?”

			“Nothing. No, one thing. A check come by mail a week later. Enough to cover half-year rent.”

			“Local post don’t move that quick. He mailed it before he left,” I said.

			“This wasn’t a spontaneous move,” Eddy said.

			“Me can ask a question?” Maylene wasn’t looking at either of us.

			“Shoot.”

			“Eddy.”

			“Might as well. You want to know if up the ass feel like up the cunt?”

			“What the fuck, Porteous. You want to wait in the car?”

			“It no bother me. Orrin say worse when him try to get a rise outa me. What I want to know is if man and woman can come together, and get married maybe, and have children, and get old, and have grandchildren, and die surrounded with two generations and with love and talking and all them family things, what do you have?”

			Eddy looked at me like he’s been asking the same question and never heard an answer before.

			“Survival,” I said. “We have survival.”

			Maylene nodded. The day was getting old already.

			“Even the next-door neighbor feel as if something off ever since me brother gone. We can’t find him, we don’t know if him gone for good. Maybe man who don’t like them kinda man get to him.”

			“He wouldn’t fall into that trap twice,” I said, but I barely believed it. Mostly because I knew I could fall into that trap again, fall into it even if I didn’t trust people.

			“Him dead, don’t it?” she asked, and her eyes were already wet. “Me brother dead.”

			“We don’t know.”

			“That no make me feel better. Me rather know him dead than not know nothing at all. I feel like him dead and we can’t bury him. I—”

			A bang on the gate cut her off. Not the firm tap of somebody begging or selling something but like the crack of a hammer. There is this thing about Jamaican talk: that you can read the mood of an entire space, inside or outside, by the pieces of words that filter through the air to you. Them no come out him in there two of them three no two fish walk ’ttyman ’asty ’urn smash mash bombohole. Words and half words that add up to a total thought. This was bad. Eddy was already at the window looking through the lace curtain.

			“Shit shit shit shit.”

			“What?” I said.

			“Shit shit shit shit shit.”

			“Them mark you from you leave your car,” Maylene said. Not cold but not warm either. Like whatever this is she has resolved herself to it already. Well, of course, bitch, none of this happening to you. Eddy couldn’t tear himself from the window. This must have been the first time he was in the situation he always heard or read about, whatever this thing outside was. Maybe it was like how I felt the first time I nearly died, which was two thoughts really: So this is it now and You are the people who are going to kill me. Because I never thought I would just die. I always thought somebody would kill me.

			“Eddy, move from the window,” I said. “Eddy! Move before—”

			“See one of them deh!” came from outside.

			I didn’t want to look. Something told me that had I looked, I would have also frozen. They came at the same time, me asking where the back door lead to and a loud crash at the front door. Slow footsteps but a million of them, the feet of people who knew we had nowhere to go.

			“Send them out! Send the nasty man them out!”

			He is going to be ashamed of this tomorrow is what I thought when I saw Eddy crying. He stunned himself but I already knew how automatic tears can be, as if they’re rising up from an already existing pool of suffering.

			“Where that door lead?” I asked.

			“Me no know,” Maylene said.

			“Is your fucking house!” I shouted.

			“You hear that? Them in deh! Mama Turner!”

			In my mind, in the air, on the ground, I couldn’t tell you where it came from, the hum. Or maybe it was the shaking on the wood floors. For a second I thought they would lift the house up to get to us.

			“This ah no battyboy community!”

			Eddy still wasn’t moving. I grabbed his collar and dragged him to the back of the house, knocking over an Alsatian dog figurine that did not shatter.

			“Mama Turner, no make we burn down you house!”

			Footsteps were already marching to the sides of the house. I could see arms and shirts and blouses and chests, and breasts. No faces. The hum, the march, the bodum bodum bodum getting louder and closer, and then metal striking metal, cutlasses cutting air.

			“Maylene, what is all that noise at the door?” the mother asked from her room.

			“Ghetto foolishness, Mama. Go back to your rest.”

			“Run little bit, then turn left and you will see it,” she said to us.

			“See what?” Eddy finally shouted.

			I didn’t wait. Still dragging him by the collar, we ran through the back door. Evening was turning into night but not fucking fast enough. Gray sky, gray dirt, gray fence, gray sun still in our eyes. We crossed past the washing sink and over the narrow lawn to slip through the gate before they reached the back. Eddy was alert now: He swung the small gate open but we ran into a girl not much younger than us. She stared at us for the longest three seconds in history before starting to yell, “See them yah so—”

			I punched the rest of that shout back into her mouth. She staggered back, then jumped not at me but Eddy, and they fell in the road. “Battyman,” she shouted, and dragged out the “baaaattteeee” as if it was a cough mangling her throat. Then she was at Eddy’s own throat, trying to strangle him and snarling like a fucking dog. I pulled her off him and pushed her so hard that she went flying into a pile of trash, rotten tires, dead animals, and shitwater. You should have seen her shock at smelling shit on her face—of course she screamed again. I’d never been so furious in my life, too furious to be afraid anymore. Now I wanted to stay. To say to these fuckers, I can’t kill all of you before you kill me, but I can kill one of you, so choose, you fucking bitches. Choose.

			“Jordan! Let’s go.”

			Eddy ran off but stopped when he didn’t hear me behind him.

			“Jordan!”

			That shook me out of my fucking stupor and I ran, just as the girl was shaking herself conscious. Surely they will kill us now, I’m thinking. I turned around again and honestly you would think I turned to meet it, the rock that came straight for my chest, heart center, shocking me and knocking me to one leg. More stones followed like some mockery of a hailstorm, one hitting my shoulder. Eddy grabbed my hand and pulled me up. We just ran, man, and didn’t know where to. A stone hit Eddy in the back.

			The lane was maybe about three feet wide and getting narrower. So we just kept running, man, ’cause even though the stones got fewer, the shouts got louder. I never looked back and neither did Eddy. So this side lane just opened up ahead of us and Eddy pointed to it. Good thing, too, because he had to shift onto one leg, which took him straight out of the way of a rock coming to shatter his face. You should have heard that shit detonate on the wall behind him. Eddy, of course, froze.

			“Eddy, they will stone us to death. Eddy!”

			Like I said, neither of us looked back, but the fucking crowd hum was getting louder. And riding right on top of that hum, people singing “Batty Is Not Pussy.” That is what the left turn led to, the narrow opening of the gully. No time to think, only to jump and hope nobody is running above us.

			Milky shitwater everywhere, but it ran where we needed to go, so we followed it. A pile of garbage hiding a car door tripped Eddy, but we kept going. At least the gully was paved even, but garbage, piles and piles, some as high as a wall, turned it into a maze. I don’t know how far behind they were, but we couldn’t hear them anymore.

			“Them stop?” Eddy asked.

			“They only stopping when we dead,” I said. To his credit he didn’t flinch, just accepted that this was what it was. I envied him. Right there I envied him. You might be surprised to know that it took me ten years to accept the instant viciousness of people who hate us. The only good thing about running was you had no time to measure your fear in heartbeats. “Batty” drifted up again and damn if I knew if I was hearing or imagining it.

			Then Eddy said, “That fucking song again.”

			The only thing to do was run. And this part of the gully was as wide as a basketball court, meaning there was nowhere to hide. Nobody behind us, the sound getting louder. Closer. Right there I knew I was going to kill the next person who try to kill me. Man, woman, or child, I swear to God I was going to lick their fucking blood. Being blind by fury must be a thing because I didn’t see the iron coming for my forehead until it struck me in the face.

			So my eyes open slow. Everything hazy and bleeding into each other. Even moving things. Something sharp scratched my nose. My eyes are unfocused because it’s right between them, the cutlass that this man was using to size up my head before he chopped it in two. I swear the man tapped my forehead as if counting to three. Eddy ran up behind him with some kind of metal pipe and golf swing for the back of the man’s head. You just heard chunk. Eddy clubbed him again, the cutlass fell, then the man. Dogs just begin to growl. My eyes gone dark again for what I could have sworn was just a second but when they open Eddy was over the man, bludgeoning and hammering and pickaxing. All I saw was just a mound that sounded like a sack of flour with each hit. The dog growl was coming from Eddy, swear to God. My legs took a while to work and he was hammering the whole time.

			“Eddy…” I whisper. I didn’t want to but that was as loud as I could manage. “Eddy. Stop, brethren.”

			Eddy almost hit me, I mean little boy Porteous was gone. I mean I’ve lost my shit but never been this gone. Eddy’s face wet—blood, sweat, dew, I really didn’t know. The man’s face turn mince and I have nothing to say but Eddy’s name, which I keep calling until him look at me. Reached for the pipe but he clutched it tight, like it was his child, and said no. “Eddy, we need to keep running,” I tell him. Because they could follow us all the way out to the sea, and everybody, including the police, would just watch. Or join. The water itself reached our calves, by this point, sometimes our knees, but we kept running.

			“You think I killed that man?” he asked me at some point.

			“I hope so,” I said.

			“That not fucking funny, brethren.”

			“I look like I bloodclaat laughing? You want feel sorry for people who don’t feel sorry for you, go right ahead. That son of bitch was literally sizing up me head to chop it in two like a bloodclaat coconut, so fuck him. But you know what? I hope he’s not dead. I want him alive and suffering and knowing that is a battyman do this to him.”

			“He looked like a burger.”

			“Like a hot dog in the microwave.”

			“Can I tell you something?”

			“Shoot.”

			“It bothering me that I don’t feel all that bad.”

			“I swear to God if you say some shit like this makes you just like him, I will take that pipe and beat you with it.”

			The gully goes right to the horizon, but we came up to two side tunnels on the left and right, both of them round, one leaking out sewage. “Left, right, or keep going straight?” Eddy asked me this with his eyes, but I didn’t know the fucking answer. Nobody is behind us, but that hum man, that hum kept coming.

			“Unu love labrish, eeh? You must be battyman fi true.”

			Me jump. Eddy was ready to swing. The two of us watch him pop out of the left tunnel like Botticelli’s Birth of Bomboclaat Venus. I mean it’s like he wasn’t there and then he was. Tall but that might have been the red high-heeled platforms. Long rose-red wig of straight hair running down his back. Thin but muscled, honestly like how those crackhead girls sometimes look. A woman’s one-piece bathing suit but half off, so his chest and shoulders are bare. Like a thin runner, not much on the boy but all of it is muscle. Riding low on his hips, khaki shorts torn off to hot-pants length.

			“Them catch you fucking or thieving? Pop the story give me.”

			I couldn’t find the words. Eddy said, “We not no thief.”

			“A pair of fish then. Me take meself to the surface and see a group bigger than church service. That mob looking for you.”

			“You don’t know that,” I said.

			“You cute, eeh? Like me was asking question. This one, girls,” he said and vanished down the tunnel like it swallowed him up.

			Not goin’ lie, we’re hightailing this shit through actual shit and tunnels so dark I can’t see my feet, but the whole time I’m amazed this queen can run so fast in high heels. I am trying to find a word to describe the tunnels. The sewers. Like running through Kingston’s colon. We break into dark air, cut across a drain running like a river, and jump up into another tunnel right across. This one, unlike the one before, did not take forever. But I had to look up to see we were out in the open again running through a gully underneath one bridge after another. Eddy, running ahead of me, still had the pipe. A car drove over a bridge ahead and made me stop. Cars, pedestrians, somebody on a bicycle. Kingston carrying on above as if not a damn thing is going on below. Below is where shit and piss and soapwater runs and where garbage go. Eddy shouted at me to come on, but the queen had also stopped running. Right under the bridge we heard no noise from above. Under the bridge other bodies and faces, some made up, some not, some bruised, some clear, all began to show up in the strips of streetlight. Other faces bloomed up from cigarette-lighter light. Some of the faces turned into bodies, nearly all of them thin, some in high heels, boots, bare feet, mini shirts, torn jeans, torn skin, torn-off shorts, half jackets, quarter shirts, blond wigs, black wigs, Barbie, Farrah Fawcett, Janet Jackson, Storm from X-Men. We walked right into battyboy Mad Max Beyond Thunderdome.

			

	



			

			September 1994. The twenty-ninth, so might as well call it October. Streggeh Don just got his anti-gay gestapo backside banned from the United Kingdom because his hate-filled music and rhetoric encourage the extermination of a minority group. Before or after I can’t remember but I saw Shabba Ranks on cable talk his way out of any possible future on the pop charts by saying the Bible is against homosexuality. The Bible is also against fornication, but without fornication he would be neither son nor father so that’s that. Of course, us gays get blamed. They write the songs but we get blamed for giving them reason to kill us. And they still killing us.

			Wait, this is moving too fast. That same month, September I mean, after he drove away from me, I tracked him down, Gareth Coombes. His name screams “job in a cubicle at Ernst and Young with no windows and a bunch of men and women dressed in navy blue just like him.” Except he doesn’t work at an accounting firm but at the power company, and when he drove off, I didn’t know for sure that Gareth Coombes was him. What I did next was a bad idea.

			“Yuh from DHL and you no know weh delivery go?”

			The guard at the gate says this to me, though he doesn’t bother to look up. Maybe this is one of the days God decided to work in his mysterious way, because the only thing I could rustle up that looked like a uniform was my actual high school uniform, khaki shirt and pants so tight that they look not gay, but poor. School was eight years ago and each time I remember shocks me like the first time. Like right now. I wipe the frightened look off my face too late.

			“First day ’pon the work, you no see it?” I say.

			“Front door, turn left, and go right to reception.”

			“Instruction say fi give it to him personally.”

			“That between you and reception.”

			The receptionist doesn’t so much look at me as survey my khakis, ask where I was from and who am I here for in a voice too bored to care about my answer. Then she points behind her to an open space full of gray desks with people behind them. She says look for him back there so, but back there looks a hundred yards long and is full of people packing folders to put back into file cabinets.

			I wasn’t even looking for him when I see him. Gareth Coombes. So that was his name for real.

			The receptionist is putting a call through behind me, he is trying to look busy at his desk fifteen desks down in front of me, and here I am unable to move. Somebody was bound to hiss out “Can I help you?” in bothered-and-cunty mode and all I could do was watch him doing ordinary worker shit. Something about it seems defiant to me, fifteen desks of men and women all doing the same thing so robotically that I can’t tell them apart. For a minute I thought Gareth Coombes could be anybody.

			But it is him, and this relentlessly normal-looking motherfucker was bringing out something downright abnormal in me. I start whispering, “Move, asshole,” until this man passing by hears me and frowns. I want to tell him that I was talking to myself. Gareth Coombes. Confirmation. My work is done. There is nothing in this envelope and God help me if he sees me and the receptionist shouts “Delivery for Coombes.” Then there is the whole possibility that he wouldn’t recognize me, even though I already know what he tastes like. Mortification, humiliation, other words that end with “ation,” all likely if I didn’t get the fuck out of there. But I have a plan. This is what I tell myself and what I have been telling myself from before his face came with a name. Make him feel. Make him feel what? my brain is already asking. Make him feel pain. Or maybe it’s not him but me who wants to feel something. Every word I reach for—“revenge,” “karma,” “justice”—makes my insides feel cheap. And yet I feel like God himself would have told me to make him suffer. Electric word, “suffer”: It contains multitudes. Visceral and painful yet abstract as fuck—I mean so many people suffer without feeling any pain. The word leaves things blank. Meaning maybe I want him to reel from a blow, a punch, a stab or chop, a whipping, a slow murder. Or maybe I want him to reel from heartbreak, betrayal, humiliation, desolation. My plan is to make him suffer, but the voice in my head says, Sure thing, girl, that’s about as specific as planning world peace.

			

			

			September is almost over and I haven’t seen him. I tell myself that I would never get obsessed. Only damaged people get obsessed. I need to be like Linda Fiorentino in The Last Seduction, whose most lethal superpower was indifference. Yeah. Indifference is a cold splash of water or the ready point of an ice pick. Except this is how I started seeing days and nights, as one more sunrise and sunset with no Gareth. I thought he was on vacation, quit, fired. On a trip abroad, a long visit, student visa, migrated for good. He was cheating me out of the thing even though I had not defined that thing yet. The thing I will not call a name had me daydream him at nights, first beating him down to nothing, or forcing my penis down his mouth until he gagged, or fucking him too slow and kicking myself for thinking I was making love to him. I should have daydreamed raping him, or if not that then giving him AIDS or going full Fatal Attraction but douse him, not his car, with acid. I daydream holding him, regarding him, staring past his eyes until he blinks first and yank myself out of it by jumping out of bed and punching the bedroom wall. This man was not going to get inside me. This man was not going to get inside me. This fucking man was not going to get inside me. For fuck sake this was not the man to leave you worse than he found you. This is the man you don’t even notice as he walks right past you.

			I tell myself it’s because I haven’t seen him in person why he is living in my mind. Living, laughing, buying a bun and cheese, taking a shit, telling a joke, letting women think he is available, considering a nice midway church girl for marriage, and beating off in the bathroom to the same issue of Mandate or Jock or Billy’s Got a Boner that he’s been hiding in the back of his closet since he was fourteen. He’s not a man anymore, just the real-life version of my fear and desire that I am reacting to. Every time I say “Coombes” I drag the s into such a long hiss that it turns into a lisp. Lolita begins this way, with him turning her name into a tongue workout like he is licking the name out of her clit. I am not turning this thing sexual because that is cliché and better a faggot be dull or straight than cliché.

			It’s the fear, I tell myself. He is still in faggot fear. Still trembling at touch, still unsure, still thinking he can back out of this and become what God made men for. I have seen this before: head in one place, cock or ass in another, and wondering where to put his heart. Or his nerve. His blandness goes to the space in my head where I think about bad books. I have a theory about bad books. A good book, shit, a good story, does this thing where it just comes alive in your head. It’s why I’ve read Bleak House more times than that black-hating piece of dog shit named Dickens deserves. A good book is the same as a good painting. A bad novel is just a coloring book. But I love coloring books.

			Gareth Coombes is a coloring book. Gareth Coombes is Silly Putty that I want to shape with violence. Gareth Coombes made me close my eyes and reach into my pants and if it wasn’t for the sound of a hearse pulling up I don’t know if I would have stopped. Gareth Coombes is a house to build from the ground up and I don’t even know him. I am at the Marshall’s run by Marshall, barely noticing that the member of Parliament beside me at the bar has been kneading my crotch for several minutes now. His big fleshy hand peeking out of his pink-striped cuff, peeking out of his dark gray sleeve, which is not hiding his sweat smell, as if he did some actual fucking work today. He is waiting for me to get off this barstool and lead him to the back, but this bad-breed Syrian who had to get into politics to get a nice house because there is no family wealth to speak of is five minutes from realizing that he shit out o’ luck. No problem, mon. Feeling me as soft as when he started if not softer, he turns to the right and his hand is between another man’s legs before he even says “Whagwaan.” Damn it, I really wanted a pigskin Jamdown jackass to call me “busha” tonight.

			“Yow,” he says.

			And I turn around to see blue T-shirt and sensible jeans. Slight belly pushing through the T-shirt, belt hanging loose, too short to reach the next loop. He is half smiling when I meet his face and I am realizing that I missed it, even as the voice in my head says there is nothing to miss.

			“Yow,” I say back at him.

			“This place too fucking loud.”

			“What?”

			“You funny. We can go somewhere quieter?”

			“Outside quieter.”

			“Quieter than that.”

			Sonic Youth has an album cover that said it was all whirlwind, heat, and flash. I don’t remember the ride over nor do I remember why I left my car. Bet you anything he felt he was in a movie, his hands on the steering wheel, my mouth bobbing up and down him as he drove. The truth is down in his crotch. I was also laughing at the comedy of it all, me giving specific direction while he was all in my mouth. He yanked off as we made a turn and I wanted to say something bitchy like You could have said “I’m coming,” like every other mouth but kept it shut. We were quiet and apart for the rest of the ride.

			Make him suffer.

			In my room we both take on roles, and he is faggot Man with No Name. Few words this man and those words are “Just wet me cocky like you was doing” and “Keep your fingers away from me battyhole.” And “We not going be like in no movie so don’t expect no kissing or tongue bathing because if mustache brush ’gainst me lip…”

			You going realize that is a man kissing you.

			“And no cocky going in me and mine not going up in you. No batty wash neither.”

			“I’m sorry, what’s a batty wash?” I ask.

			“You know.”

			“No. Me no know at all, brethren.”

			“When you come to me battyhole like is a ice-cream cone.”

			“Oh.”

			“And me into no touching or—”

			“Just shut up.”

			“What?”

			“Just shut the fuck up, bitch. Shut the fuck up, take off your stupid shoes and your corny socks, and go to the fucking bed.”

			“Oh.”

			Just like that he takes his shoes and socks off and goes to my bedroom. In my mind Chrissie Hynde is singing behind me, I shot my mouth off and you showed me what that hole was for. He has turned off the bedside lamp. I turn it back on. He is about to turn down the bed and I say leave it for the maid. There is no maid but it sounded like something to be said, especially “maid” since nobody in Jamaica calls a household helper that. He climbs up on the bed first and rolls over, like he is expecting the foreplay he just said he was disgusted by. Make him suffer. I reach in the top drawer for the largest size I can find and throw it at him. He looks just as puzzled as I expected, by the rubber-ball texture as much as the nozzle.

			“This look like the floater in a toilet tank,” he says.

			“You won’t like it if you fill it with cold water,” I say.

			“Me no understand.”

			“Is an enema with a nozzle. What you don’t understand?”

			“What me supposed to—”

			“You supposed to use it.”

			“Oh. But I don’t—”

			“Why you still in the bed?”

			He gives me a look that asks Are you serious? I give him a look that says I can’t be bothered. Christ, I hate when men think unfamiliarity with all things gay makes them sorta straight. I hold my hands down, shielding what must be the most glaring bulge, the most glaring proof that I’m either lying to him or myself. Whirlwind, heat, and flash. I turn on the ceiling fan. He flushes the toilet. When he comes out I say go do it again, at least two more times. “Nobody want any brown Snickers surprise in the middle of sex,” I say to his puzzled and annoyed face. I wait until he catches my drift, as Vanity 6 would say. He goes back into the bathroom and I hear two flushes and the bath tap blasting. I feel like saying that I didn’t tell him to take a bath but don’t want to push what I’m doing. I also don’t know what I’m doing. Him responding to all of this should make it hot but it doesn’t. I mean I’m about to pop this zipper open but it’s not because he’s an unlikely and sudden SM to my BD. He looks timid when he comes back to the bedroom, naked but pretending to look for the clothes he left in the bathroom.

			“Jeezam, it cold. Turn off the AC?”

			“No.”

			“You going shower?”

			“No.”

			“But…”

			“I’m not the one who need the preparation.”

			“Look, I already tell you that—”

			“And I already tell you shut up.”

			“Oh. What…wh-what…what you want me to do?”

			My answer is the stare I give him while I take my clothes off. The look he gives me says, I have not been alone with a boy since I was nine or ten and me and the boy three houses down decided to play doctor for the first time, just the two of us, and it went too far. And both of us got hard but neither of us understood it, and neither of us came but neither of us understood that. And him standing here not knowing how to simply be has made me rock-hard, and I don’t want to be because I want him to know he is having no effect on me.

			“Jesus, all that?” he says and I smile and figure that I should try to be nice some of the time, so I walk right up to him until our hard dicks touch and paw his face like a dog. He looks down as he smiles, then steals a glance back up at me, not moving his head, just his eyes. We slap our sticks against each other like the line in a reggae song, turning it into a sword fight. Fuck being playful this is not cute, my head says to me, and I grab his cock and yank it first then twist it. He winces when I wanted a shout because he would rather suffer than be found out. Contempt and attraction working together is so fucking cliché. So goddamn fucking cliché. I could just start talking about Christianity, Social Tolerance, and Homosexuality: Gay People in Western Europe from the Beginning of the Christian Era to the Fourteenth Century by John Boswell just to get our cocks back down and give my mind space to say Jordan Brown, you can still back out of this. Or I can laugh at my own sleeping-with-the-enemy joke. But a naked man is standing before me wondering what I want and I’m so hard that you could put a clothes hanger on it and hang a winter coat. It took his moaning for me to realize my hand had gone from giving pain to pleasure. Now he is playing with mine. I spit in my hand then continue and he does the same, hesitating just a second to get over being disgusted by spit. Men don’t need a reason to be hard, not really, which makes me angry sometimes.

			“What you goin’ do?” he asks. Not we, you.

			Make him suffer. There is no way I can picture fucking him other than if I’m angry, so I push him, belly down, on the bed, his legs hanging off. I push him down into the bed just as he tries to get up. His body goes weak under me, and I think about hurting him with a jackhammering finger. Make him suffer. All this does is make me think of the Smashing Pumpkins’ song “Suffer” and some line about all of you fools.

			I step away from Coombes, watching him as he plays with himself and tries to look at me behind him. He will next ask me to turn off the light, I think, but the request never comes. In high school the boys made it seem that only the ugly, the pathetic, and the perverse jerked off. Even gay boys sometimes think whacking off is immature sex, the fucking of the lonely. We are working each other’s bodies with our eyes and for the first time I am looking at all of his. Haircut messed up now from my rough hands. Lips thick and purple and open like he’s been breathing through his mouth the whole time. Chest like he used to work out, nipples like he can’t resist ice cream. Hair coiled tight like little full stops all over his chest and belly. Black bush bursting from his crotch like flame, cock standing at attention. I wish I had low hangers. Mine still looks permanently embarrassed to see daylight. Thighs and legs like he used to play football and might have even liked it. At fourteen he told himself that he could never be fucking gay because he liked sports but watched British football every Sunday because cocks are bouncing so much from all that running, tackling, and kicking that it might as well be the opening scene in a porno.

			“Talk like sex,” I say.

			“What?”

			“Talk like sex. Swinging with this here stud, you’ll need practice, I’m leaving floods of blood on your mattress.”

			“I don’t know…”

			“Talk like sex. Kool G Rap and DJ Polo.”

			“Me no know what you want.”

			“Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

			“I…I want you to…I want you to…”

			“…shot off my mouth and show me what this hole is for.”

			I grab his ass cheeks with both hands and knead them. For any other fag this would feel like foreplay but I know for him it’s a threat. I can feel his skin twitch. He wants to say that he is not into that faggot shit but saying anything right now is too awkward. But before he does say anything I make sure what does come out his mouth is a gasp. His back muscles squeeze, tense, release, contract, and tremble. My tongue is all the way up and down and prodding his hole. He oohs when I suck it, ahhhs when I blow on it, and yells when I bite it. He tries to get up but I push him back down with a force that says Chill, bitch, I didn’t hurt you. I am thinking he is taking me licking his asshole as a promise, but he is taking it as a foreboding. Doesn’t he know that silence does not mean consent. I want to fuck him, yes, I want to rape him, I want to give this murderous son of a bitch what he deserves, so much that I am hard again, but he has to ask. He has to ask. I can’t unless he asks, otherwise I’ll catch myself in the mirror laughing at the thought that I was better than him. I bury my thoughts in his hole.

			“What do you want me to do?”

			“Oh God.”

			“Tell me what you want me to do.”

			I’m not seeing his face. It’s his back that’s talking to me.

			“Lawd Jesus—”

			“Can find his own cocksucker. What you want?”

			I tug on his cock and balls again, rubbing his precum back onto his dick and scrambling his head while he figures out an answer. Look at the most difficult task, break it into bite-size steps and you can do anything. Because this is what this is. It has to be. Otherwise this is not work. This is not a mission. This is something else.

			“Big man, what you want me to do to you?”

			He mumbles it, but I need him to say it.

			“Deal with me, brethren.”

			“Say it.”

			“Fuck me.”

			“Louder.”

			“Fuck me.”

			If I think too many thoughts I will go limp, and I want to hate him but because I can’t hate him, I hate him. Confused, too confused. I thought if there was one thing I learned in the Brown household was how to fucking hate, how to manage it, wield it, coil that thing and strike like a scorpion, and yet here I am thinking that I will make this boy love me. I didn’t mean that, to say “love.” I’m hovering over his body, wondering if I had said that out loud. His muscles still twitch. I want him to beg me, but that will turn this into porn and all I will do is laugh. Real people don’t talk when they fuck. None of the real people I have known, except for Paul Royale, who is usually literally directing a movie without the cast’s knowledge.

			“Turn over,” I say.

			“No.”

			“I want to see you.”

			“No.”

			“I want you to see me go into you.”

			“Brethren.”

			“I want your hands on my hips to stop me if I…if I…”

			He doesn’t like me turning him over, but he doesn’t stop me either. His belly button is wet from semen. Whirlwind, heat, and flash. I want to hurt him with that sick urge you get when you run into the most spoiled little brat in the world. He wants me to fuck him, not because he wants sex, I think, but because under me naked and waiting on God knows what he does not know what to do. He doesn’t know where to put his hands so I tell him to grab my neck. He doesn’t know how to fix his legs so I spread them, then push up to his chest so that he looks like a happy baby. Instead he winces. I pull his hands from my neck and hook them into the crook of his knees so that he spread his own self out.

			“Condom. Condom, Rasta.”

			“I hear you,” I say. One was already lying on the bed.

			I have a plan, not for this, but can’t remember it. I try to push myself in slow, but the sheets shift under my knees and I slip and drive myself into him full force. Daddy, unable to fall asleep in his bed one house over, must have heard the murder scream this boy put on. I whisper to him to just cool. “I goin’ do you easy like Sunday morning.” He is still whimpering even though I have slowed down to slug pace. “But you still going deep,” he says with a grimace. He twists his head away from me so hard that he neck veins pop up under the skin.

			“Kissing will make it feel better,” I tell him, and he locks on to my face and tries to suck pain relief from my tongue. I French the boy until he Frenches back, but this fuck is not hurting him any less. Pulling out will cause rush and relief and there is no way he would let me back in, so I roll us over, ignoring his yelp until he is on top. You are in charge now. You can ride me, I try to say with my eyes. I know how this will go. The first three time he bounces on me hurt as bad as before, but the fourth, when he hoists himself slow and then lowers with a hard release of breath, he screams in an emotion he has no name for and whoops and hollers and rides me into midnight.

			I should have sent him home. Instead, he is beside me snoring as I look at him, then the moon, then him. I might be the only Jamaican who has heard of American Music Club. When I look at him a line from one of its songs repeats over and over, Why do you do this to me? / Showing me that all I’m good for / Is to watch you sleep.
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			Martinique. I remember his name was Martinique. Her, I mean, she didn’t answer to “he” or “him,” just “her” and mostly “she.” Boy, that bitch could run in high heels. Eddy would say it was because she knew where she was going and we didn’t, but I tell you that bitch could run. But hear this: If you live in the gully right underneath people who prove they normal by killing the abnormal, then you would learn to run fast, too. Learn to run fast on short notice. I’m glad Eddy seeing this, after all he just experienced as an exception what some of we experience as a rule. Really, you seriously think I spent all these years in my life whoring and never once had to run? Hell hath no fury like a man who remembers his wife and 2.75 children right after he just cum from a dick finding planet Pluto up his battyhole.

			We must have run ten miles before we lost the mob, although between me and you for the last five miles it was more the sound of them in my mind than any actual mob that made me run farther than we had to. By the time Martinique finally stopped running we could smell (but could not see) the sea.

			We were still in a gully, this one covered by a bridge wide enough to bring darkness before full night. Without going above there was no way to tell where we were, other than whichever place these queens decide is safe. Evening was passing and running but the way they stood out it might as well have been daylight. I wasn’t joking about being in Beyond Thunderdome. Everybody was wearing clothes pulled away from people who had died in a nuclear blast—at least that is how they looked. Certain times the voice in my head is a total bitch, and he was bitching about how everybody looked like they took fashion tips from the “Thriller” video. My inner bitch was wrong, this was Mad Max for real, if for no other reason than because everything here looked thrown away and found, made from shit that nobody in Jamaica wears, like leather. But everybody here looked thrown away and found, too.

			Nobody so much as reach twenty-five I would guess. But hard life leaves wrinkles, too. I look in the mirror and see somebody older than how my father looked at thirty. And these fags have been through worse. Everybody here still raw from the memory of family kicking them out of the house. Or neighbors getting two or three stones in before they could escape. An arm scar from being set ablaze or shot at, a neck scar from narrowly missing acid burning your entire face off. All of them queens and freaks and fishboys and battymen still carrying the severance on their backs or using their broken-down swagger to sissy their walks. And yet fuck the world for they will be glam, they will sashay, and they don’t mind being the front line of anti-gay aggression. I just spoke bullshit. Of course, they mind being in the way of a fucking bullet or cricket bat. They have no choice. They cannot and will not pass.

			Martinique air-kissed another queen who I think they called Mangella. His orange wig was its own light source, I mean he looked like a dying match. A T-shirt ripped like Flashdance just came out, the sleeves gone and a hole at the left breast showing a white bra. Some smart shit Martinique said made him unfurl and his T-shirt said “Megadeth: Peace Sells…But Who’s Buying.” Jean shorts shorter than the white pockets sticking out. Couldn’t tell if the running water was clean or dirty but two boys were buck naked and washing themselves in it.

			Watching us even as they struck a pose was the butchest looking boy here, in a T-shirt that said “34,” what was a neat haircut four weeks ago but is picky now, a dark pretty face and a wide smile. Take away the hand that was down the other boy’s cut-offs and cradling his butt and he could have been OJ Simpson. As for the other boy all he wore was his blue hair, the shorts, and a smile. Three more queens stopped being curious and started approaching. A wig on one, black this time, half of a leather jacket, a series of rips that formed jeans, Billy Idol studded bracelets from back in 1983 when that shit was a thing for real. The other one stole somebody’s wedding dress, ripped out the crotch of his jeans, and turned them into chaps. Baby dreadlocks and thick lips in search of a face. It was too dark to make out the third one, but he wore a white blouse and light blue skirt that took me a while to recognize as a girl’s high school uniform.

			I kept trying to register faces but it was as if they were hiding them from me. I remember that from doing the odd petty larceny: Never let anyone register your face. Not just the wife who was home and who would be too hysterical to make sense, but also the station attendant down the road who sold you gas.

			“I count seventeen,” Eddy said, reminding me that he was here.

			“I wasn’t counting,” I said.

			“But what a prekeh me love. White man come to the gully. What we can do for you, friend?” said little OJ Simpson.

			“I think he means you,” I say. “He don’t like when people call him white.”

			“Well, the bitch not magenta.”

			“Tell him say the hood big and him soon turn pink though,” said Baby Dreadlocks. Even I laughed. Eddy did the I don’t quite know what’s going on but I’m going to just laugh along thing that is so much more charming on a white man. Which he pretty much is to this group.

			“You from America or England?” Baby Dreadlocks asked.

			“Born right yah so, just like me daddy and me daddy’s daddy,” Eddy said.

			The three queens screamed. Not going to lie—it was the first time I noticed how sexy the Jamaican accent can be on a white-looking hombre.

			“Where you drag them two fish from, ’Nique?”

			The whole group mumbled on top of mumble, waiting for the answer.

			“The two of them nearly turn into roast fish back in Waterhouse, me love.”

			“Then hi, you two uptown boy a look ghetto cocky and you just go straight to the ghetto? You fool fi real or you just look fool?”

			“Eehi. When it come to battyboy business the ghetto should come to you. Even if is to your car window.”

			“Listen, them did ready to throw two tire round them neck and cook them for real,” Martinique said.

			“But this one hot already,” said a boy who just appeared at Eddy’s right and grabbed his crotch. Eddy slapped him away and the boy giggled.

			“But for real though. Is so you two want the ghetto slam so bad that you go to the actual ghetto?” asked Martinique.

			“We was looking for somebody,” Eddy said.

			“Them cheaper by the harbor,” OJ Simpson said.

			“Not that somebody. A boy who gone missing.”

			“Fish?”

			“Like in the sea,” I said.

			“So him just abracadabra and vanish or somebody disappear him?” Martinique asked.

			“Don’t know if we have an answer to that. One of them half chiney, black hair, light skin, chiney face but negro mouth. Pretty nuh raas. You would remember him.”

			“But why somebody like him come round here?”

			“I don’t know. You say either they poof and gone, or somebody disappear him. What if he disappear himself? Hear anything about a man jumping into the harbor?”

			“You think battyman still ah drown himself? Is 1994 this, me love. Plenty other way to kill yourself now. And how you know him dead?” Martinique asked.

			“I don’t. But I know him gone. Call himself Matt Chin. The other one name Orrin Turner.”

			“Sound like a data entry clerk,” said OJ Simpson.

			“I think he was a systems manager or something like that,” Eddy said.

			“Chiney battyman? What a prekeh here me think you only have white and black only to hear that yellow fish also on the menu,” OJ Simpson said.

			“Orrin sound like the accountant,” Eddy said.

			“Sound boring. He look boring, too?” asked Martinique.

			“He look like a man who drive a Honda Accord,” I say. “Skinny. Always look like he just take off his tie. Lighter than me, darker than Eddy.”

			“Everybody darker than Eddy.” Martinique chuckled.

			“Remember the shipping guy who them murder two month ago? Is not him alone they try to kill. A whole mob of man draw down on some battyman at a house on Lady Musgrave Road and beat them nearly to death. These two men was among them who get beat up. I hear,” I say as I watch Eddy look at me in disbelief.

			“Extra Extra News report that the people rush only one man,” said somebody in the dark.

			“But them did also say ‘sex party,’ which mean other people, no true?” asked another.

			“Is a bunch a people from all round Kingston swarm down on them and nearly kill all of them. They murder the shipping guy and blind another one. All the time them was singing ‘Batty Is Not Pussy.’ These two men, Orrin Turner and Matt Chin, barely make it out alive,” I say.

			“How you know so much?” Martinique asked.

			“We with Jamaica AIDS Support,” Eddy blurts out.

			“Them have AIDS?”

			“No, but they need support,” I say, hoping to end this.

			“How long them missing you say?” OJ Simpson asks.

			“A month, maybe longer.”

			OJ turned away for a minute to convene with the two beside him. They were nodding, agreeing, yeah-man-ing and no-sah-ing as if we weren’t there. Baby Dreadlocks spoke first.

			“For real though a man bust like firecracker in the US embassy line like three week ago. Maybe him was your man.”

			“Him could be any man though,” said OJ.

			“Yeah and trust me everybody in that visa line just as ready to leave. I mean why line up out in sidewalk from five in the morning and stay there even when the line gone three block and the sun out here committing murder? But this yah man almost go mad. And yeah, him did look scrape up bad, all sorta bandage on him face and neck and hand. Anybody who look ’pon him would know that somebody beat him up, but between me and you I could just smell the fish ’pon him. Everybody there looking for a way out, but him did desperate, man. And nobody tell the poor bitch that the one thing you don’t want to look like when you going for a visa is desperate. Maybe is caw man beat the shit out of him and might check him for round two—even there him was looking over him shoulder every other minute. Somebody shoulda tell him that US embassy might help you if something bad coming for you, but the answer is no if them feel it going follow you. First me did feel sorry for him but me did want laugh, too. ’Cause trust me, this Miss Mavis was not fooling nobody that he was a regular man. Even when him start get mad it was bitch mad, hand ’pon hip, and tapping him shoes and face a screw like him don’t like how him lipstick smell. Somebody shoulda show him how fi man up ’pon the regular, like me.

			“This boy was not going to convince a blind, deaf, half-dead dog that he was a heterosexual, but who don’t hear will soon feel, Miss Ingrid used to say.”

			“You think he was applying for political asylum?” Eddy asked.

			“Po-what?”

			“That America might let him in because he fears for his life. Every now and then they let in homosexuals under threat of persecution,” Eddy said.

			Honestly it was Moses telling the multitude that he had been to the mountaintop and saw the promised land. Eddy was totally unaware that he had captivated the whole audience.

			“Political asylum not for politician who mad?”

			“It’s for people escaping persecution—”

			“You have to prove that people or the powers that be are actually persecuting you. Besides, that is not how you apply,” I said.

			“You have to land there first,” Martinique said.

			“Either way, the boy ah sweat and stomp and screw face and watching other people so much that half of we start watching him. Worse, the boy so inna himself that he don’t hear him name call three time.”

			“What name?” Eddy and I both shout.

			“Me never check for the name, still. The woman at the counter handle him a way, me say. She ah scream that if he too lazy to hear him name and step up maybe he too lazy to get a visa and if that is his attitude she can just tear up the application right now in front of his face. Listen to me, Miss Itchy Cunt drape up the boy like him was in basic school and just shit himself and she didn’t care who hear. You know how them flabby-titty American bitch at the embassy stay. And then the poor boy start mumble, me no hear what. But she then say, ‘And you thought that made you so special to hold up the line. Where is your receipt?’ Me no know which receipt he forget to bring, but she just say a good morning to you sir and Miss Mavis have to leave the line, me love. You would think a deh so it done. But my boy when him reach halfway turn back and run to the counter. Listen to me, before she could scream, he hawk and tuah a spit as big as a fry egg straight into her face. She screaming and screaming and when the guards see that is she they take them good time to approach her—God strike me dead if me lie—and then say they don’t understand what she saying caw she screaming like frighten monkey. The man get ’way and we? We laughing for so long that she lose her mind and they have to escort her out of the booth. Is was something, chile.”

			Baby Dreadlocks came over and stared me down.

			“Me know you,” he said.

			“Probably.”

			“Rahtid! Usually battyman make like Peter before the cock crow. Call it a reflex.”

			“Kinda leave you answered with a question mark, eh?”

			Eddy groaned and said, “Jordan, for real?” I tried to not look impressed, either by his cassette collection or him.

			“You used to walk Oxford Street or South Camp Road?” asked Baby Dreadlocks.

			“Never work a street in my life,” I said.

			“And sometime you used to go gully. Off Trafalgar…no, the one behind Drumblair.”

			“I never work no gully neither.”

			“I never say you was working.”

			“The only place you might have seen me is a party.”

			“So, you is one of them party girl. At least you don’t have to be sober when British diplomat flop him flabby belly ’pon you. But me did think foreigner prefer them boy to look like him,” he said, pointing at Eddy.

			“Why come to Jamaica if is white man you looking?” I ask.

			“True, true. But you no look like no Joe Grind Mandingo. Me just a judge you ’pon your vibes, my girl.” Baby Dreadlocks was not letting this go.

			“No, you right. And that’s exactly what they want. A skinny black boy they can put their three-inch killer inside and feel like they digging all the way to China. They get to cum, I get to eat Domino’s,” I say.

			“Yeah yeah yeah, but me wouldn’t know you from them place. You come to gully before.”

			“One or two time. Sometimes on the job, sometimes off.”

			“Make me correct meself. Me no mean you come to the gully. Me mean you run to the gully one or two time,” Baby Dreadlocks said. Nothing so far was shaking him off, not being funny, not being clever.

			“Some man want ghetto slam in the actual ghetto,” I said.

			“You didn’t go there for no slam. I remember you. You was the little boy who hide in the dark and go where the shit pumping out because nobody would bother you. And all you used to do was cry.”

			“You mistaking me for somebody else, battyboy.”

			“Well, you never come out of the tunnel and always leave before morning time, so maybe you right. You still service man in your daddy green car?”

			“It’s brown. It was…”

			Too late. Too fucking late. Baby Dreadlocks smiled wide, but not wicked. Just because he was pulling me back to 1988 doesn’t mean I was going back.

			“Is you. ’Cause you long and skinny and salty you think nobody notice how young you was. This your catty?” he asked, puckering his lips at Eddy.

			“Absolutely not,” I said.

			“Hold on, you used to be down in this gully?” Eddy asked.

			“Sooner or later every battyman pass through here. Look how tonight is your lucky night. Martinique, how long you deh down here?” Baby Dreadlocks asked.

			“Three year. La Dosha just come one week ago,” she said and wrapped her arms around a boy who couldn’t be more than thirteen. He looked at me with a sheepish smile. They are trying really hard, I can see it. Trying really hard not to send him to sell himself, but they won’t be able to feed him for long. Or protect him.

			A groan crept up from the darker end of the gully but Eddy and I were the only ones who looked up. A second groan and Eddy came over to me.

			“What that?”

			“You asking me?”

			“I asking anybody.”

			Nobody answered, well, not with words, but I never saw two boys try so hard to play checkers in the dark, or go about their business, or resume to washing, or retreating to their bedsheet tents and hospital mattresses and cardboard mats, or laughing out loud for no reason, or turning up the one radio, anything to drown out that ghost sound.

			“What was that?” I asked Martinique.

			“What is what?” she said and walked off.

			“You bring any dinner?” OJ asked.

			“Yes, bitch, they stop for a bucket of KFC when them was running for they life,” somebody said and they all laughed.

			“Donisha and La Roix on Scooby-Doo mission tonight. Them soon come back,” Martinique said and went down a few feet to some upturned white buckets where she sat with some ladies all in wigs like hers.

			Everybody was busy not paying attention to us. I was going to find the least filthy stretch of concrete and lie down but remembered that, unlike me, none of this Eddy is used to.

			“We not going home?” Eddy asked.

			“How?”

			“How you mean? We can call a taxi. I have money.”

			“Why you whispering?”

			“For real? We need to leave.”

			“Brethren, where you deh? What you think is above this gully? Smart money betting that we nearer to the dump than anywhere people live. What, you think you can just go up there and hail a taxi? This part of Kingston don’t run like your part of Kingston.”

			“Jesus Lord, can you chill with the ghetto ambassador shit? Homeless in Jack’s Hill is like being broke at Buckingham Palace.”

			This bitch was not going to get to me. No, he was not. No, he was fucking not.

			“Eddy. This time of night man don’t have to know you’re gay to kill you. Chances are we so far downtown that even downtown don’t know where the fuck we deh. This time of night—”

			“Is not that late, according to my watch.”

			“Then jet, brethren. I, on the other hand, am just a little tired from running for my life. But cut, white boy. You go up and ask some random stranger where you deh. Better yet, beg them a call from them house so rich Daddy can pick you up. And while you at it—”

			“Fuck off.”

			I stopped. He sat down on the curb beside me. “Watch how the two of them sit down like them stoosh,” somebody said.

			“They think you sit down too dainty—”

			“I know what they mean. And they said ‘them,’ bitch. What is a Scooby-Doo mission?”

			I burst out laughing.

			“What them do in Scooby-Doo?” I asked.

			“Solve mysteries.”

			“And find shit. When you on the street your daily question is where you going to find food. Not even what you goin’ eat. Jamaicans don’t like waste shit, so you have to go to where tossed food won’t be spoiled. That mean where Americans live, work, or eat.”

			“You go to them house? They donate food?” Eddy asked.

			The two queens beside us laugh out so loud that others asked for the joke, which then caught on like wildfire.

			“No, busha. American business and government addresses or American food like Burger King mean you more likely to find food in the garbage.”

			“What the fuck— What?”

			“Yow, listen to me. One time I find a full bucket o’ chicken in the embassy garbage, speaking of chicken,” I say.

			“Yes, Sexy Rexy if milk carton say spoil June sixth, it mean you can drink it till June ninth,” Martinique said.

			“You ever notice how they wrap food up before they throw it ’way? Like it was going to the fridge and not the trash,” OJ Simpson adds.

			“Burger King fish sandwich last long, too,” La Dosha blurts out, then covers her mouth as if she said too much.

			“ ’Cause that is not fish, pussyhole,” OJ snaps back at her. “Sometime if you lucky, you get one or two thing out of the KFC garbage. Maybe Wendy’s. But not at Tastee. Local people mean nuh fuck.”

			Eddy’s look of total disgust and horror almost made my night. Almost. I wanted to say Live in a car for two years and you develop a different relationship to food, but hey, place and time, time and place.

			The groan crept along the soapy stream this time, and we both looked down as if it was really coming from under us.

			“Barnabas Collins check for the gully?” I asked.

			“I swear to God the times you choose to inject comedy, brethren,” Eddy said and brushed me off like I was a disappointing child. I could have punched the son of a bitch. I really could.

			“Okay is it me or is everybody in this gully acting extra hard like them don’t hear this moaning? I mean them two boys over there scrubbed themselves clean twenty minutes ago,” he said.

			“Uh-huh.”

			“Uh-huh what?”

			“Uh-huh, I noticed.”

			“Well, shouldn’t we ask—”

			“Martinique, what the fuck is that sound?” I asked.

			“What you talking ’bout, uptown boy?”

			“The sound coming from the other end of this gully. You know, down there where there is no light,” Eddy said.

			“Must be breeze.”

			“Breeze.”

			“Or coolie duppy coming to haunt you. You top or bottom?” OJ Simpson said and then tried to laugh but the moan cut him short.

			“I goin’ look,” I said, and Eddy grabbed me.

			“Brethren, you the one fool who never watch a scary movie? We move away from the strange noise, not toward it.”

			The moan again.

			“This look like a movie to you?” I said. “Or you think coolie duppy goin’ turn you into a top?”

			His entire face said to me, Fuck off, asshole, which at least showed that he was better at being gay than I thought. In Jamaica, faggot finishing school was usually the street or some nasty old man’s house. He followed me. I am sure we stepped through a quarter mile of tree branches, garbage bags, dead whatever, shit, piss, and all of Kingston’s bathwater. Something else as we got closer, something like dead meat. We were right above the smell when it floated up to us. Eddy told me to light a match. Martinique had chased after us too late and the words could barely come out of her mouth.

			“We doing all we can. We did do all we can,” she whispered.

			Honestly it was the busted corner of the mattress I saw first with the coiled spring pushing out of it. The smell hit me first, shit, piss, all of Kingston’s bathwater, and him. But the match went out before I saw more than his feet.

			“Nobody help a bitch down here, and we still breathing,” Martinique said.

			“He is also still breathing, you son of a bitch,” I said and lit a match again.

			“Oh, dear Jesus,” Eddy said.

			Two black lesions on his light broad face made him look like a bruised dog. His eyes were just pools for thick water and gunk. His teeth were so bare that he looked like he was smiling, but I have heard of death before or rather dying and how it can twist a look out of your face. The T-shirt was almost off his body and I wished that it was back on. More lesions, more little islands all over his chest and belly, two on his left when he tried to turn and raw one on his buttock that pulled the mattress when he shifted again. Spotty islands all over his legs. This man was too light to be from the ghetto. Martinique didn’t have to tell me. The mattress may have been old but it was not cheap, and there was a sheet. And while he was near naked his pants wrapped around his feet like a snake, good jeans you can’t buy here. He came from a good family and the good family dumped him, maybe weeks ago. These gully bitches probably stole his shoes but were too afraid to touch his clothes. Under a bridge meant no rain, but the running water working around the mattress meant it was soaked. He was saying something in a rushed hiss, like poetry or song lyrics. When I was younger I would sing all of Madonna’s True Blue album as if I was listening to it on a Walkman. His mouth was open because he couldn’t close it. He groaned again, then coughed, which set off another cough, which set off another one.

			“We couldn’t have him with us, you understand me. We help him when we fucking can, to bomboclaat. We help him when we fucking can,” Martinique said. “But you have to understand we girls. We in the valley of the shadow of death every day, you understand me? Every fucking day. We pick up enough disease, okay? We—”

			“You don’t want to touch him,” I said.

			“Why you don’t call an ambulance?” Eddy asked.

			“This white bitch just land in Jamdown? Or planet Earth which one?”

			“Go fuck yourself,” Eddy said.

			“Shut up, Eddy. Which ambulance goin’ take him? Which hospital goin’ put him in a bed? You goin’ put him up in Casa Porteous? Also, you see any phone booth round here?”

			Eddy turned away from me, but that meant his eyes landed on the man, so he kept turning until he was facing the gully bank.

			“Sometimes he sleep so deep that we think him dead. Boy-Boy him the oldest round here. He say him not going see next month. All we can do is get him some chicken soup, but he always vomit it back up. Then he say Saint Theresa singing to him, so he sing back.”

			“That what he singing now?”

			“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,” Eddy said. “I remember it from lit class.”

			I wanted to pretend that I’d seen it, heard it, and moved fast beyond it, but truth was I had never seen anybody suffering from it. I couldn’t tell what about him was sick and what was old. But old men aren’t getting AIDS, it was people as young as me. My mind ran on the important Jamaican family names and if any was secretly missing a member. The man looked like he would have been early thirties if two thirds of his body had not evaporated away. Even in the dark his wide eyes looked like they were floating in voids. He was struggling to get the words out and up close the groan sounded wet and drowning. The rattle before the death rattle. Shit, piss, and bathwater. He was supposed to disgust me but didn’t. Honestly, I wanted to climb on the bed and cradle him like the painting of Mary cradling Jesus. I don’t know why because I also thought if I moved in any closer I was going to retch. But Jesus sweet God that anybody’s last week or day or hour should be like this. Yes, I was surprised that I was thinking this way.

			“Eddy, go back to the girls,” I said.

			“Water, water, every where, / And all the boards did shrink; / Water, water, every where, / Nor any drop to drink,” he said to the dark.

			“Eddy.”

			“Okay.”

			I couldn’t tell if Eddy really wanted to stay or just prove that he was as tough as me and the darkness was hiding his face. He dragged himself away. The man on the mattress most likely didn’t even know I was there. Twelve years old, no, thirteen, the age when I passed by my parents’ room and heard my mother’s sister telling her how she didn’t realize that dying hurt. Not her but Granddad, who died of heart disease. His last night was so awful, sis. Dying not like no movie. It is a terrible and terribly painful thing. Whatever fuel I was running on didn’t feel like courage. And this was not toughness I said at the time believing I only thought it. But the man heard something.

			“Under the water it rumbled on, / Still louder and more dread: / It reached the ship, it split the bay; / The ship went down like lead.”

			“What you want me to get you?” I said, crouching down beside the mattress. He was shaking and trying to rub his hands together for heat. But then he said, “Burning up, burning up, burning up…”

			“You want some water?”

			“Like one that hath been seven days drowned, / My body lay afloat.”

			“Mister?”

			“God coming like a roaring lion, you hear him? Why it so fucking hot?”

			His hands felt like they were coming from the fridge when he grabbed my wrist. He was supposed to be weak, but I couldn’t pull away. “Why it so fucking hot?” he said again.

			All I could say was “I don’t know.”

			There was so little to read—about AIDS, I mean. All this shit to fear and not a damn thing to know. Certainly not in this country.

			“It so fucking…It so…”

			Everything smelled dead, dying, or rotting, except the shit that smelled fresh. He was at the stage that everything left without telling him, everything running free. Or he was at the point where he didn’t know or couldn’t care. I wondered if he was handsome once. His head was skull and streaks of straight hair now. Jamaica white, Jamaica brown, not the Jamaica that waste away at the bottom of a gully that Kingston drives over. He was definitely shitting himself even as he was grabbing on to my hand. Another voice in my head said he was going to wipe himself with the other hand and then smear himself on me.

			“Tell my sister not to spread out the satin…yes, the satin…Don’t spread Mummy sheet.”

			“Okay.”

			“Tell her! Okay. Tell her…no sat…no satin sheets. No…”

			“What is your name?”

			“O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!”

			“I don’t understand,” I said.

			I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t be with him and watch this. The queens laid him here and tried to do what they could. Tried to make him comfortable, which meant waiting on him to die.

			“You in pain?” I asked.

			“Like a roaring lion. You hear him? You hear him?”

			“Yes,” I said.

			I stepped away. Okay, I ran away. Martinique and Eddy huddled themselves around a drumfire.

			“Him did tell me him was the top. Back when him did make sense, I mean,” Martinique said.

			“When was that?”

			“Last month. He just been getting worse day by the day. Not even the garbage department will move him. Sometimes when people look down ’pon we and point I wonder if them saying see the one with the AIDS deh! See him deh.’ ”

			“They don’t know what AIDS look like.”

			“Sick battyboy in the gully. Them see enough. At least him not in no big pain.”

			“How you know that? Dying always hurt.”

			“A nurse who come by here one time say that if he lose more and more water he will slip away and dead. You didn’t give him nothing to drink?”

			“Give him what?”

			“We did think he woulda gone by Monday, but is three day now.”

			I didn’t want to hear any more so I stopped talking. Eddy looked trapped.

			“Maybe we go up. Maybe we can see how far out we deh.”

			“What difference that make now?” he said and sat down, pulling his knees to his chest.

			“It’s three in the morning,” Eddy said when I woke up. I was about to give him shit for waking me, but he pointed to the end of the gully and said the man sounded worse. Based on what, I didn’t ask, but I got up and walked slowly down into the dark. Shadows really do swallow you. I never noticed before. I was thinking about Crime and Punishment where it said that Raskolnikov was beyond thought. Except my thoughts were racing and crashing into one another and I wished I was as cold and quiet as the night.

			The fresh shit on the man came to me. He raised his head even though there was no way in this dark that he could have seen me coming.

			I kneeled on the mattress as he gargled spit away from choking his throat. The Rime of the Ancient Mariner or something else was still running loose from his lips. Sometimes he looked at me as if he knew I was there and just as quick would see right through me into the dark. And then a sudden sweeping light hit his face. A car driving over the bridge. He was staring at me when the headlights found a spot near his face and lit his slight crooked smile. And every single bone in his rib cage pushed against the skin.

			“My brothers…my brothers…they, they didn’t like that I was the handsomest,” he said.

			“Two set of twin—” The cough cut him off. “Two set of twins, all of we friend with Dorothy. Friend with Dorothy. Playing…”

			I lifted his head off the dirty pillow and pulled the pillow out. His head down on the mattress, his smile still soft and crooked. I picked up the pillow with both hands and covered his face and pressed down. He swung his arms and at first I thought it was to strike me, but he was swinging to music. I pressed harder. His hands weaved around, up and down and over and out like swans until they both fell.

			

			

			September 1994. Gareth doesn’t think it’s funny that I gave him an enema kit for a present. Not the gift per se, which was meant to hit on a certain sense of humor that Jamaicans don’t have, but that I was giving him something. Anything. A gift outside of birthday and Christmas is what man give to woman. Usually before or after a visit to a fuck hotel. The look on his face asks the question What you think me is? Your side gal? Your little wham bam thank you matey who don’t have no self-respect? Maybe I was reading too much into his face because he stood there dumbfounded until he remembered that we were in a restaurant. Well, a patty shop place. Well, a food court that serves the patty shop and seven other food spots because anything with four actual walls and nonfluorescent lighting would be a date and badman don’t date.

			I saw this shit long time ago, that it’s not the sex that’s the problem, that fills Gareth Coombes with disgust. It’s the everything else. The checking to see how he is, the holding the door open, the getting him a drink, the tickling his ribs, the touching his cheek, the getting him a gift. That is what makes him something close to sick. Or something else. I’m not sure what that is, but I know it’s about him wanting those things, too. And nobody told him that wanting to be held and kissed and thought of was a human thing, not just a woman thing. Nobody has told a single man or woman in this country. Nobody told me.

			“You trying to tell me something?” he asks as he shoves the box back down in the green plastic bag, called a scandal bag for a reason.

			“Action, words, whatever get the message across.”

			“You expect me to start buy feminine products and wash it with special soap?”

			“Is like Star Trek. You going where few have gone before.”

			“What?”

			“Nobody wants a chocolate surprise when they go in you.”

			“Only you go in me, you understand me? Not another one.”

			“I was being hypothetical.”

			“What?”

			“Call it batty insurance. Batsurance.”

			“Batsurance. You funny. What you call a vibrator, the boy wonder?”

			I burst out laughing. Clutching my sides when I realize he is not making a joke. Not goin’ lie—there is something mildly addictive in watching him trying to hold his shit together. The gay sex he hates (in theory, of course) is still something he wants to get better at. The last time we fucked he said he felt like he was stealing something from a woman. Meaning men aren’t supposed to orgasm this way, by not doing nothing in his words. I wanted to say he could’ve fooled me if lying down and taking it was all that he was doing. He would have loved it back when we were called “inverts”; something about being called a verb makes you feel that the name is not who you are but what you do.

			“They have…you know…doctor, I mean specialist. They have specialist for that sorta thing?”

			“You mean asshole gynecologist? Maybe in America.”

			He called me this morning to meet him at Monarch Mall. Even now I can’t remember when I gave him my number. Well, the house number. Miss Ingrid when she answered couldn’t figure out who he meant by “the young mister of the place,” but he kept hammering until she got it.

			Monarch Mall arose out of Monarch Supermarket two years ago, and just about every store that sold CK One perfume, Calvin Klein clothes, or Calvin Klein briefs relocated there, which meant a lot of department stores selling the same thing. Anonymous for Gareth Coombes, maybe, but Lord knows not me. But like I said, nobody wants to be friends with the guy who embalmed Grandma.

			“I just want to know why you go on like it so special.”

			“This is a really strange discussion about an anus.”

			“All anus discussion strange. You need fi leggo this.”

			“Sure, as soon as you leggo shame first,” I said.

			“Batty is not pussy.”

			“Don’t bring up that fucking song with me. Don’t ever bring up that fucking song.”

			“Is just a song. No song ram the dancehall like that track, tell you that.”

			“Yeah? That woman you grinding know you have a pussy, too?”

			“Fuck off.”

			“Winding your damn waist to a song telling people to kill you.”

			“Is just a song, brethren.”

			“And a bullet is just metal.”

			“Me never come for you to school me still. Me graduate long time.”

			“Good for you I dropped out of school. Just say you don’t want people to think your pussy precious.”

			“What the fuck that, master? Don’t call it that.”

			“You’d be surprised how much battyman call it exactly that.”

			“You think you see bigger than me.”

			“Hardly.”

			“You know what me mean. You think you gay adult while me is gay pickney. Yet all I see from all of you is copying woman. Call each other sister, or bitch, or girl, or giiiiiiiirrrrrllll, or yes me dear, and wear wig and dress and makeup and bomboclaat mascara, and then call you fucking battyhole a pussy like you have clit—”

			“We call it the prostate.”

			“Shut yuh raasclaat mouth!”

			People turn around to see where the raasclaat came from. He shoves the green bag under his chair.

			“So all there is to being a battyman is taking hood and mocking woman,” he says.

			“I don’t wear mascara. Also you don’t understand gay culture.”

			“What? Miss Lou poem is culture. Reggae is culture. Battyman is—”

			“Abomination. No, you think more evolved than that, so you say ‘lifestyle.’ I much prefer ‘abomination.’ Sounds like something out of The Exorcist. You would love that though, wouldn’t you? That it was something you can burn away like garbage or pray away like this is Damien: Omen II. How long you praying?”

			“I said shut up.”

			“Lemme guess. You been begging God to straighten out your fucking business ever since a cock end up in your mouth when you was sixteen.”

			He is trying to say something worse, I can see it pulsing out of the side of his neck. But he doesn’t have the words. Just a high school education, the snob in me wants to think, but it’s more that every single thing that has happened to him these few weeks has never happened to him before and nobody has words for shit this new. This convo is going nowhere—in fact, it started nowhere and has been going backward since then, but sweet minty Jesus I like watching him squirm. But then he gets up and walks away, leaving the green bag. Thirty feet is between us when I realize he is not coming back. I dash after him, stop, run back for the green bag, then skip to the exit leading out to the small road at the back. Neat sidewalk grass and trimmed hedges and four-bedroom five-bathroom upper-middle-class homes with empty driveways minding their own business. No public action like Hope Road for him. I want to think he did this to prevent a scene, meaning he still expects us to be talking, hashing this shit out. But he’s still walking. I’m out of breath when I reach him and making a big huff and puff out of it, but he doesn’t stop. Of all the thoughts that come rushing to me, that he organized this for the afternoon so that we wouldn’t rush home to fuck comes first.

			“I can’t keep up with you,” I say.

			“Not everything in the KFC bucket you need to eat,” he says, still marching.

			“Ow. Gareth. Gareth.”

			“Fuck you want now?”

			“Look, sorry, all right? Shit. Chill nuh man. Stop fucking walking.”

			“Don’t fucking touch me, bitch. What the fuck?”

			“Only person watching is God, brethren.”

			“You just can’t stop.”

			“Which way you want me to say sorry so you believe it?”

			He finally stops. Like it’s a second thought he turns around, comes right up to me and grabs the green bag.

			“Call you tomorrow or something,” he says.

			Instead he calls me the same night. I’m out of lube but the half sister is never out of baby oil. She has yet to tell me what she wants, I remember as I steal her shit. This is not even her room, just a hostile takeover that my mother would never have allowed before Daddy’s stroke.

			We’re on the roof of the Gold Mutual Insurance building in New Kingston, up from the parking lot elevator that few know about, and one of the few is the Wednesday night security guard who is family, meaning he gives us the batty rate to go up to the roof. Not the tallest building in Kingston, not even in New Kingston, but you can still survey the city like you somebody who owns a big chunk of it. If the moon was out the view would make you think you own it, too.

			His hatchback is the only car on the rooftop, probably because it’s not even ten. For a man who hates any talk that marks him as fag he’s been telling me all the places inside his body me cocky goin’ reach since I’ve been fucking him for the past twenty minutes. Seriously, it’s made me wonder which cable provider now showed gay shit, because none of these lines came from him. I’d be liar if I say that it wasn’t turning me on. Hatchback unhatched, trunk space too clean except for a deflated beach ball and a box of whatever. He is on all fours his pants off and his polo hanging from his neck. I’m the giddy cowboy with the wide stance, planting my boots on the roof floor as I pull and push myself in and out of this man who is cussing in tongues now, telling me to deal with him case baby, deal with it nuh. As if I say anything at all during sex. I don’t even want to grunt. Then he howls and reminds me that in gay sex the diff between thrill and agony is all in a thrust. I’m splitting this boy in two and pulling out made him yell. Gareth feels around until he grabs my cock and is about to guide me back in when he stops to check.

			“The condom still on,” I say.

			“Plenty people generous with them AIDS,” he says.

			“Never been generous a day in my life.”

			He is saying something about that not being the thing he was expecting me to deny, but I push a scream out of him instead. Not goin’ lie—I did that because I know a sudden stab would really hurt. Gay sex in Kingston never stops being exciting because it never stops being dangerous. There is no chance of being caught on this roof: interrupted, witnessed, even joined, but not caught. And it is making me bored. There’s nothing to do but be cruel to this boy, pushing in from a slight angle to hurt him, fuck him in a way that feels like the first time he’s ever been fucked, make him wince or make him hang on just to prove that I can beat him, or to hear him give up and say he can’t take much more and why don’t I just cum.

			“What you doing?” he asks.

			“What it look like? Get up. I want you to fuck me.”

			“What?”

			I wasn’t about to repeat myself. The confusion in his face provokes something in me: contempt, maybe, or something else I don’t have words for. The lube rolls into view on cue. I tell him that he didn’t have to do it missionary since he didn’t like seeing anybody’s face. Three times he tries to go in, the first makes me wince and cuss, the second a stab with a half-mast cock, the third a total failure of flaccidness as he flops around in the dark. He whispers a sorry so weak and quiet that I think I am imagining it. I can help, I say, deliberately sounding more like a nurse than a lover. The flinch means he caught it. Last thing he was going to be was a charity, which makes him hard for a little while inside my mouth, but he’s going soft before he pulls himself out.

			“Maybe this prove it,” he says as he yanks up his briefs.

			“Prove what?”

			“That me not funny.”

			“You not funny. You who was just telling me to fuck you all the way to your brain not funny.”

			“One bowcat here though, not two.”

			“You catch me there, master. I’ve been blowing boys since I was ten.”

			“Stop talk like that,” he says as he pulls his pants up. “Anyway, if me did so gay, how come me can’t get no…me can’t hard…when…”

			“You rock-hard when you taking dick though.”

			“Bomboclaat man, you haffi nasty all the raasclaat time? All the fucking time?”

			I am this close to bringing up the porn dialogue he was giving me only ten minutes ago.

			“You’re not straight. You’re a bo—”

			“I’m a what?”

			“You’re a bitch.”

			No, that is not what I was going to say. Yes, I know that he knows. But I called him bitch so here it comes, the knuckle charging straight into my cheek. I fall back into the car but kick him in the chest and he staggers back. Oh, he’s coming for me now. He is going to remind me why I’m here. Do it, you man-killing son of a bitch, I almost say. Instead, he drops to his knees and I’m thinking he’s having a heart attack.

			“Gareth, shit, you good?”

			This is what hovering over a crouching man gets you: a knee to the lower abdomen, which fucking hurts even when I know he was aiming for my balls. I’m on the ground right beside him but he lurches up first and kicks me in the side. And kicks and kicks and kicks and kicks. All I can think of is when he’s done with me and people find me in the morning they will wonder why I don’t have on any pants. Just as he kicks me again I hold on to his leg. Instinct tells him to do it, to kick with the other, which I block and grab. Both legs no longer his, he falls on his back hard and wakes up dust. I jump him too hard. We roll and tumble and roll and I punch his side and he punches mine and we roll and tumble and the gray dust is turning us into mummies. He punches my face and I punch his left eye and he tries to grab my balls to twist me into a eunuch. Fuck this piece of shit. We grapple but the gray dust is powder and he slips out of my hands, then I slip out of his. Somebody is howling like a wounded tiger. Too slippery. Too blind from dust in the eye. Punches land like a slap and slaps like a touch. It’s perverse the sound: tip tip tip tip. We sound like men who can’t hit like men. He knows it and I know it, but it makes him mad first. I roll on top and punch his sides but his knuckles clap my temple and my head goes for just a second but long enough for him to roll on top and rain down slaps and thumps that I block and slap back and now we fight like cats. Bitches. Faggots. The self-hate is powering him, I can feel it. I know what it smells like.

			But I’m thinking too much. He grabs my right arm and swings it behind me like he’s trying to pop my shoulder off and I scream. He shouts, “Shut you fucking mouth, just shut you fucking mouth,” and I’m trying to push his weight off me but my back barely moves and my bare ass brushes up against him and God is fucking blind if he doesn’t see how hard he is. He shouts, “Cease and settle,” and pushes me down flat in the dirty parking lot even though I stopped resisting two shouts ago. Spit lands on my left ass cheek and trickles down to the hole. He is in porn form again, slapping me with his hardness, then throwing his whole weight on my back.

			“There he is. See him there. You must be the real Gareth Coombes,” I say.

			I want Kurt Cobain to take over my mouth because right at this moment he would sing “Rape Me” and damn this son of a bitch straight to hell, but he doesn’t, and all I have is a man’s weight on me but not in me. He is hot and wet inside his shirt. “You not goin’ rape me,” I say over and over until I am just whispering it. He is ramming hard against my ass, our sweaty skins meeting with a slap slap slap, but he is still not inside me. Warm drips hit the back of my neck but it’s only when he pulls himself off and scurries into a corner that I see that he is crying. In his hands he is burying a full-on bawl. I pull my pants on.

			“Sometimes I just want to kill it and kill it and kill it and kill it and kill it and kill it and kill it,” he says.

			“Stab and stab it with your steely knives but you just can’t kill the beast.”

			“What?”

			“ ‘Hotel California.’ The Eagles.”

			“Every fucking thing is song to you? You don’t ever feel nothing real?”

			“Kiss me fucking ass.”

			Two car horns down in the street keep the fight going for us. We are both exhausted for different reasons but the same reason, too. I want to stoop down beside him, not to hug, just to make our arms touch, which makes me want to throw him off the roof. I already know that I’m not going to sleep tonight because my head will be tormented with new shit I don’t want to think about. And the fact that this mid-level man too boring to even be in a Japanese comic about a mid-level man is making me do it. And tomorrow I will be grateful that I work around dead people, so nobody will come in to bother me with banal shit, which means in some fucked way I’ll have to thank my father. He says everything is a fucking song to me, but I don’t have anything else.

			“I don’t have anything else,” I say.

			“What?”

			“I don’t have anything else. Singers say stuff I don’t have the words for and even when I have the words I don’t have what it takes to say them. They know me better than I know myself. Like right now the only words I can think of is from a Patti Smith album.”

			“I don’t know who that.”

			“Can’t you show me nothing but surrender?”

			“If I did want surrender, I wouldn’t be bawling like some bitch on people roof.”

			“Life is full of pain, I’m cruisin’ through my brain.”

			“Shut up.”

			“Easy part, that. I don’t have no words, no words of my own. Daddy didn’t give me any, school didn’t give me any. Literature didn’t give me any, since all the books was white people with snow and bonnets and carriages trying to arrange marriages and bored out of their fucking minds. Rock music was the first time I ever felt something love me back, ever. And only a certain music. Music that people who hate me don’t like.”

			“Music can’t love you back. Besides, is devil music.”

			“So I hear.”

			I sit down against the wall, six or so feet from him. Floodlights from the stadium two miles ’way make us silver. I want to tell him that music damn well can love you back. It can love you hard and leave you worse than it found you.

			“Hating your own skin feel like the only real thing,” I say.

			He shakes his head over and over like this is church and I just dropped revelation.

			“Is like when you have this thing and is not a pain, not a headache, just a feeling and is the worst feeling, and is at the back of your head and you wish it would rip your head off instead of sitting and nagging at the back of your fucking head. And sometimes the nagging take shape like words that just haunt you. And it never done just so. The feeling take you over so bad you wish you could get one of those art knife and slice your skin open so you can crawl out and leave the fucking skin somewhere to rot. And like me say, you know it’s not a headache or a cold or anything but you take NyQuil because at least you can get some sleep. Sometimes I want to just take NyQuil over and over so that all I do is sleep for the rest of my life. You ever want to do that? Do nothing but sleep?” I said too much. I never say too much unless somebody pulls it out of me. And the last person that should be is him.

			“It make you want to beat somebody up.”

			“Huh?”

			“Beat it out of somebody.”

			“What? No. What the fuck? That is what you do?”

			“No.”

			“Then why think that?”

			“Mental diarrhea. Sound like the name of a song. I don’t know. Don’t listen to me.”

			I laugh. “You’re right,” I say.

			“I can’t be like you.”

			“Because you still play football and run track and all the girls call you them pet?”

			“No—yes—no. That’s not what I mean. I mean you fine with nobody liking you.”

			“You don’t even know me.”

			“I know you enough to know nobody would like you.”

			“You going tell me I wear the battymanness on my sleeve? Because that is a fucking lie.”

			“No, people might think you is a freak, not a battyman.”

			“Then what?”

			“They just don’t like you. Me keep sinning I going lose family and friend. You don’t have no friend to lose.”

			“Wow. You figure out all of that just by looking at me.”

			“Brethren, everything about your looks shout it. Me more worried you would lead me to Satan than to AIDS.”

			“You are not a sin.”

			“Me never say me was sin. Me say I was sinning.”

			I would leave but he is the one who drove. “Take me home,” I say.

			Lying on the roof again. I wonder if I really don’t have a voice of my own with only rock lyrics to talk for me. When I don’t have words and my own head feels like it’s going to explode, I play the end of Nirvana’s “Territorial Pissings” and scream into a pillow. One time when it hit me that I was in my own damn place, I screamed out in the open Gotta find a way, a better way, I’d better wait over and over until I spit something out in the dark that tasted slippery like blood. Police showed up four hours later saying they had a report of screaming and were making sure nobody was disturbing the peace in such a peaceful neighborhood, after all the deputy prime minister lived seven streets over. I knew this was the half sister.

			He didn’t just take me home, Mr. Gareth Coombes. There’s the long way to my house via Jack’s Hill Road, where the road tricks you into thinking it’s flat but you hug every nook, curve, and cranny and scramble over the most recent landslide. The way up from Papine is shorter, but it’s a near-vertical shot up, and if you blink you’ll miss the third of four sharp turns and that miss will shoot you off a cliff to your mountainside death. Jack’s Hill Road it was.

			“I do everything that God tell me to do,” he said to me.

			“Pardon me?”

			“I used to go to church. One time the pastor say to we that fasting is the only way you can get God to change his mind. I stop eating so he would change his mind about me.”

			“Change his mind about what, making you gay?”

			“About giving me that struggle.”

			“You lost me. When God give you something it’s either a gift or a curse, but he is still who fucking give it to you.”

			“Even Jesus beg him to take the burden off.”

			“And look what the fuckhole said to that.”

			“You just don’t respect nothing, true? Don’t fear nothing. Don’t love nothing.”

			“Shut the fuck up. You don’t know nothing about me.”

			“I know you know more about me than I know about you.”

			“What the fuck is this?”

			“What?”

			“This Gareth Coombes. This shit. You want to talk about feelings now?”

			“I don’t want to be you.”

			“Then why me riding passenger side in your car? Watch this turn.”

			“Shit. Because you come for me, okay, because you come for me.”

			“That you tell Jesus?”

			“Fuck off.”

			“So other than fitting into a size thirty, did fasting make you straight? Find the love of a good woman at Swallowfield Chapel? You know them is all lesbian, right?”

			“You just can’t stop saying nasty shit.”

			“You the one who think it’s nasty.”

			“Maybe God going save both of we.”

			“When I need saving I’ll be sure to tell him. You start doing it yet?”

			“Doing what?”

			“Going through the Bible to see if God really said battyman fi dead. If Jesus himself say it. Make me save you the trip. All the anti-battyman shit that Paul speak about in the Epistles some other person wrote one hundred years after him dead. And the Old Testament rules were for people so backward that you had to threaten to kill them if they mixed linen with cotton.”

			“Every fall is a chance to get back up and be right with God.”

			“Well, fuck, you fall so damn much you must be right as rain then.”

			“Do you even like me?”

			“What kinda question that? Me inna you car.”

			“Forget it.”

			“Fine. You the one pushing me away and pulling me back. Even during sex.”

			“Can we stop talking ’bout sex? Not every man and woman talk about it like you.”

			“That’s their tragedy.”

			“You just can’t say nothing normal.”

			“Normal? Normal? What the fuck? What you want us to talk about, where to vacation next year? How the bougainvillea coming in nicely this season? Which MP going to lose his seat next election? You want to talk like a married couple but you calling me weird. Weird is you phoning to ask if I did eat today, not you telling me to suck your—”

			“Shut it.”

			“What you want, Gareth Coombes?”

			“Nobody know what they want.”

			“Oh, I know what I fucking want.”

			“You know what you fucking want.”

			“Yes, I know what I fucking want.”

			“What eh? What you want?”

			“I want to kill the fucking world,” I said.

			He slowed the car down to a stop right before a bridge under which last week’s rain was still sprinting and splashing down into the river. Stopped the car and turned the engine off. The rush from the river sounded like it could wash away every damn thing.

			“Jesus, man,” he said.

			His car clock was an analog so I listened for the tick. Mountain quiet at three a.m. is so silent that not even the noise of tumbling water can break it. I would have liked this silence if there was peace in it, but what I said surprised me. I wished I had said something clever, something that made sense to him, that didn’t make so much sense to me. Because before he yanked it out of me I’ve never thought about what I wanted right down to just one line. One thought. I didn’t even bother to think about what I wanted. That’s a lie or at least a contradiction. I think about what I want all the time; I just never thought it could be boiled down to one thing. And I don’t think this is the one thing. I would never have sat down and considered and come to this. But it is what burst out of my mouth. And it dropped like a dead weight in this car and now we are both too loaded down to move. I honestly don’t remember when he turned on that ignition.

			So, I’m on the roof. Right now my struggle is once again to stop using song lyrics for my mental shorthand because lying here on the roof I’m thinking that yeah, for real, I really could just kill a man. I could kill that preacher that is counting the death toll from AIDS every Sunday. I wish I could put a noose around Magic Stick’s cock and balls and hang him over a bonfire for killing Sandringham Tucker because everybody knows that as soon as he says that the man shoob him hand down inna him pants to tickle him teeli he will get off free. Sometimes rage flash floods me without warning like how epilepsy took Danez Carty back in prep school and if I don’t find somewhere to put it I’m going to lose my fucking mind. This thought was thought before— Oh fuck off, Public Enemy. Desire to take revenge on Gareth Coombes is point A, taking revenge is point B, and there is no letter between them. I was supposed to come back as fire, burn all the liars, and leave a blanket of ash on the ground. So far it seems my only plan is to breed him to death.

			Or maybe I do like it. Sex with him, that is. But the truth is this is the first time I am thinking about it. It’s different for him obviously. I mean I’m sure the number of times he’s done anybody is still in the single digits and by anybody I mean me. Top or bottom never made no difference to me, and I know why that is. It’s because sex and transaction gone together more time than I can count. Funny that I’m talking about transactions and can’t keep accounts. In American Gigolo the woman complains that every time he fucks her, he goes to work. I never thought I was a whore even when I was doing this shit for money, but I never stopped thinking that sex is something you give to get something else. The way people who suck dick or lick clit but never want to be touched talk about pleasure is how I feel about all pleasure. But unlike them I’m not fooling myself. Got no use for God but I tell you I could be a perfectly happy monk. One with a stash of Playgirl and Black Inches, but honestly if I never touch another human body I wouldn’t lose a minute’s sleep. I don’t flinch when people touch me. I think I don’t. I don’t know. But I do know when people touch me I jump ahead to whenever this business is over.

			His first time feeling the man shake. When just one man’s finger stroking your skin makes you shiver and quake from realizing that all your life you have waited for that one touch. And your false cha-cha bravado can’t mask it. And touch can be any place on a starving body: the back of your neck, palm of your hand, hair above your cock, the sensation is the same because the touch is different. A touch that says There you are, I know you, I see you. Nobody would ever accuse me of being Long Dong Silver, but going up in him or rather him going down on me gave him heaven he never experienced but he never experienced agony exploding from his ass either. Yes, he learned that gay sex gets better—night and day better, if you lucky, but one twist, turn, one drip less lube, one thrust too deep or too quick and you screaming hellfire. Nobody told him that part of being gay is that you have to figure out a way to make those two work together whether it’s taking a dick, falling in love, or deciding what lie to tell your family.

			Lying on my roof thinking. I thought I felt sorry for my mother but now I realize that I simply hate her. Not some burning animosity that needs to flame itself out but a slow-burning heat. And not a threat really, just something that is more like light than heat. It makes sense to me. I sometimes think my dad’s feelings about me came from shit she spent twenty years whispering into his ear. After me she couldn’t be bothered with the wretchedness of having another child. I don’t know if she hated the idea of another child or had just drifted past it. I don’t even know if my being gay disappointed her much if at all, given that she had no expectations of me to begin with. But I’ll bet this is the real gay shit, that everybody from church to bathhouse bawl ’bout daddy issues so much that it must come as a shock to the faggot to realize that the problem is Mummy Dearest.

			That’s why I say I have a slow-burning heat because that is the only temp that matches hers. That if my father’s feelings about me is grand opera then hers is just a drone, no above and no below. Not indifferent, not really, more like…lazy. That is not because Papa didn’t love me; it’s that Mama made love irrelevant. Meanwhile she turned “family” into a verb. Christ, has there ever been a woman whose modus operandi for every fucking thing was—is—“this too shall pass”? Pass on to what? Pass for what? You have no fucking after to pass on to except death.

			A voice in my head is wondering if the thing I hate in Gareth Coombes is the thing I hate in her, her fucking mid-ness, which forces you to do 85 percent of the work, and no, I don’t know what the work is. It’s the coloring book again. She turned everything, including love, into effort, and even the word “effort” sounds like something not worth it. Maybe what I have for my father is not love but it is intense and maybe intense anything is better than this mid-level nothing.

			Nothing. It’s 1994, six years and I have done nothing. That’s not true. I now sit in my father’s chair at the funeral home, eating the same box lunch he ate for thirty-five years and balancing the same books. That I took so naturally to being a businessman continues to disappoint me because it means biology really is destiny. Rainford at least left. Orrin and Matt disappeared. Clive cleaned up and carried on because doing the same thing as before is his revenge. Omar died. I got fat.

			It’s not like I have a duty and it’s not like I owe anybody anything or that I am here to do anything. That whole purpose thing is the bullshit that Christians hypnotize themselves with so they can do shit to other people. I don’t owe anybody anything. Not even myself.

			Plus it’s American reciprocal bullshit, this owing anybody anything. Even if I had model parents I wouldn’t have owed them a damn thing. I didn’t pop out of my mother’s punash and say, Yow, my girl, how the breeding go? Make haste. Maybe I just told Omar’s ghost that I owed him something, even though I never knew or liked the man. Or maybe there is the me that knew it was fucking wrong and as much as I don’t like people, nobody gets to just kill them because you don’t fucking like them. Maybe not even me.

			But maybe I don’t believe in revenge so much as accelerating karma. Or maybe it’s different when you were the one who suffered. Well, I was the one who suffered. I’ve been looking at vengeance as some intellectual conceit for so long that I forgot that somebody did something to me. Somebody busted and bruised and broke my body and cut it open and spilled my blood. And spat in my face and punched out my teeth. These people have names, and each has a life like a moving bus that they just hopped back on to head home. Like nothing happened.

			Life got too agreeable and I have the belly to prove it. Not agreeable, easy. Too easy to not care. I ran home because a safe place filled with disappointment was still better than a place where men will try to kill me. The difference between bad and worse is so much worse than the difference between good and bad that I ran back to live in the bad and it’s their fault. At least when I lived in my car I moved where I wanted to when I wanted to. Men have tried to beat me, drug me, and rape me and have succeeded at all three, but I got back in my car, back to my own definition of safe. After this shit I just ran back to Daddy.

			Make no mistake: This is a closet that you ran back to, my other voice says. It might not look like a closet—in fact it’s a cottage if we want to get petty—but a closet is what it is. A closet is where you take the fear of who you are. Now I am a coward because those men took my don’t-give-a-fuckness from me. Gareth Coombes.

			He doesn’t like when we talk because we always go somewhere dark and he is tired of the dark. I wish I could say the metaphors were mine but they are his. So we fuck. Once we tried to make love and it scared him more than anything either of us ever said. Yeah, I told him he was beautiful as he was cumming and it twisted his face into half terror, half goon. He said he was watching cable for no reason and some movie named My Own Private Idaho came on and he was half asleep but he still watched it because the half chiney one look more pretty than any woman he ever see, and he and the other boy look like they were going to fuck but one in love with the other and the other didn’t love him back and then he tried to tell him over the fire that he love him and the other boy didn’t understand and that was the saddest thing in the world because they were also so, so pretty, and there is no future for battyman other than sadness. But he said it like he was asking a question. For a second I thought he was going to ask me what being in love feel like and answering would have made me sick afterward because I’m not here to turn him into a human. No, I’m fucking not. I’m not here to turn him into anything.
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			That is not why me and Portia stop talk. But was that when we stopped working together? Is not like we was Hall and Oates. This was still 1988.

			What now, you want a lesson about what happens to people with AIDS? Short answer: They die. Longer answer: They die alone, especially in Jamaica.

			Apologize for what? Apologize to you? You the same one who think you can judge me and my actions like you ever have to stop and watch people suffer?

			Wait. Shit. Oh shit.

			Oh my God. What the fuck me talking about? That’s exactly what you lesbians are doing: witnessing battymen suffer and die because not even nurses will touch us. That man had nothing left to do but die with some dignity. You think you know how people die—of course he did struggle. Well, struggle as much as he could, but he couldn’t move the pillow. This is what you don’t understand, the struggle, me making him fight was the first time he felt alive in years. It was the last gift anybody could give him.

			You really should read Beloved. Cuz then you will have to ask yourself, Could killing ever be an act of love? Yes, the answer is fucking yes. I gave him something to fight for, and putting up a fight was the last happy moment of his life. When I pulled away the pillow you know what I saw? A smile. A fucking smile. A fu—

			Of all the fucked-up things happening in the world to us, you think that is the thing to not make me sleep at night. No, it wasn’t a question. I’m trying to find two gay men who just gone when battymen vanishing all around us. That is what AIDS is after all, isn’t it? One long set of disappearing acts. First is watching the friends and family disappear. Second act is when people try to disappear you. Third act is watching your body vanish from itself and wondering where the fuck you going, piece by piece, until all of you gone. I swear to God, at one point I used to think people with AIDS just evaporate. If there is a fourth act it’s when everybody erase your name as if you were never born in the first place. Certainly no Christian church ever christened you.

			A canvas tote bag saying “Coke: The Real Thing.” That is what his entire life got reduced to. I was about to think how pathetic this was until I remembered that at the time I still lived in a car and that car was stuck in Waterhouse and who knew if the people didn’t burn the battyman station wagon down to nothing or raid it for parts. Five things in that little bag that said there was a time when his life was once so fucking big that the idea that it would be contained in some bag so little sounds ludicrous. But here he was, and here I am.

			Roderick Crawford. That was his name. Old money, meaning older than Lebanese, Syrian, or Palestinian money. When you run across names like Crawford or Myers or Wray, you talking to old buckra massa himself. Massachusetts driver’s license dated June 9, 1977. Handsome man. No, make that beautiful man. Are all the tragic stories only about beautiful people? Can you tell me that? Or we only feel sorry for the good-looking ones? Even in fucking tragedy he who is prettiest makes the rules. But trust me, in the end he was just a see-through white sack holding bones. But in the ’70s he was Michael Manley cute.

			And one of those gay Jamaican men who got his immunity from his class until class ran out on him. Two empty bags of banana chips and a box of milk that was a year old. A newspaper clipping of him in a doublet and white tights, holding a white woman with severe cheekbones, as if she pulled her ponytail too tight. Roderick Crawford was a dancer, ballet I am assuming, or maybe modern dance, but I assume ballet because the newspaper is in Russian. Lots of Jamaican artists end up in the Soviet Union, especially if they are black, because bucktooth Bubba in the US of A don’t want no singing or dancing niggers. A black-and-white photo of him in black tights but leather shoulders, and stripes and rags like Mad Max, this time as modern dance. Note pages—no, diary pages, like some last will and testament, except it’s about the nightclub where Rudolf Nureyev sucked his cock in a line of fifteen men (he was number thirteen) but took only him home. Maybe he was the Jamaican stud Lou Reed was singing about one year later. Another page with just “Was it Rudy?” which makes me wonder if he wondered if Nureyev gave him AIDS. A Jamaican passport that has me flipping through the multiple stamps on every page. Last stamp December 1985, Atlanta. A June 1976 review in The Village Voice, He is boldly, fleshly real. My vicious mind is screaming Such a fag stereotype, but a stereotype isn’t a stereotype because it’s false. How did he go from this to shrinking smaller and smaller every day? Nothing about family, but he is mixed-looking on the side of white and a Crawford, and there is only one set of Jamaican Crawfords.

			Wide Sargasso Sea said that when trouble comes people close ranks, and so the white people did. Lots of ranks closed because of AIDS and being white don’t make a fuck load of difference. If AIDS forfeits you from being human, losing your whiteness is the least of it, no true? Another diary page with two lines: First sore. Smells like rot to raas. A postcard with some Jamaican dancers onstage in that national costume that looks like house-slave haute couture. One line: Honestly I’m not about to start wanting anything from you, which sounds like classic uptown Kingston passive-aggressive. A postcard from him that he never sent. Another diary page. I want to tell him to quit the dramatic homo shit with this one thought per page and at least save paper. Loneliness is a disease. It is literally making me sick. AIDS is not making me sick. It’s merely killing me. Misery is the sickness. I close my eyes and Clenzie’s sweet potato pudding is in my mouth. She used to come wash me until Mrs. Crawford tell her that if she do it one more time to not come back to the house.

			Another page. Woke up feeling really strong today only to hear that they kicking me out because nobody can pay for the bed. I make it all the way to the house only to see it empty. Family gone, furniture looted, and none of the neighbors who would come to gate or answer the intercom, or at least hold back their dogs, would tell me where they went.

			Well, look at you trying to come to terms with the magnitude of contradictions that is Jordan Brown. Or is it hypocrisies? The truth is Jordan Brown don’t add up to shit. He less than shit and he has always been less than shit from before his own parents said so.

			Which question you want answered: Did I really do it or how? Already answered both questions.

			No, you want to know something else. You want to know how I live with it. For real though, what is there to live with? He could have gone quietly out of this world or leave screaming in sufferation every slow step of the way. You think that because it was quick it was easy? Well, for one it was not quick. And nothing about it easy.

			Before you say shit to me, ask yourself what kind of society punishes somebody with a fucked-up agonizing death. If you going hate us in life, at least give us some bomboclaat dignity when you take it. At least give us a fucking bed. But why wish for shit people not capable of? Liking people who hate you is something Jesus do.

			Did Eddy say he confronted me about it? Next thing I know he’s going to say he tried to stop me. Asleep? In that gully? Him? You know that half-French bitch was awake. Belgian, right. The only people asleep were those who in the gully long enough that the sound of suffering no different from the sound of crickets. Meaning he saw me get up and go in the direction of Roderick Crawford. At some point the moans stopped. Then he saw me come back and go to sleep beside him, except I didn’t sleep and neither did he. Two days later about three in the morning I go back to Waterhouse to get my car. Check this out nuh—it was just as I left it, not a scratch. They may be murderous homophobic maniacs, but the good people of Waterhouse are not vandals. Just warms the fucking heart, don’t it?

			I slid into my car, turned on the engine, and drove away. A piece of yellow notepaper flew up from the floor. Most likely junk, but I never write on yellow paper, so I pulled into a gas station to check it out. She must have slipped it through the crack, she being Orrin’s sister and the note being her phone number, which turned out to be the Ministry of Construction and Works Dispatch Division, not her home phone. Good thing there was only one Miss Turner because that was her on the phone apologizing in that Jamaican way for that night, which means she didn’t apologize at all, only said that she had nothing to do with it, did not know how they found out about it, and got swept up in it. Swept up in the mob, the fear, the homophobia, the murderation, the night, who the fuck knows. She wanted to meet where she felt safe, which I think for her meant home, but I said that was the last place I would feel safe around her. I thought she was a bigger danger to me than I was to her because she could pull a crowd out of thin air. I was a danger because she had some shit coming to her.

			New Kingston Shopping Center seemed neutral enough. Too open and public for me to make a scene like the screeching faggot she thinks I am, but also far too civilized for the decent people uptown to ever coalesce into a mob just because she shouted “Battyman.” We sat outside Michael’s Café. She looked at me with that expectancy that I would either buy her something or at least pay for it, but I just sat there looking at her. My eyes never left her face, so she trained hers on the fiberglass tabletop. I wanted her to mumble some attempt at subtle shit like how her throat was parched so I could tell her that she is the last person I would spend money on. But sister picked up on my mood, got up to buy herself a lemonade, then came back and sat down staring at the table again.

			“How can I hel—”

			“You don’t think me miss me brother.”

			“For real, I don’t think anything about you. Plenty people can hate and miss the same person. Ask any battered wife.”

			“I don’t hate my brother.”

			“I don’t care. That is what you invite me out to tell me? Thought people like you have church for that shit.”

			“Why you turn gay?”

			“Was either that or being an electrician.”

			“You think me is a fool?”

			“Like I said, I don’t think anything about you. Call your brother and ask him then, nuh?”

			“We never used to talk ’bout them things.”

			“You think anybody knowing that they have family like you would choose to be gay?” I say.

			“Family like me? We never kick him out. We never kill him. Nobody in the house ever touch him.”

			“Congrats. You want a cookie or a jackass corn?”

			“You’re just the rod and staff of judgment, eeh? All by yourself.”

			“People like you want me dead for—”

			“I don’t want you dead.”

			“You would stand by and look while a man kill me though. What you want?”

			“You think my brother dead? Talk truth.”

			“I don’t know.”

			She clutched her chest like an old white woman.

			“Oh God. Oh Jesus. Oh God,” she said.

			“You need him? Then go find him.”

			“You think I don’t know nothing. I know one thing though.”

			“Yeah? Spit it out, my girl.”

			“You and Orrin was not friend.”

			“Really.”

			“Cuz nobody and you would be friend.”

			“You’re cute. Maybe you right. I don’t have friends. Certainly not a mob I can rustle up at short notice.”

			“Me was inside me house with you so how me fi start mob? Is which other woman did help you escape? Maybe if you stop with the gay then people won’t bother you.”

			“Why didn’t I think of that? What the bloodclaat you think this is, a rash? What you do when you tired of being a woman? Turn your pussy inside out and make a cocky?”

			“What a wicked man.”

			“No, me no wicked. Me just hate normal people. No offense to you, I just don’t have no patience for your kind. Me stop liking people who hate me a long time ago. You think me keep any straight friend? Not a one because fuck all of you.”

			“You trying to get me to get up.”

			“But you won’t, because you don’t yet get what you come for. No true? So what you want?”

			“We just trying to make sense of—”

			“Lord Jesus, please don’t ask me how homosexuality works. ’Cause I don’t—”

			“I want to know why him leave. You think me mad ’cause him funny? Me mad because you take him away.”

			“I didn’t take your fucking brother.”

			“All of you take him! And now him gone!”

			“Make me guess: you blaming the lifestyle. No, you blaming him for getting beat up? Oh wait, wrong again. You blaming us. God help a rape victim if she ever choose to tell you.”

			“That different.”

			“How? He had it coming. You just saying it a different way.”

			“Say what you want, but was trying. Me and me mother, we was trying and is not like him did ever do anything to make we understand. Me stop listen to me own preacher just to understand him.”

			“What is there to understand? Some man put cock in pussy, some man put cock in batty. Matter done.”

			“Then either me name fool or you name fool. You same one would tell somebody else there is more to the battyman thing than just the sexing. Him move different from him was ten and that was before man and woman things. What that mean? And if we was as bad as you think he would have leave we long ago. We might never talk ’bout nothing but we never say nothing bad neither. Not every mother and sister can be like yours.”

			It’s not the mother and sister thing that hit me different, I swear to God. Him move different from him was ten. I didn’t want her to think she had a bigger idea of being gay than me. At the same time my rage was growing and growing, even though I knew it really wasn’t about her.

			“I worried about me brother. I think him cousin get to him or one of the neighbors who add two and two.”

			“Nobody know anything about this except that the shipping company owner was murdered.”

			“Is which Jamaica you live in? The newspaper say it was a party. Some people even claiming they have videotape. They don’t have to think him involved directly. When it come to news like this, every battyman is the same battyman. Whether they know he was there or not don’t matter no more. But him cousin though. Everard Turner, he never like Orrin at all, even though Orrin never push nothing in no boy face. But him did delicate in him ways, at least a little bit. Everard used to call him Charmaine and Miss Grable. Or sissy without titty when them did younger. Is Everard why nobody used to talk to Orrin at school except for one or two girl. When word buss that them was cousin Everard turn extra vicious. One time, Orrin come home with a bust-up mouth the same day that Auntie Edna send for some iodine because her boy come home with bruised knuckles from a fight. Is the next day me hear that Everard and three schoolboy gang up on Orrin after class in the alley behind the school but make the mistake of thinking sissy can’t fight. From that day Everard out to get him, I just know it.”

			“What you want me to do with that?” I ask.

			“I don’t know,” she said. She also told me where this Everard lived, 1955 Caledonia Crescent, as if this was news I could use.

			We stopped talking after that. Not ended, just stopped. If she said goodbye before she left it was a whisper too low to hear. I still don’t know why she tell me about her cousin, as if I was going to turn into Philip Marlowe and question him like a suspect. None of which explains why the next three nights my car was right outside 1955 Caledonia Way waiting on this cousin, then watching him leave at six in the morning to catch a bus at six forty-five, which took him downtown from where he walked halfway up King Street to the Times Store where he worked until four thirty. Then he took the same bus back or two buses, one to Cross Roads and another home via the boulevard. That Saturday when he left his home at seven in the morning on a bicycle, I followed him. We were approaching a bridge over a gully when I sped up until I was right beside him. Huffy bike, nothing special. Balding head, mustache, no beard. Shades on, white polo shirt, and plaid shorts. Skin as dark as mine, but thinner than me. Straight people could be so obvious in their straightness. I wondered if he looked like Orrin when it came over me with a shock that I had forgotten what Orrin looked like. It was only a few fucking months. Cousin shook his head to tell me good morning. I swerved the car left, knocked him clean over the bridge railing. Should have checked the rearview mirror because a car about fifty to sixty yards away honked. I floored it, hoping they would rather save the cousin than try to catch me. Or my license plate.

			And if you think me did done, me just ah come. Something kick inside my psyche like a horse and the jury is still out on whether it ever stopped kicking. You ever get the sense that you’ve gone too far? Like when you eat too much Indian food, or pinch a rude toddler hard because nobody is watching, or see how far a lie can take you? Okay, maybe it’s not like any of that. Maybe it’s more like getting something you want but was never supposed to get. Ever. That’s how it felt, like I shouldn’t have done it, but also that it was fucking screaming out to be done. It make my brain work different, for real. Start to remember shit I wouldn’t otherwise, like that Roderick Crawford wrote an address on that unsent postcard. Long story or short story?

			Short story. The cool thing about living in your car is you can sleep whenever you want so night and day make no difference. And unlike you I can’t afford to sleep at night because somebody might decide to steal this car with me in it. And since I had an address, what else was there to do but drive to it? This was about three in the morning, I think. The Crawford house started off as just an ordinary house that kept getting bigger and bigger. Concrete fence over twelve feet high, the rough kind that will bruise you if you look at it. Barbed wire at the top, windows and roof peeking over. My original thought was to use human shit, then dog shit, but then I wondered why I would want to use any kinda shit, I mean what would be the point of defiling my own damn self? That last can of spray paint that served no use but I kept in the trunk anyway finally served some use. Each letter was big enough so that my message took up the whole length of their very long wall. No cars coming, no witness but a weak streetlight. No sounds but night breeze teasing whispers from leaves. A shit-brown color in place of shit itself. The only time I read it was when I had to drive past it. Roderick Crawford. Dead from Aids. Killed by Family. RIP.

			You don’t look shocked. I must be wearing on you now. Can’t surprise you anymore. I’m assuming you spoke to Orrin’s sister? She get less ignorant with age or is the term “more aware”?

			Didn’t hear from Eddy for a while. I don’t know why I thought he would leave a message with Miss Ingrid, but he never did. I certainly wasn’t about to call him. I’m going to have to wait until you publish this to hear his side of the story. Better yet, his side of the story won’t even include this. I can’t speak for the boy, but I’m going to guess he never met somebody with AIDS or know of anybody. A nuh nothing, neither has most of Jamaica. But like I say, too much ship sail for me and Porteous to be friends, or maybe we just got real with each other before we got nice.

			I don’t want to sound dramatic, I mean I seen him a few times since then. But we nod like people who only have an acquaintance, like the schoolmate whose name you will never remember. Not that I would want to be a faggot in my next life, but can you imagine living with parents who understand you? Not “Be who we want to be, son,” but “Be who you are”? Fuck, is like I close my eyes and woke up in a white family in Minnesota that come with a laugh track.

			But yow, that Matt Chin stuff is wild, no lie. I didn’t even know Eddy had found out all that shit until you told me. Wild, man. You hear about that, well, I read about that, gay men constantly constructing themselves. You could say they lying to themselves or refusing to accept their truth but then you just sound like Oprah. They not telling lies, they building fictions and no, it’s not the same thing. “Telling lies” implies that they have some kinda reality to distort, when the truth is they have nothing. Can’t judge it at all—I create a fiction every time some vile man gone inside me.

			But seriously though. Four different houses under four different names? You have to wonder, did this bredda just wake up every morning and then decide which version of himself he was going to be? I goin’ guess that three out of the four Matt Chins were straight. The question is if straight Matt Chin did have a girl. I mean, think of how many men out there whose boyfriend is a girlfriend. I think straight people have this idea that gay men can’t work up an erection for women and yet we do it every day. Just check any man married to a model. Or an Asian woman. But how do you have four homes, four identities, and four sets of relationships, then just vanish without a trace?

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: July 14, 1992

			Interviewee: EDMOND PORTEOUS

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Burger King, St. Andrew, Jamaica

			You know I used to keep a journal? Yeah, man, one of them leather-bound books with a buckle that you can get in like a Borders in Fort Lauderdale or something. You buy one of those and think to yourself, I goin’ be a writer, and even buy a special new pen to go along with it. One of them pens with three colors, you ever do that? Okay not goin’ lie—there must be at least seven journals with exactly one entry under my bed right now. Me sure by now Mummy file them under children stuff to hide from the children. You think she read them? I think mothers want their children to stay exactly as they see them, so no. How the Bible verse go? When I became a man, I put away childish things. I only mentioned it because if you were to read the last one, you would know why Matt Chin stayed with me longer than the other one. Orrin, yes, I remember his name. Jesus Christ.

			But Matt haunted me longer. Too long. I don’t know, man, shit did get weird. And after a while I just stop spar with Jordan Brown. Too much, man. How such a skinny little fuck can be so much that he is too much I don’t know. I know, that sound like something he would say. Plus, him fat now, right? Hey, I would be the first to say that somebody don’t have to be close to you to leave a mark on you. I mean Jordan, not Matt. Chin didn’t leave a mark, him leave something else. That’s why I say “haunted,” man, I don’t have no other word for it. I should have gone to the police with my mother. Instead I went alone and that was a…well.

			So check this now, I take myself to the Cross Roads police station. I don’t know why, and would you believe I passed three stations to get to that one? The corporal on duty look me up and down when I said I want to report a missing person, but you should see how he burst out laughing when I said the victim might have gone missing two months before. “It take you that long to miss him?” him ask me and laugh so long that I didn’t hear him ask for Matt’s name until the third time.

			“Matt Chin,” I say back. “Also known as Mat Chin-See.”

			“Two name? You not one of them old lady who just give ’way all them savings to them ‘nephew’?” Him ask me and I could just tell he was expecting me to find this funny. No laugh from me so a scowl from him. Relations? No relations that I know. I mean I don’t know if he was or is an orphan or only child, or foster or whatever. No, I am not related to him. I am, well, an associate. I know him hear that one before. All it take was one look for me to realize that “associate” must mean “lover” or “partner” or “sister” in the homo sense, meaning code for battyman. “Business associate,” I shout too loud and too late. “Late of which address?” he asked me and when I tell him the three I know, he look at me funny again.

			“You goin’ have to consider that he do this deliberately,” he says, and before I ask why he says, “It look like he been trying to get away from you or at least live without you for a while now.”

			“No, I not living with him, I not anything to him but friend, and barely that.”

			“But the man have three address and you couldn’t find him in one,” he asks, and I say, “Well, I not a detective. But in one of the three it look like he just left and the other two I didn’t see.”

			“Then it look like you solve your own mystery,” him say to me. “Maybe he just up and leave, and maybe he don’t want to be found, but bad things happen to people like that all the time.”

			I ask what if he in some gully or dump somewhere rotting to nothing. This cop had the same face no matter what I said so I don’t know if he thought I was bullshit or some hysterical gay boyfriend he’s going to laugh about later.

			“How well you know him?” he asks me.

			“Not that well,” I say. I read the newspaper. I hear the rumors. If police suspect that a faggot is in their midst they don’t even wait for the mob to start the beating. Don’t they beat the shit out of you just to put on a show? Anyway, now I’m sure this police think me is this man’s boyfriend, or that we have some sort of thing, after all why would I be reporting missing somebody who is not related to me?

			“Because he doesn’t have anybody,” I say, and he says, “Except you, eeh? Where he work?”

			“Huckleberry Investments.”

			“What kinda car him drive?”

			“A green Suzuki Swift—no, I don’t know the license plate.”

			“Do you think he would have reason to take his own life?”

			“No…I don’t know…I don’t think so.”

			“But people like him take them life all the time.”

			“People like what?”

			“Him.”

			“But I didn’t tell you want kind of people he was.”

			“So what kind then?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“So you can’t tell for sure that he is not that kinda people?”

			“What kinda people you talking ’bout? What him look like?” This is a trap, I just know it. He’s listening not to what I describe but how. “Light skin almost white, no, not like me. Black hair cut low like a buzz, Chinese-looking eyes but black-looking lips, tall—I mean taller than me. I guess some people would call him—” I cut myself off before handing my backside on a platter for calling another man attractive.

			“Call him what?” he asks just to show that he caught me.

			“Professional,” I say.

			“Anything else?” he asks me, and I say nothing I can think of.

			He said okay and let me tell you everything else he was not going to say: that he was going to type only a few of the few notes he took, and then he was going to file it to a file drawer and then move on to the next case, and that would be that for police work on the matter.

			What I wanted to do right there? You know what. But what was he going to say if me did ask if he would have paid more attention if it were a straight man? All I know is that I was angry. Then I wondered what would happen if Jordan Brown was the one asking the questions. I mean he is good at getting shit out of people.

			And then Jesus Christ, it hit me. This police might think I had something to do with his disappearance. I mean, no so it go? Anytime something bad happen to a gay man they think another gay is responsible? Mind you I never said he was gay. But I guess a man can’t in any way miss another man in this country. Not without people questioning why. Imagine that, eeh? When a man go missing in Jamaica the only safe thing for another man to do is let him go.

			It’s hard though, isn’t it. Missing a man who was barely there. Did I like him? Sure, I mean there was stuff about him you were bound to like. Charm was one, I think. But I remember one time, this was week in the rehearsals when he just get cold on everybody, just withdrawn and cold and honestly kinda bitchy. Of course we never did know why or if it was about us—I mean if it was about us, then all he had to do was stop coming, right? But he would be short with everybody, especially me, and he was the first to leave. Then one day he stop being mad and started being Matt again. At least the Matt that I met. Maybe he was going through man problems? Woman problems? I don’t know.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: March 31, 1993

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Palisadoes Lighthouse, Kingston, Jamaica

			For real, I would never have picked up on that shit about Chin had Portia not said it. Or rather, had you not shown me.

			So here we have in the right corner: Matt Chin, late of Abbey Court, attempted sodomizer of Rainford Ellis, according to Rainford. Eddy might have confirmed that he did have an apartment in Abbey Court. One bedroom, one bathroom, walk-in closet stuffed with clothes, meaning he lived there most—no, used it the most. Two coffee cups in the sink and a box of oats? Eddy’s been telling you all this? Used condoms in the trash. He never struck me as a top, but sometimes you go where the wind blows, right?

			Matt Chin, late of Westminster Mews, though there is no proof that he actually lived at said Mews. Maybe the brethren just knew that Eddy was the kind of clingy bitch he would have to shake loose.

			Matt Chin, late of Marshall’s (uptown) gay bar, who upon taking the umpteenth load of jism went mad and brought down God’s mighty and terrible vengeance on ye sodomites and perverts. Five weeks later club owner Sandringham Tucker is stabbed to death seventy-two times.

			Mat Chin-See, late of 36 New Kingston Mews and Naseberry Investments? Huckleberry. Who left behind dirty curtains and a crucifix, because of course on his wall is a crucifix. Of all the guilts, Catholic guilt is the sexiest. You can flagellate and masturbate at the same time. Spurt in the mighty, sexy name of Jesus. This is where you congratulate me for not making a pun on the Second Coming. But he is the one who tell everybody how much he want to go to California, like the Led Zeppelin song. Led Zeppelin is a…Oh, you know who they are? Well, coo ’pon you. Did I forget anything?

			Those who leave and those who stay. I’ll confess that it’s the one thing I never think about. Why stay when I can leave? I saw this documentary once that said when faced with a threat an animal will either fight or flee. I don’t know. Sometimes the animal will simply freeze. Maybe all Matt did was fade away. I can walk into a room and leave without anyone having seen me. It’s great at parties where I see men that used to pay down ’pon it, or gatherings with people who wonder if I’m now in the family business; great how I can just vanish and nobody even remembers I was there. Or maybe I’m just fucking insignificant, and nobody sees me when I’m here or misses me when I’m gone. Yet even Matt has people who miss him. Or notice his absence since it looks like he never got close to anybody. But that’s still something. I wonder if I were to drop down dead who the fuck will care. The two of us searching for the two of them means that at least we care. I just don’t think anybody would come looking for me. Sometimes I think I am okay with that. Sometimes I think, Well, fuck the world. Sometimes I wish that just one person would…would…I don’t know what the fuck I’m talking about.

			Matt Chin was writing a novel under the pseudonym C. H. Matthew. A novel that Eddy Porteous doesn’t want me to read, about a confused man who watches through a crack in his wall as two male neighbors fuck, until one day one disappears, then the other.

			Matt Chin, the disappearer.

			

			

			September 1994. Disliking me is so easy that I think my parents appreciate me for allowing them to do it with no effort. It’s understanding me that fucks them up, torments them, and for that they will never stop hating me. Call it the arrogance of self-contempt that I could hate myself but still take pride in knowing that these two simple, unevolved bitch-ass motherfuckers will never figure me out.

			My dad thought he came close though, as if Gwendolyn and I were even trying to beard for each other. Gareth Coombes thinks understanding me is the first step to feeling something about me so he does not even try. The truth is that whenever we are not fucking it’s hard to see why I am around him. I find myself going through my mind like it’s a set of dusty file folders, searching for something to talk about. No favorite record, no favorite movie, no favorite saying, food, or even fucking color. I swear sometimes I think it’s being uninterested that takes effort. The only way to not hear is to cover your ears after all. He is not somebody I could ever be friends with even if we fall in love and that is never going to happen. It’s not that he makes my skin crawl, it’s that I just don’t like him. I don’t dislike him either. These are the times I remember that I am with him because I have a purpose, not because there is something about him that keeps me here. Except that every time I fuck him, I feel he is learning something and I envy that sex can still be something filled with strangeness and wonder. I hate the feeling that I am giving him something. That even now all he is doing is taking.

			Sometimes I wonder if he has finally recognized me but then I think of all the boys over all the years who would walk right past me to the bench where they will wait on their girlfriends shopping at Lee’s Fifth Avenue. I mean as much to them as an awning giving them shade but they leave me punching my own self out of breath.

			I assume he is spending the day at his mother’s house in Garveymeade. In my room and inside me things fall apart. Never taking my eyes off the sky but evening still comes on like a surprise. My body is becoming invisible again, another trick I learned in high school. It must be more than just this boy. There must be some reckoning going on that my body is experiencing before my mind. If not a reckoning then something that is making me feel sick with myself. I haven’t been to see my father since my half-sister left hanging what she plans to do after finding me saying indecent things to him. You know she finally has something over me when I can’t even cuss in my thoughts. Indecent, indeed. Like I just took my moral imagination from a Victorian novel not written by Thomas Hardy. The thought come quick but refuses to leave that I was being nasty with my father but I was also being honest and he was the only person in this world that I was not lying to. A man one facial twitch above vegetable. I pick up The Sexual Outlaw to regain some sort of center, if not purpose, and reread the chapter on the gay sensibility. The homosexual plays roles from when he was a child. The thing is, I can’t remember playing one, not really. I can’t remember not being me.

			Jean Genet. Dual exile. He makes not belonging to anything feel like the perfect something. That and going to prison so you can scream as you bounce off a cock the size of a cartoon cactus. You reel from a playful punch as you welcome a punishing kiss. Genet feeling Ramon’s dick, more dick bouncing, more screaming, but the voice that says You deserve it comes from my high school.

			Michelangelo. Huge muscle gods including God himself. Big Hercules men with little cherub dicks. All this man meat doesn’t stop you from being a sorta infant killer if you like this shit, “infant killer” being the Jamaican term for pedophile. Or pederast. Gayness is that, too.

			Oscar Wilde. Outlaw courage. The latter he develops because he was forced to turn into the former. Battyboyfriend Bosie. Nazi.

			The true final destination of the white homosexual. Or maybe just fascist.

			So the only gay with a gay sensibility is the white gay. James Baldwin is too deep in the depths for a shallow white faggot to see, Sylvester’s disco diva skin is under a barrier of glitter, the black one behind Boy George isn’t fucking him, and the hot Jamaican stud that Lou Reed is spreading his cheeks for is already dead from AIDS. Gay porn and gay sex seem more connected than straight porn and straight sex, but it is all white flesh. Just mountains and mountains of Caucasoid skin that make you wonder if faggotry really is a white thing. So much white skin that the rare black skin makes the white skin whiter. Sensibility involves thinking and maybe I am just tired of hearing how this white man thinks.

			I switch over to the second narrative, the one about Jim who is not so much a man as he is a utility for a stray cock and yet still manages to serve only himself. Yet he has more to say than the narrator who is doing the actual thinking. I want to be like that song, like the ocean, no talking, man, all action.

			The things that Jim does in the book that I have done in real life: like calling a random number to give the inch-by-inch of a man going up in me. Or telling them that this minister of government is right now about to make a woman out of this bussyhole. Star sixty-nine meant going to a phone booth. Like Jim I’ve also had a man take me to his house, massage my feet in a ploy to get me to sleep, and when I fake shut my eyes he tries to tie my limbs to the bed. But the time somebody roofied me I woke up one hundred miles from Kingston as rapist number eleven was finishing himself on my chest.

			I drive around Kingston at night remembering that yes, you can be bored and hungry at the same time. Rechy says there is a terrific, terrible excitement in getting paid by another man for sex…. A feeling that this is where real sexual power lies. But there is just as much excitement in bargaining with a street vendor for a lower price on two mangoes. Also this, we get older but the men somehow never age. And not all of them are sad, fat, and married. Some are just fat. Some are married. Quite a few are just sad. Others think that because this is for money then they simply closed a deal like Bobby Ewing in Dallas. There are the fags who are cute enough, rich enough, charming enough, but get off on fucking the man who does not want to be there. The straight man shit outa luck, as Americans say. The man who will beat the raas out of you if you say the wrong thing, like the time I started singing “Batty Is Not Pussy” when either a Levy or a Montpelier was trying to kabob me.

			I wish being offered money gave me some sort of power, but nothing like living with Mr. Brown to make you hate what money can do, even when you need it.

			I want to look through this Jim person and see myself. I also want to turn “sexhunt” back into two words. But the truth is I have never really seen anything in the pursuit of sex. Bigger pleasure has come to me on my toilet imagining Q-Tip or Chris Cornell sitting on my face. I wish the coming of night brought some rise in me like it does to faggots in books. The street is playground because men get to go home when playtime is over. Nowadays I get to go home, but in my head every time I am out here, I am living in my daddy’s car and looking for an early-morning shower that one has to go through a night with a sad man to get to. I hear female whores talk all the time about the pathetic man who only wants to chat and wonder why that sort of man is never gay.

			Sex with Gareth Coombes is a transaction, though he doesn’t pay for it. He is growing as a lover, which means he is growing as a man and I wonder what the fuck am I doing making him a better homosexual. That must be my grand plan then, to nourish him to death. Why the fuck did he call to tell me what he was going to do? He now thinks I need updates on boring shit. People think there is something revelatory in telling you boring shit. Like boring shit is bringing us closer. The truth is I want him to do something, say something that takes our relationship up or down or sideways—good God I just called it a relationship. Call me to tell me you hate me, that I am the shit stain you can’t remove and that you can’t stand me living rent-free in your damn head. Don’t call me to tell me that you are off to see your fucking mother like she’s the Wizard of Oz. He now thinks that I care. He makes me want to be in a cluster of hands mouths and cocks just to show him…what exactly? I think I want to be in an orgy and in the frenzy of multiple choices but in that space the choices about me have already been made.

			Sometimes the unsaid in the room roars in my head and that trumpet is saying that I secretly hate sex. Or I secretly hate intimacy. Or I secretly hate people. It’s too early in the day for such thoughts. I need the night to mirror me getting blacker and blacker. Otherwise it’s like coming across a Nick Drake song in the daylight. And I tell you one thing. Live in a car for three years and you see the worst of men, Jamaican and otherwise, long before you see the better. If you ever do. And yes, I know I no longer live in a car. I even drive a better one to my better job carrying on Daddy’s legacy.

			It’s been a while since I’ve had to figure out what to do in the daylight other than make funeral arrangements, charging more so that the decaying corpse looks better than alive. No sound of Miss Ingrid outside is the only clue I have that today might be the weekend, Saturday or Sunday who knows. If this is Saturday, then neither my mother nor the half sister is here, which means I’m alone with Daddy. At some point I lost the taste for telling him all the shit that comes out of my mouth. That’s not true. This is the first his room has seen me since the half sister. Also, whatever I used to get from being in here is gone now, and I’m still not sure what it was. The half sister tried to hire a round-the-clock nurse but cut that plan loose when Mummy said she would have to pay for it with her own money. Mummy decided to take slow revenge on Daddy in this life after all.

			“Me hear say parents aways feel like they get a second chance with grandchildren. That true?” I ask my father.

			No answer. Come to think of it, I didn’t check to see if he was awake.

			“All right, I lie. Nothing no go so. Meaning I didn’t hear that from anywhere. Didn’t read it neither. Was just thinking it. Wishful thinking? Is that what you was going to ask? Look at you eeh? Witty nuh fuck these days.”

			His eyes are open but that’s not a guarantee of anything. Somebody propped him up a little so that he wouldn’t choke himself to death, but under the covers and dressed in black polka-dot pajamas with a tight collar around his bulging neck, he looks like he is about to say All the better to eat you, my dear.

			“Is just that I never hear you mention your granddaughter, not even once. I mean these days you can’t mention jack shit but even before, not a word. Look at us, eeh? Now I’m as boring as you. You think it’s monogamy that did it? I know, ever since Gareth Coombes I haven’t been fucking anybody else. I know, I know, it’s a total surprise to me, too.”

			I pull up a chair beside him.

			“And yet the only thing I think pulling me to him is his…what should we call it, timidity? It sound like a word nobody use. I prefer ‘afraidness.’ He is such a fragile faggot that you could blow him down with just a loose breath. I don’t know, maybe it’s the eyes. His eyes, I mean. They always seem to be asking, Is this all right? Am I doing this okay? Will you like me more if I do this? But you like it, right? You like this better? Then he bites his bottom lip and looks at you as if that is a question, too. In that little space, sometimes it barely lasts ten seconds, but it’s the only time I can study the boy without thinking of Omar dildoed to death with a tree branch. Or how broken ribs make you whistle when you’re not trying to.

			“You know what I really want? I wish he was deserving of my hate. Like Streggeh Don. At least him right now inspiring the next generation of homophobe to beat to death the sissy in class. At least when I hate him I feel like him match me, you understand? Malice for malice, venom for venom. I fucking the living shit out of this man for weeks now and all he can muster is indifference—no, surrender. What the fuck do you have to do to get some hate in this place?

			“Oh I know, no you don’t have to tell me. He save all him hatred for himself. Problem with that is you have to wait for it to fill up so much that it start to trickle out or burst. I thinking that burst means you turn into Jeffrey Dahmer or one of the battyboy murderers who start to hate the money as much as the sex. Or maybe the hate trickles out like with you, Daddy.”

			He looks like he is about to say something. He is blinking more than usual and quivering his mouth in a way that looks more deliberate than loose. My heart fucking jumps and I can’t take my eyes off him. In my head I am slapping myself for hoping. I can’t believe I was sitting here hoping for something from this man. Words worst of all, from the man whose most severe hits all came from his mouth. Right now if I had a whip he would roast my back with it.

			“Hamlet did fucking delay, too, you know. Hamlet did fucking delay,” I say to the eyes. The eyes wouldn’t know shit about Shakespeare. After that night, as soon as I could leave the hospital I went right back to my car and told myself that this was one of the hazards of the job, except that it wasn’t a job and that night I wasn’t working. Drive around to the usual spots where all the boy-boys jam and you will see faces and bodies with all sorts of damage. All sorts of body parts bruised, beaten, slashed, or just fucking gone leaving a hole, a scar, or a stump. And yet out here is where you see them because there is nowhere to go. At least I could drive. The night I left the hospital I drove all the way to Montego Bay and back, only stopping for red lights. Daddy’s car didn’t have a cassette player and on the radio was that sad show where people who have lost people beg to be found.

			Sunday. He calls the family phone to say that he wants Jamaican ice cream. There is still this something called a phone book and you was the nineteenth Brown, he says. We go to Devon House. Every time a man is picked up in car subtracts something from his manhood and that is all I will think or say on the subject. When I ask, “Remind me when I give you my phone number again?” he ignores me. You can’t help it, looking around this old great house and grounds built by and for a runaway slave, and wonder how many men walking side by side or six paces behind are in some sort of relationship. That very ’80s word describing everything from a shared love of books to what a serial killer has with his victims. Men in relationships trying to move together and apart, keeping their hands to themselves but connecting. And men alone looking for some sort of connection or just cruising. The runaway slave ghost has so much to choose from when it comes to offense in this place.

			Gareth orders two cones, rum and raisin, because that is the only flavor in Jamaica and it doesn’t matter that there are sixteen others.

			Then I swear to God, thunder rips the sky open and rain just pours down like it have malice. Cloudburst. Thunderstorm dropping licks on Kingston with no warning and everybody at Devon House scramble like mad ants. Running into every store or shed, up the steps to the actual mansion closed off to the public. To their cars, which are going nowhere. Waterloo Road is already a river flowing south and the grounds are already ponds and pools. Another thunder but this is sharp, like somebody grabbed a door and slammed. Thunder too piercing is usually lightning too close—that I remember. Women drag their children from tree to tree and shed to shed. Two little girls scream and three little boys can’t believe their pirate ship sailed right into a storm, mateys. Raindrops so thick they sting.

			We run to a gazebo and squeeze in with at least fifty just as drenched as us. Both of us have lost our cones and he thinks it’s funny, which I guess it is. I’m watching women clutching their children and their bags, girlfriends squealing about their hair and boyfriends looking at blouses that suddenly went see-through.

			He sees me before I see him.

			“Jordan?”

			He is behind me so I pretend not to hear. A hand grabs my shoulder and I turn around.

			“Jordan.”

			“But wait. Eddy. Ah you that?”

			“Uh-huh.”

			“Didn’t recognize you.”

			“Good thing my mother can identify my body.”

			He laughs at his own joke. Every time I see him he looks older. Better-looking, what I want to say is better-looking.

			“I don’t think I see you since—”

			“Yeah,” he says. “Few months right? But who ah keep count.”

			“Almost a year and a half,” I say.

			“I want to insert a David Bowie joke here just because you the only person I know who goin’ get it.”

			“I dunno, brethren. Liking rock music in Kingston don’t make you special anymore. Even reggae sound system playing ‘Mmm Mmm Mmm Mmm.’ Plus, I really just into fag music now. Call me Mr. Vain.”

			“Brethren, for real?”

			“No, bitch.”

			“Ha. I thought about you when news come on ’bout your Nirvana boy.”

			“Hey, give a white boy a gun and sooner or later he goin’ blow him head off with it.”

			“Jordan Brown, still have to be the cleverest man in the room. Always. You telling me you never did sad?”

			“Why? He sing three or four songs that I like. I also like Joy Division and their lead singer kill himself, too. Americans call it the stupid club. Yeah, for rock stars who off themselves deliberately or otherwise. Usually by age twenty-seven.”

			“I really don’t care that much about America. Except for OJ. That is some fucking madness, star.”

			“What OJ do?”

			“Bombocloth, you serious?”

			“I don’t watch TV. What him do?”

			“Who that?”

			“Who is who?”

			“That. The man right by the railing on the other side whose eyes land on you a minute ago and stayed there,” Eddy whispers.

			“What make you think—”

			“Did a lot of growing, Jordan Brown. Lot of growing. Make up, break up, loss, grief, and other fuckery mean you grow up fast. Nowadays I can just look at two people and tell if they fucking.”

			“Brethren, what the fuck?”

			“Exactly.”

			“Why not just get a raasclaat bullhorn so everybody can hear you?”

			“We’re whispering.”

			“We’re not—”

			“Denial. Still a river in—”

			“I know where the fucking river is.”

			He stares at me in this silence he seems to like before breaking into a grin. More people try to leave the gazebo but stop when a woman slips and lands on her backside.

			“Jordan Brown discombobulated. Give me a minute to take this shit in,” he says, laughing.

			I’m back at the end of James Joyce’s “An Encounter” where the narrator discovers that he always despised his friend a little. We about to do this dance? I ask myself. Where gay people try to be gay in the presence of thine enemies. Except there is no Jamaican Polari, no secret Jamaican gay language. I’m sure there is some battyboy code, but I never hang around any society long enough to learn it, except for the sex stuff because that language is business jargon. Gareth is looking for some kind of signal that it’s safe to walk over, and me looking out at crawling traffic is clearly it. The rain has eased up but everywhere is a river. I think he is coming toward me but he does not stop walking.

			“Going get back another cream,” Gareth says, not looking at me.

			“And you must be? People who like me call me Eddy.”

			“Oh.”

			“And your name is…?”

			Gareth looks at me as if for direction, or permission or something.

			“Is okay, me friend. I’m family,” Eddy says.

			“Me never see you at my mother house,” says Gareth. That he wasn’t at all making a joke makes me laugh all the harder. Eddy can’t tell if this is funny. It’s been so long since I’ve caught people in an awkward moment that I want to just stand there or sit and let it unfold as long and as uncomfortably as possible.

			“This is Eddy,” I say.

			“Oh,” Gareth says.

			“Gareth,” I say.

			“Gareth don’t have permission to talk to other people?” Eddy asks. I want to say, Don’t be a fucking asshole, but the words don’t come out of my mouth. Gareth takes it to be a joke and half smiles.

			“Jordan and me was in a play together,” Eddy says.

			“Jordan can act?”

			“Make-believe not a stretch for any one of us, right? When was that, ’88?”

			“Four or five Prince albums ago,” I say.

			“I just drop Mummy off to some social club bullshit. You two on a—”

			“Rum and raisin. The flavor. You was going to get us ice cream,” I say to Gareth. I don’t know why it irritates me that he thinks I’m familiar with his mother.

			“Right. Zeen. Nice meeting you,” Gareth says and walks off.

			Eddy stares at me for a long time without saying anything. I want to make some sarcastic crack but can’t think of anything savage enough that wouldn’t cost me looking calm.

			“Did you know those gully girls live under the bridge in New Kingston now?” he asks.

			“Urban drift even hit the sewer. This country fucking wild, I tell you.”

			“Yeah, I was dropping off some clothes at the old spot and somebody told—”

			“You go seek them out?”

			“Well, clothes and food wasn’t goin’ drop off themselves.”

			“You drop off clothes.”

			“I mean it’s just some old shirts and some food. Maybe some money. The gesture more symbolic than anything. But you know how B-boys love a symbol.”

			“The gully running through New Kingston?”

			“It that. Most of these girls new. But we never short of that, eeh? Every day another boy get kicked out by his daddy, neighbor, the whole community.”

			He is hitting too much and too fast. All I can think of is to shout “Savior complex” to shut him down. I don’t know why all his do-gooding is irritating the shit out of me but it is, and I won’t figure out why until about this time tomorrow.

			“You come here with somebody?” I ask. Nobody comes to Devon House without their tribe.

			“Solo. Some of we stumble on the way to true love.”

			“I don’t even know what that means.”

			“Not sure I do either. But look at you, out with your man for an ice cream at Devon House.”

			“He’s not my man.”

			“Sure as fuck not your girl. Listen, I celebrate any love in the time of ‘Boom Bye Bye.’ ”

			“Oh, now you have me in love with the man.”

			“The more Jordan Brown call the sky red is the more I know it’s blue.”

			“I don’t know what the fuck that mean.”

			“No? Here me was thinking that is exactly the kinda thing Jordan would say.”

			“You have me as—”

			“It’s good though. It’s good that you making things work. Every fucking thing in this country seem to engineer itself to end us these days,” he says and it takes me a while to register that he’s not making a joke. “Can’t believe me out here wishing a happily ever after for Jordan Brown.”

			“Whoa, brethren, you gone all the way to Jupiter with this shit. Make we come back to Earth, please.”

			“To tell the truth I was here just to cruise the bathroom. But you, you of all people making me wonder if I should keep believing in something else.”

			“Fuck why? This some ‘If Jordan can do it, anybody can do it’ bullshit?”

			“Maybe, but look me in the face and tell me that three years ago we wouldn’t have been on the opposite sides of this argument.”

			“I don’t know what you see between me and that boy—”

			“You the only who don’t see it, brethren.”

			“See what?”

			“Mock ignorance is not your skill, boss. Or maybe you really don’t know. At least you really don’t see it.”

			He laughs. I want to kick him. I know what he’s talking about and he’s fucking wrong. And the more I act like he’s fucking wrong is the more he will believe he is right. I wish Gareth takes an hour with those cones. A whole fucking year.

			“You know pretty much anybody else in the world would say love is making an honest man out of him. You the only person where it’s making a lying man out of you. Giving me hope, brethren. Bombo-fucking-claat, Brown, you of all people giving us hope.”

			“Fuck off.”

			“I mean fuck I love you. Jordan found the man who will ask if you want sprinkles on your vanilla.”

			He laughs again. I’ve never hated a laugh more.

			“Not that way. Can you believe that? This boy tell me last month that him like me but not that way. After four months of me fucking all the way up to his liver. Well, trying to.”

			So he was laughing at himself all this time. I’d almost say that this kind of talk was unlike him. Clever and smart-ass, sure, but bitter and vulgar? That didn’t seem like him to me. But I need him to know that there was nothing between me and Gareth Coombes, no matter what he was thinking. But he wouldn’t listen to me if I said it, because he is the one who needs to believe it. Fucking fabulous—now I am the last remaining hope for the possibility of gay happiness because I went to get some fucking ice cream at Devon House. And yet I only tell him to fuck off in my mind.

			“If you tell me that I’m giving you something to believe in I will fucking spit in your face.”

			“Calm down, horsey, you not Jesus,” he says. “I’m just saying that living well might really be the best revenge.”

			“So you think this is living well. Oh. How Havelock doing?”

			“Why you think I would know about Havelock?”

			Because this life of survivor’s guilt turning you into Mr. Responsible can’t fucking work if it doesn’t include Havelock, I don’t say. But I do stare at him what-the-fuckly until he gives me an answer.

			“Clive still putting on plays,” he says.

			“Havelock’s plays? That fucking Fortune and Men’s Eyes?”

			“I don’t know. The last one was a roots play about a dancehall-dancing uncle.”

			“So no fucking way Havelock Titus involved then.”

			“I didn’t say he was. And why you think I know what’s going on with Havelock?”

			“You seem to know what going on with everybody else.”

			“Nice, Jordan. Nice. He was the one always saving you, so if anybody should know where he—”

			“Havelock Titus never fucking save nobody. I don’t know why we talking ’bout him.”

			“Him always talking ’bout you.”

			“Yeah? You going give me an update on blind-as-a-bat Rainford next?”

			“What that supposed to mean?”

			“Pop story give me. Mat Chin-See raising sheep and Orrin is now a woman.”

			“Brethren, what that for?”

			“What you for?”

			He is about to say something but then shakes his head and laughs. I’m officially in the territory of not being worth it. For the life of me I can’t see why we are talking this long or what we’re getting out of it. As for this bullshit about Havelock saving me…

			“I goin’ leave you to your boyfriend.”

			“Him is not me—”

			“Fine, you boyenemy then,” he says and then mutters, “Fucking asshole” as he walks away.

			Gareth reappears, right on cue, and all I can think of is punching him right in the face. Had this play went on it would have died the natural death as a flop it was always meant to be. Instead, it was interrupted—no, aborted, and now it will live forever in that fucking purgatory called “could have been.” And this fucking man holding a fucking ice-cream cone is the reason.

			“Throw away that shit and make we go home so I can fuck you,” I say.

			In my father’s room I do him hard on the armchair until he yells for me to stop. Gareth is too young in gay years to dismiss all this shit and piss as just the trappings of gay sex, but he says nothing. At no point does he see my father under the covers, watching us with one eye. When he leaves, I dial a number from muscle memory. He picks up on the third ring.

			Of course he does.

			Working Title: The Disappeared

			Date: October 29, 1994

			Interviewee: JORDAN BROWN

			Interviewer: Peta-Gaye Burke (journalist)

			Recording method: Tape recorder / Dictaphone

			Location: Hope Gardens, Kingston, Jamaica

			I just thought you bit off more than you could chew and decided to hold your corner and chill. Nothing like a little mercy killing to throw a wrench in the best-laid plotlines, eh? That’s not what made you stop. Oh right, you did talk to me after that. Maybe I wasn’t that memorable. Or maybe you thought your story on the disappeared would have ended with you finding them. You should lay off the TV still. People go missing in Jamaica all the time and nobody will ever find them. As for gay people, and by “people” I mean gay men, look at the many ways we vanish without a trace. From when our families kick us out and pretend that we never born, we been going through being erased.

			A therapist once asked me how I felt about being gay. Nebulous, right? I mean what a fucking question. Then he told me to separate homosexuality from all the baggage around it, the baggage that I and everybody else bring. Strip away all context and tell him how I feel about being a gay. I said to him okay, if you strip all the fuckery that God lay in my way ever since I started sucking dick and just focus on the fact of faggotry, how do I feel? You know what the answer was? I fucking love it. Maybe not love so much as fascinated by it. Enthralled? More like spellbound. Yeah, spellbound with being gay from when I was eight and didn’t know what it meant or that it would have anything to do with sex since I also didn’t know what the fuck sex was. But I did just know I was different, and it was like realizing I was twelve when everybody around me was still eight. Being different made me feel like a superhero, like one of the Teen Titans. That knowing that I want to live inside another boy so I could feel what they feel, even if it was pain, was the most electrifying thing in the world, man, that was something I started living for before I even knew I was doing it. Every time I hug a boy the softness of him would shock me. The rush, Jesus. Seeing a boy and realizing how he was making me feel was proof that I was alive. Look at his bulge like it’s both threat and promise. You ever watch a boy run, how everything flops on right thigh, then left, then right, like wow. Boys who just sprawl out and don’t care which side they hang, shit I could look at that for days and weeks. And still prefer when they have too many shirt buttons loose. The first time you hold a cock in your hand that is not yours, it’s like you disconnect from your body to see yourself, but it also feels like you have never been more you because you have laid part of yourself in a man who has the same things you do and he has laid himself in yours. Erection is just a bonus. I can’t imagine a kiss where a mustache is not tickling my lip and a beard isn’t scrubbing my cheek.

			I might have wished that people didn’t hate me because of it, but I never wanted to be anything else. I pray for the world to change, not me, because fuck that. Then one day I stopped praying.

			I don’t know why I’m telling you this.

			Has anything happened in the past seven months? You tell me. I must have a sign on my forehead because everybody feels the need to tell me that the guy from Nirvana killed himself, as if it’s proof that they know what is going on in the world, and I clearly fucking don’t.

			How about you? I guess you decided not to give up on the story, but you give up on the boys? I was watching an American detective show where police said that if the missing person is not found within the first forty-eight hours then they will never be found, certainly not found alive. So how about six years? And what it mean if nobody miss them? Me? I didn’t even know them. I leave all those feelings to Eddy Porteous. How him doing? Yeah, I see him from time to time but I wouldn’t say we talk.

			Forgive my dense ass, but I’m not sure what you doing. You trying to piece together what happened to those two or are you writing about the aftermath? As if either man left any sort of stain on the people left behind. Maybe Orrin was not the sort of man that ever leaves an impression, Lord knows I can’t even remember what he looked like, and maybe Matt—well, Matt is just a pile of maybes, not true? Even I am starting to think he didn’t exist, though I was right there with him when…when…

			Where is all this interviewing leading you? This must be way too long now for an article, and who would be printing it anyway. But isn’t it too short for a book? Look at me, as if I fucking know. So what do you think this story is really about? Loss? Well, loss is a room a thousand years wide. That’s from Soundgarden, they’re a band. No, not a group, a band. A rock band. You won’t like them. Loss. I thought you would be writing something special to the gay community but everybody on the fucking planet has experienced, will experience, or is experiencing loss, so that means you’re telling people how mundane and like everybody else we are. Kudos, as the Americans say.

			I wasn’t going to tell you but fuck it. I saw one of them. Found them—no, that makes it sound like I was looking. I don’t know. Let’s just say “saw.” One of them. No, not the two or I would have started the conversation with that, wouldn’t I? The men. The men who did it. The gay bashers. The beaters. Jesus fucking Christ the fucking murderers, I saw one of them. See him two times before I could figure out why the sight of him was making me feel sick.

			I do better than that. The second, no, third time I followed him all the way to his workplace. Why would I tell you that, so that you can warn him? Then again how the fuck you goin’ know who? Fourth time I went right up to his fucking face and he didn’t even recognize me. People just don’t understand, you know. It’s not that they fucked with you that gets to you, it’s when they don’t remember. You want to know how I got right up to his face, don’t you? Worried about him or me?

			I’m not trying to be fair, where would you get that fucking idea? What him did look like? You know what a salaryman is? Sorry, pretentious me out here thinking the average Jamaican is up on the latest manga. Well, he looks like a salaryman and that is all I goin’ say.

			Revenge, karma, no, I’m not thinking anything.

			I wish I had nightmares about them. Sometimes I wish they would haunt me, but the truth is I’ve forgotten what half of them look like. But the half that I do…you want to know what happen to them? One of them was a Rastaman selling fruits across the road. Do I think he had any part in conceiving this shit? Of course not. Brethren just saw a good thing and decided to join. You ever see a mob? Yeah, well, me and Eddy do one better by running from one. My point being that everywhere that mob went it pick up three or more because a mob is a walking infectious disease and everybody catch it despite themselves.

			Ask yourself a question: How many of those who beat us up were gay themselves? Or struggling through a thing they think that was going to fix? Easiest way to beat up myself is to beat you instead. So I followed the Rastaman and his cart full of mango. Follow him for over five miles, all the way to back side of Barbican Road. That’s the thing about Barbican Road, the only main road to the rich up the hill but littered with poor people. Man park his cart, then go down some alley or gully or something, I wasn’t paying attention. But I did have my lighter, and his cart did have a lot of flammable shit. Hey, I didn’t tell him to use tarpaulin and cardboard. Of course, when I got back in my car I started to wonder if that was the same Rastaman.

			Problem is I see them in everybody, which might be a consequence of forgetting. Did you know that from 1988 to 1991 I used to drive around at night, looking for somebody, anybody I recognize, just so I could mow them down and run my wheel right over their fucking body until they turn into street pizza? After a while, I realized I was just driving. That time, ’88 to ’91, was also when most of the gay clubs closed down and more private parties started to spring up. I mean when Madame’s closed that was the beginning of the end, I mean Madame’s was around from before Michael Jackson turn white. Then you have what is still basically a house but the private parties get so regular that they turn into a gay bar by default. And all of them have sell-by date, here today, gone later today. Like the one where I run into him.

			Right there in the back room under backroom lights while some fool was sucking him off. And you know when I finally realized who he was all I could think is just how fucking perfect this was. Of course one of the attackers was a cocksucker himself. Asking him when he gave up the fight and learned to stop worrying and love the cock is a movie I don’t want to see.

			You would think that it would paralyze me in some way, recognizing him, but that’s because your whole vocabulary for all this shit come from movie and TV. It happening was just so…correct, like one unremarkable sentence following another to a conclusion you kinda saw coming.

			I think battymen like to hold on to the idea that we’re remarkable. I mean, if the reason people are going to hate us is us, then that reason better be something great, right? Or at least fabulous. But when you saw this man you had to look deeper to find the gay because the keys to faggotry are all in the details—yes, I am going to spell it out for you.

			Normal gray pants, probably cotton or wool because we don’t care that we sweat like pig in white man clothes. But the waist just half inch too high and he not around enough straight men to know the difference. Also, nobody around to tell him that it too tight round the backside.

			What else? Red socks. Not because it’s red but because he’s trying so hard that even the socks was from thinking about it too long.

			How about the shirt? Just like every other shirt, which is the problem. Man with nothing to hide or nothing to prove can go a little glitterous with them shirt because who goin’ stop them? To be that every day take concentration.

			Corny clothes, corny shoes, corny socks, corny drawers. And every single one he takes off, left then right. I swear to God that there must be a school that teach men how to behave when the door is shut and the lights are off, which is why they all behave the same way. And it’s nineteen ninety-fucking-four, so why people still wearing twenty-dollar Drakkar Fucking Noir, like it’s 1983 and some girl from Holy Childhood High School decide to grind on you because the DJ just serve up Al B. Sure!’s “Nite and Day” so that you can pretend that it’s an erection rubbing against that girl’s dress. Because it’s all just a dance, isn’t it? Just a dance—no, a ceremony. No, a ritual, and we all do it just to get through it, but closeted battymen most of all because everybody knows normality is just a process, it’s an achievement, there’s even a certificate you get at the end of it. I mean even with a man leaving ChapStick on him dick he was still going on like he straight and this was just some horrible misunderstanding. Misunderstanding my vers ass. Three squirts of baby oil and that bitch was on a voyage of discovery going where no man has gone before like his little asshole was Star Bomboclaat Trek. But I goin’ show him. I goin’ show him. I goin’ show him.

			What?

			Drakkar Noir or Cool Water, or some other shit. How am I supposed to know what he smell like? You think I have to be licking a man skin to know what cologne they wear? Maybe I just know cologne.

			What you mean by what I mean? I don’t fucking know. I’m not confused no matter how much you try to confuse me.

			That’s bullshit.

			What you mean by what I said. I know what I just say. I don’t even know his name.

			No, he don’t have a mole on his right…Son of a bitch. You son of a bitch.

			Yeah, well, maybe you are just an idiot.

			You want to analyze me analyzing him? You’re not a psychiatrist. I’m still not sure you’re a journalist.

			I said I didn’t say nothing like that. Fine, play it back, I don’t care. Play it the fuck back.

			Stop.

			Stop.

			I said fucking stop it. Just say it then, just fucking say it. Say what you think. Oh, it’s not what you think, it’s what I just said. Look at you thinking you clever all of a sudden. So raasclaat clever. Everybody should be a clever dyke like you. If you want to know, I have plans for Mr. Fucking Coombes. Big plans. Plans that when I done he…Shit.

			Coombes Coombes Coombes, you happy now?

			I don’t have to answer another fucking question from you. You know what? Me done with this shit. Bombo-raas-claat done. So fuck this and fuck you.

			Done, me say.

			

			

			December 1994. Get yourself afraid / Get yourself alone. Close the windows, sit in the dark and let the television tell you what’s outside. TV is realer. It’s looking outside one’s window that takes you to never-never land, to a world that keeps moving no matter what. Don’t you just hate it when the world keeps rolling like cars outside even when it stands still like death inside? Sunrise is force shifting to noon to afternoon to sunset no matter what we build or destroy. A sunset can’t tell you that the day is fucked, it just barrels on into night. But TV can stop a day cold, and a VHS can rewind it, which means I don’t have to believe shit just because it is happening on the other side of my window. It’s not true if it didn’t make the news, not even if it happened to me, or maybe I have this wrong. Maybe the TV reduces everything to two feet by two feet and in that frame even a massacre is manageable. Besides, I cannot switch off what’s outside.

			There is no switching anything now, whether on or off. It has already happened. So I stop the day and relive it in reverse to make it make sense. I can’t breathe. No, my mind is telling my throat to shut down air. Or I am having an asthma attack. I’ve never had an attack. Real or dream, I can’t decide where I want to live, no, what I want to live in.

			On the third ring, every time all the time, never one more or less, is how you know Paul Royale is on the line. Anybody answers his phone, and sometimes the voice sounds younger than somebody in high school. But only Royale answers after three rings, because he thinks it gives him some fucking mystique. Just as how he always orders a Dark ’n’ Stormy with four slices of lemon. Not lime, lemon. He says to me, “What the raas do I look like? Tinker, tailor, soldier, or spy?” as if his line is bugged. So I go around to his house. It’s a colder than usual Monday night because of some tropical depression passing through. Before I get to the door “Theme from a Summer Place” rushes out because nothing about that shit is subtle. I steel myself for whatever is behind that door before it opens, but when it does it is Royale alone and covered up from neck to shoe.

			We talk in the garden by the fountain of little cherubs pissing. Heading out to an official dinner with some prince who is the brother of the sister of the cousin of the queen, he says, and I want to make some crack that all those people calling him Ambassador will make him think he really is one, to which he would say some shit like “It’s like a husband’s surname you get to keep after the divorce.” I didn’t have to say much for him to catch what I was saying. And even though he said a job like this is its own pay, he will make me pay one way or another.

			“It’s not a job,” I say, to which he says, “But it’s work though. I’ll call your daddy’s house when it’s all set up. What about you?”

			“What about me?” I say.

			“You don’t do business if you get—”

			“No.”

			“Sure ’bout that? Because we can—”

			“I don’t fucking care,” I say, and he leave me alone in his house.

			Eddy wanted to know why I never want to talk about Havelock, as if he doesn’t already know. Then again, maybe he really doesn’t and if so, I don’t know how to tell him. Last year I came back from Miami with a book from this homo named Paul Monette. I knew he had AIDS and I knew why I wanted to read it. No, I don’t have HIV or AIDS. Yes, I fucking know. HIV is like the shit going on in the house next door, meaning it’s not my house but I can see inside so clear that I can smell it. But the only thing I’m going to learn about it is what white man will show you because they seem to be the only ones brave enough to teach. Or maybe the black man who would write is instead going home to the wife he is about to take to bed and kill.

			Anyway, in this book Monette talks about real suffering versus ghost suffering. That there are people who are suffering shit for real, right down to physical pain, and people who think they are in pain, but are just constantly feeling bad. And it made me think if that is what me and Eddy have in common: that we think we have problems but we don’t have any fucking problem. My ghost suffering makes me want to scream. Sometimes it makes me want to walk out in traffic or sink to the bottom of a pool until I can’t stand it anymore. I look at people and still want to murder the fucking world. But then I think of Havelock Titus and wonder if all I have is imaginary pain. Ghost suffering.

			The second to last time I saw Havelock was in the hospital three days after the attack. His smile was pink as if his mouth was still bleeding and all I could think about is who give this raasclaat man something to laugh about.

			“I spit in at least three faces,” he said to me. “The more them punch me in the mouth, the more I spit that bloody shit in their eyes, nose, mouth—everything. The guy who cut me, I slap him, with that same cut. Bitch? Call me a little bitch, eeh? Then this bitch wipe him own blood and scratch the shit out of all of them. All of them. They wanted to spill blood? Then blood got spilled on every single one I could touch. You look at me like you don’t understand.”

			“You want to kill them, don’t you? I see it in your eyes. You want to do unholy things to them,” I say.

			“But I already kill them, you understand me? I already killed them.”

			It took me an entire month to get what he was saying.

			What that movie say? Well, fuck me gently with a chainsaw. Havelock, good old chap, I would never thought you had it in you. To think I was watching you shed spit and smear blood all over them and nothing registered with me. Chances are most of them getting off with a clean bill of health, but maybe, just maybe, one or two goin’ get the most shocking news of their lives from their doctor. Or more likely the doctor won’t know what is going on, nobody will know what is going on, even after the first sarcoma appear and pneumonia takes 50 percent of their body. But sooner or later I would have to bury Havelock and I was tired of death. No, that’s not true. It’s not death I was tired of.

			

			

			Mongoose Inn on the Portsmouth strip, across the bay from Kingston Harbor. The British invaded Jamaica from this shore in 1655 and people have been occupying but not living there ever since. No surprise that every fifty feet is what some call love motels, some call one-hour hotels, and some call fuck shops. The foreigners call the style Southwestern, which means they splashed cement on the walls with neither tools nor precision, and the hotel looks like it’s melting, not because anybody was trying for adobe. Forty-five rooms, three floors, one red paint job, at least fifteen bosses and fifteen secretaries who will either be promoted, transferred, or fired next week. Staircase at the back so that nobody sees you coming or going. The hourly rate includes a room with a shower, cleanish sheets, and nobody to give a shit what you do or who you do it to.

			“This what you like? This what you want?” he keeps asking, like a fifteen-year-old trying to make her older boyfriend happy as they do something she really doesn’t want to do. He, Gareth. He thinks sleaze is what I want. He is trying to be understanding. He wishes I would smile and stop being the sour and bitter bee that I have been ever since Devon House. And was that red boy your ex-boyfriend? He look like somebody you don’t like much but know too good.

			I want to shout something about him watching Murder, She Wrote when he was twelve and now thinking he is a damn detective.

			“Leave on that fucking light or open the windows,” I say when I see him walking toward the switch.

			00:01:39

			The action began before we begin. Talking rude never did much for this man, so I try soft, caring, teasing.

			“Brethren, it blow my mind when you take you clothes off slow.”

			“Slow like how? Slow like this?”

			“Slower than snail.”

			“Snail? What a way to turn a hose on a sexy moment.”

			“Hose, eeh? You want to see this hose?” I say.

			“Shut up. Or I goin’ have to say I didn’t order…pizza.”

			“But all these nine inches have your name ’pon it, baby.”

			“You too, fool.”

			“Just a fool in—”

			“What?”

			“Nothing. Leave your socks on.”

			00:07:12

			I am too hard. I’m supposed to be hard, otherwise how am I supposed to do it? But I am too hard, which means I am liking it too much, liking him. Or maybe cocks really do have minds of their own, or at least their own determination. I am thinking too much and even that won’t make me less hard. I want difficulty. I want to say words like “difficulty” and “expertise” and other words that are supposed to make me go soft. I want this to feel transactional like all the other sex happening in this building right now. I don’t want to think it is him. How he undressed, how he crawled onto the bed, how his lips quiver before he bites them. How he is not trying to seduce me and succeeding and how I’m not trying to be seduced and failing. A voice that I tell myself isn’t me says, “Me wah fuck you so bomboclaat bad.” This is the most he has felt like he was sinning in his entire life.

			00:12:48

			I don’t want to cum while on top. I don’t want to think that because we’re now not using condoms that it means anything. I don’t want to tell him to roll over. But when I grab him to turn us both he thinks I trying to push him out of the bed. “Get on top,” I have to say, knowing that when we fuck he likes taking orders. The adult store a mile from the 163rd Street Mall in Miami doesn’t know that its videos have been teaching Gareth Coombes how to have gay sex. On top of me he winds and grinds and threatens to pop it off, all porn dialogue. He almost gets me to say some shit about enjoying just the tip and instead I grab his hips and pull him down on me and enjoy his scream. When he eases himself up to fuck me slow I don’t notice. He squeezes it on me and “Jesus” escapes my mouth as a whisper.

			00:17:05

			He rolls off the bed to grab one of the two coconuts with the straw sticking out. I’m not thirsty. Breaks between sex is strange and leads to too much pondering, too much changing of mind, but he is not about to leave. I tell you, man, sin.

			00:30:16

			My cum is a white smear smack in his chest, smack in the heart. He is so proud of himself that I want to sing “Sex Shooter,” but he wouldn’t know it or think it was funny. I hum “Batty Is Not Pussy” because I know he won’t catch the drift. It’s the in-between fucking that is fucking with me, the looking at the ceiling, the each wanting to ask the other what he is thinking, the listening to breaths quicken and slow, the holding the weight of his balls in my hand but skipping his drippy dick because to touch it is to make all of this shit real.

			“What you thinking?” he asks.

			“I am thinking about Holly Johnson.”

			“Who?”

			“Holly Johnson said that white cocks taste different from black cocks.”

			“Who is Holly Johnson?”

			“Relax, don’t do it.”

			“Don’t do what?”

			“He sing that song. Relax, don’t do it / When you want to go to it.”

			“I don’t—”

			“Relax, don’t do it, when you want to come.”

			“That was in a TV commercial?”

			“Is about taking a deep breath when the biggest cock in the world go up inside your precious little bussy.”

			“You always know shit nobody need to know.”

			I ask him if he wants to cum, knowing that he hates talking about it. Talking like sex.

			00:55:58

			He says he needs to call his mother this week. They need a new washing machine at the house and expect him to buy it. What pisses him off is that they will never ask, only say “You know how that machine broke down” again and again like an old train, and they won’t say thank you after he buys a new one, only that the laundry room look like a new house now. Neither of us smokes and for the first time I’m seeing what a mistake this is. So I put some of this flask in the coconut.

			“Rum and coconut water?” he asks but I say nothing. He says something about waking the dead, which he read in The Joy of Sex, which I’m sure he never even thought about before meeting me. And which he bought at that new bookstore in the mall that had Maya Angelou come once to say she is not signing autographs. And I think he is about to tell me how I have thrown a wrench into his thing called life and I want to tell him that yes, you can know all the battymen in Jamaica who are actually having sex because they all move a certain way and not in that ass-still-hurts-like-a-bitch way but in that way where you have a delicious secret that nobody knows but you and people like you. And every room you enter, every bus you take, every bank line you join, you sum up each man to see if you can guess if they take dick or not. But now you’re not careless or random, now you are looking for your people. Because it’s more than just fucking now, more than just sex, more than saying dumb shit like “It doesn’t define you” because it does define you, fucking that is. And that it’s the pleasure of bowling or batting that finally gave you the sense of an I am.

			But neither of us will say this because neither of us has the language for it, or the courage. So I think you are about to say something else, but instead you swallow me again, and I get hard in spite of myself.

			01:70:26

			You say that any minute longer and by the time you get back to work people are going to miss you. I say I’m not good for you. Not really good for anybody. You say sometimes everything that come out of my mouth sound like it come from cable TV. You think you’re being wicked when you don’t put your briefs back on. I pretend that I’m lazy so that you can leave first, even though nobody cares that two men are seen leaving the same room. I want this bed to swallow me whole but paid for only an hour and a half.

			01:88:19

			That is what the monitor is saying when Paul Royale, filming from a crack in the side door leading to the next room, shuts the camera off. “Damn, Joe Grind, you should think about doing this for a living,” he says, to which I say, “Which part?”

			He doesn’t answer.

			Naked, yup, I’m still naked, and Paul Royale is already looking at me with expectation.

			“You said this job is its own pay,” I say, and he frowns because he may be many fucked-up things, but Royale is a man of his word. He leaves while I put my clothes on.

			But then this: I wait until I put all my clothes on to go to the bathroom. In the bathroom I turn on the shower and sit on the floor soaking myself to the bone, ruining the dry-clean-only pants, washing away some shit I don’t know and running up the room cost by another half hour. I sit there under the jet so when my lips taste tears warm and salty, water cold and hard blasts them away.

			When he calls my parents’ phone one week later I tell him I need a break. Also, it looks like my father is dying, or he’s decided that his mouth no longer needs to close.

			Two days later I see him in the Blue Room getting a blowjob. He smiles when he sees me, a look-at-us-two-modern-gay-men-who-don’t-love-like-boring-straight-people smile. We so bomboclaat sophisticated. We so fucking open. We so raasclaat liberated. So fucking free.

			I go home and scurry through The Sexual Outlaw, looking for something. Anything. Page 233 screams out, How can you say that our sexual presence intrudes on your lives? which passes through my head in Jamaican lingo, How you to say that we just push it in your face? Even when we fucking right there in Sovereign Centre we invisible to you. Your hatred has thrust us out of your world and we have formed our own. But I don’t know this world. Not true, I know it but I don’t have anyone in it. No gay posse, no gay frenemy, no gay friend.

			I tell myself that I hate straight people and yet I am the homophobe’s idea of a homosexual, living in the impermanence they have pushed on me. I read the pages backward and the points get bigger, not smaller, and I realize I don’t give a shit whether battyman behavior is legislated or not. I don’t give a shit that if police catch me in a car I can go to prison. I don’t know if I lack patience, or humanity, or the will to care. I continue to read backward and get to the beginning of the chapter, which is titled “Imaginary Speech to Heterosexuals.”

			The next day Paul Royale answers on the third ring. He expects me to have changed my mind but when I say nothing he says, “Make we feed the barracudas.”

			Kurt Cobain is still dead and without a face.

			Two weeks later, and headline on page two of Extra Extra News. Maama Men Make Love at Mongoose Motel. Two lovemates and shame mates defied the laws of the state and the Bible last month and XX-News has the scoop. Please note that the pictures below are not for the faint of heart. The sex tryst took place in the afternoon hours as one of the men took a break from his Utilities job to engage in sinful lust. XX-News has so far been unable to confirm that they engaged in safe sex.

			Three screen stills from the video. The first picture is fuzzy and the room is dark but that is me on top, my bare ass and the thin black strip crossing out the exact point where I enter him. In the second pic the zoom is off and so far away that I don’t recognize the back of my head. His legs kick out east and west as I missionary him, the black strip slices across his eyes. The third is close up as he goes two-thirds of the way down on me and the little black strip cuts across his forehead and misses one of his eyes. Somebody in the paper’s photo department went oops. The next week concerned citizens are calling the radio talk show screaming about our slide into becoming Gomorrah. Live! With Monica promises that next week they will deal with the ins and outs of the homosexual lifestyle with real homosexuals live on TV! Near Rose Lane two women who live together get dragged out of their apartment and raped by a group of men including two who know them, while a high school boy, such a fucking little sissy, gets strung up with a noose and nearly dies. Roughhousing a little too rough, says the principal. Extra Extra posts a reward for any tips on where to find the shame mates. People call on Streggeh Don to write a new song addressing the matter.

			All week I expect the barrage of phone calls from him, but none come.

			Black Jamaicans never see how invisible they are in foreign spaces, like the line at the US embassy or the Canadian bank. I mean a man can just walk into the Bank of Nova Scotia’s downtown Kingston branch, right by the sea, take the back stairs, use the freight elevator, and launch himself up to the roof with nobody noticing. Especially when you dress to fade into the public of business gray.

			All of this I am guessing, for I didn’t see any of it. Not even on TV where the world is realer. The story comes to me on the radio, not important enough to break one hour of music sweet music on my FM dial. By the time the reporters get to the scene it has already happened. Two p.m. on a gloomy afternoon, heavy clouds but no rain.

			The one eyewitness, an American, says, “It’s like the man took a swan dive. He just spread his arms and just…and just…”

			And just.
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			February 2

			My dear Mark,

			I thought you’d appreciate me beginning the way your favourite novel begins, though I have to say it’s been three times now that I’ve tried to read Memoirs of Hadrian and for the third time I got as far as page 150 before asking, “When is this bomboclaat novel going to start?” Story, my boy, we need story. We will not be denied it, and I say that as someone who has always found that a little denial can be, as the boys say, hot. This I will give you: As an aging homosexual the opening pages of the novel now hit closer to the bone than I would like, as I too must grapple with a body that without warning discombobulates like my old Ford Escort. I groan when I stand up, hiss when I sit down, and these days cannot say from which cavity came that hiss. Seriously, what is the purpose of a young mind in an old body? Mentally I’ve never moved past thirty-nine. To think there was a time when we both swore on Oscar Wilde’s grave that we would never become savage old queens, but here we are.

			This goddamn business of getting old though. I, Havelock Titus, submit that those who lose their minds early are luckier because they are no longer aware of a mind to lose. They certainly don’t have to be aware of the constant indignities that come with losing one’s body. Add to that, my friend, what was fact only five years ago: that neither of us was ever supposed to die of old age. I’m not even talking about AIDS. I mean that as queers, stately old homos, faggots, (or for some Jamaican flavor) battymen, our life expectancies should have run out at least ten years ago. We’ve all seen that Madam George, who did not die when she should have, before her friends and lovers, and who now haunts the bars smelling like Vicks VapoRub with nothing to offer but old dollar bills and bitchiness.

			I for one thought I would go down blazing, and by “blazing,” darling, I do mean in the most literal sense: with a car tire lassoed around my neck and my bound arms and beaten body set afire by a righteous Jamaican mob. We always thought God had already chosen the person who would come to kill us. If not with the mob, then the police. If not the cops, then some boy who will love us, murder us, then tell the police that we grabbed his balls, God is his witness.

			And what reason do we have for old age when our own kind throws us out with the rest of the garbage? Nobody makes an old gay feel like a dead gay like a young gay. As we get older, the age where one is considered old gets younger, which makes me wonder who is behind all this considering, a vampire? It gives us a blankness, don’t you think? The same sort of blankness we used to see in the eyes of the hall master and some of the professors at Oxford. The lost stares of the Lost Generation, the bright young things with their lights all blown out. Here I must speak like an American in saying that in me at least there is a fuck you, to the people, the church, the world, the bullies, the righteous ones, even Jehovah himself.

			Cheating death. I’ve thought long and hard on this. In Jamaica we have a saying which you might have heard me repeat. “Duppy know who fi frighten,” meaning a ghost knows who to scare. This will seem blasphemous, but I have come to realise, darling, that death is simply afraid of me. I can’t remember how much of 1988 I have told you, but suffice to say, there is nothing like an actual brush with the thing to erase all fear of it. And for me it was more than a brush, for one it happened all night. Spend an evening being called an abomination while you are punched kicked slapped tortured sliced burned and a little bug working its way through your body’s defences feels like just another thing.

			You warned me of this. You warned me from as early as 1952, though I’m sure you don’t remember. You always said that a sentence is only half of the thought. The rest of it, or perhaps the true meaning, the subtext behind the text, was all in the eyes. And the Jamaican eyes all around us, around Noël Coward, Alan Wilson, Graham Payn, were all saying We would kill you if we could. Side note, and speaking of homophobes, I don’t know if you remember Graham Banks. He was the one who used to carry that sign at the Negril beach that said “Sodom and Gomorrah Is Here” (but spelled it “Go-More-Yah”). Police caught him a few years ago in flagrante delicto, allegedly just as he had impaled himself on another man’s flagpole. It’s the ones who hate us most that fiercely love us. Or kill us.

			And yet when I came to London I really did come to die.

			Yes, to see you, but really to die. Not the sort of thing one tells a person, not even a friend from whom I’ve hid nothing, which is why I never told you. You would not be remiss to ask why a return to London of all places, given that death is everywhere and this is the last place I ever expected to end up with my end up. I do believe that when I left London that door most certainly clapped my backside on the way out and our divorce could not have been more mutual. Well, my dear Mark, there are deaths and there are deaths. Once one has accepted life’s only inevitability there comes the wish to die either suddenly or with dignity. To suffer long and alone on a filthy stinking bed as mosquitoes draw my infected blood and nurses refuse to touch me was not my kind of death. Worse, to die not in that nasty bed, but some alley, or ditch, or the insane asylum, the only place that will take us. I have faced all forms of hatred all my life, so I was not going to deal with that fuckery in death. Not that Britain is some sister of mercy, after all Inglan is a bitch.

			This was the first time I used the airport because truth be told I was too weak to even sit up straight. A solid guess would be that my T-cell count was below three hundred when I boarded that flight. My tongue felt like a scouring pad against my teeth, and I wore a turtleneck in ninety-eight-degree heat to hide the little one-inch sarcoma on my Adam’s apple. One can only guess what my breath smelled like. Truly, dying is such a disgraceful show. I will never be a fan of the thing whether in myself or other people. It didn’t matter how much I tried to puff my chest and stick out my neck, the deathly sick look deathly sick. I finally shouted to the flight attendant who was clearly not about to let me on the plane that I had colon cancer and would die without treatment. Not exactly false given what we used to call this plague. The first time I set for England (on the SS Reina del Pacifico no less) I thought I was going to colonise it in reverse. The first time I left I thought, Well, Jamaica is where I belong. Or maybe what I deserve. That it was home never crossed my mind.

			Dear heart, here is the thing. The friends who sent me off had no reason to believe I would be coming back, not even in a box. You’d think Jamaica was the disease I was trying to cure myself of. You never agreed with me returning home in the first place. I wish I could say I proved you wrong, but the truth is that I belong nowhere. Saying I’m too British for Jamaica and too Jamaican for Britain sounds simplistic. It’s that neither country ever thought to throw a line so in both I was drowning a little. You will read this and think I wasn’t happy, but I’ve drawn a measure of happiness in both places. It’s belonging that eluded me. Exile from one home, alien in another, only to return home and feel like an alien there, too. Blighty never really welcomed me, but it ruined me for anywhere else. But you have heard this colonialism lesson before. Can we just think about dancing to the O’Jays and Three Degrees and seducing cute boys who are now all safely married and leading the country? And getting fat. Let’s not forget them getting fat and gross and still thinking of us as they make love to their horrid wives. I think in the US this is called being cunty. I fancy that we are indeed a pair of old cunts.

			This serves to tell you I have made it back home. Yes, I know I could have called. Or sent that ghastly thing, that email. But making it back home is a continual process, isn’t it? Returning home has been taking me two months and I still don’t feel like I’m back.

			Maybe the rest of Lazarus’s family had moved on after their loss and filled his man-sized void with something else. The young man who picked me up from the Kingston airport, a Mr. Eddy Porteous, looked at me both bewildered and dumbstruck, which of course struck me as how one realistically looks at a ghost. He asked me what home would I be going back to, as if I had somehow forfeited my present one. The little bitch could have said “which.” He did have words for the next time he saw me, except that all his remarks would have been in memoriam, and he expected to deliver them to a gravestone. He barely shook my hand, I mean he just limp-wristed his way out of my grip, then went off about how I barely missed mango season and asked if gayboys in the UK were still wearing BOY London clothes. What does one do with the dead after they have come back to life? What does one do indeed. He was surprised that my house was exactly as I left it. I couldn’t tell which was worse, feeling guilty that I was selfish or despondent over not having anyone to leave my things to. Maybe my subconscious knew I would be back.

			For a second it looked like Noël Coward’s house. You do know, darling, that they have left his house exactly as it was when he died? So it remains. That half-full bottle of ketchup is still on the counter, and two desk drawers are still half pulled out. Photos of the Queen Mum are sunblasted out to blue.

			Love always,

			Lochness

			

	

February 16

			Marky,

			I am in the middle of a wild Tuesday. This letter comes right on the heels of my last one because I’m afraid I left the impression that I would rather be dead, which sounds like I am ungrateful, which I am not. My darling man, surely you know this is not the first time you have saved my life. So please forgive the awkwardness of my last letter. Not that I remember much about it except that it did not end so much as quit. I feel as if I have spent the last three weeks explaining to the Jamdown gays what an HIV cocktail means and how taking one has started to save countless lives, including mine. I don’t know how to explain that I have no clue whether I will die or not, only that I have not died today. 1986 was when that death note came. If I remember, the clinic diagnosed me before you. Now I feel like I am the man people give dead men’s clothes to.

			And yet as I said I am glad to be alive. But living is also about belonging and what I’m trying to say is that I belong nowhere. Anyway, I don’t think I mentioned that it was Albert who picked me up from Heathrow. Tragedy has sobered him up, or maybe just life? He is not among us, the afflicted, but had recently returned from New York City. “Your boy just had to leave,” he said to me. “Once you open the windows to see that every single person who’s lived on your street is dead, you realise that New York is a coffin that will lock in even the living.” Seemed like the wrong time to tell the poor fellow that I had come to Blighty to die. Then again I did not tell you.

			And for God’s sake stop being so very sorry for not being present when I supposedly needed you most. For one that is way too Brünnhilde and we have enough melodrama in opera. There was enough of you in that Kensington flat to feel as if Your Highness was right there. That said it was only when I put on your Judy Judy Judy at Carnegie Hall I remembered how much I hated hated hated it. Judy Garland always reminds me of a gaggle of white, snotty, well-educated old queers, a gaggle even you despised. The only problem was that I hated disco even more. But enough with the ’60s and ’70s, we are about to slam the door shut on this second-worst of decades (nothing will top the sheer monstrosity of the vile ’80s though the ’50s were quite the stinker) with a wonderful Y2K reset as soon as the clock strikes twelve on January 1, 2000. Reset. How I love that word. I think it will plunge every single person but me into chaos. Church people all around me thinking the Rapture will happen at midnight and for once I find myself on my knees praying for a miracle.

			When I first returned to Jamaica in 1957 it looked exactly as I left it in 1949. This time I’ve been gone for only six months and yet I barely recognize the place. Squeeze that paramour of yours inappropriately for me.

			Always yours,

			Lochness

			

	

February 27

			Mark,

			Fine. Let us talk about Everton Caulfield. Lord Everton Maxwell George Renfrew Caulfield. First of Colton House, late of Bromley, otherwise known as the, well, you know what it’s known as. The Iago to my Othello, the Bosie to my Oscar. The problem with both comparisons is they assume a wit about oneself that I would learn the hard way he did not have. As for where he is now, you would know more than I. Sane when he entered Bromley House, insane when he left.

			Everton himself was never one for letters, though the boy loved to leave a nasty note. He thought CUM C M–OO + E was dripping wit. Truth is he was simply a dim thug late of Eton who had a staff to wipe his shitty ass, when he deigned to have them wipe those buttocks at all. Memory escapes me if we were friends when I met him.

			You were there when we met, in case you’ve forgotten. First year in Oxford. One of those parties where I was brought in for a dash of colour minus the smell white people insisted came from Indians (even though nobody non-white smelled a thing). Mostly boys and the usual four girls. The girls would commandeer me into a corner settee so they could squeal at the sight of my palms being closer to their skin colour than mine. Never was my hobby, girls. Everton claimed to have seen me long before I saw him on the floor with other boys who already knew they would be prime ministers, cabinet members, and members of the House of Lords. Whose house also escapes me.

			“Were I to take you into a dark room, will you need to smile for me to find you?” he said.

			I said, “You and I both know that were we in a dark room, that would not be the use you’d have for my mouth.”

			Everton choked on his whisky. “Don’t make your mouth write a cheque your nerve can’t cash,” I said to him and went outside. He followed me around for the next two years. Everton moved in a class where he could grab me by the crotch in public and all and sundry would dismiss him as being an eccentric. Or a provocateur. Or maybe just a rascal. He told me my problem was that as soon as I opened my eyes all I saw was tomorrow. Meaning the atrophying, the getting tired and stale, the death, or the consequences of our kind of sin. “Can’t you give today the benefit of today?” he asked me once. Then there was the time he tried to explain a motorcycle to me. One of his friends, Barry I think, asked me once if I had warm thoughts of home whenever I saw the toolshed.

			With Everton the malice could come out of nowhere, thin air, and it was action as much as words. A wise person would say that every homo has to work out his bitterness over what the world has in store for him in some sort of way, and for Everton that meant lashing out at whoever was closest. So call it one of those nights. A weeknight in our musty old dining hall at our musty old St. Cross, ten p.m. or so. No staff to dish out cold platters of bird or game, whatever it was now stuck in its own grease. I am sure neither Everton nor his friends have ever had to fill their own plates. They just sat around already drunk and slightly mystified by the process by which food left the platter and landed on the dishes. Everyone was so drunk. Yes, I know that sounds like I am excusing him. We were all bunched up at the far side of a twenty-four-foot-long table, some sprawled in chairs, the hairy one who also fancied me already lying on the table amidst all the food as if he were the real dish. My hands were clasped as I watched them. Everton’s hand was already grabbing my crotch and reaching for the zipper. And then he said, “Harvey.” He always called me Harvey. “Will you serve the food for us?”

			Twice he called me a dirty nigger during sex. In an American accent. Once he wanted me to scream how I will murder his sorry white asshole and rape king queen and country while I was on top, and I knew he left himself drier down there than one should be so that it would hurt more. Most times he would just shout, “Fuck me you uncouth unschooled ill-bred blackie,” and add that he heard I had a going rate. And let us be clear: I was never deluded as to the future of my position even if he occasionally thought otherwise. But that was the first time he ever said something that truly devastated me, and though a dim block he may have been, even he noticed it. “It’s quite fashionable isn’t it, or rather it is again the fashion to have one’s personal negro don’t you think, Angela,” he said to one of the four women present from whom he would soon choose to marry. “What a vile thing to say,” she said but still smiled. Everyone else took that as a cue that this was funny and Havelock Titus was to be laughed at. Not surprising since I was neither friend nor mate, only a black piece of luggage destined to be left behind sooner or later.

			“Seriously, Harvey, will you be a good blackie and make sure we are full?” he asked.

			“Good Lord, Everton.”

			“What?”

			“I would have thought he’d already filled you up, dear boy.”

			“You little cunt. Move in closer so I can slap you.”

			“Which hole is filled and which hole remains hungry, is what I would like to know.”

			“You are horrible friends and I hate you all. But seriously though, Harvey is quite the sausage. Though not the largest I must say.”

			“Everton.”

			“Your trouble is that your mouth is too empty and bored, Angela. Stuff her, Harvey.”

			“Yes, Harvey, stuff me.”

			“I think we all know who by the end of play tonight will be stuffed.”

			“And what the fuck do you mean by that, Barry?” Everton said. You could almost see the tone of his remark circling them twice like some shark before they realised that he was suddenly serious.

			“Eat some chicken, Ever.”

			“I will know what you mean.”

			“For fuck’s sake, Everton Caulfield. Those nuts you’re intermittently grabbing under the table aren’t chestnuts,” Barry said.

			Everton leapt from the table and was at Barry’s throat before any of the girls could scream. One of them looked at me as if I was supposed to pull them apart but I was not about to do any such thing. Two night watchmen rushed in to pull them off but not before Everton broke Barry’s nose. Of course, everybody stayed to finish dinner while they cleaned themselves up. Another boy whose name I forget said, “What dreadful business this is, but funny to watch,” to which he laughed and infected the girls, who also started laughing. “I mean seriously, for what other reason would you be here,” he said and it took me a bit to realise he meant me.

			“I mean, nobody here is fond of you. And it’s not because of the complexion the Lord gave you if you think that’s it. Everton’s bed has long been a colonial buffet of colour.”

			I could only look at him with the stupid look of struggling to make words come.

			“As soon as he ditches chocolate for say, curry, you will be swallowed and shat out.”

			The night watchmen came back for me.

			Class shut me out before race came into play. Barry stayed because he is Everton and Everton is him. And they are all us, but I am them. Between you and me that would have been enough, for I hated them just as much, especially the women who seemed to think they were Joans of Arc for eventually marrying men whose holes have been through far more use. But he humiliated me. Imagine security escorting you out (of your own college) as if you were some dirty animal that had wandered in by mistake.

			Did you know that the concept of public health comes from the British? Long before working women in Jamaica found themselves with pamphlets encouraging two children instead of too many, the British orchestrated the whole thing for the common good. The common good of the British that is, and by that I mean white. A plan created to locate and prevent the spread of disease was a plan that assumed that disease, plague, the undesirable stuff always came from someplace else. Syphilis? Blackies. Gonorrhea? Coolies. Sickness by itself was “not of us” despite the long tradition of Europeans obliterating millions just by turning up. Soon any nuisance declared foreign was subject to the same treatment. This is why AIDS simply must have come from Africa, darling, but I digress.

			The money came second. He came first to my flat four months later and way too drunk even by his standards. Demanded that I take out that rifle of mine and subject him to most grievous bodily harm. Of course, I responded to his request because I’ve never turned down a free meal. Or maybe I didn’t care. That I hated him made us both enjoy it. What followed came quick. The school year ended and while my grades were high enough to graduate with honours, they weren’t exceptional enough to merit a postgraduate scholarship. Then money came but not from him. Two envelopes to be precise: one fat with pounds (I’ve forgotten the sum), the other thin with a ticket back to Jamaica. By ship. I made use of the former and burned the latter. Not only was I unsure about when I became a nuisance, I was also unaware as to when his parents found out. For the money could only have come from his parents. Seems it was time for Everton to ascend to his place in society and the last thing he needed was a four-year detour in prison for buggery. I don’t know how the parents found out about me, but Everton had not, at that point, caught on that they knew. Right before summer break he was again in my room, again demanding that I ravage him with my blackamoor shift stick and then saying after the dull business (because he was dull) that he had grown tired of me. I would have liked to have said that I wasn’t the one trying to get himself raped out of his own self-hatred, but did not have quite those words at that age, only the feeling behind them. But when someone of society breaks with you the entire society breaks with you.

			What followed came quick. None of the bars would serve me, not even the ones for us girls. Not even the Royal Vauxhall. Friends stopped being friendly, acquaintances passed me by as if we had never met. As for lovers, well. Can you imagine, showing up at Dickie Flowers’s house only to be told that the service entrance was at the rear? That little shit was friends with everybody even though nobody I know could stand him. It got to the point where only you would speak to me and I’m still not sure why. It was the beginning of the season of weird. I came home to another envelope of money, which I’m ashamed to say that I was in no position to refuse, especially after the landlord confronted me a few mornings prior because he was very concerned about the alarming complaints of importuning he had been receiving.

			Evicted! I had no place but one of the few hostels that would take West Indians, one of the few West Indian hostels that would take blacks, and one of the few black-permissive hostels that would not have beaten and thrown me out were they to discover that I was not like the other young men. I mean, an invert among the coloured sort was unheard of, even though the coloured sort was just about the only kind that white men bought. Us sailors and soldiers still bruised from the war. But it was a weekday hostel and weekends I had to figure out for myself. It’s funny, and by “funny” I mean deeply strange, how one falls into the transactional simply as a response to need, if you see where I am going. But life was still a party, and one could party one’s way to Monday, which I believe is when we met.

			Despite no permanent address another letter found me anyway, one I never showed you, warning me of how my status in the UK was precarious as a ledge and a boot could come from any which way, which bothered me as much for its unsophisticated batch of metaphors as anything else. It made me think the note was written by a subordinate. Of the parents maybe? One night in King’s Cross a car swerved and nearly ran me over. Seriously, I lunged for the hedge the way a leopard would an antelope. I thought it was the everyday drunkard driver until the car appeared again a few nights later. And again. And again. Always right before dawn, always as I left some generous gentleman’s home through the service exit. You’d think I would be frightened but I was just monstrously curious. The car would follow for most of the way, then drive off as soon as I was near the hostel. One night the car hopped the sidewalk and chased me right up to the stoplight. Of course, there in the driver’s seat this time was Everton Caulfield. I thought he would be flashing this wicked grin, but instead he looked at me with malice and I do believe hurt. I was about to bend over, pull my pants down, and give a full defiant taste of my backside when I remembered who played what in our affair. Instead, I shouted my best regards to the future spouse. So lightweight, I know. So un-Jamaican of me.

			Then new letters started coming, this time from him. One could read the unease in his choosing every word. His public schooling going up against his anger and his inability to express it. But what a total cunt I am for judging what must have been the hardest thing he had ever done in his life. The letters were long, I mean the first two pages of each was him trying to figure out how to write a letter. Stuff from the fifth grade about the shade in the clouds and how happy flowers make him. But the outbursts would come out of nowhere: Why won’t you see me? Why the fuck are you so cruel? I wish I could hurt you right now really I do. You really are a monster. I sit here crying because I want you to fuck me until I scream. Am I a total girl now? Have you done this to me, you bastard? Turn me into a fucking girl? We could go to Paris, or Munich, or some ghastly Latin American country. Two letters went into shocking (even by my standards, can you believe it?) and minute detail of what I was doing to him with every thrust. Another made it quite clear that his balls were mine, they were not his anymore. I think he was trying to be romantic.

			You helped pull him off when he tried to beat me up at the Quatrefoil. Fall of ’54. What I never told you was that we had sexual relations right before in its disturbingly pristine toilet. You will undoubtably ask in your next letter why I couldn’t stay away. I insist that I did not love him. I did not even like him. And he was the one who always found me. But no, I have no reason. Nor was it the last time. But three days later a reckless speeding car came straight for me, again riding the sidewalk, nipping at my ankles, chasing me even through a stoplight, and driving off only when I slipped into a closed store’s doorway. It was Everton’s Jaguar, but not him behind the wheel. The same car was waiting for me at the hostel as well as two gorillas masquerading as men who looked like they were about some serious business.

			Everton would kiss you like he held a grudge. Like he was about to bite your lips off for making him do it. Or maybe he was simply a terrible kisser, but this man made every act of affection feel like violence. He couldn’t even touch your shoulder without digging into the muscle until it hurt. Once, and this was just weeks before his wedding, he asked me if I ever did anything without considering it first. Did he mean if he ever found himself acting just for action’s sake without thinking about it? This was in a friend’s flat in Shoreditch where nobody really lived, the kind of place one takes a person you would never take anywhere else. He took me there five times and each time there would be a moment in bed where I would catch him looking at me the way a teenage boy would, meaning somebody who is starting to feel that there is something else but wasn’t sure what that was. “French cinema is so tiresome,” he said.

			And then he let it loose. That he has never done a single thing without considering it first (which was a total lie from a man who never thinks). How it would look, how it would feel, what it would mean. And not the big stuff, like marrying a woman he will never love or breeding the next earl. But the simplest of things that no normal person ever has to think about, like should one cross his legs at the knee or the ankle, and which look says Here I am, Dorothy. Should he wear blue. Should he tell himself to watch his hands so that his fingers never fidget in that delicate sort of way. How long should he hold another man’s look, meaning how long in actual seconds. And always, always, always, how it looks to other people, especially his parents. So much work to just stand around in place that he hated everyone in the place with him, a hatred that made him want to squeeze a living thing until it burst in his fist. He was talking into space because emptiness was the only thing that couldn’t judge him—at least that is what I think. When he turned around and saw me in the bed with him it took him by surprise. I thought about telling him of the long campaign his family had been waging to get rid of me, but I didn’t. Something about him being oblivious made perfect sense to me. Then he told me to get the fuck out.

			Yet you still think I have feelings for him despite me once telling you that I’ve had no great love before, during, or after. This all ties into your grand theory about me, that I pre-reject with the same indiscriminate consideration that some people prejudge or pre-surrender. I always knew where I would have stood with him and would never have put my heart in the hands of a man making a fist.

			I might have dreamed about him once. Twice. Three times but the third time was a daydream. You will ask me in your next letter about how he made me feel. Not how you felt about him, Lochness, I asked you how he made you feel, I can read you in my thoughts already. So yes, there was one weekend when he bought me fish and chips, played with my fingers at the Dominion Theatre on Tottenham Court Road, made me do him missionary, joked about my coils of hair, showed me where his family hid during the Blitz and told me just how scared he was of his father. A genuine fear considering that Everton wouldn’t know drama to have a flair for it. And that weekend he gave me the curse of thinking about possibilities. Yes, possibilities bigger than men like us dare to dream, even now. Sometimes I think that was the worst thing he ever gave me, this from the man who did give me more than one scar.

			You want me to admit to you that I miss him. That in whatever one could call our psychosexual business, love must have been somewhere in the mix, which is shocking since he never told me he loved me nor did I him. The last time I saw him he called me a sickness and a bewitchment. I said, “Only that? Not also bothered and bewildered?” This was at Brothers in Arms, the only men’s club that had not designated me persona non grata because of him. The fucking nerve of this man, really, to get me banned from nearly every spot in London, only to drive himself mad trying to find me in one. Because he was searching for me that night. I know you remember that night, oh Pimp. I say that without the slightest trace of malice—you know that. He was already drunk but he was a lord. I was not in the mood to leave given that I had nowhere else to go. You were going to introduce me to the most successful confirmed bachelor lawyer in the West End. For some reason I stood there, seven men down from him, and took his abuse. For the first time he called me the most wicked kind of lover, which shocked me. Not because of where we were, among queens and princesses used to such talk, but that it was coming from him given that he used his fists for his eruptions not his mouth. I knew he was to be married a week from that night and so did everyone in London.

			“Not also bothered and bewildered?” I asked again, and he walked right over and slapped me. I know in the movies that I am supposed to touch my cheek in shock, but I slapped him back so fast and so hard that he staggered backways and fell, grabbing for a table but getting the tablecloth. Down went him, the cloth and pints of beers somersaulting in the air. Everton could barely pull himself up and slapped away every hand that tried to help him.

			“You’ve never shown me the slightest kindness,” he said and left me there with my jaw on the floor. Shook, positively shook. Everton Caulfield, the most brutal man I have ever known, telling me that I had no kindness. I thought kindness was what people showed to each other. Am I wrong? You talk sometimes of my Jamaican reserve, as if affection, regard even, was something we parse out in very small quantities. All I remember of his face was that he was so sad and sure when he said it. The club closed its doors on me at four thirty in the morning, and I decided to walk off five beers all the way to the hostel. I barely turned a corner before the headlights switched on and the fucking Jaguar came after me. And since the busiest city in the world chooses to go to sleep at night, nobody was around to witness, help, or scream. The road was wet from rain at some point in the night and I tripped twice. Imagine a city with hundreds of lanes, some barely three feet wide, and yet there were no turnoffs on this street. I ran for a good hundred yards before my mind said, Fucking hell, and stopped me. Childish, I thought. Childish that he was revving the damn car like it was a spoiled brat throwing a tantrum. That was when I walked to the car. The driver did nothing. Getting closer, the car revving less and less until I was right by the bumper. The street was too dark. Whether it was Everton or not I would never know.

			“You are a fucking coward,” I shouted and walked home.

			The car did not follow. They were in the post the next day, his love letters with my name of course redacted. In two days they would reach the Daily Mail, and by weekend it was the biggest scandal since that Nazi-loving king and his double-smashed American found love or whatever they called it. You know the rest. The bride fled to Spain. The family retreated from London and never went back.

			A week later it might have been, I’m not sure, but the police arrested him for importuning with an immoral purpose in Piccadilly Tube station. Milord the magistrate said there had been such a decline in morals, particularly in young men since the war, that one must wonder who in fact won the war. Only the year before a baronet squashed his own conviction by claiming that he was too drunk to drive so he sat himself in the station until he sobered up enough to either return to his car or board the tube. Everton went the other way, following who knows? Maybe the mad idea that if you keep turning right you eventually end up left. He insisted that he also saw and did business with the undercover patrolman’s cock, and if he could describe it perfectly then there was all the proof one needed that the policeman broke the very law he was supposed to uphold. The court was not to have such a thing, which only led Everton to scream that the copper’s cock was nothing to crow about, but it did refresh his memories of the sea in both its smell and taste.

			He was about to get four years in prison—three for indecency, one for contempt—when his father, stunned that the horrible business had gone this far, intervened and got him sent to Bromley instead. Three meals a day without the price of castration. His father sent him, bound and gagged I hear, to the madhouse. Between you and me they committed him for the same reason the royal family commit their retards: to erase them from memory. They could have sent him to some place in the colonies or to France or Switzerland where nobody thinks much of the faggot. Nobody can tell me they didn’t force him into Bromley then had him fed drugs of some sort to keep him at the brain capacity of a melon. Word is they lobotomised him, which I have never been able to confirm or deny. I knew the family would come for me sooner or later so instead of waiting for an expulsion I pretty much deported myself. The rest you know.

			Yours,

			Lochness

			

	

March 15

			I am sidestepping it. Maybe even avoiding it. Your question, I mean, because to be honest I wish you had not asked it, and I can’t say I’m answering it willingly, but there are myriad ways in which I owe you and if answering your question is to be considered payment, then so be it.

			Nineteen eighty-eight, what of it, and what do I remember? That movie Willow, which was a not great film that I wanted so badly to be better, mostly because it had the prettiest white boy I have seen in three decades, a man with a name that sounds like he might hunt you down: Val Kilmer. What else? It was one year after my diagnosis. (No, I was not Jamaica’s patient zero.) The children were all taken up with this dancehall thing. There doesn’t seem to be much to it, none of the rocksteady that we used to dance to at the Blade or the Scissor Sister. Why, these children get excited by a song exhorting them to take a bath (“Hol A Fresh”), to scorn women with the foulest of breaths (“Yuh Breath A Baddi Mi”), and to stop telling this white man named Dominic that he looks like Boy George. Well, youth must be served. I know, I am sidestepping again.

			There is this young man named Eddy Porteous, who I know I have mentioned in a previous letter. His name really should be Eddy Earnest because somebody told him (maybe a Sunday school teacher) that there is meaning in suffering and Lord knows he wants to suffer. He wants to relive a moment he never experienced while I have tried my best to put it past me. Not the same as forgetting it, mind you, I could never do that.

			So, June 1988. I’m not sure what you want to know. And I must say I resist this because to dwell on it is to admit it was a definitive moment and I would sooner define myself by HIV than this. I have nothing to gain from it, nothing to learn from it other than to never put my faith in the essential goodness of people. Or in the blank-mindedness of mobs. My experience of a mob was nothing close to mass psychosis. These men knew what they were doing and each one brought their own little ingenuity to the mix. To call them a mob is to let them off the hook. Those were grown men fully intent on doing what they did, each in their own way. For example, consider the weapons they brought. A lot of clubs, but also unique and terrible (and occasionally handmade) instruments each according to that person’s individual desire for damage. Maybe each victim has his own working definition of evil. I think evil is a choice, and an ongoing one. Even in the midst of committing wickedness there are choices of how wicked one will be, which is made by the minute. I saw it every time one of those men bludgeoned me with a blackjack, paused, looked at the weapon, then at me, and swung again. That moment in between each hit was all about choosing and they chose.

			Eddy was one of the boys in my little play and, what seems to be his regret, the only one not present that June night. I said to him, “Dear boy, don’t regret that you were the only one of us with some sort of life you chose to live rather than turn up, because you might have not made it out of that night alive.” Omar Joseph certainly did not, poor man. First he was killed by a mob, then murdered by the press. I saw a TV reporter shove a microphone in his six-year-old daughter’s face to ask if she knew Daddy was a sodomite. You can tell I’m refusing to gain perspective on this. “Perspective” implies that you have learned something, and I refuse to believe there is any lesson to be learned from suffering an atrocity, other than always to be on guard for the ways people turn on you. And yes, “atrocity” because we need to stop calling atrocities tragic. The Titanic was a tragedy. What happened to us was not a tragedy, it was appalling and vicious. I read an observation made at Nuremberg that at the core of evil is the absence of empathy. The thing is, I don’t want empathy, nor am I convinced when people say they have it. Because they will never have it. I want to believe that those men are all out there raging and stealing and burning things down, but as I write this, on this cooler-than-usual evening, I bet they are kissing their little daughters good night. That night was not a failure of empathy. The men simply had empathy for those who want to beat and kill us. You want me to say that I think I confronted the very worst of humanity, when what I confronted was humanity itself. Call me pessimist, I will call myself realist, and we’re both right and wrong.

			But maybe to tell your story it is essential to turn oneself into a character. Become a fly on your own wall to watch you being you. The thing is, I have tried that. Not through some psychiatric advice, but in the sense that I feel the only option for me is distance, and maybe that equals perspective. The problem is that without perspective, I become the millionth gay man with a huge stash of anger and nowhere to shelve it. Why did you ask me this question?

			Yes, I lead a quiet life, but it’s not because of the June thing. Dearest, you know that my life has never been short of atrocity or tragedy but you insist that 1988 was the turning point in my life when it could have easily been 1981 or 1957 or 1949 for that matter. I mean I just unburdened my whole Everton Caulfield story to you and your response is “But what about 1988?” Fine, I will say this. That was not my first attack, after all there was that time when two men climbed over my second-floor balcony because they “hear from them woman that me was a battyman, and them man must get beat up.”

			The first had a nose that collided with my dining chair, which I admit I was swinging at the time. The second thought he was chasing me into my own kitchen, not realizing that I was leading him to my own frying pan and my decision at the last second to fry his chest, not his face. Then I threw both men over the balcony—I think one broke a leg while the other landed on top of the first—and moved out the next day. But 1988 was the first time I ever feared for my life. There you have it. Ever been hit in the face? It’s like being slammed with a flash of lightning. We were all clothed except for one actor who was in character, but the mob needed to feel disgusted in order to justify their brutality so they forced us to take our clothes off, then pretended they had walked into some kind of orgy. A few of them were even demanding that we “do what we usually do.”

			At one point the whole thing felt like bumper cars, each man circling then ramming into me, all of them taking turns, all of them trying to draw blood. They didn’t expect us to fight back. We didn’t expect them to overpower us, even though they were over twice our number. Plus, we came to act in a play. They came to kill us. But this one man, I think he was a preacher (and not the only preacher), he kept swirling me like a mosquito and I wondered if this was how Jesus felt in the wilderness being tempted by the devil. “Just say you repent and let the Lord into your life,” he whispered to me, but it would be “just say you…” over my left shoulder, and “repent and let the Lord…” over my right, and I swear “into your life and sin no more” by my crotch. Following the man’s whisper was giving me vertigo especially when he wasn’t talking and somebody else was punching, or kicking, or scratching me. He was mosquito-squeaking Jesus even when they finally knocked me down to the floor. “Repent and let Jesus begin a work in you,” he said. “Please, my brother, say it and I will get them to leave you. Not all of you, just you.” “Is this the fortieth day or the fortieth night,” I asked, and he spat in my face. The punch that split my bottom lip came from him. So I did what needed to be done. I licked off enough blood from my HIV-infected lips and spit it right into his eye. God didn’t have much use for him after that. Every time a man made me shed blood I made sure he tasted it. In that room I was patient zero. Whether or not they were going to kill me I was going to kill the whole fucking lot of them.

			They took leave of us only after one of them gouged Mr. Rainford Ellis’s eyes out. I hear that the sniveling son of a mongrel bitch is a reggae singer.

			Havelock

			

	

April 4

			Mark,

			Also this: The first news story was of a gay sex orgy that had turned murderous because everybody knew that if a homo (no matter how stately or old) ended up murdered it was from another homo’s hand, his own or at least his own fault. Or a degenerate tried to pass his filth onto an upstanding gentleman and got what he was looking for, if not what he deserved. Because how many perverts does it take to stick a tree branch up a dead pervert’s bottom? Inquiring minds would love to know.

			What I do know is this. One of our assailants (certainly there were no witnesses) called the police. At some point we were loaded into an ambulance, singular because I distinctly remember being on the floor. The ambulance took us to Kingston Public Hospital, which even then seemed like an act of spite. I had two head wounds that required twenty-six stitches, but two of us, Matt Chin and Orrin Turner, arrived at the hospital unconscious. Clive and I they treated and sent home, even though neither of us had the cognitive abilities to get there. I am pretty sure I spent that night on a bench under a tree in some park until some form of wits came about me the next day. Two days later they transferred the rest of the cast to a more private hospital. I don’t know how long everybody spent there though I heard that Paul Royale took care of the bill. Remind me to tell you one day about Paul Royale. I regret to say that to a certain extent these men were my responsibility, after all they would not have been there were it not for me and my stupid idea to stage some prison play where gay men get beaten up.

			And yet as soon as I landed in that private hospital, all I could think of was how soon I could leave. My thought was my own escape. I am so ashamed of this, of how I’ve spent all my life conquering fears only to be so terrified that I walked out of this hospital before I had the wits to know where I was going, hence falling asleep on a bench in a no-man’s-land park. I just left them there. Poor Rainford, a man who lost his eyes because of me and to prove what point? That Jamaican poofs can also be cunty little faggots in prison? Oh my Lord, Marky, what had I done? Oh my Lord. There is no forgiveness for me, I can tell you that much. But the awful truth is I ran as soon as I could, without thinking of those I left behind, and when it came to actually saving them, that fell on a pedophile with no redeeming qualities except that he rescued who I had condemned. Honestly, when you made the offer for HIV treatment, my first thought was How could I possibly deserve it? Who deserves to die more than me? It’s not death I deserved but suffering. I just…left.

			Days later—who knows how many—there was Omar Joseph’s picture in the newspaper, an inset passport photo of his face and a full splash of his bare feet on a slab with a tag on the big toe, and between his legs the massive tree branch shoved up his posterior. I will not humiliate him any further by sharing the gross headline, not that I can remember it. Worse was the fact that there were my men and I knew as much about them as the public. But I did not dare go back to the hospital. Look at me, a man who would shout “Do your worst” because it certainly can’t compare to my worst, as if I was that fucking queen Quentin Crisp, and yet here I was again a twelve-year-old, as boys took their turns beating me, and me so furious at my own fear that I would run into the walls at top speed to beat myself as punishment. I took myself home after finally regaining my wits and there in the mirror was that boy who told no one what happened to him. The boy who begged the other boys to beat him in the chest and back and spare his limbs so that he could hide injuries in his school uniform so nobody would know. Do you know what it feels like to flinch when your father puts his arms around you, flinch from a pain you can’t reveal but letting him think that he disgusted you? This man who used to let me step on his toes while he held me and carried me in a dance. He used to look at me, at his children, in amazement, somehow stunned that we came from him. There I was in my fifties, all but murdered, hiding my wounds under my fucking green jacket and thinking of my father. It was Eddy Porteous—a mixed-breed Flemish Jamaican boy and the one cast member who skipped that night thus saving himself, who told me two weeks later that two of them, Orrin Turner and Matt Chin, had vanished. Gone like thieves in the night. Eddy was the last of us to see Matt Chin alive.

			Orrin was from a neighborhood called Waterhouse, which hovers between working class and ghetto. Matt was from—well, who knows where he was from but it was as befits his appearance, meaning somewhere in Upper St. Andrew. No reason to believe they vanished together but they were both indeed gone. Eddy knew because he and Jordan had been looking for them. Orrin seemed to have left for work one day never to return home. Matt was the wilder conundrum, since he seemed to have three different homes and at least two different names. How can somebody be gone if he was never here? Together and apart, Eddy and Jordan spent six months searching for the two to end up with nothing. I’ve never had so much as an intelligent guess. Murder? Suicide? Migration? All three leave some sort of trace, I would like to think. The only part of a suicide that is private is the killing. Why does it feel more plausible to me that they simply wasted away?

			It was harder to associate their disappearance with their gayness. I know I felt guilt over not missing them, until I realised that was a fault of me not knowing them at all, in Matt’s case not even his real name. Between you and me the reason why I could not see either as dead was that I half expected I would see a ghost. You want to see gay ghosts? Go to New York City. Gay men find their own way to haunt you, and in this I deserved a haunting. Because each of us find our way to live here, whatever that way is, and the only thing we have in common is how a delicate existence is always on the edge of a knife. This is what I destroyed. I do wonder if those two men are in a place better. But that would hinge on a belief in some afterlife or worse, some god, and the homosexual has no business in believing in anything so preposterous. The same Jordan I mention above, Jordan Brown, once told me that he stopped loving and began to actively hate those who hate him, beginning, I assume, with God himself. I know you have a fondness for your Anglican rituals, but surely God must be the most unpleasant cunt in all fiction. Only a week ago some Jehovah’s Witness asked me if I knew God was the answer. “The cancer?” I replied and repeated it every time she corrected me until she wished me a happy Thursday.

			My guilt haunts me so much that I keep trying to give it shape, and at first I thought that shape was the play. I tried to revive it. I contacted my stage manager, Clive, who thought it was the right thing to do, otherwise that bomboclaat mob and every mob after it wins. Neither Clive nor I had it in us to invite those who remained of the original cast. And if that was so clearly a bad idea from the get-go, it took going back to Lady Musgrave Road to realise that staging it there was a worse one. I’m sure some well-meaning psychologist who uses words such as “trauma” would have advised on the foolhardiness of returning to the scene of pain to reclaim what you lost. Worse to do the same play, Fortune and Men’s Eyes. I bring this up to say that while my own actions haunted me, the two men did not. I wonder if this was their plan, to vanish not just in physical space but mental as well. God help me but as I write this I have forgotten what they looked like. I have never been good with loss. Not with family or friends, not with AIDS, nor gay bashing. Loss always struck as a page that one turns, never to return to.

			Eleven years. I have never observed an anniversary, nor see any reason to. Sometimes I wonder if the world simply swallowed them up. Other times I question if they were figments of the gay imagination, Lord knows we have several members who are indeed fictitious. I know nothing of Orrin’s family, only that in trying to find him both Eddy and Jordan were nearly murdered by mob. That said, I’m convinced that is not what finally drove those two apart, but then who has time for the petty squabbles of petty poofs. I had enough of that back in Blighty.

			Once, back in the ’70s, I had the misfortune of finding myself among a group of white men at a party on the north coast. A very ’70s party—meaning most of them were American, already naked, strung out on cocaine, and waiting for a semiliterate black stud to split them in two. Fascinating times. But I remember that one of the men, a fat, rude, and drunk queen who paid for the villa, had several books on his desk; one of them had Groucho Marx glasses on the cover. How to Disappear Completely and Never Be Found by Doug Richmond. Eleven pages was as far as I got with such dull prose but it did make me consider that disappearance can be a deliberate act, done with much thought, careful thought even. And here we have one man who may have simply decided to hide in a place that most of us never see (in Jamaica this can be across the street), and another who was a ghost all along. Sometimes I imagine them being alive and in Cuba, but then I remember the Mariel boatlift and all the homos Castro shat out. I know men who went to the Soviet Union on scholarship whom I never heard from again. What I’m trying to say is you can vanish if you want to badly enough, and if disappearing becomes a daily act, then nobody will ever find you. Moscow is a big place and so is New York, Bonn, Bombay, or Kathmandu. But I also believe that sooner or later people who are living show some proof of life. Or maybe Jamaica is a place that one never gets out of one’s system and everybody eventually returns.

			They could also be dead.

			Lochness

			

	

April 19

			Mark,

			At first I thought I was writing furiously because I was running out of time. Today I’m not so sure. Maybe now that mortality is no longer playing so assured a hand in my fate, the fact that death is up for grabs makes my writing feel more urgent, not less. Well, maybe not so much up for grabs but more like a progression than an act of desperation. Mind you, tomorrow I might get hit by a bus.

			I never saw Joe Orton’s play but I did know a rather entertaining Mr. Sloane. Forget that narrative of the homosexual simply being starved for love from his father. My father adored me and I him. I know this because back in the ’40s it cost twenty-one shillings per term to send a boy to high school, especially if that school was Wolmer’s or Knox or Munro. Even then you stood no chance of getting in if you weren’t one of the thirty children island-wide to pass the scholarship exam. And Lord help you then because everyone knew you were the scholarship boy: one, because you were darker; two, because you wore the same shoes all week, sometimes even to PE; and three, because no Austin, Jaguar, or Ford Deluxe came for you after the final bell.

			Given that Jonathan Stiebel’s family tried to shut down the school a mere 140 years before for admitting Jews, I never assumed we would be anything less than antagonists, but we became fast friends in the way two burgeoning friends of Dorothy see sisterhood in each other instead of attraction or enmity. Among our obsessions the chiefest was Mr. Sloane. I don’t know if every Jamaican school had one, but we did: the improbable teacher straight out of a book from Muriel Spark but sporting far more pleasing anatomy. Mr. Anthony Sloane, who looked like he had walked right off the pages of Jules Verne’s Mysterious Island into our school. Understand, my boy, that at the time most of the teachers were white expatriates in their endless search for something and the odd brownie still stunned that he found it. Blackies were who cooked our food and cleaned our relentlessly foul toilets. But Sloane. Too brown to be white, too white to be black, and possessing that black-man-lost-at-sea accent that said “educated abroad.” And here he was at our school like magic. There was no before Mr. Sloane because neither Jonny nor I had any memory of it. Sloane just was. Usually such a man is the literature or philosophy teacher who talks about wars as if he was in one and tries to lure us with “Dulce et Decorum Est,” but Mr. Sloane taught biology. He said there are only two things, young sirs: things that science can explain and things that science will explain. There is no third thing, which sounded like a buckshot at Jesus. Everybody else dressed in starched and pressed white and blue shirts, bow ties, high-waisted linen pants so wide in the legs that nobody could tell if they were wearing shoes except for the tip-tap walk. It’s the look I still see on the British man in a foreign country. Dressed as if always ready to leave.

			Sloane, on the other hand, dressed as if these were the clothes in which he woke up. Never pressed, never neat, always smelling of cologne, always cream, never grey. Gary Cooper with bigger lips, woolier hair, and smooth skin that had been in the sunshine too long. Boys like us in that time looked for and hung on to the slightest gesture or ambiguous phrase. Him calling me Master Havelock. Both hands in pockets as he turned to the blackboard meant seeing the imprint of the most perfectly formed bottom I’ve ever seen on a man. Rolling up his long sleeves right above the elbow. Calling Jonathan Bonny Jonny. Sitting cross-legged on his desk instead of in the chair and slapping his knees when we finally got the concept of homeostasis.

			But I will never forget Mr. Sloane, or that Tuesday class on the nervous system when he hopped on the desk, clutching a live white rabbit. This is what he said: “Just because something is immoral, or ill-advised, or considered wrong does not mean it is unnatural. We think nature’s prime purpose is to create. Some of us think God does all the creation and let’s say he did. God built nature or nature built herself. But Nature’s prime purpose is also to destroy—God’s prime purpose is also to destroy.” He said this while stroking the rabbit, his fingers caressing its neck. I wasn’t even the first student to gulp. The rabbit started to fuss and fidget as Mr. Sloane wrapped his fingers around the animal’s throat. “Take, for example, a mother killing her young. It is despicable, morally disgraceful, but as an act it is not unnatural. Society looks at the urge as a flaw in man to subdue, but perhaps that most animal in us is what makes us, us.” One of the boys whose surname was already on school buildings said he did not know what he was talking about and wondered if rabbit stew was for dinner. Mr. Sloane laughed and said to be ready for whatever our King asks of us next.

			To be of my complexion in a posh Jamaican school one had to develop a little bit of magic, and, more than any other trick, the ability to appear and disappear. Put it this way: a boy of slender means could never survive the humiliation of being seen hopping off the bus or worse, walking from any distance that would cause a sweat (casually walking on a street named after your great-grandfather was of course allowed). Which means this boy had to appear every morning fully formed like magic. Unless the agent of your appearance was a car more expensive than a house, no one could know how you came to school or where you came from. For me that meant catching the Spanish Town to Kingston bus at five in the morning to reach school at six (school prayers at eight), or hopping on a food truck.

			So between six (sometimes five forty-five) and seven the school was mine. A wild kingdom of sorts or more like my own mysterious island where the booty was the detritus of posh boys. My lifelong love of Trollope, for example, came from whoever couldn’t be bothered to take home The Way We Live Now. The red leather belt that still fits—a forbidden colour, by the way, so whoever was the original owner can thank me for saving him from suspension. Shoes, once, though I never dared to wear them at school, countless shorts, a watch, a ring, a model car, several pens, and a love poem carefully stashed between two pipes in the changing room and clearly meant to be found by its subject: another boy. Which is to say that treasures were everywhere, but mostly in places where boys could afford to take something off and never put it on again. I think it was a Friday morning, me sneaking toward the changing room even though there was nobody else on the grounds and surprised to hear the sound of a shower going but not surprised that some spoiled little shit would have left it so.

			What can I say. The shower, third in a line of nine, was blasting water jets all over Mr. Sloane. His back to me, the sound of the gushing water masking my very audible gasp. I still tell myself that I was just two eyes locked in a stare with a cobra. There they were, two perfect letters U bouncing into each other to form his flawless backside. Me making out that sculpted double U as he released himself from his soapy grip and there fallen in the gap between were his balls and cock, bouncing up and swinging pendulous. Furious rubbing of his shoulders led to soapsuds that cascaded down his back to a scar that looked like a blasted sun. So he was in the war. Standing under the shower was a perfect X, broad shoulders held up by the V of his back meeting at the narrow centre of his waist then spreading wide into the stance of his legs, packed with the muscles of a footballer. The army really did make the man. Another scar on the back of his left thigh, a jagged line as long as a muscle, demanded that I choose a direction to look, either down to his bulging calf or back up to his ass.

			Maybe this was all in my head but as Sloane continued he started doing everything so slow that each gesture filled itself with uncertainty. Will he lather the left side of his neck now that he was done with the right? How long will it take to circle his right elbow? How far down will that same hand go and what in God’s name was the other hand up to? And then he turned around and jumped as he saw me, stared at me whipping my bag around to hide my painful bulge, his eyes easing away from surprise into a suspicious narrowing complete with a raised eyebrow. I couldn’t tell if it was the water rushing into his eyes that made him blink or if he was winking at me and I would not have dared to entertain the second notion anyway. I saw what his second hand was doing, and it did so oh so slowly. Uncertainty again, meaning I couldn’t tell what I was seeing for real and where my imagination was filling in the blanks. Happy to see me looking at him, or naturally swinging such length and girth, who was to say. I watched him soap himself up again from neck to calf, diligently stroke and scrub between his legs and between his bum, then lean under the showerhead to wash the suds into the drain. From that day I came early every morning, but he appeared whenever he felt like it, so random that I could never figure out a pattern. I wondered if this is what he wanted, to subject a teenage boy to such delicious torment. He never smiled, I never moved any closer, he soaped himself somewhere between thick and hard and I always left after he toweled himself dry but before he put on his shorts. This went on straight to the end of Michaelmas term, but he never returned after the Christmas holidays.

			And that was that. Word was he was caught with a student. Caught where and doing what was never said. It was all very cloak-and-dagger. Hilary term came and went, and the school went on with school business, boys went on doing what boys must do, and nobody saw Mr. Sloane again. But there he was, his face imprinted on the pillow that I put through all sorts of sexual distress. Mr. Sloane grabbing himself as I grabbed myself. Mr. Sloane with me in the bathroom taking up my time and leaving my mother banging on the door. Me, him, the same old lotion. From thirteen to nineteen I was turning into something and I needed him to do it.

			It’s not that it was the love that dare not speak its name because there was no name for it. But I might be misleading you into thinking that I did not recognise that I was an odd one until adolescence. Darling, I’ve known I was gay since eight.

			Always yours,

			Lochness

			

	

May 4

			Marky,

			Everything in this country seems new, even the things I recognise. I don’t remember every intersection having a stop sign. I don’t remember Liguanea back roads having streetlights. I don’t remember the official house of the prime minister being abandoned, and I certainly don’t remember when Madame’s, Andante, and the Closet all closed. I can feel it already, your response that will mention Proust, that it is not new places I am discovering but new eyes that I have. My dear love, we are now the age when there is no new anything (speak for yourself, says Mark Armstrong-Parker bitchily), so it must be me that is new. I don’t want to seem ungrateful, but I do have mixed feelings about this and yes, I am shocked that a new lease on life would result in mixed feelings.

			Living, or whatever we are going to call this, feels like something I need new instructions for. Indeed if living is what we are going to call it. Do you remember Ambassador Paul Royale? I’m sure his fingers found a way to slip into your pants on one of your visits back in the ’70s. As he gets older and older he pays for younger and younger so that at this rate he’ll soon open a whorehouse and kindergarten at the same place. Or become one of those men eventually murdered by trade. Methinks I might be protesting too much.

			Eddy Porteous, the same one who picked me up at the airport, has taken to fussing over me, which I find endearing and annoying, mostly the latter. Long out of university and doing God knows what for a living since it gives him all the free time to sit in my house in the hope of learning something by osmosis. Dear Lord I hope the poor boy is not still learning how to be gay at near thirty. Worse, learning from me. I’ve made such a terrible mess out of being a homo. More likely is that watching over me gives him something to do. Driving me to the pharmacy, taking out my garbage, getting my groceries, pickups from the dry cleaner and the bookstore—it’s way too late in life to have a secretary. And so goddamn earnest. I mean the boy thinks he’s already found true love. The true love? Some black Cuban named Miguel Gabriel who makes me think that mocha is this white-ish boy’s favorite flavor. He said they went up to the top of John Crow Mountains and exchanged rings. It was just them, the clouds, and the god who did not approve but fuck him and fuck his prophets, too. They shack up—pardon my French—live together in a town house in Liguanea. Both only have eyes and loins for each other. They seem to be truly married, meaning they went through an actual ceremony in New York. Truly this domesticity that battyboys are grabbing for is frightening. Did we risk getting murdered by fucking under bridges and in toilets just so they could buy “his and his” bath towels? It’s just an extension of straight people envy if you ask me. And usually from boys who look at themselves as perfectly normal in every way except for this one little sinting, like it’s a quirk. Always hated that take on homosexuality; for one the obsession with normalcy makes my teeth ache. Then you have the rejection of desire itself, or the reduction of it to make it seem like a blight, some sort of wart instead of the core of our existence. I knew I was gay before I knew I wanted cock. For all their liberation these boys seem to have latched on to the homophobe’s idea of homosexuality.

			I do think I am happy to be alive, and I am grateful to you more than ever. I imagine not many men have as a friend someone who can get them into very privileged treatment. Not many men have a friend who has literally saved his life.

			You said this in your last letter that men like us have been left in a permanent state of flux. Is this what you’re talking about?

			Love always,

			Lochness

			

	

May 22

			Dear Mark,

			So, I took your advice and stopped griping about Mr. Eddy Porteous taking me on as his pet project even as I remain dubious to the boy’s motives. Attraction, you say. That ocean liner has sailed off far into the sunset and I for one am relieved. What the gays never tell you about gay culture is that it’s just a tedious nightly gathering of young cunts and old vampires. I have neither the beauty to play the former nor the money to play the latter, and neither realise they are in a game older than ancient Greece. You will love this. So, Mr. Porteous takes me to some gussied-up garage called, with no sense of irony, Back Door. In true homosexual fashion, the sight of fresher versions of his kind meant he promptly abandoned me to engage in pursuit. So, he and Miguel Gabriel aren’t lesbians after all. Made my way to the bar and who should be there but a fair-to-middling little black thing, thoroughly convinced of his magnetism, who spoke to me through his friends.

			“Gay bar or retirement home? Me can’t tell the difference no more, y’know,” he says.

			I studied this boy and his friends and said, “Well, look at you. Having neither the intelligence nor the vocabulary to wield sarcasm, nor the looks to excuse such a fuckery attempt, but you did give it your B-minus best. No, no—not another sentence, me dear. ’Cause right now every word coming out of your mouth just screams ‘little penis.’ ”

			I left him to pick his jaw off the floor.

			But the last time I was another man’s project yours truly was a broke student with an ended scholarship and barely twenty quid to his name but an already infamous reputation. And the Ol’ Puddin’ in that transaction was not me. Confession: Now I regret writing this letter in pen because in graphite I could have erased “transaction” and nobody would have been the wiser. Freudian slip by pen? Just call me naughty and be done with it. We were indeed a naughty bunch, I admittedly being the worst. But what can one say to people who after centuries of vanilla come across this thing called chocolate. Remember Dr. Barrett? That old pervert Life Fellow in Corpus Christi? I don’t think I have ever told you this story.

			Picture this with your smudgy spectacles, old man, me trying to down a pint at the always dank and dim Royal Vauxhall, pretending to mind my own business, checking out the queens and queers but never daring to talk to one. And of course nobody daring to talk to me, the sole negro in the room. I lie; my mouth would never have encountered something as ghastly as beer. I do believe I was drinking tea, which I guess makes me even more of a queen than the queens. So, there I was, at the window near the door, looking outside and feeling outside when along comes the Right Honourable, who sits down in the chair beside mine.

			Up to this point I had figured him the type who seemed stunned every time he came across a negro face on campus. Then he started smiling (shockingly nice teeth) and said, “What a remarkable credit to the race you must be. Simply extraordinary.” He was so pleased with himself, that he could exalt my common negro spirits. He said nothing for a while and I certainly wasn’t going to talk to him, but then he leaned over to me and said, “You do like men, don’t you?” Yes, I know we were at the Royal Vauxhall, but I was still shattered, horrified even. I don’t know why. A man in a bar preferred by men who prefer men and I am rattled by another man stating the obvious. No, not stating, asking. Maybe that was it. Maybe I thought that merely being at the RVaux was the answer to any probing question somebody could ask. Surely being there meant not having to come out, as the children say. I could go to a back room or dark alley and entertain a jolly man and return to a sort of normal. But to speak it into being was to change how we saw things.

			I didn’t answer. He took silence as a yes.

			There was something very Richard Burton about Dr. Barrett, I mean the man was not unattractive. He had fired his first shot and now moved in for the kill.

			Wish I could have said it was horrible and the sight of naked Barrett with his pale skin, Father Christmas belly, and balding head made my skin crawl, but honestly, he was wonderful. A man who knows how to use his body is ten times sexier than a man who simply has one. Or maybe I’m a fool for a white man who smiles from the heart. It was also the first time experiencing that “little death” with no help from my hands at all, indeed I had no clue such a thing was possible. And I never had to endure the awkwardness of having him in class because I saw no better living through chemistry. But it did feel organic when he started to leave me sums of money, especially with Everton out of the picture. Not that I have ever asked him for money. Are you surprised that when you ventured to be my pimp I was already seasoned in the business? What I did not have was access to your blue-blooded clientele. You are now saying: “I was never anything so ghastly as a pimp, I simply connected demand to supply.” Also it was 1956, and seeking out your own petit mort in the street was becoming increasingly fraught after that awful business with John Gielgud.

			And there I was, graduating that year, doing my damnedest to stay in Blighty and Lord knows my grades were not going to win some extra grant for postgrad study. And yet I could not return to Jamaica. I might not have known where home was, but I certainly knew where it wasn’t, and even with a clampdown on queers, London still felt like the only place where I could live life as myself. No, returning to that colony was out of the question, but making a living, simply surviving, was impossible, too.

			There is a certain alchemy to homosexual communication, where certain messages never have to be spoken. I still remember when Dr. Barrett gave me a phone number and an address, expecting me to figure out the rest. And figure it out I did, even before I got to the theatre dame’s flat in Marylebone. Truly I never thought I was anything special until His Royal Highness took one look at me with my pants off and sat at the edge of the bed fidgeting, genuinely worried that he was about to grievously injure himself. And what would he tell the hospital?

			Gas, grass, or ass, one must make a living. At least I was never what the Americans called trade, for I will say this, the seasoned fag is wired for pleasure. That was the beginning of it, dear heart. You might already know all this, and if so consider this a reminiscence from an old bugger losing his grip on reality. One night a horrid old tosser with a mouth like beheaded fish called me a blackamoor, then thought it cute to split the word in two. By the time of my next appointment, the name, like my reputation, had preceded me.

			Black Amour.

			Lovingly yours,

			Lochness

			

	

June 4

			Marky, me luv,

			So it’s the amorous adventures of Black Amour you want? You scampy old cunt. Bona to vada yer dolly old eke even if it was but a Polaroid. Never been a harsh one to look at, you lovely boy. You bonny old fungus. I’ve got yer number, Ducky, trying to squeeze the dirty bits out of me, are you. Or maybe you just want to make a trip back to ’56 when boys were swinging up and down and crossways in letchwater. Fabulosa. But shouldn’t the past get left in the past and the dead be left to bury the dead? I ask you. Surely I remember the days of being Black Amour—how could I ever forget. Sometimes a memory is so fresh I feel like I viddied the whole shebang.

			School was over and Gloria knows yer girl was in a sorry state. Everton turned out to be more naff than a steaming pile of cow shit. I told you he tried to off me more than once. Oh vile, my dear Ducky. You’ll have to remind me who came up with it first, the idea to make me into a garçon de la nuit, to slip me into the world’s oldest profession. Here is something true. I was so quid poor, with no dinari in sight. The boys were so easy and the men easier. I was already up to me corybungus in cartsos and baskets so why not make a quid on the whole thing. Truer is that I could not ship meself back to the colonies, I just couldn’t, and not only because to set sail for Kingston was to scream that this queen fucking crashed and burned at life. Reframe me steps to the place I’d fain forget, for what, me love? I think not.

			Tricky, tricky business, though, being a dilly-boy, but I was Black Amour. There was nobody else like me. Proper seasoned I was after three years as an undergrad. Yes, I was. But by Gloria yers truly was skidding and about to get the boot. And that wasn’t even the real ferricadooza: kicked out of Oxford. What would I tell me dad? Many palaver should that business get out. Many palaver.

			Anyways. Loose lips at the Vauxhall said a bona time was to be had if you had a winning smile, a more than bona basket, and a magnificent cartso (I mean, just look at the size of me plates and me luppers). Then add to me assets a total splash of hot cocoa with a touch of doog riah and I was right as rain, at least that is what you said when you also said, “Dear Lochness, I have the most glorious idea.” Honest to Gloria, I had set off thinking this was a sort of joke. Didn’t even think about the poofs, perverts, fungi, or murderers out there, not to mention the rough arms of the Lilly Law. But I always thought the best way to begin a verse is to act like yer already in the middle of it, so there I was in the middle of the Marble Arch, ajax to Hyde Park.

			Me heart was in my throat and me belly was in me knackers, if you know what I mean. But, and this is the honest to Gloria truth, there I was sweeping the arch, the trees, the light, the night, and I noticed something. Nada to vada anyplace. Seriously, the grenadiers and sailor boys seemed to have swept up every Pauline, Marlene, and Uncle John within a hundred-yard radius. I’m thinking, Please Gloria, let this not be the one time to hark back to trawling the back slums or worse, blagging in the brandy-latch blind for a quid or two when it’s assumed that if yer up for those kinds of thrills then you in it for nada. And me being the darker sort, you might as well stick a bill on me bum that says, Right here, Hildegard, arrest this omee-paloney. Last thing this girl needed was me night to go all over grumble. So cod, so naff really. I was so disappointed, so pissed off to tell Gloria’s truth. I mean, did you viddy what I was wearing? In me best mod drag and looking bona, so very bona. Between you, me, and the lamppost, a big chunk of me scholarship money went into decent rags. I mean I did have me priorities straight, mate. But that night everybody had already sailed off with a sailor. It wasn’t even that late. Leaving me all dolled up with nowhere to go.

			Truth be told I was in it for the quidit but there was a wee thrill as well. Well, more than just a wee. Crestfallen, yer girl was now crestfallen, when out of the blue comes a voice asking, “You got three drags and a spit?” He didn’t say those actual words mind you, this Claudette used civilian parlance and asked if I could spare a cigarette. I popped open my case and said, “There you go,” a dealer’s choice of fags. Struck a match and lit him, yes I did. “Never seen the likes of you round here,” he says smiling, and of course I see the likes of him all the time. I say, “What’s this all about, Pauline?” and he says, “You know right down, don’t you. I’m looking for a right tool to stretch the shit out of me corybungus. You a dilly-boy?” And I says, “What about me screams the world oldest profession?” He says, “Well, love, yer not out here peddling world peace.” To which I say that for what it’s worth yers truly was not some dilly-boy or bona-roba, to which he says, “Of course, luv, you out here in Hyde Park getting the scoop on the architecture.” “Yer a funny one,” I says. Mousey-looking but cute at the right angle in the right indirect light. Looked like the husband of a defiantly ordinary fish and father of three ordinary little chicks. “Fancy you trawling the Marble Arch, blowing up the ground source, looking for a grand basket for a rock-bone charvering with a grand negro bagada.”

			“Bona bats on you,” he says. I say it’s way too dark to tell the diff between bona and naff shoes, you louse, so tell the truth. You’re looking at me skin to guess the size of me plates, I mean even the fishes have heard the one about blackies and big feet, even though truth be told: Some of you white boys despite yer massive plates once you drop trou it’s bijou, bijou. I’m size twelve, if you must know, I say. Am I gonna drop my kaffies down for a proper look-see? Absolutely not, I says. Just because I’ve got a proper meat rack doesn’t mean out here is a meat market. Fine, how do you feel about shoving yer shyckle up me khyber? he asks. I says I can put in a right proper work for the right proper wages because between you, me, and the Gloria in heaven I had no idea what dilly-boys were charging up front for a charver. Are you clean like the good whistle, I ask, because I didn’t intend to be Battersea’d in this life or the next. Healthy as a young pup, he says, which made me cackle. Let the court see that he was funny. Off we go then to yer flat, I say, to which he shudders out no. Oh, absolutely not, what do I tell the missis when I bring her home a blackie with a hard monster colin in his trousers? Oh no, Ducky. We’re blowing the ground over there in the thick bushes or we set off on our merry ways. I’m thinking this omee is all wind and piss, but I’m also thinking I’m overdue on the rent. Okay, I see how this is. I’ve got yer number, I say. The night was very harsh and there was naff to vada. Let’s off to the Rose Garden, he says, and I say you could be a carrying a club for all I know, besides we haven’t settled on our discussion of dinari. So we talked dinari until I was sure enough satisfied. But I also said, Don’t think yer about to nab some silly camp paloney bitch, sir, for I am from the colonies, yes I am, and these luppers will deliver a punch to yer neck that will blow a hole right through it. I swear to the moon and stars that Pauline swooned. How about a cottage then, he says as he grabs me down south, trying to wake the snake. There’s one due northwest. The fucking cottage? You can’t swing a cat in the place without hitting a lilly, a dilly, a Pauline, or a Claudette, and that’s when the sharpies aren’t trawling the place in neutral drag, itching to bludgeon you to near death first, then arrest you for importuning second.

			So we trawled to the southeast, the whole time him stealing a grab, copping a feel, and to tell Gloria honest truth, it was wild. None of it coming from him, all of it coming from me. To be honest I could have made it with a tree the way me horndogs were out. So we got to southeast, where two boys were already in the middle of a wild ride, both of ’em with their kaffies down and right bone charvering and neither being mouselike about it. Turned back to face my boy except he was already face down, trouser down, and ass up in the air like twin moons. “Go straight to the quinn,” he says. So I stretched his corybungus from Kent to King’s Cross. Till he sprayed the whole lawn with letchwater. I tugged him to a finish then he plated me to mine. He played me good and proper I must say, like a vacuum. Time to pull you kaffies up, and for Gloria’s sake, wipe yer screech, I say. The park is about to close and sharpies are going to circle like sharks. He laughs and says, Circle? They’re already here. Inspector Carlington at yer service. Then he laughs again and trolls off and the darkness swallows him whole. Fucking hell.

			You little shit. You thought this Jamaican bitch forgot her Polari. I wish I could see you plop yer eyes back into the sockets. You wanted the bawdy adventures of Black Amour? Then you had to pay for it.

			Love,

			yer bona dilly HT

			

	

June 15

			Mark, my boy,

			We were queers who had no business being pale shadows of the straight world, or worse parodies of what was already parody, but I could also say the world’s oldest profession tied into my ravenous penchant for penis. I did give up my maidenhead in the motherland after all. As for more salacious details, my dear, you will have to wait for the memoir. One that will have to come out after my death and the death of countless others because I tell you this, if I ever start talking, two countries would fall apart. Not dying cured me of having to examine my life, but I am sixty-one years old after all and only a handful of my friends have lived to see this age.

			Make ’em laugh, make ’em cry, make ’em wait. Now you’re accusing me of being Dickens, ironic considering I’ve always disliked him and preferred Trollope. You know why but let me repeat. Dickens very much likes to show us as puppets in life’s grand theatre, but he rarely shows us the strings or who’s pulling them. Oh, the poverty, what a tragedy! Oh, the workhouses, what a disgrace! Well, somebody put the children in them, Charlie. Trollope, on the other hand, starts with politics and works his way down to show how it infects everything. Put another way: Trollope knows how real life works. Maybe you needed to come from the colonies where you never grew up with the luxury of separating politics from everything else. Trollope knew politics poisoned everything. But how’s this for irony: He despised Jamaica.

			There’s an assumption about the black homosexual that even some black homos make: that to be in the thrall of queerness is to be at the command of whiteness. Sometimes I wonder if they are right. I have certainly slept with more white men than any other race, which I attributed to there simply being more white men. But the theory goes further, assuming we are in white thrall not for pleasure but submission. Ay, there’s the rub. The cock as the instrument of subjugation and conquest, a theory that knows no orientation as it comes from men who are ten times out of ten sexist. Turns out they don’t care about sexual attraction at all, much less homosexuality. What they care about is domination and they do so from the waist down. What blows me out the water is how they see the white penis. Because the real surprise is that gay and straight but especially straight are in terror of the white cock. It’s an instrument for forcing pain, a staff to beat you into submission. This is why straight men always assume that the black man is the bottom. Nothing wrong with that, of course. I am talking about the fear/desire response in the straight man that lets him project his fantasies and then react to them instead of real people. Fantasy number one: Not only are we gay but we’re attracted to them.

			But you wanted to know more about my quiet life. How forensic. Let’s see, I wake up at six thirty, climb out of bed, yawn, stretch, scratch, fart (not always in that order), and put on the kettle. My little house (cottage to you) is so far up Red Hills that I’ve run out of hill. I am surrounded mostly by clouds and the three mountain peaks higher than mine. The nearest neighbour is nearly a mile downhill, which means that my shower is outdoors with no walls or doors and smooth-cut stone for a floor. No hot water, of course; this is the tropics and yes, up in the hills I might as well shower myself with ice. So I get up, walk into the sun peeking out, listen to birds, and wake myself up with the shower. Sometimes I rub one out and think of Jim Kelly or Richard Chamberlain or either Starsky or Hutch.

			As much as I abhor you British, I have never been able to let go of your customs, in particular tea. By seven I am having the first of five cups, sometimes seven. Coffee makes me think people are after me. I listen to more birds. I take my time before putting on clothes. The sound of traffic floats up to me. On Sunday it’s the praise and worship from the Pentecostal church on the flat. Indoors at my desk I pick up the cleanest yellow pad and write. Yes, there is an electric typewriter and an old computer with WordPerfect, but I like to write as slow as I think. Yes, I’m still writing the same play. Two Gentlemen United for Northside. Yes, it is still based on Joyce’s story “Two Gallants,” which I know you have never read. That’s when I’m not sexing up some old Pinter or turning the queer subtext of Cat on a Hot Tin Roof into actual text (don’t tell the Williams estate!).

			My life is so much about words but most days I don’t actually speak until the afternoon, if at all. About three p.m. I head to the Little Theatre to earn my life as a stage manager / light and sound expert / dramaturge, which is just another way of saying I am wherever they want me to be. Sometimes that means directing a rehearsal. It’s not much of a job but it is permanent, there isn’t anyone who can do all that I can do, and it comes with Blue Cross. Sometimes I am at the theatre until 8:30 p.m., sometimes 9:00. If rehearsal ends early I might get a drink with somebody, usually one of the sassy girls in wardrobe. At home I reheat whatever I cooked on Sunday for the week. Sometimes I put on Tchaikovsky or Grieg or some cantata I’m trying to learn. I would love to say I pick up a book, but it’s usually TV, even if I can’t tell one show from another.

			Then I shower again, and let crickets lull me to sleep. So yes, a quiet life.

			Love,

			Havelock

			

	

June 30

			Seriously, Mark, I love you more than any living human. And I am grateful to you more than I could ever repay, and that was before the second time you saved my life. But believe me when I say go and have an everlasting fuck of yourself. I did not appreciate that letter at all—neither form nor content. All you limeys are so awfully convinced that your condescension is some sort of subtle art form that goes unnoticed. Yes, I live a quiet life. You know what’s the opposite of quiet? Men trying to kill me. Men beating me to death or burying me alive. The opposite of quiet is getting hacked to death for wearing eye shadow. The opposite of quiet is a wall of speakers singing how battyman fi dead every goddamn day. The opposite of quiet is thirteen men trying to butcher me and the disgusting silence of nobody doing a fucking thing. So, forgive me if I choose to live the opposite of that.

			Every day I leave my house accepting the possibility that I might not return. Every time I walk or take the bus I wait for the most bland talk about the weather or flowers or the last episode of MacGyver to turn into See the battyman deh ’bout. Fire burn ’pon him, make we kill him quick. So yes, I lead a quiet fucking life. I bother no one and I hope in return nobody bothers me. I live at the top of a mountain because the world drove me up there and there is nowhere left to go but to fall off. I don’t live in a country of gay pride marches, and domestic partnership benefits, and while our streets may have the names of your dead queens I can’t walk them holding some other man’s hands.

			A quiet life is all that this country has left me with, and it is the only country I’ve got. Between my ears there will always be the noise of people trying to end my life. Do you know what it feels like when a bone is snapped? Or what a back sounds like when it is struck with a garden hose, or the back of one’s head when a boulder squashes it as soft as a pumpkin? I live in a world where every single sound contains a veiled threat. A mango falling from a tree is a stone hurtling toward my face. A stray dog is a killer stalking my house. The wind at night is a siren. A muffler blast last week left me screaming and crying for hours. The noise of any crowd, even children at school, is a mob gathering to beat my head in and set me on fire. Even quiet is not quiet enough. You at your most patronizing self will tell me that I live in fear and that I can leave, not realizing what the fuck living in fear means. Leave to go where? With what money? Should I have stayed in your nice Kensington apartment until Immigration deported me for real this time? Why don’t you give me the magic model for a full life, since you seem to know it.

			A quiet life is all that is preventing me from stripping off my clothes and walking into the sea.

			Havelock

			

	

August 2

			Mark,

			Havelock Titus, the world’s only living heart donor. I could never tell if people thought I either couldn’t hear or didn’t care when they said this sort of thing. Last I heard it was when I got somebody at the theatre fired. Maybe it was just me but I would think one should get drunk and fondle the women on your own time. Nothing ever comes straight to one’s ears or face, which is why cowardice is so lethal. I do not give a flying fuck about anybody’s opinion at that theatre. I have no friend there, and few anywhere. Or maybe I am an overdramatic faggot who screams bloodbath over a nick. There are two things I will not tolerate: condescension and pity.

			What a glib and pompous assumption, that anyone chooses to be alone. You are telling me that you took stock of both our countries, both our people, both our lives and concluded I must be exercising some sort of option? There goes Jamaica, so loaded with so many wonderful options for the cocksucker that all I have to do is pick one. That must be it; I have been immobilised by my plethora of choices. I’m so tired of your sort, and by your sort I mean first-world gays who think they are so open-minded and forward-thinking but are still blinded by your national exceptionalism where you assume that as goes England or America, so should the rest of the world. I was there, you know, when your white feminists fucked this up in the ’70s, coming to Jamaica and India to preach liberation and equality but could never get past feeling superior to all the negro and coolie females they were supposed to exalt. Your biggest fear is that you will be rejected. And so what? You pick yourself up, dust yourself off, powder your face, and get back to work. My biggest fear is that I will be burned to death and there is no recovery for a corpse. In 1988 I had to bury a man whose only crime was acting in a play.

			The funny thing about this—and by “funny” I mean fucking strange—is that I don’t have to tell you about this country. You already know. You sing about it all the time how you’ve never encountered a place more homophobic. Ignore that Miroslav—your little Russian toy boy—went back to Russia and was never heard from again. Or those two homos who got shot in the face right there in central New York City. But hey, let’s accept this country is as bad as the white man’s fear of it. You still think this is a choice? Your reductive reasoning is offensive. Why darling, just migrate to somewhere better. Well, good golly, Miss Bomboclaat Molly, why didn’t I think of that? Surely all I need to migrate to America is to simply tell Uncle Sam that this queen would like to go. Maybe I should take a boat to Panama and then land somewhere in Georgia and ask for political asylum. You think the choice is so simple because your life is fucking simple. Let’s see, do I want freedom or do I want a decent job and a house with more than one room? Lord knows there is such a shortage in America of stage managers and hotel concierges with knowledge of the ’70s. What if he doesn’t even know how to turn on a computer? You remind me of people who go, Wow, if she is in such an abusive relationship, why doesn’t she leave, failing to realise they have already answered their fucking question. But no, I choose to be alone.

			Maybe I simply dislike people. You act as if I have no reason to, as if you’ve never seen how shit men could be. Or did you think life as your dilly-boy was all a rollicking sex farce by Mike Nichols? And yes, we joke about it, but the lack of threat of physical violence is all that differentiates you from the whore-beating pimp on the street. I mean you were literally selling me for sex, although for you I’m sure it was all shits and giggles. In fact, knowing you it was all a sociological experiment for a term paper you didn’t even bother to finish.

			Don’t get me wrong, I was a willing participant and not just because it covered the rent and kept me in London, and it did seem like a good adventure at the time. Maybe. I was twenty years old and hardly at the age to think anything through. But I came back to Jamaica because I was all but forced out. And I came back with nothing to a country that didn’t even notice I was gone.

			I came back to a father who was dying and a mother who always looked at me like she was surprised I was here. But you know what? I made do. I got myself hired at the Myrtle Bank Hotel and if it was because I was a docile, well-bred negro who opened his mouth and a white man came out, then so be it. I have never been ashamed of work, not even once. I organised those gay parties with tourists and locals in the ’70s and never made the mistake of confusing life with work. I helped take this country’s theatre from a fucking minstrel show featuring field negroes to its own thing and still got to do Macbeth. And whatever you think about my life, I have lived. And I will keep on living, cocktail or no. You know why? Because I have seen how awful this world can be, and how fucking terrible people are, and I’m still fucking here, that’s why.

			Back in my teens the most awful thought was which of my parents should die first. I thought my mother was so self-sufficient that she could move on, but without her my father would up and collapse. Then he died and I realised who was leaning on whom. His death made her distant, more bitter, in one-hundred-degree heat but a total ice queen. And even then I refused to become one of those Jamaican queens devoted to their mothers even as they had nothing but contempt for these women because they prevented them from living life fully. Also this: Mummy them from having to try. And I never let that happen to me. I never went back home, never allowed her to reign over me, never even gave her my phone number. Seven days after she died was when I got the news, and all I could think was Well, there could have been no other way. I told myself I would never turn out to be one of those sour bitches, those mama’s boys who ended up rudderless when their mothers croaked. How homosexual. How sad, faggot. How pathetic.

			Miles Motherwell. No, you don’t know him and why the fuck would I tell you? I was the director of a production of Tartuffe and he was the conductor. An actual conductor for an orchestra who was trained in Moscow. Yes, working together we became close, even when it turned out that nobody in Kingston could have staged a decent Molière and nobody would come to see it anyway. We had what would be called a relationship, though we never had a name for it. We never dared. Maybe it was superstition. He hated Grieg and thought all music in the world came from Bach. He thought the love of Beethoven was proof of the accepted and exalted mediocrity of white men. I told him that Beethoven was one-sixteenth black.

			He is the only man who ever topped me and even that we simply stumbled into. Miles was my partner, maybe my other half. The person I called not to say “I love you” but “Did you eat? Don’t work too late. Don’t forget your optician appointment.” We never talked about what we did out in the street or when we were away from each other, mostly because I didn’t fucking care. Then one evening out on the Palisadoes strip the police drove by a small car with foggy windows. He called me from the police station begging me to come get him out and to bring some money. I didn’t dare. To be in any way associated with him was to admit I was like him. They would have locked me in the jail cell right with him just to see if we would kiss or make love or say something straight out of a doomed romance novel.

			The police locked Miles up for four days. By the weekend his name was in the news. First just “Jamaica’s preeminent conductor,” then his full name. He even made history as the last man in Jamaica to go to court for buggery, but everyone was so humane and civilised. They told him to do the hard work of curing his illness, and he took that as a sign to migrate to Canada. To half of the country he was a sick joke and to the other half he was just sick. In all of this he not only stopped speaking to me but acted as if I was dead to him, which I was because I would not bail him out. That when push came to shove I thought of myself first. He hung up every time I called and in the end he changed his number. He made it clear I should never fly to Canada to see him. It’s not that he didn’t forgive me, but that he realised in the end he would be all alone. None of this was choice. An ultimatum is not a choice.

			So maybe I choose to be alone. Or maybe life chose to take everyone from me, the way it has with so many of us. As it has even done with you. But you are right about one thing. Losing you? Yes, that’s a fucking choice.

			This is not a letter I shall ever send you.

			Havelock

			

	

August 8

			Enclosed are the pictures from that holiday in Crete that you’ve always said were on loan. Thirty-five pounds to cover all those packages of magazines you sent me. Your precious razor that I never used and the beat-up copy of Lyrical Ballads, which you will never read. Feel free to tell me what of yours I still possess, and I will gladly send it back to you.

			

	

August 13

			Sometimes I try to picture that year had the play been a success. It leaves me confused. I don’t know what success would have meant anyway. What nobody tells you about tragedy is that it lowers your expectations of people and yourself. Lose your toes and success means still having a fucking foot. So, success became a rehearsal that did not leave a body count, a reading that did not leave one with his eyes gouged out. I don’t know if failure is something that never succeeded or was never tried. Maybe a woman mourns an abortion the same way one does a stillbirth. Somebody out there is saying that communism never failed because it was never tried. I only say that because that is how I feel about this play. Fortune and Men’s Eyes. It never had the chance to become a failure so instead it became a ghost. You wouldn’t know this but in the Caribbean the stillbirth becomes a peculiar spirit, menacing because it is so innocent. It never grows old enough to know that it shouldn’t wail in the early morning like some hacksaw jagging and cutting through the darkness. Like somebody had cut its throat. The only thing a ghost can do is haunt you.

			Could have, would have, should have. Sometimes I wonder not about failure but success. A Jamaican proverb says the higher monkey climb, the more hawk see him in the tree. Maybe I should be grateful, after all what does success do other than put a bigger target on your back? Like I said before, straight people make our bar so low. A day without a beating or being called a faggot is a success. But I am repeating myself. Maybe the truth is that I have nothing to say to you. My measure of a successful play is now one where nobody gets murdered before opening night. This is one of the little ways that people like you make me hate you.

			Is that what you people have been trying to tell us? That the black faggot was never meant to have ambition? I mean look at what you all did to Wilde, a nigger if there ever was one. I was there—we were there when you all butchered Alan Turing for saving the world. Watch me launch a faggot play smack in the middle of a faggot-killing island, how fucking brave. The smart thing would have been to stage a private reading in some silly old rich queen’s living room to an audience smaller than the cast while we drank daiquiris and gave our unvarnished opinions, as if there was some future where this play would have actually happened. How dare the faggot think of a future when the only thing the homosexual has is the present.

			Sometimes I think about restaging the play just to reclaim as something of my own that I lost. You are one of those people—I can tell—who thinks that if you revisit the place where your luck ran out, that is where you can get it back. The place where you lost your power is the only place where you can regain it. Well, nobody who thinks that has ever tried it, because the only thing waiting for you there is nothing at all. Once I dug into an old chest looking for the script but stopped when I realised I could not bear finding it. This was ridiculous, it’s not as if I was trying to hide it or bury it. I had taken it out several times before. Instead, I started to cry. Eventually I was crying so hard that I started to laugh at myself.

			I think about the living and the dead and the blinded, not all the time but enough. Too much. You are still looking for some sign that events have marked me, not a scar, that’s too easy, but a permanent infirmity. Something like me saying all of this was my fault. God help me but I’m starting to forget their names. Who is Orrin and who is Rainford and what are their surnames. I want to tell myself I am just old, just fucking old and am in the age of forgetting.

			This is not a letter I shall ever send you.

			H

			

	

August 20

			Last night I dreamt of Omar Joseph. We were at a party just like the one where we met, but “I Love to Love (But My Baby Loves to Dance)” was blasting out of the speakers, which meant it was 1976, and we met in 1972. He kept winking at me even though he was right beside me and kept saying “You remember?” without saying what. Everybody was white or light-skinned but us.

			You remember?

			You remember?

			You remember?

			“Remember what?” I asked, but he kept repeating the same thing over. All I could think about was that party in 1972, just like this one where we were the only men with dark skin. Omar thought we had fucked, because he woke up the morning after on the floor with his pants and briefs down and me with my back against him. That party had turned into an orgy, but in this dream all the dancers moved in slow motion, and nobody took their clothes off. His winks slowed down and I saw he had no eyes, just two blank spaces of dark.

			You remember?

			A time better than this, yes. Parties greater than this one, yes. When tomorrow had a different shape, yes. Before a big mass of people and a small disease killed us off, yes. Before Omar came to the next party with a wedding ring on his finger, yes. When he and I were closer because we bonded? That never happened.

			“But we bonded now,” he said, and I woke up.

			Unsent.

			

	

August 26

			Sometimes I wake up with a loneliness so heavy it feels like motion sickness. Sometimes I wish that instead of a quiet life I would rather somebody screaming at me. I want somebody to scream at me so badly. I don’t understand. I work, meaning I go to work somewhere. Sometimes. There is the theatre. There is always project work at the Ministry of Culture. There are people who know my middle name.

			Last week two Jehovah’s Witnesses came to my house, a man and a woman. I gave up on Jesus long before he gave up on me, but I kept them there, pretended to be interested, asking questions like why can’t I just be good to go to heaven. When they finally got around to saying that the copy of Awake! would cost money I held on to the ten-dollar bill and asked for an explanation of the firmament again. And the new body of Christ. And what does it mean that I will be caught up to meet him. I didn’t care for any of it, but those were the first voices not coming from the television that I had heard in nineteen days.

			I miss you.

			H

			

	

October 29

			Darling,

			I’m the one who should be begging forgiveness. You have been a saint. Even those questions, as much as they pissed me off, stemmed from a place where you care more for me than I do myself, and that is the truth. A person who loves me enough to ask the difficult questions is a person whom I will make the stupid mistake of lashing out at. Am I living a quiet life or am I living among the people who silenced me? I don’t know the answer to that question, or perhaps I don’t want to.

			I do know that you are the living person I love the most, even if years will pass before either of us tells a bitch so much as hello. Now we have the internet and Hotmail and MSN Messenger (according to Eddy), so there is no excuse. Plus, neither of us is getting any younger even if science just performed a miracle on our life expectancies. I will resist saying any of that new-lease-on-life bullshit. But this internet is really something. I had not seen Kansas City Trucking Co. since that nasty theatre in Times Square in 1976. Mind you it’s in a frustrating series of five-minute clips, but it’s not as if I have somewhere to go. And at least now I can watch the thing instead of the live orgy that was competing against it in the theatre. New York in the ’70s was something indeed. But so was Jamaica.

			And yes, a quiet life is code for “I live a sad life,” but I don’t know how to live any other way. The truth is I’ve tried to live every other way and was punished every time. I don’t know if gays are God’s favorite people but I am certainly not.

			Yours,

			Lochness

			

	

November 9

			Mark,

			I know that despite my joy in writing to you again the tone of that last letter was still sombre. What I did not tell you was that even though that envelope was postmarked in Jamaica I wrote that letter in Ottawa, Canada. I had a valid reason, you could even call it an alibi, but the National Dance Theatre Company was touring and they needed someone who knew the lay of the land, how the culture worked, and basically how to get people out of trouble. And that is why I went, that and because I knew Miles was living there.

			I envy people who know what they are feeling as they are feeling it. People who can sense something growing when I can’t even sense when it’s there. When people say things like “I’m falling in love with you,” as if love is something slowly creeping up your skin, like humidity. I want to talk about love but I really mean all human things. It took me decades to realise that I still have a grudge against the nine-year-old girl who told the other schoolchildren not to talk to me. I’m still waiting on Leandra to get hit by a country bus. Maybe love and hate really are two sides of the same coin because it took a long time (I’m too ashamed to say just how long) for me to realise that I loved Miles. It hit me so off-the-cuff and matter-of-factly as I rose from the couch and struck me so hard that I stumbled back down. Oh shit, I did love the boy. I realised that I loved him more than anything, not because that is what people say but because I scrambled in a panic trying to find someone or something that I loved more.

			He agreed to see me, which took me by surprise because I had set myself up for him saying no. That he would say yes never entered my mind. But I suppose time really does heal. Sometimes I wonder if it healed anything in me. He was in a long relationship but not anymore. It says everything about us that he had to clarify that they broke up, not that he died of AIDS. I told him I was positive, and he cried. Seems news of miracle cocktails had not yet reached him. Besides, he was negative. There is so much about my life he never knew, and not getting the chance to tell him made me feel like I was robbed of something so, so awful. “Awful” is the wrong word. I was robbed of something wonderful. It’s the theft that is awful. The thing is, I knew he had broken up with that man. Not that I was expecting anything—after all why would I dare? Why would I think I had that right? Why would I think I even deserve such a thing? Except the heart wants what it wants. I don’t want to say it. I don’t want to say that I was just so fucking sick of being alone. He said that he always knew I would age well.

			At one point I thought we were heading back to his place to make love, because though I read cues for a living I am always getting them confused. We hugged, we shook hands awkwardly, and when I turned to leave he pulled me in for a kiss. This was at an all-you-can-eat Japanese restaurant—I know that sounds ridiculous but they exist. I wanted him to take me home and fuck me. I wanted to suck on his rawness and lick his honesty. And howl from a pain I know I had earned. But we were so civilised, and I was proud that two older men were not afraid to speak truths to each other.

			Except if I were to tell him the truth I’d have said that I thought about him all the time, and I don’t dare imagine anything because if my heart were to break one more time, there wouldn’t be much of it left. Back in my hotel room I cried for so long that somebody came to the room to check if I was okay. Of course, I am Havelock Titus, so I gathered myself together.

			I always gather myself together.

			Love,

			Havelock

			

	

November 21

			Mark,

			Two nights ago Eddy took me to this place, Finistère, owned by a shrill queen who thinks himself clever. Good money would bet he had never heard of the book. It was fine enough a place, I guess. There was some attempt at flair with yellow plastic chairs, a smashed-in disco ball, and pictures of divas on the wall torn from the National Enquirer. Finistère was for those battyboys who couldn’t stomach the ghetto element at Marshall’s. But I swear that these young people seem to be having less sex than we did. Of course, no generation before or since has had as much sex as us, but here I was thinking freedom meant opportunity, when in fact it means boredom. To his credit, Eddy played devoted puppy far longer than I would have thought, before some black boy in baggy trousers lured him away. A thing for the darkies, that one. That led to the first of two people I did not want to see.

			Paul Royale. These days he looks like that American lawyer Roy Cohn dipped in a tub of mule shit. The kind of man that you assume was pretty once because he has puss eyes and straight hair that might have come from conking it. A Clare Quilty with all the predation and none of the intelligence. You had the misfortune of running into him back in 1979 at Andante, that jazz-club-cum-gay-bar I took you to once. Of course, then as now, he had a boy with him, a boy who was probably proud of all the pubic hairs he could now count. Did you know he took a boy with him on his honeymoon? I think the Queen Mary’s captain thought it was his nephew. Or his aide-de-camp. One time in the ’70s he and another homo I do not speak to disguised themselves as condom salesmen and spent an entire weekend driving around Jamaica’s south coast to get men to try on their condoms and then jerk off in front of them to prove that they work. On the one hand I think he consistently rips a hole in this hypocritical bullshit that Jamaicans pass off as sexual morality. And he proves that there is no rule about normalcy that can’t be bent with the limp strength of a dollar bill. On the other hand he’s still a villain, a pedophile who fancies himself a pederast, and all those boys get from him is lunch money and syphilis.

			So, I ran into him at Finistère.

			“Well, busha, at least you finally look like somebody feeding you,” he said to me.

			“Royale.” I sighed.

			“And how you keeping the other skinny boy?”

			“Not in the practice of keeping boys, skinny or otherwise,” I said to the barely postpubescent boy behind him.

			“Jordan Brown me mean.”

			“Oh. He always had a bed, well, floor in your house, so I’m surprised you’re asking me.”

			“You right. I forget. Your job is to save the boy, and it look like him don’t need no more saving. That why you don’t see him.”

			“I don’t—”

			“Wasn’t asking a question.”

			“Well, he is not much of a boy anymore, which might be why you haven’t seen him either.”

			He laughed.

			“Every boy on scholarship end up with a distinguished career, you end up with an acrid mouth. I tell you, something is off. Something is happening. Something warning me in the spirit.”

			“You going church now?”

			“You know what I mean.”

			“That would imply that I understand your mind, Paul. I don’t.”

			“So, you don’t know.”

			“And probably don’t care.”

			“What the fuck me do to you, busha?”

			“You don’t think your skin too dark to be using that word?”

			“Still a posh uptown bitch minus the class and the money. And the job. And the friends. I was a Rhodes Scholar, Miss Tight-Ass Titus, not the bargain basement scholarship them give you. All I’m trying to tell you, Your Royal Highness, is that him sell off the family business and vanish.”

			“Vanished.”

			“Yeah, it mean disappear.”

			“I think I know what it means.”

			“People don’t just disappear.”

			“I beg to differ.”

			“What? All I know is that him gone. And yet in a weird way I see him everywhere.”

			“You going have to be less nebulous than that.”

			“You seem to forget that I paid the hospital bill. For all of you. Anyway I’m trying to tell you that Jordan Brown didn’t even wait until his father was dead to sell the business and go. Maybe he didn’t disappear, but nobody—well, none of his usuals—see or hear from him or could reach him if they try. In the meantime, don’t you see it?”

			“See what, Royale?”

			“That certain things happening in this city that have…I don’t know. If not a mark, then certainly a whiff.”

			“Of?”

			“Jordan to raas. Jordan Brown. I surprised you don’t notice nothing.”

			Then he told me a wild story, which might or might not involve the young man. First he asked me if I ever read The Count of Monte Cristo, which I have but that was not making anything clearer. Seems back in 1994, six years after the incident, Jordan broke into Paul Royale’s house not to steal anything but to tell a story. Funny, Jordan never struck me as the unburdening-his-soul type. Anyway, four months after the bashing Jordan recognised the Rastafarian mango seller across the street from the house on Lady Musgrave as one of the men. Gay bashers, that is. The best guess was that the Rasta saw men with cutlasses, clubs, sticks, and knives and knew that a fun time was to be had. Jordan, who in a surprise to no one, had been haunting the house, recognised him two nights before National Heroes’ Day. Recognised him and the red-yellow-and-green-striped food cart he was pushing. As Royale told it, Jordan followed him to a place off Barbican Road, waited until the Rasta secured the cart somewhere and left it. Then he set the thing on fire.

			That was the beginning. Jordan also told him about swerving his car to hit another attacker as he was bicycling across a bridge, knocking him off a thirty-seven-foot drop. And then there was that nasty suicide of that man from the phone company right around Christmas ’94. The weekly tabloid scored video stills of him having sex with another man and splashed them all over page ten. The man threw himself off the roof of the Bank of Nova Scotia downtown. I asked Royale what Jordan have to do with a suicide and all he said was: “Did you see the photos? Him face really is the only body part you know? Trust me he might as well did push him. Beside this is what Jordan Brown was himself telling me after I wake up to see him squatting at the foot of my bed like some vampire. I tell you, Havelock, I screamed like a bitch being dragged to hell. And he wouldn’t leave. Also he did smell so so so bad.” Two days later after Royale finally regained his composure he called the funeral home to give this boy a piece of his mind only to hear that the place was under new management and nobody by the name of Jordan Brown was working there. He only ever gave him two contact numbers and the first, some family member, maybe his mother, said that thankfully she hadn’t seen him in weeks.

			“The second number I didn’t bother call,” Royale said to me.

			“Why not?”

			“It was yours.”

			“Why you telling me about 1994 in 1999?”

			“Because Jordan is more Jordan than ever before. That is what me telling you.”

			I think Royale was trying to tell me that since then, Jordan has become some sort of spectre.

			I had nothing to say after that and I still don’t. So tell me more about that barrister boyfriend of yours. Write soon.

			Love,

			Lochness

			

	

December 6

			Dearest Mark,

			The spectre did come to see me back on New Year’s 1995—also a break-in, something I didn’t tell Royale. “This is an anniversary celebration,” he said to me. Two and a half million Jamaicans and somehow he was the only one to be cursed with irony. And can I tell you, he is none the better for it. “Funny thing this fuckery that we call trauma,” he said to me, trying to sound older than he was. “What nobody tell you is how it flattens time.” His friend who was attacked still talks about it, not in the present so much as struggling to make it past, meaning it is always happening to her. “When people do cruel shit” (his words) to you it never stops being a current event. Get hit by a car or shot in the belly or struck by your husband—it’s the same thing, because nothing freezes you in time like violence. It leaves a mark inside and outside that slams the door shut on the past because in the past you did not have this mark. It arrests the future, stagnates it because wherever you go you take that mark with you. He is not the only one who knows a thing or two about that, but Jordan decides to tell me anyway. Honestly what I noticed was that he was again thin after packing on some prosperity fat from working his father’s job.

			“That damn attack was almost seven years ago,” he said, “but it might as well be seven days, even seven minutes. I know that look on your face. It is telling me that you’ve moved on.”

			“Moved on where?” I ask, but he ignores me.

			“I like being right where they left me. Fuck moving on. Moving on is shit the perpetrator gets to do, not the victim. You think me feel bad that Gareth Coombes is dead? Fuck that bitch and fuck his corpse, too,” he says.

			“Who is Gareth Coombes?”

			“Somebody who didn’t know that when you dig one grave you should dig two.”

			“Got that one from Clint Eastwood?”

			“Like you ever see no Clint Eastwood movie.”

			The newspapers told all Jamaica who Gareth Coombes was before Paul Royale felt the need to tell me. I just didn’t expect Jordan to say it and confirm everything.

			“He that young man who killed himself?”

			“If you know already then why you ask?” he says, surveying my apartment like he’s either discovering something about me or confirming it. “Always did like how you only keep the things you need and nothing else. Three thousand books but no TV.”

			“What you have to do with this man’s death?”

			“Suicide usually a one-man show, Havelock.”

			“If you think only one person is responsible when somebody kill himself, then you don’t know a damn thing,” I say and watch him tremble then hate himself for doing it. The looking away, the rubbing of the back of his head, the clearing his throat, the scowl he returns to me quickly before smoothing his face into I-really-don’t-give-a-damn-ness. Performance, all of it.

			“Why you didn’t press charges?” he asks.

			“I go through a million indignities every day, Brown. Be specific.”

			“Go fuck yourself, Havelock.”

			“I do quite enjoy—”

			“No. No. No. Stop clevering your way out of every fucking thing.”

			I leave him in the kitchen to go in the living room. He follows me.

			“You know I mean your fucking play. The motherfuckers who attack us.”

			“Motherfuckers? What next, ‘jive turkey’?”

			“What?”

			“Brown, is seven years now.”

			“Really? Feel like fucking yesterday to me. But you make them get away. People like you still think we have that shit coming.”

			“I am pretty sure you don’t know any people like me, Mr. Brown. Now I would like to go to my bed, so get out.”

			“Or what? You call the police? We just establish you don’t do that.”

			“Who is people like me, exactly?”

			“People who take any fucking shit straight people do to them.”

			He slips into silence and I hold it. Black T-shirt, black jeans, black what looks like Puma or Nike or whatever.

			“Get out of my house,” I say as calm as I could but I shivered out each word. He wants something from me.

			“You could have charged—”

			“Charge who? Charge who, Brown?”

			“Streggeh Don for one. You knew he was one of them, you knew it. Every fucking Jamaican know who the fuck Streggeh Don is. Yes, Mr. Batty Is Not Pussy. Blinded Rainford with him own two hands. You know who the fuck he is. And you know at least three of them was police.”

			I laugh.

			“Either you mad or me mad,” I say. “So you want me to press charges against Jamaica’s most popular musician and three members of law enforcement. In this country. Work it out for me, Brown. I going to the police to accuse the police of retaliating against some men who were breaking Jamaican law, because that is how they’re going to frame it. Why stop there? I can give them a head start by beating own self to death to save them the trouble.”

			“I wish somebody would take a fucking stand.”

			“You wish somebody would take the fucking hit, you smug son of a bitch. I didn’t see you go to any police. And charge who? And when the police beat me in the same station, first for being a battyman, then for daring to come spread AIDS to them, then for slandering the musician, what next? You picking up the cause after you find me dead in a ditch?”

			“I know—”

			“You don’t know a damn thing, Jordan Brown. Man murdered right in front your face and all now you can’t see that is Jamaica that kill him. Not one man or two. This whole fucking island kill him.”

			“You think me ’fraid to—”

			“That’s exactly what you is, you little shit. A ’fraid little boy. What you going do, pun me to death?”

			That’s when he staggered backways as if I punched him.

			“You know we did look for them, right? Six fucking months we tried to find them. Orrin and Matt, I mean.”

			“You…”

			“Me and Eddy. We search everywhere more than once. Uptown, downtown, ghetto, gully, my own morgue. Family, friend, work. We even go back to the scene of the crime. Barely escaped a mob trying to kill us. That was a night. Poor Eddy never experienced his life slipping away before. I tell you I wish I had a Polaroid of his face. That is a story that even have fairy godmothers. How people just vanish so? Just gone like them never did born? Nobody disappear like that.”

			“Jordan.”

			“Unless somebody disappear them.”

			“What you saying?”

			“You know what I fucking saying. Maybe those same men find them and finish the job. Maybe they will find me next, or you. Maybe their own neighbors figure out what they get beat up for and decide to dish out some more. Maybe they lock them in a room or stall or car trunk or whatever and burn it up. Maybe police in the crew track them, find them, and tie up the loose ends.”

			“Maybe they emigrated?” I say.

			“They didn’t fucking migrate. And they didn’t seek no political asylum neither.”

			“Then what, Jordan?”

			“You think I mean they both disappeared the same way. I mean, maybe. And fine, maybe Matt Chin did migrate. If his name was even Matt. The man had like four different houses, three different jobs, and five different names. All that man need to do to vanish is drop a name. And you didn’t go to Waterhouse with me and Eddy. You didn’t see these fucking people. The way they wanted to butcher us. Nobody can tell me that Orrin’s own neighbors didn’t kill him. And his family still in there smiling with them and chatting to those motherfuckers and making plans for church brunch or whatever as if nothing happened or worse, they did them a favor. But it’s fine. Your generation not used to doing anything.”

			“My generation?”

			“Yes, your raasclaat generation. The only thing you do well is flee. Well, if people like you not doing anything, I doing something.”

			“You a regular Miss World. Beauty and a purpose.”

			“Go suck yuh mother. I doing something.”

			“Yes, Mr. Take a Stand. What you doing exactly.”

			“I make them hose Gareth Coombes off Port Royal Street. That’s what I doing,” he says.

			I had nothing to say. His words slapped mine out of my mouth.

			“Lured him, seduced him, whatever your romantic novel imagination want to call it. Never liked the bredda. That shit was not real,” he says, but I know what the eyes of a man who has lost someone looks like.

			“Tell me you stopped with Coombes,” I say.

			“Don’t be stupid. I still doing something,” he says. Then he asks me if I have a problem with him crashing here tonight. Three times before dawn night terrors took over his sleep and left him screaming and crying all the way till morning. Between five and eight he slept in my arms as we both sat on the floor by the bedroom window. Still such a boy. Still such a fucking boy.

			There is a moment between when he woke and before he showered when that lost boy was wandering around, still looking adrift, asking permission to make ginger tea, too bashful to request a towel. And I said to myself, There he is, the Jordan Brown before life decide to scoop him up, take him to the highest height, and then let go. A sweet boy, perhaps too eager to please and far less cool than he thinks. If I had a television he would be watching cartoons. I wanted to grab him and ask, Who interrupted you? But then he took a shower and who emerged but the Jordan I know. The performance of the boy who puts on the armour of Jordan, the helmet of stubbornness, the sword of sarcasm, the shield of loss of faith, the whatever of vengeance. All of this is too big for him, so it drains him. No wonder he is so meagre.

			He made a joke about me using local soap. I considered cooking him breakfast, then handed him a box of three-minute oats and said milk is in the fridge. Milk taste like mucus, he said to me and turned on the kitchen tap. We sat and ate in silence: him and his dry cereal, me and a mango. From the corner of my eye I saw him look up to see if I was looking. Five hours later he was finally bored enough to leave.

			Most days I just sit at home, waiting for my pension cheque, and wonder if I should try to stage that play again. And that was before I found the script lodged between two albums on my bookshelf. Fortune and Men’s Eyes, by John Herbert. The truth is that I think about restaging that play all the time. I want to say it’s unfinished business but feel it’s more than that.

			“And what do you see when you bend over so far backward that you eyeing your own asshole?” he asked me.

			“ ’Bout time you eye that front door,” I said.

			Yours,

			Lochness

			

	

December 17

			Dearest Mark,

			Well, we are certainly in it. Pre-Millennium tension, existential dread, or maybe it’s just my backside twitching, waiting for the Rapture. I wish we weren’t taking AIDS into the next century. Yes, poverty, cancer, and ghetto politics, too, but it was getting to the point where every gay in Jamaica knew somebody who knew somebody. I hear they (and by “they” I mean Americans) are saying that it came from Africa, meaning somebody thinks a bushman had sexual congress with a chimpanzee. How it got from chimp to blackie to whitey is anybody’s guess.

			Sometimes I think I was never loved. Maybe by my father, but certainly not by my mother, or teachers, or priests, or other boys. I imagine there were men who thought themselves in love with me but I can’t say I ever felt it. Except for you, my dear boy, which is an odd thing to say for the man who pimped me out. I’m joking of course; rent needed to be paid, I had no skills that were of use to a black man in Blighty, there was only one thing about me that others wanted, and one must make hay while the jawline holds. I have never known domesticity either and have started to think they, domesticity and love that is, have something to do with each other.

			I was expecting (by which I mean dreading) Jordan but instead I got Mr. Always Willing to Please, Eddy Porteous. The little shit brought me a present and I call him a shit only because the present was a clock. Because that is just what a gay of a certain age wanted in his life, another reminder that he was running out of time. The problem with pretty young faggots is that nobody has told them that gay years are like dog years, except people tend to love the dog more as they get older.

			I asked the boy, “What are you doing here really?” and he said, “Helping you put up your sorry-looking Christmas tree.” He knew that I meant Why the fuck are you back in my life, Edmond Porteous? When are you going to realise that there is nobody here to save, especially now that I have saved myself? That in a way he was no different from Jordan Brown in that both are frozen in 1988 and are still doing everything in reaction to what happened and what did not. And no amount of plant watering, lawn mowing, National Dance Theatre season tickets procuring, and cable-channel buying (though I do appreciate the gay porn) will account for dodging a bullet, because a bullet is not something anybody should be sorry to miss. The future is here, so why am I the old bitch, the one who is still running out of time, natural time that is, why am I the only one all set to see it. These two young boys with everything to look forward to instead choose to run backwards and to be honest it offends me. Of course I said none of this when I told him that he was not the company I was expecting tonight so get the fuck out of my house.

			I look at the boy, the one who has a future marked on his face. The one who will most likely find something like love, something like marriage, something like a family, and the fact that all he wants to be is a damaged faggot makes me want to strangle him. But the only cruelty I have is words. So when he asked me what I know about this company that is coming, I said he both spits and swallows.

			“You don’t have to go on like some cunt about it,” he said.

			“Oh, my mistake. I thought abuse was what you came here for.”

			“Okay then.”

			“Seriously though, Mr. Porteous, why are you here? Again. We’re not friends, you know.”

			“Why? Why you saying that?”

			“Because, young man, you have this idea that surviving trauma makes us some sort of brothers, or friends, or whatever, but you never experienced the fucking trauma. You didn’t even witness it. You didn’t hear about it but read it.”

			“I was at the hospital the next day.”

			“Chasing the news or the ambulance?”

			“All right. Okay. So this really is it, when the old battyboy turn into a real pussyhole.”

			“Turn? Boy I was the sourest sourpussy from I was nine years old. But you still haven’t answered my question.”

			“Which is—”

			“What. The. Fuck. You. Doing. Here? To find out about me? That not what the phone is for? You want glad tidings of great joy? Send a letter. You want me to count the many reasons why we are not friends, boy?”

			“Me not trying to be your friend. Nowadays we call it being a good person. Maybe a human being.”

			“For who?”

			“What the fuck?”

			“For who? You being a good person for who? So you come in here in the goodness of your heart and can you believe it? When you leave I will be in the same place as when you came. I won’t be richer, I won’t live longer, I won’t see better, and my faith in humanity will be where it always fucking is. But you, when you leave, you must be bomboclaat high.”

			“Oh. So you think I come here to feel better about myself. That I go home and tell me mummy that I do a good deed today.”

			“No, not like that. I don’t think you tell her anything. You just walk back into your house feeling so much lighter, like you on a fucking cloud.”

			“Maybe I just feel sorry for you, Havelock.”

			“Fuck off. No, for real, fuck off.”

			“Maybe you flattering yourself,” he said, and I saw a look in his eyes I never saw before. I can’t describe it, only that it made me feel cheated and desolate.

			“Maybe all I feel for you is pity.”

			“Me say get out of me bomboclaat house!” I shouted.

			He turned away from me so that I wouldn’t see the look on his face when he walked out.

			Havelock

			

	

December 31

			Mark,

			We might as well begin with his visits, for after that night in 1995 Jordan Brown broke into my house all the time. Never using the front door because the homo is allowed one moment of drama and that was his. Two things: First, I thought of just leaving a window open but that would be an open invitation to every thief in Kingston, not just him. Second, I really did begin to wonder how safe I was with this non-burglar so easily breaking into my house. Sometimes it would be every two weeks or so. Other times it would be two, three, even four months and I would assume whatever he was doing finally caught up with him until he appeared sitting at the side of my bed, laughing as I screamed out. At least Eddy used the front door.

			So, 1996. Eight years since the thing. I think it was August. I began to wonder how this boy was supporting himself. No career, no inheritance, some proceeds from selling the funeral home, or maybe Paul Royale was again whoring him out. Jordan must have been in his late twenties now, almost twice the age of the kind of boy that Royale gives Devon House ice cream to fatten him up. I wondered where he slept, knowing that he has laid his head down in cars, on floors, in trees, and in the bed of countless men. But when he slipped into my house that August night what I saw was exhaustion. He gasped out every word to the point where I wondered if something was going on with his heart. I had not seen him for four months.

			“Thought you shuffled off this mortal coil for real this time,” I said, thinking wit would hide that this boy had scared the shit out of me.

			“Fear or wish?” he asked.

			“I am not getting up to make you tea.”

			“I know where it is,” he said, and I met him in the kitchen. He made some sarcastic crack about my pyjamas, a warning for the full onslaught that might come later.

			“You keeping yourself good, Havelock.”

			“Can’t say the same for you, young boy.”

			“What you call the opposite of good, clean living?”

			I honestly didn’t have an answer, but I noticed how the silence was eating him up. I didn’t say a thing as he put three different kinds of tea in a mug and turned on the hot water.

			“Kettle is right there.”

			“Don’t like waiting.”

			“Since when?”

			He smiled. Awkward moment over. He was so shifty and nervous, as if home space was something alien and he had to tell himself this is a counter, this is a table, this is a chair, and you can sit anywhere. “Sit where you want,” I said to him, and he propped himself up on the counter. There he was, Jordan Brown, but even when he was just a boy you only saw it after somebody hurt him.

			“Something about crossing a line, no true? Make you realise that line is just shit somebody write in chalk. No line at all,” he said.

			“Boy I come through the ’70s.”

			“Meaning what?”

			“Hippies, Bahá’í, Rastafari, Moonies, Children of God, Heaven’s Gate, Jim Jones, enlightenment can come from anywhere and anything, even inside a bubblegum wrapper.”

			“I don’t get what you—”

			“Cut the pop psychological bullshit and say what you want to say.”

			Either it was too easy to shock him back into the child he still is, or he came here looking for it. For himself, rather. Remember I am the one he comes to when he wants to cry all night. He’s been doing this since the late ’80s.

			I know what you have been dying to ask but can’t find a proper way to. The answer is no, I have never known the boy in the biblical sense. Squeeze a cracked cup and all you will do is shatter it. That is all I have to say on the matter.

			“What is the evilest thing you ever think of doing, and then you do it?” he asked.

			“Did it.”

			“Fuck off.”

			“Set out to break a man’s heart.”

			“Only that?”

			“Then I did it.”

			“Look how—”

			“I sold his love letters to the Daily Mail,” I said. “Right before the police arrested him for cocksucking in Piccadilly. Everton was his name. Family committed him to an asylum, I mean it was either that or prison and doom for the entire family. The judge said his case was ‘not without hope’ and that he could indeed ‘rescue’ himself, so they put him right in the Bromley madhouse among retarded royals and Nazi ladies-in-waiting. Oh, the family tried to pay me off. Then they tried to threaten me. Then they tried to kill me. Then they figured out how to get me to leave while still keeping my thick nayga lips shut. Poor Everton spent so much time in Bromley that he really did go mad. They didn’t let him out until the Patients in the Community Act forced them to. Want to hear the second one?”

			“Ball is yours, might as well serve.”

			“The other one I left to rot in a jail cell after the local police arrested him for fucking another man in his car right out on Palisadoes. I loved my safety more than I loved him, so that was that.”

			“I swear every time I talk to you I want to sing that song, Bwoi yuh a boy and yuh no man yet,” he said.

			I think the Coombes death unhinged Jordan in ways that he did not have words for despite being both chatty and convinced of his own brilliance. It did to him what breaking a taboo always does, which is to make you feel condemned and invincible at the same time. Remember when doing anything queer, even touching another man, felt like going too far? When everything you did after that came with an inside voice screaming, I fucking did it? Jordan was still on the counter. Maybe he was trying to look alluring, not the first time he tried to inject that kind of tension between us, but to me he looked skinnier and hungrier. And sadder.

			“People think past is past and you can’t go back and fix it. Bullshit. The one thing I remember from history class is that the past change all the raas time. All the time. You can go back, Havelock. You can fix it.”

			“What you talking ’bout now?”

			“Ever read Song of Solomon? The Toni Morrison novel, not the Bible story.”

			“Can’t say I have.”

			“You should. There’s an ah…what you call it…ah…a side story. Not even the main plot. So this part? It’s about these black men, seven of them. I don’t remember how they come together but what they do is, every time white people commit some atrocity on a black somebody, they commit one back on white people. Part of me wish the whole novel was about them. Don’t matter who, when, or where. Don’t even matter if the white person is guilty of the actual crime. Beat a nigger to death in Columbus, we goin’ bludgeon a honky to bits in Boulder. Don’t matter who he is, hell he or she might even be a nigger lover. This is not in the book, but say a white woman throw boiling water on a black maid. We drive up to the first white woman we see and scald the fucking bitch. They don’t have a second thought when they kill one of us, don’t care that the man was a father, son, husband, deacon, so we don’t give a fuck who we kill either. Let his fucking family starve because the breadwinner dead. The main character tried to make it seem like a bad idea, like the kind of idea that will kill your soul from the inside, in fact that is exactly what it does. But he didn’t count for the person whose inside dead already. See, on the surface it’s random, reckless, but in the grand scheme of things it balances out.”

			“Jesus, Jordan. I don’t think I want to hear the rest of this.”

			“Oh, don’t worry, Titus. I am anything but random. I mean, that would just be chaos.”

			“Jordan.”

			“Meaning the people I hunt might not be guilty of the crime, but they guilty of something.”

			“Hunt, Jordan? You serious?”

			“Rebut it then, Havelock. You look like you used to run the school debating club. Give me one line and I might even stop. Eye for an eye we all end up blind? Good. It’s what we see that make us judge, so fuck sight. We better off without it. It solves nothing? Me look like me on a bomboclaat solution mission? Revenge leaves you hollow inside? Who the fuck take on revenge to fill themselves up?”

			“I wasn’t going to say anything.”

			“You always have something to say.”

			“I don’t have anything to say.”

			“Bomboclaat say what you want say, to raas.”

			“You the one who come here to talk. So talk.”

			I don’t have much of a living room. A daybed and two dining chairs too ornate for dining. But he sits himself in the room and makes it look bigger. I am still in the kitchen, looking over at him. I want to say, Little boy, don’t you see how all of this is making you smaller? But instead I listen to him.

			“You still don’t watch news, right? So let me stage-direct the scene for you. Up curtain, the scene is the men’s bathroom of the natural sciences building at the University of Technology. Early morning, leaves still wet from dew, sounds of traffic already. Enter from stage right, two boys, maybe eighteen, maybe nineteen, but two boys. They were most likely just pissing at the same urinal and shared a joke. Or they might have never seen each other before this scene. The story is that they were jerking each other off, which could be true, but to a Jamaican two men sharing a warm joke with their cocks out pretty much counts as assfucking. Offstage, the two boys are seen by who the fuck knows, but he goes off to that mysterious place informers go to.

			“Now count down the seconds ten nine eight seven six five four three two…one. A murmur, a crowd murmur. Then a shout, then another shout, animal-like because the animals smell blood. The mass turns into mob, the mob turns into a chorus shouting the same thing. Burn the bloodclaat battyboy! The boys are the last to know what’s going on, in fact they think something is going on outside that they are missing. They run stage left to the second door, just as the mob bursts in, also stage left, and by ‘mob’ we mean the people pushed to the front, two on a mission, six caught up in the rapture. Now everybody know the secret superpower Jamaicans have to make things manifest in them hand. A rock just in case it’s raining and some fuckhole decides to splash you with his car. A bottle of acid just in case the bitch thiefing your man is on the same bus as you. Two car tires to necklace two cocksuckers but not before you beat them first. A psalm to turn it into a mission, ‘Batty Is Not Pussy’ to turn it into fun for the whole family. Six cricket bats, two canvasses of skin and bone, now bludgeoned into two different shapes. Beat the mouth so that it can’t spread AIDS, beat the limbs until they are soft like cloth, beat up, stab up, chop up black skin until two black boys turn red.

			“Enter stage left: two from Babylon, the long arm of the law. The two hunks of flesh and blood don’t sense being saved, only relief. The two policemen don’t have cricket bats, but they have batons, which they wave at the crowd like gladiators about to please the Colosseum. The crowd roars. The two policemen beat the two beaten boys even though there is not much boy left to beat. The last baton blow hits the boy’s head but it sounds like the baton hit cookie dough. The two from Babylon drag the motionless boys to exit stage right, leaving a trail of blood in their wake. Boy number one never sees properly again, nor can he raise his left arm, not because of the beating from the police or the mob, but from his father, who can’t believe a battyboy come out of his decent mama’s God-fearing pussy. Boy number two comes from more refined stock. His family loves him, but they know his life here is over. They don’t bother to seek justice, I mean from who? For who? At the airport on a flight to Miami, he is the youngest passenger to require wheelchair assistance. Then he vanishes in the air like an afterthought.

			“Cop number one: Corporal Isaiah Ruth never stopped telling anybody who would hear, even total strangers, about that time when he was all that stood between decency and perversion. He is just one man but look, massa, he had to do his part in steering this country back on the right track. One wife, three children, one girlfriend, four dogs, and two cars. Three-bedroom house in Havendale but he’s adding another bedroom and a rooftop deck. Cop number two: Constable Butch Butcherson, middle child, one wife, one girlfriend, one cousin he is still fucking. Vineyard Town address but not his home. Also: old Vineyard Town if you know what I mean. Oh, you don’t.

			“Old Vineyard Town mean the house make out of wood and plaster, maybe some brick. I know you not dense, Havelock, so I know you know where I’m going with this. Let me spoil the ending by telling you that he survived! Can you believe that shit? Made it through the fire with only two third-degree burns. The woman in the matrimonial home was not his wife, so nobody needs to talk about her, I mean him definitely not going to. I tell you, man, our heroes just keep heroing. Constable Butch was never much to look at but the scar turned the left side of his face into the surface of the moon, so at least now he has character.”

			“Mr. Brown, I’m not here to be your witness or confessor.”

			“Corporal Isaiah Ruth.”

			“Jordan, I don’t—”

			“Corporal Isaiah Ruth. Plump and proud like him auditioning for blackie Santa Claus. You know Madonna have this theory ’bout vegetarians? She say that them paler than other people.”

			“Yeah? Blessed virgin appear on your napkin or in your toilet?”

			“What? Jesus Christ, Havelock, you must be the most disappointing battyman ever. Cocksuckers all the way in Timbuktu know Madonna. Anyway, just like how she have a theory about vegetarians. I have a theory about homophobes. Several, to tell the truth. But one is that they fucking love bikes. So, Corporal Isaiah Ruth. Way too fucking old to still ride bike, but after seeing his wife I understand why he would want something lively between his legs. I want the invincibility of a cop, or maybe just the attitude of Babylon. Nobody who live in Kingston take the same route home every day, but Corporal didn’t give a fuck. Hope Road, right turn on Seymour where the streetlight is always out. Seymour to Old Hope Road to Latham Avenue to Roosevelt Avenue to Arthur Wint Drive right by the stadium. Leave UTech at 9:15 p.m. every night as somebody takes over his shift. If you wondering how come a seasoned cop didn’t notice me following him, it’s because I wasn’t following him. But I was waiting for the motherfucker at the corner of Seymour and Montrose.

			“Nine twenty-three and he was coming down Seymour. Was I sure it was him? Sure enough. Stomped the gas like I wanted to hurt it. The car lurch like it wasn’t sure, screech on the asphalt and tear right into the fucking bike. You should have seen him do the backward triple somersault, head over heels over head over heels over head over heels and disappear in the dark like the night swallow him up. Heard neither crash nor thud. I left the bike in the middle of the road, the wheels still spinning. Also stayed away from the news for like a week. I honestly don’t know what happen to him. But I also don’t care.”

			“I see.”

			He stood there looking at me like a cat who just brought me a dead mouse.

			“Well?”

			“Well what?” I say.

			“What the bloodclaat, Havelock. Tedium is not your fucking thing, so get over with it.”

			“You goin’ have to spell that one out for me.”

			“Get to the fucking part where you tell me that this solve nothing.”

			“You already took us to that part, my boy.”

			“Me not your fucking boy.”

			“You not a fucking man neither, if that is what you thinking. But hold on. Don’t make me laugh. You want it.”

			“You don’t have nothing me want.”

			I laugh out loud. Cackle like the Wicked Witch of the West.

			“Of course. I must have had the misfortune of seeing the other Jordan Brown these ten years. Look at you, you sad little boy.”

			“Call me little boy one more time—”

			“And what? You take your sarcasm and affront me to death? Silly little faggot. You want me to appeal to your conscience. Try to shame you. Maybe, maybe I say something like Larry Chang and the Gay Freedom Movement didn’t put their whole lives on the line for this. This not going the way it supposed to, don’t it?”

			“Don’t know what you yapping ’bout now.”

			“This, fool. This whole scene. The way it played out in your head, just an hour ago. You were supposed to tell me you might have killed a man—”

			“Not might have—”

			“Oh please, Jordaneisha. You went back and confirmed it, you know, like a real killer? Far as you know, the son of a bitch stitched himself up and went home on the same bike. Make me guess. You thought I would say something about how this will cost you your soul—no no no no, you were waiting on a ‘You’re no different from them.’ Nobody told you? You have to sin to get saved, you fucking jackass. But you know what? Let me help you out. Oh my, you vengeful bitter battyboy, what will this cost your soul? Oh dear boy.”

			“Fuck off.”

			“But but but you’re going to set the movement back. All our progress oh no.”

			“Havelock—”

			“Don’t you know you’re only going to make things worse for us?”

			“Stop.”

			“What me goin’ tell all the old queen them at battyman outreach?”

			“I swear I goin’ fucking kill you.”

			“You couldn’t even kill Gareth Coombes. That poor boy had to sort him own self out. So why don’t you fuck off and come back when you have something to be mad at instead of feeling sorry for.”

			I’ve been fighting since my second day in England. And when I saw that my silly little Jamaican high school fisticuffs wasn’t going to cut it I took myself to the Peckham Amateur Boxing Club where I had to fight just to get from one end of the street to the other. Which is to say that when this unschooled raw nerve of a boy lunged for me I just bounced out of the way and used his own momentum to trip him. Poor boor staggered, correcting himself, and threw his face into one jab, then another, then a cross, then one more jab, then an uppercut right into his fucking chin so hard that he nearly bit his tongue off. Boy went stiff, rocked a little, then fell flat on his back, I mean the floor quaked like 1907. I watched him try to cough himself back into regular breathing.

			And then he did this. Lurched forward again but changed his mind quick.

			There have been since then at least nine attacks I know to be him, even though he’s only confessed to four. But in the madness I see the method, and that method is that he does have a culmination, an end point that might mean the end of him. And a target both surprising and inevitable. Call it his masterpiece. The one where he will go too far (which is saying something about a man who might have already committed murder) into some territory from which he will never come back. And yet the person most curious in all of this is still me. You know the question that I am afraid to ask myself. Have you ever read Joyce Carol Oates? Of course not, you old British cunt. Pick up any anthology of American fiction and you will see her story, ‘Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been?’ We don’t have to go into it, but basically the Big Bad Wolf realises that he doesn’t have to blow the house down, he only needs to threaten to, and just like that, little prepubescent piggy comes out all by herself to seal her own fate. But I heard it was based on an actual thing, one of these serial killer types that America produces every week who was prowling around some suburbs picking off the teenagers one by one. The thing is, all the kids knew who it was yet none of them said a single thing. They all just went about their business, waiting to be next. We all do it, and we do it all the time, but none of us have ever explored the sick perversion in being the one who will just wait and see.

			It’s the last day of the month the year the century, and the millennium. I wish we could slam the whole world shut.

			Yours,

			Havelock
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			Speaking of funerals, it rained at Paul Royale’s. Hard too, so much that just standing there took the kind of fortitude that could only come from staying married to a man like him for forty years. Lady Royale, one of them original this-too-shall-pass Jamaican women, standing stiffer than a soldier beside the queen, I mean she looked like those women who think it’s kinda noble to put up with whatever one puts up with for a house in Cherry Gardens. And to be addressed as Lady Royale even though spouses of ambassadors don’t get a title. Word is that Bob Marley’s wife gave as good as she got, but Candace Royale looks like she never gave up a single thing ever.

			I could say that the ambassador finally got the social acceptance that he never quite got in life but that wouldn’t be true. Social acceptance was never his problem, nor was it for Biff Pennyworth who run the dance company when he was not hunting down ghetto boys, nor for Kent Frasier, the dean of art school, who used to suck off two extended members of the British royal family. Allegedly. None of them lost social status because all of them took a cleaver to whatever connected public life to bedroom life, and everybody was pleased with this arrangement. Also at the funeral, the ministers of national security, tourism, foreign investment, and trade; the ombudsman; and white men and women who I assumed were diplomats or they would have no business being there.

			And then there was his aide-de-camp, some skinny sissy who up to this point kept his drama in check but let all that shit out. This Miss Jamaica look like him was going to throw himself into the grave. Drama. Can’t have battyman tragedy without battyman spectacle, that’s just the law. Meanwhile wife and son were standing out for all the wrong reasons because they weren’t feeling shit; for real it was like watching two dead trees in dry dirt. Somebody called somebody to make sure nobody carried the story even though the editors in chief of both newspapers showed up. And who else should show up as soon as I thought of him but Havelock Titus. You don’t know him. Oh wait, you do, or at least you should, given the huge impact you’ve had on his life.

			First thing him asked: How I keeping. I said, “Not like you the better one,” which is what people always say, but in his case he really did look better than I’ve seen him in years. Thanks to whoever for whatever AIDS cocktail he was on, because the man looked so fresh and green that I had to walk right up behind him to whisper that a funeral is supposed be a solemn occasion. Havelock, still sighing out entire sentences like he already bored with you. We were at least twenty graves away from the burial, pretty much at a different funeral. I said, “Jesus, you look good.”

			“You should take some B complex, no, B12. And some vitamin D. You must be the palest negro me ever see,” he said. The bitch could have just said thank you.

			“Always a pleasure, Havelock.”

			“Staying out of trouble?”

			“Not getting caught if that’s what you mean.”

			“Certain news been coming to me.”

			“Through what, smoke signals? Hold on. Bomboclaat…the internet? You?”

			“Don’t get cute.”

			“ ’Cause we watching the detectives?”

			“What?”

			“Nothing. Wouldn’t dare be cute with you.”

			“Stay out of trouble, Jordan.”

			“But, Havelock, getting into trouble is my favorite thing.”

			And bailing you out of trouble is not mine, he didn’t say, but I know he thought it. You could read the thought in his eyes that stared at me cold. Havelock blinked less than other people. I was about to say, Too late!, but them words dried up before they left my mouth.

			God knows I hate how this man think him know me because he always knew where to find me. This was the game we used to play. He pretended to know more than he did, and I said more than I should, so he found out anyway. But I’m not the boy who run to him after my father chase me off with a cricket bat or gun or when Paul Royale done leave me at the mercy of whichever pervert friend just give me Rohypnol at his house. Havelock suspect a disturbance in the gay force and that disturbance is me.

			“Maybe what you sensing is a balancing,” I said.

			“What, boy?” he says to me.

			“In the force.”

			“Some older gentleman feeding you that crack rock again?”

			“Jesus Christ, Havelock.”

			The hymn “How Great Thou Art” found its way over to us just as the gravediggers began to lower the casket. “Stay out of trouble,” he said again and left. Fine, he was just leaving, but it felt like abandoning, which made me hate him. I know he will never forgive me and I can live with that. It’s when he removed me from his list of people to worry about that…well…it’s…whatever. “Fuck off, Havelock,” I said, but it was to empty space.

			This life turn me skinny again. I mean I’m a fucking stick.

			Gwendolyn flew to Costa Rica and took my daughter with her. She is never coming back. It’s fine, you don’t have to care about her.

			Three days after he died, somebody noticed Daddy was dead. You’d think the smell would have been a giveaway, but Mummy could barely stand the smell of him sick so she let loose at least ten air fresheners in there. Nobody but the housekeeper ever went in to see him and if we’re really being honest, all of us have been around dead-people smells for so long that one rotting body was not going to gain anybody’s notice. Mummy got everything but wanted nothing so she kept the house and split the business between me and the sister. I sold all the shares to her and have been living off the money kinda. But I don’t need much to live. I’m not even sure most people would call this living.

			My name is Jordan Brown.

			You don’t know me.

			I’m thirty-six but sometimes I feel like I’m twenty-six. Or sixteen. Kent Richards is a boy from high school who first smoked crack in 1988, either right before or after a bunch of men beat seven of us up and left us for dead. Shit, you killed one of us. I bring Kent up because we both froze ourselves in 1988 and have been living there ever since. Honestly the feeling is like suspension in high school. 2005 and the twenty-first century still feel like a surprise. Is it just me or you feeling it, too? 2005 and now I hate gay men, too. Like this man who living with his mother and his husband or civil partner or whatever they want to fucking call it. I hate every normal bone in their normal bodies. I wonder what John Rechy thinks about all these men who in order to live gay gave up being queer. John writes books. I wonder because these homos are not faggots at all.

			I know. Somebody like me should be living in a hole or cave or something. Is true. This does look like a place you take somebody to do something they will regret. I think tricks sometimes look around for an axe. One time I left out some rope and okay some leather cuffs, and this poor twink screamed for his mother. No, you don’t know what a twink is. Okay, maybe said twink was here longer than he thought he would be, and maybe he was a closet case who came on TV six months ago to explain why in this God-fearing country we should keep the buggery laws on the books. Maybe he really thought I was going to both fuck and kill him. Mind you this was after yelling for me to tie him up. Then he saw that all of it was for real and pissed himself. Then the bawling started and then the slapping—meaning me slapping him because bitch would not shut up. As if a scream mean anything down here. Besides, my straight razor only nicked his nuts. Even though I said to remain perfectly still or it won’t be perfect, this hysterical queen was screaming for his life. Fine, I might have taunted him to keep bawling, because in here is like outer space: Nobody can hear you scream. And maybe I wanted him to come to terms with what severed testicles would mean, but I let him go. I hate that phrase, “let him go,” because it’s too loaded, I mean he was the one who begged me to tie him up. “Hold it down and take ’way,” this queen said and I have it on tape. And when I cut the rope (so dramatic) and he ran naked to his car I said from the window that yes, me did film everything and he didn’t look afraid when he was showing all his expertise in oral sex.

			As for this place, I built it myself. Meaning I bought and shipped that prefab shed house kit all on my own, including the crate it was shipped in, attached it to the truck I bought with funeral home money, and took everything up into the hills, taking a side road that has only ever been seen by a donkey. In America there was a guy like me that they called the Unabomber, although that idiot just sounds like a nerdy white boy thinking he entitled to pussy because he’s smart. I want the good people of Jamaica to know that I built the bathroom before the bedroom, and dug a well before I put up the roof. I raised the walls, put in the windows, strapped down the roof, screwed in the door hinges, and hooked up the gas burner outside. Nobody will ever come here, but if they do, the house will look like Goldilocks is inside taking a big nap.

			It’s where I store stuff like books, canned food, clothes I’ll never wear again, replacement truck parts, the television that never worked, and the radio that kept telling me bad news.

			Oh, and you, Streggeh Don.

			Don’t have nothing to say now? Yesterday you wouldn’t shut up, wouldn’t fucking shut up. You’d be happy to know that the world finally notice that you’re gone. Seven whole days before anybody report you to the police and another five before anything like a search happen and still another three days before the police alert the media. You know what this means. That as fucked up as this is, I might be the only person in the world who actually cares about you. The rest were only too happy to have you out of them face if only for a few weeks. Talk about silent shit that speaks volumes, you know who reported you missing? A higgler. A fucking informal commercial importer who sell you skin bleach. Not your wife, not your girlfriends, not your son, not your father, or uncle. Not your neighbor, not even any of the men who work in your studio, Streggeh Don so loved that people would rather enjoy you being gone than report you missing.

			And I do like you. Some of your songs are really good. I particularly like “P is for Punaani,” “Tek We Back (to Africa),” “Boomshot Is the Shotta,” and can I confess this to you? I not the first battyman to say me love “Batty Is Not Pussy.” That shit use to ram gay club until some ugly queen from America translate the Jamaican. Batty is not pussy / We no push / Inna the tushy. Fucking genius, man. Fucking genius. Forget Mervyn Morris, you is the real poet laureate.

			Sometimes I wish I could walk through the world like a straight man. You know, just stand at a corner and scratch me balls, or order a box lunch, or shake a man’s hand and don’t let go, or hug the shit out of another man when they score a football goal. A man who never have to think about doing a damn thing, I mean I have to think about which foot I will step with first. I have to think if my one clean jeans will be the one that get me stoned today because they’re too skinny. My corner fucking dark if I just feel like wearing a dress. I tell you, the straight black man is the straight white man of the third world. Then I remember how I fucking hate straight men; you people are literally why the world is about to collapse.

			But not you.

			You just want the world to know that batty is not pussy.

			Hear this now. I pull out the gag, you promise not to spit.

			No, for real do that again and I put a gun to your head and give you another use for your mouth.

			I am trying to be nice.

			Yes, me nice. Well, nice to you right now.

			And there you go again. Which body part you goin’ chop off today? You already cut out my heart two weeks ago. Then you said you goin’ chop up me bloodclaat, which wasn’t very nice, but last time me check that was not a body part. I mean between the weekend and today you promised to break me neck, slash me throat, beat up me pussyclaat, burn down me raasclaat, rape me mummy and kill me daddy, although him already dead. Right. Now you goin’ dig out me eyeballs, which I have to tell you is the only thing you say so far that I take serious. For real.

			Him doing as good as one can do though, thanks for asking. Doing better than me if you can imagine that. Rainford Ellis. Ah live it up in Majorca now, with a man whose face he have to feel to know him handsome. That’s Spain. But you know I only hear these things. I don’t talk to the boy in years. They have two children and three stray dogs.

			What you mean, who? Rainford. Rainford Ellis. The man whose eyes you gouged out back in 1988. Extracted the first, wrested the second like you on some archaeological dig. The last thing that poor boy see was your fucking smile.

			So let me see it. I want to see what burn in a man memory.

			Yes, smile. Go on.

			Oh no, you can’t smile with a gag in your mouth?

			Do it anyway.

			I said smile, you son of a bitch.

			Like I said, I really trying to be nice. Why me goin’ be wicked to the one and only Streggeh Don, the Girls Them Pet? You the main reason I build this whole place, I mean you might as well have been the foreman. The whole time I building it I’m thinking, What would Streggeh like? Is he a wood man or an iron man? Mountain view or coastline? Mid-century modern or just modern? These are the things I fuss over, Streggeh. Last week you said your name is Winston. Now listen, it’s not that I think you was lying, but that it’s beside the point. Your name is Streggeh Don, you always was Streggeh Don, and you will always be Streggeh Don. No before or after, you’re like the universe: just simply is. You mother call you Streggeh, after all Winston is the name of somebody who sweep street.

			Hungry?

			Me neither. My mouth’s just bored.

			Okay.

			Here we go. And listen this time don’t—

			Son of a bitch.

			Yeah? Don’t like that, don’t it? I tell you what happen when you spit. Me say fi…hey, bomboclaat boy. How much teeth me knock out last time, eeh? How much bloodclaat teeth? You think you can just spit ’pon man like this is 1988? Ah so you think this goin’ go? Chill, brethren. Chill or this gag right back in your mouth and you losing teeth to bite it.

			Me say chill.

			Fuck you, man, have me out here talkin’ ’bout 1988. I don’t know what’s worse, me remembering everything, or you not recalling shit. Some of the men in that room you change their life forever, but for you it might as well have been a shit stain on your brief. One wash and gone.

			1988.

			Shit.

			Just got paid / It’s Friday night / Party hunting / Feeling right. Don’t know it? Too disco, right? You have to forgive us battymen, we always living somewhere else because none of us can live here. I mean, man like you make sure of that. But let me remind you.

			Should we do it to music?

			So, 1988.

			June the 3rd, 1988. That’s when you and your closest friends, you and your anti-faggot SS, drop down on we like it was Kristallnacht. Don’t bother, you don’t fucking know what that is. You know which one of us was Omar? From the point you all invite yourselves in, there was no way you was going to leave that house with any trace of the gay. Yow, ever hear about this man named Eminem? White rapper. Famous. Biggest in the world. You would like him. But this bredda, his favorite thing to rap about is how he hate homosexuals. Hate them like how Jesus hate sin. Yet, and this is where you come in, Streggeh, there is more cocksucking and buttfucking goin’ on in his records than any gay porn. My point being that for a bunch of men who can’t stand it, you seem really obsessed with how we fuck. I mean, “Batty Is Not Pussy” is basically a manual on gay sex. You even include foreplay.

			But God was on your side. Judgment, right? By the time your crew finish with we, one man dead, every single one of us maimed, nearly everyone have a broken bone or two, and one of us had two wet red holes where his eyes used to be. I asked if you knew which one of us was Omar. He the one you left with thirteen stab wounds and a tree branch up his buttocks postmortem so that his daughter could see it on the evening news. Reporter made it seem like Omar killed himself by impaling his own asshole. Me, I still walk with a limp. Nobody really notice it, but I know. Bet you didn’t know that one of the man you was beating up was HIV positive. Yeah, man, let that shit sink in. All those heads you busting, all that blood you shedding, spit and sweat you all receiving and none of you know that it all carrying the thing that will kill all of you. Chill, my youth. This is 2005. If you did get AIDS in ’88 it would have killed you and everybody you’ve fucked by now. Wow, I only know one other man who could sigh with his whole body. Look at me tying you down to cut you up and it’s getting HIV that scare the shit out of you. Oh, you not scared. Battyboy can’t frighten you? And where that fresh piss smell coming from, duppy?

			Gareth Coombes.

			Him another man you supposed to know.

			How come you in a room with men all there for the same purpose and you don’t know who he is? Boy me did think all of you was friend, or at least you went and get two beer after you leave us all for dead. Maybe you did even go to a go-go club to remind yourself what pussy look like. No? So, you telling me the only reason you men got together is so that you can brutalize somebody else. You know, that is the most disappointing thing in all this, and the most scary. Is like in a election where you find the one fucking reason that makes you a one-reason voter. Martin Luther King don’t know shit. This is how we shall overcome. Just find the one person we all hate in common and unite to kill him.

			But Gareth Coombes, man. The one man in the room working so hard to stomp out his own homosexuality that he tried to kill it through killing other people. The suppressed ones are always the worst. Maybe you was suppressing shit, too, because man, you was the worst.

			Took me weeks, which turned into months, which turned into years before I just say fuck that. Kiss me ass with that turning-the-other-cheek bullshit. People say stop playing the victim. Well, playing victim get me through seventeen years. Been keeping a catalog of scars since 1988 and I have a story for every single one—want to hear one? No? Suit yourself, reggae singer. But I still going tell you anyway.

			Let’s call the first man Clive. Clive was the stage manager. Still is, by the way, mostly putting on children’s plays. Nice boy who love him grandmother. We used to fuck every afternoon before rehearsal. That was the only sex in my life that was not transactional, not that you need to know that. Did you even know we were rehearsing a play? I swear to God sometimes I wish we had as much sex as straight people think. You all think we just swing from orgy to orgy, but who can blame you? We have battymen out here saying, Hey we’re just like you except for this one little thing, no wonder you think this one little thing is everything. Okay. Confession: I really might be having more sex than you. I mean. A stereotype isn’t bad because it’s false. You probably think I’m looking to fuck you—easy, easy, cool down, stud. Rest assured the last place I want my penis to end up is inside you.

			And now look at your face.

			You kill us for wanting you but are disappointed when we don’t? How that work? Sometimes I just want to punch you all in the face. Let me make it clear again: The only thing I want to push up in you is a knife.

			Yeah, like this one. Oh, you quiet now.

			Man like you have so much mouth, but now you don’t have nothing to say. Brethren, you literally no longer under a gag order. Tell me again how you goin’ kill me once you get free. Once them find you. Or like in movies where me make one false move and boom! You outsmart me. That’s the scenario you think will most likely happen, no true? Let me make this simple for you. There is no free for you. That ship sail. Gone, me say.

			And as for—

			Not now, man. Not now.

			I said not now.

			Yow, I can still see you. Fuck off.

			Sorry, man, but this damn bitch won’t leave me alone. Nobody asking for you, okay? Nobody asking for you. Bomboclaat go.

			I swear he is getting worse. You saw him, didn’t you? No fucking manners, no nothing. And that damn smell, like wet road and dead dog. I can’t stand it. Is you him curious about. Nothing left to know about me. His coworkers used to call him Mr. Coombes but his mother call him Gareth. Careful, don’t distract him. Any sudden move and his head comes apart.

			You don’t know him? He was one of you. But ever since the afternoon he try to fly off that roof, he won’t leave me alone. Yes, I talking about you behind the standing mirror. Streggeh is my witness. Streggeh, get him to talk to you because he don’t talk to me. Maybe you can get him to say something. Anything. Otherwise stop looking at me like a fucking raccoon. Because that shit is not cool, Coombes. It’s just not cool. I didn’t tell you to do it. Streggeh, tell him that he might as well say I pushed him.

			Oh, don’t come with that “in a way you push him” bullshit. All of a sudden Streggeh Don full of wit. Next thing you goin’ tell me is that “Batty Is Not Pussy” is just a metaphor for the struggle against the capitalist shitstem. You know what, reggae star? You shut the fuck up, too.

			Me say shut up, you.

			Shut you fucking mou—

			Shut it!

			Great. Bomboclaat fabulous. Look what you make me do. Blood from the forehead flow like a river, did you know that? Oh, now you want me to touch you. No.

			Ransom? Nobody paying a ransom, Streggeh, because I didn’t ask for one.

			Do I look like I need money? Check it, my youth, one of the few things I like about straight men is that no matter what happens, you believe somehow you goin’ wake up in your own bed tomorrow and everything will be all right because things always work out for men like you. So let me make this perfectly clear because you must be fucking dense. There is no scenario where you leave this place alive. Clear enough for you or you want a PowerPoint? You—

			What the fuck, Gareth?

			What now? What you need?

			You know what? Let us all take a breath.

			Gareth. Gareth, you don’t need to be scared anymore. You already done, baby. There is no morning to wake up to, no new thing to discover, no lesson left to learn, no country left to visit, no friend yet to make, no new leaf to turn over, no fingernails or toenails to clip, no hair to cut because you dead, baby.

			You just dead.

			He don’t like hearing that.

			I mean, really don’t like it.

			What I going have to do to make you go?

			I talking to Gareth, not you.

			Right.

			Okay, if I let him go will you let me go?

			Why you don’t just leave? Huh? Take your smash-up body and check out. Just say later for this place and leave me alone, can you do that? Oi! Is you me talking to!

			And shut the fuck up, Streggeh, or I swear I going take this cutlass and make you a bigger mouth. As for you, you fucking shut up. Or we’re going to take that hammer over there and club a hole bigger than your mouth. Oh, you think me is all talk. You know what? Good night for you.

			

			

			Good morning.

			Don’t feel bad. Only the bad sleep well.

			Do you know who Kurt Cobain is?

			Today is his birthday.

			I don’t know nothing about this love shit, but Kurt Cobain was the only time in my entire life that I came close to feeling love. You sing love song? You know what love is? That kind of love don’t count. Yes, I did hear “9 Is for the Months You Carry Me,” not your best work to be honest. I mean even Hitler loved his mother. Sorry about the mosquitoes. Yes, I going have to spray the room with you in it.

			I wonder if you know what you did to me that night. No, not us. Me. I wonder if you know what you did to this body. The short answer is everything. I want you to understand that it’s not that I didn’t know hurt. My father hurt me when I allowed it. That’s why when he couldn’t chase me with the cricket bat anymore I turn around and hurt him. But you…Yes, I laugh now. Crying is what I did for the past seventeen years. Because I still feel like you just tried to murder me.

			I have this theory. You want hear it? Fuck off if you don’t. I think there was something erotic in what you all did—I mean despite there being a stage and some people in costume, and despite pages of fucking scripts all over the place, some of you said you walked into an orgy. Here’s what I think. That you all wanted to see us fuck. Not that it turned you on to have sex, certainly not with us, but it did turn you on to wreak violence. I mean I’ve heard your music, Streggeh Don. Listen, I don’t have a moral compass either way, but a man who sings Slice up the pussy and gouge out the meat get as much from having sex with a woman as he would beating her to death. Anyway, that’s my theory.

			Yeah? Maybe you shouldn’t have kicked away the food the last time.

			No.

			That’s why you have a straw. So that you won’t need your hands.

			Don’t care. Piss right there.

			Funny. You funny. Don’t fool yourself, reggae star. I wouldn’t even fuck you with your own dick. Why don’t you think hard about being a nicer person? Otherwise, later for you.

			

			

			Morning. You still doing it. You still waking up thinking you in someplace else, but here we are. Never changing. One day you will come to accept that you will die here. Okay, I’m being dramatic; look at me with a flair for drama, you’d almost think I was gay.

			Hold on, you actually crying.

			Look at you making me feel bad. Sorry that you’re sad, but the only person you ever feel sorry for is you.

			No, really, look at you. Out in the street you so mighty that men like you beat up men like me while singing your songs.

			Your fans. Your legacy.

			Let me tell you about my fucking legacy.

			University of Technology. Don’t fuss over the date. It’s not right now and that’s all that’s important. Right behind the seminary school, all those Jamaican boys holding the promise of the country’s future but in the present gang-raping a lesbian straight. I know what you’re thinking. Was she asking for it? Was she asking nice? You’re a fucking musician and all my ’90s grunge references just land dead on you. Eight of them if you count the lookout, twelve if you count the men who see it happening and keep walking. Two kicks in the belly sort out the problem of her trying to scream. Rapist number six tells her that she must ah love up the cocky by now because she feel wet. You will like this part. The university refused to investigate—pick your reasons why: They’re not the police, the seminary not officially part of the university, two of those boys on scholarship, no witnesses. And this one: There is suspicion of moral degeneracy on all fronts, particularly from the alleged complainant, meaning the slut get what she looking for. School wouldn’t even give sick leave, so she had to take her exams with some of the same boys that rape her. Not goin’ lie, I didn’t know her. Don’t even know what she look like. I just listen when women talk and soon enough one them say “Me nah come back to this place because Bertram Caldwell say me is next.” Found Caldwell, again he wasn’t trying to hide. Oh yeah, I leave him with one more hole than he was born with.

			Revenge? I’m not the person qualified to get it. Call it karma acceleration. Besides, the only person I seek revenge on is you.

			Because of what you do, you dumbfuck.

			Because of what you didn’t do.

			What didn’t you do? You didn’t leave us the fuck alone. You didn’t let us off with a warning. You didn’t leave it at just beating us. You didn’t leave all of us alive. You didn’t leave any eyes in Rainford’s head. You know what you did not do? You didn’t leave a single one of us with any sense of ourselves or any belief in this world. Because of you I can never have an open door behind me again. That is all the shit you didn’t do, Streggeh Don.

			You didn’t make me gay?

			Good one. No, for real. When you take aim you pull the trigger and bang.

			Maybe I should thank you.

			Until that night I don’t think I had focus. After that night that shit get filed down razor-sharp. I mean, wow. You could say until that night I was just floating in space. But you brought me crashing the fuck down to Earth. How’s that for a hoary-ass metaphor? What am I fucking saying anyway?

			You ever hear of LaShonda Shomanda? Man, I have nothing but stories today. Grew up a normal boy in a normal place in Maverley. Grew up like any other boy except she knew she was a girl. Some of her neighbors did know that from long time in the way that we Jamaicans sometimes absorb plenty, you know how it is; she a whore but she our whore, he a gay but he our gay. Everybody in the street know LaShonda Shomanda and those who didn’t know didn’t care. That might make you think that her neighborhood was tolerant. Bullshit. They harass and beat her up so much that a LaShonda beating became as familiar as a water lock-off. Where Rickston and Everald? Must be somewhere ah beat LaShonda. When she about fourteen, her daddy had enough and not just kick her out but got the neighbors to help. Guess him did get tired of just punching her in the face or trying to break her arm or grabbing some plank of wood to burst another hole in the back of her head—you know, good parent shit. She probably didn’t feel any of it anyway, I mean I didn’t feel any of it when my daddy used to beat me.

			LaShonda Shomanda, call her what her daddy call her: Wayne James. “LaShonda, where you get that scar right above your left brow,” her friends ask her. “Nuh from me daddy,” she would say and laugh it off. “Him throw a rock as big as my head straight for my face but only connect with me eyebrow.” Two more time them catch her in the neighborhood and beat her, her friends say, but she couldn’t stay away from her mother. Anyway, this other event they told her not to go but is a street party so they can’t stop her, after all nobody own no street. Matraca say at least go in boy drag, but LaShonda Shomanda say, “Me’s not no boy.” And she gone to street dance in her pink T-shirt and brick batty rider. Matraca still cussing her ghost, “Why you bring this ’pon yourself?” But every time LaShonda hear a Lady Saw song, her head take her and she can’t control herself.

			So my girl buss ’pon the dance floor and put down one piece of winding like she is double- and triple-jointed! Lo and behold the gal go wind up ’pon a boy. Nothing new there so the boy wouldn’t even know except for two things. One, LaShonda tell her sister, who tell her cousin, who tell her friend that maama man a draw down ’pon the dance and two, LaShonda in drag but she didn’t tuck. “Is a boy,” Matraca hear him say, and she immediately say, “LaShonda, make we cut!” But she too stubborn, she not stopping dancing. Four man and two woman suddenly surround her, one saying that her foot too big to be a woman’s. “You is man?” one of the woman ask. Matraca whispering, “We need to leave right now,” but LaShonda Shomanda shouting, “Of course me is woman, which man you know can dance so?” Then one of the man pull up her dress and say that her pumpum so fat it must have pus. The people hold her down, pull off her panty, and cocky pop out.

			Matraca run until she reach a church. LaShonda try to run but somebody trip her and once she hit the ground the crowd make sure she never come back up. Stomp the bones out of her skin and when they realize after twenty minutes that she not dead leave her alone. But then they come back. Man was kicking her in the head and chest, woman was whipping her with a stick. One of the woman who somebody call Mimosa run over to LaShonda and plunge a pocketknife into her back three time. Another man wearing a security guard uniform shout how unu just love up all the nice time and fire two bullet in her back. The worst part? She still not dead and as soon as the people find out they get even more mad.

			Bernice Stennett, we know her name because she’s a justice of the peace. Bernice here thinking that LaShonda was a herald of the devil. By now the whole mob was looking at her refusal to die as the work of Satan himself. Bernice herself jump into her Honda CRV and drive over LaShonda’s body until she is a carcass. When people see LaShonda Shomanda blood spread like wings on the street that’s when they scatter. Not a single person brought justice, not even Bernice.

			This neighborhood not far from Waterhouse, which was a place I nearly got killed by a mob. Imagine that. Fatty Boom-Boom Lane, low-income housing, brand-new Suzuki. Sometimes I forget how easy it was. Just waited until somebody drove up and as soon as she tried to climb out of her car, ran up and slammed the door against her body. She tried to scream but I slammed the door again, two times, three times, four times, five. Then drove off with her car, she tied up in the back seat. Drove her car all the way out to Mayfield Junction and said, “Bernice, this is your lucky night, my love. You choose, either I stone you, beat you with a stick, bust two bullets in your back, or run your own car over you until you is road ketchup. Me know, none of your choices sound nice, but you’re going to have to pick one, my love.

			“Fucking pick one.”

			She in the back whimpering and trembling and bawling and mumbling something but she was wearing the same gag in your mouth—well, one just like it. I said to her, “You know not even God give you the choice over how your day goin’ end but I’m giving it to you.” I wish shitty people knew that when they whimper like a puppy that only makes them more shitty to me. Asked her if she thought she would have the will to live, like LaShonda Shomanda. “Four times you all tried to kill her and she still fighting back with nothing but willpower until you, Bernice, run a car over her.” She’s shaking her head so hard it looked like she was batting away demons but she wouldn’t choose so I chose for her.

			I wait until three in the morning. Don’t you just love how Kingston go to sleep? Drive us up a street in Beverly Hills. No traffic, but a steep climb like all the other roads going uphill. Made sure her arms were tight behind her back and her ankles strung up like a noose. Wrapped her up in a garbage bag, dragged her right down to a sharp corner, and left her about twenty feet from the bend. Then I went back to her car, switched it on, and left it in neutral. With only one stone behind one wheel to brace it until gravity does what gravity does. Some would say I gave her a fighting chance. She could either worm herself out of the way like a caterpillar, hope that when her own car gave way uphill and comes down it will break the corner and fly off the cliff. Or hope that whoever coming up the road will make her out from the garbage bags before they run over her.

			Listen, that was three choices more than she left LaShonda Shomanda. Really didn’t want to part with that gag though. Let’s just say it has other uses.

			The thing is, I know the look on LaShonda’s face even though I didn’t see it for myself. That moment when you know beyond the shadow of a doubt that you’re going to die tonight. And I swear to God I wasn’t going to rest until I saw that look on everybody’s fucking face. People have this stupid idea that the look is acceptance. Can’t do a thing about it so accept your fate, except that’s not true for anybody, human or animal. Not even a dog because that dog fights back, not even a lizard because that lizard thrashes right up to the moment you shut its light out. That has nothing to do with me and everything to do with seeing the awfulness in you. I take it back. It is acceptance, but I’m accepting the evil that is you.

			But it look like me boring you.

			How about the greatest hits then. Like the man who didn’t just beat up the schoolboy for kissing another boy in a high school bathroom. He also tossed a car tire over the boy’s neck, sprayed him with gasoline, and Apocalypse Now–ed the motherfucker. I mean it’s not like I set out for him personally, he was just the easiest to find.

			Fun fact: You know in the movie where somebody sneaks up behind you and covers your nose with some rag laced with chloroform and then in three two one you gone? Nothing no go so. It takes up to five minutes minimum to knock somebody out—worse a gorilla like this man. At first when I jumped him the man swat me away like a fly. But the chloroform staggered him a little. Enough for me to jump him again right by his front door. Still, the man pushed me off, but he also dropped to one knee. Honestly, it’s not until about three minutes when he was still fighting but it didn’t hurt, because by then the man bruised my rib and bust the left side of my bottom lip, not to mention made me sweat like a dog. I jump him again and mask him with all the strength I could rustle up—I’m not joking this bitch was big, and that man take all his last strength to punch me in the balls. It’s like my belly implode.

			Now the two of us on the floor because I hit the ground and slapped my own mouth shut to stop the scream. Two men rolling around in the doorway, me the one crying because I am a weepy faggot after all. Who will get up first? Well, he got up first, wobbly but up. Then he grabbed for a flowerpot to smash over my head, but by then too much chloroform in his system. Long story short: I dragged him into his own living room. Put him down right in his own armchair. Didn’t even use rope, tied him up with his woman’s stockings like a good homosexual. Then I took that gallon jug I came with and emptied the gasoline all over him. I anointed that fucker with oil until his cup runneth over.

			All over.

			Then I light this little stump of candle and put it on the side table beside him. It really was up to him. Either he woke up, or the candle burned right down to the wick. Left the rest up to him and God. After a while it didn’t matter. I mean, I wasn’t going to hop a bus all the way to Hanover just because two men chopped up a sissy or some woman spit in a lesbian’s face. Told myself the more deliberate they got, the more random I get.

			You don’t know what I mean? Then I’ll tell you. Next time, New Kingston Shopping Center. I walk up to some random woman and spit in her face. Mannings Hill Road late night I swerve and knock a cyclist off his bike. Doesn’t matter. You strike X, I will strike Y. Don’t fucking care.

			How you mean “What if the man was a gay?”

			That man was not “a gay.”

			What you mean how I know? I know. I said I fucking know.

			Besides, this would show you anyway. Now when you strike one of we I strike one of you. Balance? You think I going for balance? No, boss man, balance would mean I murder at least two men a month. Do that for ten years and maybe we can reach balance. What I want is…what I want is…what I…

			It getting late.

			

			

			Know what I was thinking?

			What would you do if I were to fuck you right now. You know, become everything you expect the gay man to be, always wanting to fuck the straight man. My original plan was to just give what’s coming to you, which means we’d have some bone breaking and eye gouging coming up. But I never said the punishment had to be specific to the crime, just as long as people got what they deserve. Sometimes I don’t know the person, meaning just as how you targeted men to beat up, I target, too, which means some man somewhere is long overdue a surprise fuck. You nodding like you don’t agree? But, Streggeh, to not violate you would be to defy my own logic.

			So let’s talk about how me goin’ hold down and take away. Ooh, a flinch. Do it again. Look, I never goin’ get a cockstand looking at you, so we have to imagine a movie star or celebrity. Or a gay porn star. You like blue movie? It’s the same thing minus the women but sometimes the same men. You can tell me which name you like.

			Tiger Tyson.

			Flex-Deon.

			Bobby Blake.

			Matthew Rush. No? How about a white one like Jeff Stryker. Maybe I imagine a movie star. You can have white, black, or Bruce Lee. And as for that foolishness where because you is heterosexual you can’t tell if a man is cute, tell me Bruce Lee was not the most beautiful star to ever come on screen, male or female. Tell me different. Ooh, I know who we can play with: Jean-Claude Van Damme.

			Well, look at that, I think we have a winner. So when I’m on top of you, in my mind you will be the Muscles from Brussels. Missionary—yeah, I’m thinking I want to see your face. You will end up liking it.

			You same one sing ’bout how the gal first didn’t want the buddy, but then me cocky mad her and she tell me shove it. So how you mean no? I mean you go from sexual assault to honeymoon in the same verse. All of you running gang rape on a lesbian thinking at some point it turn into porn. Oh no, don’t make the moralizing fool you, I’m still going to rape you, honey. I’m going to lick your face, suck your bottom lip, and bite your earlobe clean off, give you the chopped-off head of another man doing the same things you doing. You goin’ think you’re in The Night Porter, no, you haven’t seen it.

			It’s a movie. It’s a…Fuck it, never mind.

			Now there’s the complicated matter of you being tied up. Let’s say you—

			Shut up.

			Not now.

			Not now, Gareth fucking Coombes.

			Jesus Christ, man, what part of “not now” you don’t understand?

			Oi! Fuck off!

			You don’t even know that you smell like a dead man. Yes, you, Coombes.

			You used to smell good.

			Paco Rabanne XS—no, Acqua di Giò. It was like the one piece of flair you gave yourself otherwise you was a salaryman living in Jamaica. You bother your mother as much as you bother me? She’s the one who miss you. I don’t miss you.

			I don’t miss you. I have the great Streggeh Don, wicked and wild.

			So leave.

			Leave.

			Please leave me alone.

			Please.

			Please, Gareth, I just trying to…I just…You know, you was with him. You was right there with him the night you all killed me. That’s the shit you will never understand because you never had the brain for it. I was dead before you. Don’t take off your shirt. Don’t. You all smashed up now and you’re the only person who don’t know it. No, don’t look at me like that, don’t look at me like you didn’t deserve it. This bigger than you and me.

			Nothing done to you where you didn’t do worse and that’s a fact. You hear me, Gareth Coombes? Is a fact that you was the worst of all of them because you was one of us. All them men stripping and beating us to death and you’re the only one in there getting aroused from it. No? Too crass? Men like you too afraid to beat yourself so you join a fight to kick the shit out of other people. So fucking worthless you couldn’t even pick your own fight. Seriously, the one act of self-determination you ever commit was to throw yourself off that roof.

			See it there. Me say it. What the fuck you goin’ do ’bout it?

			Except one of the men that night said heterosexuals reproduce but homosexuals recruit.

			So who recruit you?

			Jesus, Gareth, just get the fuck away.

			There he goes again behind the mirror. Always leaving, never gone. You don’t really love me, you just keep me hangin’ on. You would sing that to me if you had that kind of voice right, Streggeh?

			And Coombes is not even a blur to you. Me? I remember all of you as if was the opening credits to The Love Boat.

			You know what I want? I want to go to a nude beach. In California.

			I want to kiss a man on the street in San Francisco or even Port of Spain.

			I want to ask a man what him eat today.

			I want to have sex with a man while sober.

			I want somebody to tell me he loves me when I’m inside him. I want to be boring like Eddy Porteous. I want a man who will make me think we’re going to wear light green tuxedos with cummerbunds, and we’ll walk up the aisle with Grace Jones and Bea Arthur, and Madonna will proclaim us man and husband. And I want it to be a man named Umberto or Rodrigo or Philippe, and he will charm the panties off my mother and bring peace between me and my sister and make some auntie say that he’s the kind of man that Daddy would come around on because they both want England to lose every World Cup match. My family will love him so much that when we break up, they’ll blame me.

			Don’t do that.

			No, I don’t remember what you taste like.

			You waiting on me to say it.

			If I say it, will you leave?

			Tell me you goin’ leave. Tell me so that he can hear. Find a voice, you little shit. Find a way.

			Oi!

			Listen, Streggeh bomboclaat Don, call me mad one more time and you goin’ see what mad really is. The two of you goin’ drive me insane for real. You don’t believe in ghosts.

			Oh. You don’t believe I have any friends. Another good one. You on fire today, Streggeh Don. Wish it was me that sent Gareth Coombes behind the mirror, but it’s you, so I guess I have you to thank.

			Jesus Christ, this fucking screaming is fucking tiresome.

			You done? No?

			Streggeh Don, we about as far up in the hills as Blue Mountain Peak, but you go on, me love. Maybe the noise will trickle down. Better yet, maybe a plane flying overhead will hear you, SOS, baby, SOS. How about this, how about I pull down your zipper right now. Let me let out little Streggeh and see if I can get him excited. Yeah? And how the fuck you goin’ stop me, eeh? How the fuck you goin’ stop 5:59 from turning into 6:00? Or stop getting older, or stop your breath from going stink, or stop pissing yourself in this very chair a next time?

			You already said that. Come up with a new threat.

			This?

			This is a pair of scissors and those are your pants. Look what happens when they meet. Bitch, stop jerking or I goin’ cut you for real. Stop! Stop…girl, stop, or I’ll fucking stab you.

			See that now, meek as a mouse.

			Why must you do everything through fear, huh? That all you know? The mighty Streggeh Don love to sing about how he bust out of Portmore and no man ever badder and wickeder than you when your mother was a maths teacher at high school and you have three A-level passes. Streggeh is a myth, no true? Your own legend that you build and cultivate yourself. Maybe you even believe it.

			Now move again and I will stab this thing straight through your kneecap. There you go, snip snip snip—Jesus Christ, man, you just sit here and piss up yourself? Damn. You know what’s so great about being a battyman? We don’t have to put up with half the shit that women put up with. I mean God bless the female sex—well, the straight ones because they doing the Lord’s work. Because reggae star, I wouldn’t fuck you with a rented cock. I wouldn’t even rape you out of spite. Some people have to endure you fucking them, I had to endure you trying to kill me, and I still got the better deal.

			You goin’ have to make do without dinner tonight.

			

			

			Morning.

			Brian Lara just break the record for highest individual score in a Test match with four hundred not out. You watch cricket? That mean anything to you? ’Cause none of that shit mean anything to me. What else ah gwaan…Scheduled power cut tomorrow, which don’t mean anything since using a generator anyway.

			What about the mosquitoes? I can spray you down with Raid before I leave.

			Wow, that came out of nowhere.

			Why you think I go anywhere, as if there is anywhere to go to. The world gone, brother, the world gone. Is just you and me alone. Right, cricket, what I meant to say was…

			What I meant to say was…

			What I mean—shut the fuck up.

			I mean our world. Our world is gone and there is nothing left. Of course the rest of the world is moving on without us, and soon they will stop looking for you.

			Shit. Man, you getting all sorta news out of me this weekend. There I go again with “weekend.” Oops. Fine, you want to know what’s really going on in the world. Either millions of people are watching The Passion of the Christ or the same church lady watching it ten million times. Big strapping gunmen bawling for Jesus to forgive them. Police officially called off the search for you. Over your mother’s protests, of course. The new theory is that you go to the wrong side of Hellshire Beach and either drug dealers shoot you and dump your body or alligators made a snack out of you. It really not so bad. After a while you stop missing people, too. If you lucky like me you don’t have anybody to miss.

			That loser is nothing to me. Was nothing.

			Oh, so you remember his name now.

			It’s Gareth, not Garth—shit. You good. Good one, Streggeh Don. But what we goin’ do if you no longer feeling scared? You right though. I not bad like you, ’cause a real badman would have killed you already. Is true. When you only in the present, the future is not a place you can live in. You the one who trap me in the present and now I can’t go anywhere. I mean I can think about the immediate future, you know, if the car has enough coolant, if the bathroom has enough toilet paper, what would happen if I leave the gas stove on. But to tell the truth I really didn’t think things through when I grabbed you. All the planning in the world and you was just dumb luck.

			You still think me waiting on your sorry. Too far gone for that to mean anything now.

			For the record, I didn’t love Gareth Coombes.

			I don’t give a fuck if you didn’t ask, I didn’t love him.

			People like you don’t believe man can love man anyway.

			Maybe. Eventually. But they not finding you today.

			You think my life don’t add up. That’s because it don’t. I told you that you didn’t have to kill a man to kill him. But this is my life now. I can manage it, I know its limits, I know what I will never do. I know somewhere in this country a fifteen-year-old you just created a fifteen-year-old me. Because of you I get up at the same time every morning, have the same noon and the same night, every day.

			You think I want your life. You still think that is what this is really about.

			You think I’d rather be you. No, you think I’d rather be anybody but me.

			Normal.

			Having your life would mean I’d be sitting in front of you tied up with a fucking gag in my mouth. I don’t want your life, I don’t want your ignorance, I don’t want your battyboy hatred, I don’t want your vio—

			Good one. Good one again. I already have your violence. Touché, that’s what Americans say. Meaning you’re exactly the person who taught violence to me. I am just a reaction to your action, brother.

			I’m just a reaction.

			I don’t need the battyboy and lesbian communities to call me Robin Hood.

			You’re growing on me, you know. After nine weeks you’re growing on me. If you ever smile, I bet it would be a nice one. You know what I want to do? I want to suck you off until you tell me you like it.

			That’s what I want to do, Streggeh. You want that? That you want? I just want to suck you off.

			What you mean? I didn’t say anything.

			Nine weeks. What is nine weeks?

			I didn’t say that. I didn’t say that. Look, I didn’t fucking say no nine weeks.

			Every time you ask me that is every time I goin’ tell you no. Nobody out there looking for you.

			Nobody is fucking looking for you.

			Nobody.

			Some people looking for you.

			Mama Beulah? She your mother or grandmother? I would assume the latter given your social class, but that would make me an asshole. She was on TV a week ago asking Puppa Jesus to send his angels from heaven to bring back her boy. Some eyewitness say she saw two men in green uniforms row you out to sea. Another went straight to the police station because him swear him see you at the Abbey Court apartments. Three men swear they hail you up at Rebel Salute. The police commissioner even come on TV saying he’s calling off the search as if it’s your own fault you’re missing. Most people think you already dead. Must be drugs, you know—all of them dancehall singer selling drugs, this grandfather say. A woman calling herself your original wife said she speaking to you regular and you just taking a break from all the friggery that ah gwaan. Monday, she said you call her over the weekend to say she can take the BMW out of the garage. This journalist who would have made my kill list found your little daughter and shoved a mic in her face. She said, “Why don’t you come home, Daddy,” before Mama Bethune see what was happening and scream to leave the poor little girl alone.

			I liked you a lot more when all you wanted to tell me was how you was going to kill me. Tell me again. Tell me how you’re going to cut up my bomboclaat and thump down me pussyclaat. Now you just don’t talk anymore. It’s okay, we can just sit here and look at each other.

			Just sit here and look.

			Fine, don’t talk. Don’t say a goddamn thing.

			I don’t know if I want to talk to you anymore.

			

			

			Morning.

			Turned on the TV last night. Story about you, two months and one week since the disappearance. I was wrong about the days. Police have no leads, no more witnesses have come forward except a woman saying she saw a brown station wagon across the street from your house around the time of your disappearance. Your mother says Jesus will find a way. The anchor said new exclusive footage after the break. I didn’t turn it off. The footage was of your car, found off the junction highway in a small gorge, covered in bush. Right where I left it. Won’t matter. They will see the side of the car I rammed into and might find dried-up blood on the dashboard. Signs of struggle, smashed passenger side door. A crowbar, a handkerchief, no trace of chloroform. I remember how heavy you were, like a deadweight. News camera showed everything, the front seat, dried leaves and dried-up box of doughnuts, CDs all over the floor. On the back seat more leaves, bird shit, spiderweb, and one thing I swear to God made my heart jump. My key chain. Yellow on black, hand-drawn smiley face, the tongue sticking out of his stoned mouth. Two x’s for eyes. How many people watching the news would know the rock band Nirvana? It’s just a key chain. Your family went to the US embassy to remind them that Streggeh Don is a legal American citizen and as such he should be subject to an actual US investigation.

			Shit.

			You don’t find this funny? Why you not laughing?

			Streggeh? Streggeh? Oi.

			Streggeh not moving. He not moving, he not talking, he looking but not seeing. I walk right up to his face and thank God there is breath, stinking garlic in my face but weak, so weak it feels like I’m thinking about his breath not feeling it, and I say Streggeh again and again and finally say Winston, which makes him jerk up. His eyes open wide and they are so yellow they glow. Never seen eyes so yellow. He is muttering something about the sixteenth of the month and I thinking it’s the first of the month because that is the name of Bone Thugs-N-Harmony’s song. Stop saying the sixteenth, I don’t know what that means.

			He is so yellow not just his eyes but his skin I can see it in the dark how did I not see this before? Then he coughs and coughs and coughs up a sound a word a grunt a gurgle. No. A word no total jibberish and he is hysterical and I want to shut him out but he is shaking too hard Lord Jesus it’s a seizure. This was going to happen because the son of a bitch stopped eating and I was like see if I care, you son of a bitch, because I was not going to force food down his mouth and he was stubborn that way to which I said fuck you then, as if I give a raasclaat that you want to starve yourself and at least he stopped asking what I goin’ do with him—no, to him, because even now I don’t know. Fine, as usual I didn’t think about the future, but no battyboy thinks about the future because it might not include us. There is only now, for God’s sake, and how many times must I say that, and he whispers a word or maybe I thought it, droxic, no dovesick, no Droxia. Droxia he is saying Droxia and I don’t know what that means so I ask why are you so yellow, like you have jaundice, I mean this is what I imagine jaundice looks like because I don’t fucking know and he is coughing again and I want him to die, I’ve wanted him to die since 1988 but good God I don’t want him to get sick. Don’t get sick, you son of a bitch. Don’t get sick, please. So I turn a key and the cuffs come off his hands and then I turn another key and the cuffs come off his ankles and he is supposed to slump over but he swings his left hand, the one with the cuffs still on and fucking bashes the right side of my face. I want to scream that fucking hurt but he swing again and whip my face with iron right in my eye it’s red it’s blind all I seeing is red and he kicks and squirms and pushes me off and the pain is dreadful he is getting up and slips and he is on one knee and my face is bursting something and oozing something else I grab his foot and he kicks me in the head and every kick rings like Big Ben a surprise ’cause he supposed to be weak but he’s kicking and kicking and inside my head is bang a gong get it on and I dodge I think left but push my head into his right foot stop kicking me the leopard growling is him not me I not supposed to feel so swirly but my head still spinning and throbbing and bleeding he too weak to walk away so he crawling I grab a foot and pull him back and crawl on top of him but he scrambles and thrusts and spins like a lizard like an alligator he is supposed to be weak he is not weak he swings a shoe but I crawl up to his waist his other shoe in his hand hammering the heel into my neck my back I catch the heel it breaks a finger he stops I have the shoe now I hit hit hit hit he stops. He is not moving only groaning Droxia. Droxia Droxia Droxia. He is out and I drag him to the bed and cuff him to the headboard. I slap him awake and his head shifts with each slap so dramatic like Katharine Hepburn really I shan’t I couldn’t possibly not at all stop being such a fucking faggot I scream and the room shuts up but I laugh you’re finally gay Streggeh, Streggay, on my bed you’re finally gay, even though you sound like a big lesbian you have to promise not to fight you have to promise to eat I mean look at you you’re really fucking yellow brethren, yellow like piss yellow, like a mango you know is going to be sour, what is jaundice really you keep saying Droxia Droxia which sound like Clorox bleach but also like dropsy which have nothing to do with dropping—can you believe that shit? Me neither. Jamaican terms usually say what they mean and mean what they say dropsy isn’t Jamaican dropsy dropsie Droxia hydroxychloride shit it’s really night.

			Morning

			Night

			Morning again

			Night

			Morning. It won’t stop coming, like Jehovah’s Witnesses. Streggeh Don, you really need to eat I don’t want to force you and stop asking me what we’re going to do because I don’t know what we’re going to do because we gone too far, Winston, too too far and there’s no going back for me or for you what you think? I set you free and you go back and write a hit song saying we did get captured but we free and when people ask you will say no I never saw my assailant I mean my kidnapper and from then on you will only let go the positive vibes because people are people and each to his own for real and we’re not going to be friends but you will see me on the street or I’ll see you walking through customs at Heathrow Airport because Britain unbanned you and that is because you now know that it’s wrong to want to kill a gay man and all of that is because of me so what I did was really a good thing, right? What if I give you cornmeal porridge? Mackerel rundown stew chicken, come on now, everybody eats stew chicken at least once a day, I mean shit now I’m begging you to eat you don’t even have to talk to me just eat I can’t let you go we just talked about this no I don’t know about tomorrow I already tell you that I don’t deal in tomorrow what the fuck is wrong with you seriously what the fuck is wrong with you stop looking at me so yellow like you can condemn me I’m not the one with the blood on his hands that man who murder Rixton Gillespie listened to your music you know what he said that Rixton tried to top him and if it not true then how come he know that the battyman have a scar on his left bottom cheek and nobody asked that if Rixton was doing the topping how come he’s the one seeing the scar, and which straight man use topping as a verb. I just hope you know it didn’t have to be like this Bob Marley never wrote no song about no faggot and neither Peter Tosh nor Bunny Wailer nor Burning Spear and all of them is bigger man than you why you all can’t just leave us alone you are the ones infiltrating our world we don’t go into yours yes you are the ones coming in so you can get your cock sucked proper then go back home to your Miss Jamaica wife okay fine you got me I didn’t think this through as Americans would say but Americans also say you know what can happen to the best laid plans it’s a hell of a thing when you paint yourself into a corner. Since there is no tomorrow for either of us, Streggeh, Winston, maybe we just do today until tomorrow come and when it comes it will also be today, sound like a plan? Do you agree? Silence means consent. If you don’t talk you’re only going to make me mad. In the end my father stopped talking to me he never—

			You expecting somebody?

			Is a joke.

			I said it’s a fucking joke.

			At least you not screaming like a damn—

			They trying to knock down the door. Do I have to put the gag back in? You’re saying I can trust you but I don’t believe you sorry. So sorry. I just can’t trust you so sorry. A…Wow you didn’t even try to bite my finger. Maybe it’s a tree branch hit the door or wind or nothing.

			Look whatever you travel all the way up here to sell we not buy—Havelock?

			Sure, good to see you, too, Havelock, just invite yourself in. Oh no, don’t watch me or good manners just let yourself in.

			“Little boy.”

			“AZT is one bomboclaat miracle worker.”

			“Pickney.”

			“I mean you actually outlived my father.”

			“Jordan. Son. Where you have him?”

			“You come all the way up in the hills to see me for the first time in years and that is what you ask me?”

			“You’re barely at the foot of Beverly Hills, Jordan. It’s not even a real hill. Son, what you doing?”

			“I not doing a—”

			“Son.”

			“You know how long me sick of that shit. Like anybody appoint you head cook and bottle washer over me. What, you pull a couple of men off me at Paul Royale’s house and think—”

			“Off you, under you, inside you, not counting when I take the spiked drink from you, roll you over on your stomach so that you don’t drown in your own vomit, procure medication so that you’re not the last whore in the twentieth century to die from syphilis. What am I missing? Sending groceries to your car when you were homeless.”

			“I didn’t ask for that. Didn’t ask for any of that shit.”

			“You take that shit though.”

			“Well, we know what happened when I tried to repay you.”

			“The way you repay everybody. By going to work.”

			“Hey, once a ho always a ho.”

			“Jordan Brown, listen to me. I know. I know because of what happened to you, you’ve seen the worst, I mean the worst in people, but don’t bring that shit up again.”

			“Only if you promise to never bring up a cliché again.”

			He grins. Maybe it’s because he never shows it, but Havelock has the most beautiful grin I’ve ever seen on a man. And just like that it’s gone.

			“I didn’t come here for you.”

			“Then who?”

			“Coyness was never one of your strengths, boy.”

			“That why I’m such a fuckery seducer?”

			“I don’t think you were ever around man you had to seduce.”

			“Just one. And look how that turned out. Other than that, you right. Vampires, leeches, and sharks and those was the men nice to me. And then there was you. Is you. What the raas is you anyway? How much time you get asked that question, even from people who think they know you? Total faggot but you beat up two gunmen, the biggest snob I know but you don’t have shit for money, one of the original AIDS victims but you’re still not dead. I mean even men who got infected ten years after you are dead but not you. Old as a raasclaat tree but don’t look a day over fifty-five and a three-quarter. Love to look at me with judgment, yet you was once the biggest whore on two continents, Mr. Black Amour. Oh yeah, you was Paul Royale’s favorite topic. You and I both know you didn’t have to whip out the green velvet jacket to come here but you did because you must look better and richer and more put together than anybody else.”

			“Jordan, this gone too far,” Havelock says.

			“You really need to hire somebody to write your fucking dialogue. You know what I remember about that night, and I mean more than anything else? You. Standing so fucking tall in your damn velvet jacket, as if even in suffering you must be above everything. Just standing there. Man ah pillage and plunder and murder and you standing so fucking tall that for a while even the mob did ’fraid to touch you. When one of them finally knock you down is like they toppled the fucking Colossus of Rhodes. No screaming, no flinching, you just went down.”

			“Son.”

			“Me not you bomboclaat son!”

			“You’re nobody’s son, boy. You alone raise yourself and I always felt bad about that. So life go though.”

			“Jesus Christ, Havelock.”

			“I’m leaving with this man.”

			“You find man in here, then take him nuh. How you find me anyway?”

			“This is your father’s abandoned old place, Jordan. Condemned decades ago. Stop talking like you built it.”

			“No, we at the—”

			“Branch of the funeral home that closed twenty years ago, I know. In here smell like nobody has flushed a toilet in months. I going guess this wasn’t part of the sale when you sold it. You have water here? Light? What you eating?”

			“You trying to mother a forty-plus man is not as cute as you think it is.”

			“Precisely. We too old. You too old. Whatever you doing is a young man’s thing. You have no business doing it.”

			“Me still no know what you talking ’bout.”

			“Jordan, some of us still watch the news. From I saw it, I knew.”

			“Informed and educated. I love that for you.”

			“We really goin’ drag this out?”

			“Drag out what?”

			“Lord Jesus, help me. The key ring. The key ring with the little happy face.”

			“Smiley face.”

			“Ha. Didn’t even have to fish it out of you. Who them again? The Nirvana.”

			“Nirvana, just plain Nirvana.”

			“Is that food? Those cans. I thought that was a wall but it’s just cans of food. And why in here so dark? You…Boy, hurricane season don’t even start yet and you already battened up. George Bush telling you something he not telling the rest of the world?”

			“I didn’t invite you here, so just leave.”

			“Or?”

			“Or I’m going to have to kick you out.”

			“Little boy, don’t make me—”

			“Just fucking leave, Havelock. For real don’t fuck with me. I said don’t fuck with me!”

			“Little boy, what you doing? Put down the knife before you cut yourself with it.”

			“You think me no bloodclaat serious.”

			“You. You’re serious. No, master, you must be joking. What you do, drive the man off the road and kidnap him? I knew you was up to your mischief and I didn’t really care. In fact, part of me was glad. Yes, I was glad. You think I don’t understand comeuppance? You think I didn’t pray that people get what they deserve? And the worst part? Everybody in the community knew. I knew. Somebody out there turning himself into battyboy Robin Hood, most people just feel it like it in the air or suspect it, but I knew that it was you. So did Paul Royale. You think I come here to judge you but the truth is, sometimes I wish it was me giving one or two bomboclaat man what they deserve. Why you think I left the Gay Liberation Front? All those boys wanted was equality. I wanted revenge. But this, my boy. This is not right.”

			“Oh, but murder sweet and dandy for you? Tell me. You didn’t the last time so tell me how it make me as bad as them, like I give a shit. Who come up with that shit anyway? Of course I want to be just like them! Otherwise how I goin’ fucking kill all of them, huh? Answer that.”

			“Jordan, listen to me, son. You’re not going to kill anybody.”

			“You ever hear music when it not playing, Havelock? All I think of is June third and all I hear is ‘Batty Is Not Pussy.’ ”

			“No music was playing.”

			“I said in my head. Listen to me! Him win again, Havelock. Him already win. You know him don’t remember me? Why they never remember, Havelock? Why the people who do fuckery that you can’t forget never remember? I want him to remember, Havelock. I don’t want him to forget. He’s supposed to remember. He should remember. I want him to remember, Havelock.”

			“I know. I doubt that he’ll forget anything about any of this. But I have to take him. The police know, Jordan.”

			“What you mean? You tell them?”

			“They have Americans on the case. They have things like DNA and whatever. Jordan, listen to me. I’m going to take Mr. Don. Where you put him?”

			“I don’t put him anywhere. He in the bedroom.”

			“You tie him up?”

			“You know the answer to that.”

			“Take me to him, son.”

			The bedroom is hotter you can feel the heat crawl on your skin. I stop at the door and watch Havelock pause. He’s looking at me, but I don’t want to go in first. Streggeh Don still wearing the gag but will scream when he sees Havelock. He’ll be screaming even as Havelock sets him free and helps him out because he’s too weak to walk. And he’ll try to hit me again or punch me or just spit and it won’t matter because I am the man who see him shit himself and sit in it. I want to say, Call this Schrödinger’s room because you don’t have to go in but the die is cast now and planes can’t go backward.

			“Because he wouldn’t stop screaming. The gag me talkin’ ’bout.”

			Havelock gives me a look that says You want it back? I almost change my mind about letting him in. Streggeh is all I have now and I can’t go back. Havelock shakes his head and opens the door.

			“You have him on a slab?”

			Havelock rushes over but stops halfway, like he just slammed into a glass wall. He just stops.

			“Jesus Lord and the saints. Jordan, what…wh…Jesus Lord.”

			“What?”

			“I’m going to vomit.”

			“He was talking to me only this morning, right before you come. The bitch just wouldn’t shut up.”

			“My God, Jordan, what is wrong with you? This man is dead.”

			“Uh, no. All Streggeh Don do is lie, you know that.”

			“I know that’s a flipping corpse. I know that.”

			“Well, if the man dead, he just died. Is the yellow eye. And…and he wouldn’t eat. Or drink. Starving himself just to spite me, you understand? Just to spite me.”

			“You really think this is all about you?”

			“So him dead. Whoopee. Streggeh Don is dead. He died today. We can—”

			“Jordan Brown, cut the fuckery. This man dead at least a month. You have him in a funeral home, son.”

			“Stop calling it that.”

			“This is a morgue!”

			“Bitch was fighting me off right before you come. Who you think give me this eye? All them bruises on my face?”

			“You don’t have any bruises on your face, Jordan. As for this man, he’s almost nothing but skin and bones. You must have killed him from—”

			“I didn’t kill him. I didn’t kill nobody.”

			“You must have killed him at least a month and a half ago. Maybe in the car wreck. Look, maybe what you did was remove a dead body, not a person. Do you even know? Oh Jesus, look, maybe when the coroner do a full autopsy he’ll see that the cause of death was the accident and not you, though I don’t know what that means. Maybe they will just lock you up for desecration and put you in Bellevue.”

			“I not going to no madhouse.”

			“Or maybe…let me think…maybe we can say they delivered a John Doe to the wrong funeral home. Or somebody found the decomposing body near the car.”

			“I said I not going to no madhouse.”

			“You feeding a dead body for over a month.”

			“Not true. Stop saying that.”

			“I don’t know, Jordan Brown. I don’t know what you can do for yourself.”

			“Not going to no madhouse.”

			“You murdered a man.”

			“Who murdered a man? You was right there with us when he killed him. They killed him. You think any of them haunted by Omar’s death or Rainford’s eyes or—Jesus fucking Christ, not now!”

			“Don’t raise your voice with me, young man.”

			“Just fuck off and go back behind the mirror.”

			“This situation look like some allegory to you?”

			“I don’t believe in haunting, Havelock.”

			“Boy, what you talking ’bout?”

			“If him going haunt me he can at least talk to me. Tell him to talk to me, Havelock, tell him to talk to me if him not going to leave me alone.”

			“Who, Jordan?”

			“What you mean? Gareth Coombes. He right there.”

			“My boy.”

			“Right there by the mirror he always peeking out from behind it like some fucking cat.”

			“Gareth Coombes. Who is…Oh no, boy. Oh no.”

			“Is three man in this prison, not two. Havelock, tell him to either talk to me or leave. You see him? You see him, Havelock? Don’t look at me like that.”

			“Like what?”

			“Like you about to sigh out my whole life. Nobody was going to do anything. I say nobody was going to do anything. It not right. It never was right. You see him, right? Havelock? Havelock?”

			“Yes, my son, I see him. I see him.”

		

	
		
			Part 2

			God is faithful. So, midmorning Sunday, the last before the new year, you go to the Levi’s jeans store downtown, where Spring Street hit-and-runs Eighth Avenue, to buy a cut called Premium Offender. Last night a flight from Jamaica took you to family connections in New Rochelle, where you said, “Hello, hi, how yuh do?” and answered like a good son to “How you mama keeping?” The next morning you jump awake at six and sit through Auntie making scrambled eggs for breakfast while daydreaming of thighs until the grandfather clock strikes 9:59 and tick tock tick tock booms into 10:00. Maybe the boom was your pulse. Grab your wallet and phone and PalmPilot and iPod and go. Go before they sell out. Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.

			On a rainbow website searching for something else you found them. Back in Kingston plotting your New York moves, a website for a store you hesitate to visit because just being on Eighth Avenue was saying too much. You don’t know a single person in the city, certainly nobody who would have any business west of Broadway. God will not suffer you to be tempted above that ye are able. Premium Offender, “premium” meaning expensive, “offender” meaning a seven-inch rise from the crotch so no bending, stooping, stretching, stomping, or breathing. In a booth with a full-length mirror, you try them on. The mirror knows you tossed the briefs even though the yellow sign above it says “No bareback try-ons.” Pull up the jeans slow; if they pass the knee they fit. “Love” is too big a word, so let’s call this shit lust, meaning he so horny with this new idea of himself. He’d never worn anything cut lower than his pubic hair. But will with the temptation also make a way to escape. It’s not as if this stuff leaks out. All you’re doing is buying jeans.

			Our old personality was nailed to the stake along with him in order for our sinful body to be made powerless. Put on your pair of serious brown oxfords, sensible gray slacks, and bone-white starched stiff shirt, grab your backpack and take yourself to board the Metro North heading south. Tense your muscles and screw your face until the train pulls out of this county on its way to the city. Exhale. Pretend you did not sigh with such relief that the release spreads your legs wider. Come off at Grand Central. Dash into the men’s bathroom, ditch briefs, and change pants. Levi’s Premium Skinner, the one with the flare that Lenny Kravitz would wear. C train to downtown, Skinner to Offender and already giving offense with a blue Stereolab Switched On T-shirt tucked in front, loose at the back to show that you spent a lot of time bothering to look as if you couldn’t be bothered. You’re not an American, but you might be a New Yorker. Today you are not gay but you might not be straight.

			So. You emerge from the West 4th Street stop crotch first, hips second, feet last, stretchy jeans sausaging you skinny. Boy, you gone so far from Jamaica they should call you Tom of Finland now. The trick is to not look at yourself while you window-shop or Jamaica will come for your back. You wear Offenders all over New York City but never in New Rochelle because of Auntie, cousin, next-door neighbor, Jamaican stranger. Never Brooklyn because somebody would know somebody who know somebody who was the child of some brother’s cousin’s sister’s niece who just happen to know somebody in Jamaica who go to the same church you still go to, the one that baptized you last year. Do not enter the path of the wicked, and do not walk in the way of evil men. Shun it, do not take it; turn away from it, and pass it by. God has infected your head with his word, infested your head with angels. He is following you everywhere. This is the price you pay for giving your life to him even if now you’re pretty damn sure it wasn’t your life.

			At the corner of Spring and Tenth, a reflection arrests you. A slouch, little belly, a little more chin, Harley-Davidson boots so you can stomp out all doubt. Now widen your stride but bounce like Travolta in the opening credits to Saturday Night Fever. Better yet, hum “Stayin’ Alive” right now; let it bounce from one side of the street to the other. At 9:15 p.m. you return to Grand Central and do a reverse Cinderella. Nobody can tell that you forgot your underwear in the john as the train takes you back to New Rochelle.

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. Your aunt picked this place so that she would not be lumped with those other Jamaican people. She says uncultured but she means something else.

			But New York City. Everywhere to walk with nowhere to go and no fucking problem with it. Somebody might have said the journey is the destination, maybe you. In New York City everything is so now that a week is a series of todays with no tomorrow. Maybe tomorrow you will head to a gay club, I mean who goin’ bomboclaat stop you. Not looking to be picked up, you want to be looked at. And picked up. No. Yes. Not looking for gay men even though you wish one would find you. No. Yes. None of this has to lead to anything because walking into a battyboy club is its own reward, not like stepping into a Jamaican rum bar where every gesture is a second guess, even for a man like you who can pass. Wind your waist to the dancehall riddim as long as you know the two-and-a-half-inch difference between a swagger and a swish. One of those will incite a mob to beat you to death in the Twin Gates Plaza parking lot while somebody plays Streggeh Don’s “Batty Is Not Pussy.” In Jamaica you feel watched when nobody is looking. In the bathroom as your hand grazes your zipper, in the bedroom with the lights off and the curtains drawn.

			Skinner, Offender, to wear either is to both stand out and vanish. Vivian Gornick wrote that over here everyone performs, which means everybody is putting on a show for people to watch, but nobody is in the audience to see. So it’s the people who make you disappear. You could cease and settle with this version of yourself if only people would let you. People as a mass and a concept: an idealized fear, not actual persons. But fuck people and fuck feeling fear. Today you felt all this damn tightness force your favorite self to bulge out. Tomorrow is another day in New York fucking City. Through Hotmail somebody tells you how much you will be missed at the New Year’s Eve service. Did you know that it’s almost the end of the year? Flew up on Boxing Day is what you did, after spending Christmas with sisters at the top of King’s House Road, where you had to bless the food because you’re the one who goes to church. You tried to explain to a sister that Jesus really is the most chill brethren, plus you wanted more out of this world, not just the heavenly reward. You don’t believe in miracles but you believe in others’ belief. They still remember the Wednesday you returned in 1994, because that Sunday you fell to your knees in a church you had never been to.

			At the last service before you flew out, a woman jumped up from the back and grabbed herself shouting, “Lawd Jesus, me used to whore out the pussy but is fi yuh pussy now Jesus! Jesus lay you hand ’pon me pussy!” And the crowd shouted, “Hallelujah.” The man you confess to, the man who tells you every Sunday the church’s doors are wide open, didn’t understand that every time he laid hands on you, Cool Water cologne flooded your nose. And when he sat beside you on the hard bench and leaned over to whisper a joke about Sister Claudette speaking in the same tongues every week, his hair’s mix of shampoo and salty man sweat made you want to lick it. The spirit is indeed willing, but the flesh is weak. Even the memory of his smile kills you. Even his wife says look how far you have come. Worse is when he straddles the bench and grabs the back of your neck because we goin’ do this prayer-warrior-style, and shuts his eyes tight to remind the Lord what a victory it was for the Kingdom when you turned your life to Jesus, what rejoicing in heaven so don’t you turn your back on him, Lord, not right now, not ever, and while his eyes are shut tight yours are wide open to his what else can you call it but magnificent bulge, so much superlative phallus that it threatens to act on its own free will. Which it does when he spreads his legs wider. Put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make not provision for the flesh, to fulfil the lusts thereof.

			Understand yourself now. What drove you to church was what Grandma would think when they find you with your battyhole up, and murdered by a trick, not how you feel about Romario Chambers squatting right in front of you in the school gym. Because if you were to separate it from how people felt about it, the way one parts white from yolk, all that is left is some kind of state that feels like a thrill ride all the time, and following the left to right crease of a beautiful boy’s butt for several blocks is an exercise in being alive. Two weeks later you return to Jamaica and Eighth Avenue has never been so close and so far away.

			

			

			So, America again, three years later, but not New York. Miami then, where fifteen dollars buys your tenth or twelfth gay porn magazine, well-used-but-not-sticky early ’80s shit called Daddy Load. This is how you do it, this is how you make it work. Pick a version of yourself that can go to clubs or the back room of adult DVD stores. It’s foreign affair—you would never take Daddy Load home. Yeah stud, spank it and leave traces of yourself all over this hotel room, but afterward the desolation knocks you down low. This is what sends you back to church.

			Seventeenth floor, climbing to the twenty-seventh of the Marriott, downtown Miami. Industry Conference, November 2002. “Innovations in Marketing” shouts at you from everywhere: bulletin board banner carpet wall street tote bag garbage bin. Nothing to do but pretend to care. Idle hands are the devil’s workshop—this is not in the Bible. There is nowhere to walk in Miami, nothing to walk into. It’s harder to do the instant remake here, not with Kingston on your back. Church, you mean church. You climb floors and try on metaphors for size. Rising above caring that people might care. Rising beyond good or evil. Rising out of these gray slacks to squeeze yourself into Levi’s Skinners. Offenders. Your briefs are called Nasty Pig. Maybe rising out of the version of yourself riding this elevator. Maybe Jamaica is not a flatland but a flat concept and you can rise above that too. Stop saying Jamaica when you mean church. Maybe in Florida there is no such thing as faggot pants. You are fatter than in your passport photo.

			Andrena your coworker who thinks she’s your friend calls the room phone because her old friend Brian is here and we going out, Mr. Christian. They take you to some dark club with strobe lights where Aretha Franklin is telling you that she got a deeper love, a deeper love, a deeper love inside. You are tired and your contact lenses are hazy so it takes you a while to spot that the go-go girl is swinging a lot of penis in a little G-string. And that everywhere in this misty sweaty noisy bouncy nightclub is dick dick dick, especially on the TV screens playing gay porn. This feels like what American TV shows call an intervention: Somebody is watching you again and this time it’s Andrena. Cold sweat, the real thing that runs right down the small of your back and between your trembling ass crack, each sensation saying this is the thing about being around people, they are always watching you. You can’t scream, Take me out of this bomboclaat place, because you don’t cuss and that says gay. Can’t be cool because that says gay. Can’t say faggots because that doth protest too much, which says gay. Can’t look at anyone too long because that says struggling gay. Can’t not look at anyone because that says gay. Can’t go to the bathroom because you know what that says. But how you want to go, right now, into that room that is purple and throw yourself to whatever happens in America, butt cheek grab, blowjob, or shootout. Two boys in front of you rub each other’s knees—Jesus Christ, them goin’ kiss, them goin’ kiss, them kissing. Kissing and not stopping. Tongue is snaking tongue, and you look away but right in your sight line are three naked white men on the screen swallowing each other. A movie. You wish there was a dark corner where it’s just you and the screen because watching it here among gay men and sad women makes you gay. Andrena is watching you, of course she is. The white man with the mustache on the stool to the right sticks his tongue into a black man’s mouth. A French kiss is a violent thing, how come you just ah notice? “Where we deh?” you ask Andrena, but the question comes way too late.

			How many of these boys are Jamaican is a TV show you don’t want to see. A woman is singing, Finally it has happened to me right in front of my face and I just cannot hide it. Sweat runs down again and it feels like you sat on a wet toilet seat. Andrena, Brian, and some other woman look at you and laugh. Then they laugh at each other and go off to dance. “I can dance,” you say, but there is a way a man dances in a strange place where he folds in on himself for protection. Dreading that some man will take it as an invitation. Wishing that some man will take it as an invitation.

			All you really need is distance. In your own skin you have been miles away from yourself. Later that night, early that morning, back in your room the balcony called you. And though you would never consider yourself suicidal that little blue amoeba of pool below is whispering to you and like Dr. Faustus you are glutted with the conceit of it.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. Sometimes that same devil follows you from America back to Jamaica even when you leave the magazine in the hotel trash. This is how it is, this is how it works. You have split in two, no three, no four, no just fucking many. One of you is the beast, and that beast sometimes comes ashore, but the lord has a plan. He said so. The man you confess to has been sensing something in your spirit that he would never say because he respects you so much, so it’s you who say to him after Wednesday night service that you think you are reaching the end of something and it’s so confusing and there’s a voice telling you to do something, but you can’t and you won’t. And none of this is really true but you want it to be, because you have never been confused, only tortured by what Grandma would think. And your cousins too. Then he says, “I really think you should stay by us tonight.” Us, him and the wife who you like in a sisterly way. Not much to say much because he reads your eyes and says, “You know, brethren, I have never once, not once, not ever, preached to you. I just would never come into your space like that, but is you that come to me, and I just sense it, Rupert. I just sense there is a burden you have that you can’t bear to carry, not anymore, and God is saying leave it with me. I’ll take the weight and you can take, well, like I said, I not goin’ preach to you.” And you want to say no, no, no I don’t have any fucking burden just the shit people keep dropping on me, expectation mostly because good god that is the heaviest, but you say, OK. The next morning, he lays hands on you and prays, and the voice that must be the devil says you don’t know what you’re fucking praying for.

			You want to talk to him about your six years in Florida. At another aunt’s house. How you landed there broken and Jesus made you whole, except that in the version you tell only yourself, Jesus did no such thing. You wanted to believe it so badly that the desperation to believe became bigger than belief itself, bigger than the thing you are supposed to believe in.

			One Sunday Auntie took a different route to church, past a strip mall with a sign that made your scars itch. adult dvd and magazine. No plurals. Also this right below: GAY. Not DVDs, magazines, or sex toys, just GAY. You passed by in a car but this was a bus route. Back in Jamaica, World Cup football is on, Italy versus some other country. An Italian scores and arms and legs and buttocks and all leap on top of each other in a pile of some kind of joy, and eager crotches touch. “Eager” is from you. Another Italian (stallion) scores in slow motion and quads and hamstrings and calves and butt cheeks squeeze, stretch, release, and relax. Front and center is a runner whose living bulge bounces off one thigh then the other with each stride. The faces don’t matter. The faces are beautiful. Out of your own mouth comes a whimper. Between two goal scores you fall to your knees and say, “Lord Jesus wash me clean.”

			Back in Florida the guest preacher with the brown toupee and the TV show brought God’s word on the Gay Agenda. But this time he brought a special word for the brothers and sisters who had a thorn in their side, like Paul the Apostle.

			Think of all the men you think you want to sleep with.

			You mean from Robert Fuller in Laramie to Starsky and sometimes Hutch? From the man who taught you Caribbean literature in high school to the man who cut the grass every other month? Or maybe the boy from high school or the man you confess to. Or the black man who pulled down your zipper in the adult DVD store, who said come back to my place but that would have made it real so you backed away.

			Think of all the men you want to be.

			Aren’t they the same men?

			Truth. You don’t want to fuck the man you confess to, but to submerge inside him, flood his veins and nerves and grow a layer right underneath his layer of skin so you can feel what he feels, yearn for what he yearns for. This is the kind of faggot that runs to church. See him there in the flower circle. On the wedding-planning committee. On any committee where he’s the only man. The really committed choir leader. The one who said, “I had a very nice evening in the Lord.” The one who says dance must be saved from the clutches of Satan, so he brings voguing to the altar, the one who listens to Pastor Donnie McClurkin (saved from sodomy and spirit-filled), and who writes poems about basking in the warm glow of Jesus’s healing stream. Golden.

			The men you want to fuck are the men you want to be.

			This is the way to get saved.

			Never trust feelings, trust faith.

			Saved for by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of yourselves: It is the gift of God: not of works, lest any man should boast.

			The preacher said don’t pray to God to make you straight, but to see the greater love that transcends all understanding, greater than the false love of the God of lies. That’s what the preacher says and he is wearing jeans that men with no backside wear, men who have given up, men who don’t have to try anymore.

			Hallelujah.

			Six months after the preacher leaves you still pray the same way and one evening prayer finds you in the shower. No porn to watch but here are your hands. You try not to think about it and look: no porn. But here are your hands. Run your hand over your own nipples, grab and tease and slap and stroke and think of nothing but the sound of water. Maybe this is not sin. Maybe this a new thing, cumming in the realness of your own skin. Don’t trust feelings, trust faith.

			Nobody knows that you see two men fucking every time you pray.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. You have no business getting close to the gay because the gay left you maimed and almost got you killed. But the gay keeps getting close to you, in Jamaica, Florida, New York, your imagination. The gay keeps finding you no matter where you hide, no matter how much you take up the shield of faith and the belt of truth. Michelangelo paints holy figures naked.

			

			

			“Brothers, can I tell you this? It’s a…it’s a kinda thorn right here in the side.”

			“Yeah? You sure is in the side it deh?”

			“Second Corinthians, chapter twelve, verse seven, brother.”

			“You saying you have a thorn like Paul, or a prick?”

			The man you confess to and his friends joke about which sex positions work in real life (don’t try the shower) while never coming clean that they learned them from porn. You say you saw 9½ Weeks by mistake. Thank God they are no longer trapped in sexual sin, which they say with pride. No, nostalgia. No, longing. In church the pastor is proud of how much woman him left behind in the street and the virgin is a freak. In this car on the way to a church retreat, you are talking about fucking in a way that must be pleasing to the lord. Somehow it always comes down to dick, more dick than you had to grapple in Florida. Makes you wonder why you came back.

			“I mean as struggles go it kinda normal, right?”

			“Either it normal or it is a struggle, my youth. Can’t be both.”

			“You know what I mean. Second Corinthians, brethren. We goin’ drop dead like Onan.”

			Group laugh.

			“At least I think about my wife when it happen,” says the man you confess to.

			“I don’t think about my wife,” says the other one.

			“Oh?”

			“Who…?”

			“Temptation is not sin, no matter how—”

			“Talk you talk, brethren.”

			“It’s…it’s just that…well, once somebody’s breast reach where they going, them don’t have nowhere left to go, you see me? That thought lock in my head like Rapunzel. It not going nowhere.”

			They thank God that they are married and no longer have to burn with passion.

			And when they look at you and say you should be glad that you’re single and don’t have to struggle with these things they sound listless, even sad.

			Look at the two of them. One deep in the middle of a bulging family and fucking his wife to a full womb every year yet still stunned that he’s the loneliest man in the world. The other man wishing he could turn his God-fearing wife into a slut who would suck his dick like she meant it, instead of looking at the size of it (his words) thinking that maybe this will be a fragrant offering to the lord. Both making the mistake of thinking that the opposite of loneliness is company. You look at them thinking how happy they are to not be you. There’s a plane ticket waiting to take you to a place where you don’t have to be you either.

			“Jerking off not a sin if you think about your wife, brethren.”

			“I know. It’s the other women she sexing in my dream that’s the problem.”

			Group laugh. Later that week, gossip bursts about the first affair and second, then the third and fourth, along with news of a third baby. The man you confess to says he had no clue.

			“You think we will ever get to the point when we stop suppressing ourselves?” Pastor asks in service. He meant when will we stop being ashamed of testifying the gospel of Jesus Christ, but you take it to mean how long will you have to wait for both parents to die just to take a breath.

			

			

			The Sunday following, Pastor comes back from Texas with a tall blond blue-eyed idea of a tall blond blue-eyed boy.

			“Hey y’all,” he says.

			Men are always straddling the benches you sit on instead of sitting like normal people. You kick your own foot as you stare at his crotch, drive out the thought that everything really is bigger in Texas. There he is sun drunk under the mango tree, at the Pastor’s house shirtless and sprawled in the grass like the physical essence of his own drawl. His name is Chance Gatsby. One week later he says, “I feel like I can tell you anything.” He doesn’t know what he’s doing here. Pastor saw him preach and thought a man like this so on fire for Jesus would ignite the youth. But here he was in the middle of Kingston with nothing to do and no fire to start. And the women in this church looked at him like a winning lottery ticket.

			“But sometimes you just wanna be…y’know, right?”

			You know.

			Two weeks in you call him your favorite redneck. Every time you’re with him you forget Kingston and he forgets that he has nothing to do. “You should come back with me,” he says. His hugs are always three seconds longer than they should be, you counted, and nobody else gets a hug this long long. Every time you pull back he pulls in harder. In September during each lazy midweek, you watch art films and old films in black-and-white except Chinatown, because Jack Nicholson needs to be seen in color. Oh yeah, and Faye Dunaway. At Sunday service two fat women roll over on the floor consumed by the Holy Spirit, and you look up to see him clear across the aisle waiting to share his Are we really seeing this? gaze. September is ending and it feels like the slow march to a funeral. In October he heads back to Texas. The night before, you exchange bro hugs, clasped hands the barrier so your two bodies don’t touch. “Well, if you’re ever in the great state o’ Texas,” he says. “Sure,” you say. Two months later he marries some girl he’s known for only five, gets her pregnant six months after that, and never speaks to you again.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. Six years in Florida was enough to make nearly everyone forget you. But maybe it was too easy, and maybe you were always some sort of blur even when you were here.

			

			

			Monday night Bible study. The workshop leader asks when was the last time you felt truly free. Catwoman Glasses beside you says two weeks ago in the middle of the worst turbulence ever—“Me say the plane was goin’ crash, hallelujah”—she just decided to let go and let God because he is the author and finisher of the flight. Silver-haired man says right before his last surgery. A fat and righteous chiney man says when he gave sacrificially his 10 percent—“I mean the peace that comes from giving above and beyond, well, it is beyond compare.” The question sends you back to 1975. Nine years old. Freedom for real? Freedom that felt wild and shocking and dangerous and wrong in the right kind of way. It didn’t have a name back then and took one hundred and twenty seconds. A working household spits up moments where children are left alone as an afterthought. They have been calling at you for weeks from inside the housekeeper’s closet. Backless pumps, black leather, peep-toes, shiny wood high heels. Never has a pair of shoes spoken to you even though they never said a thing. They are yours like nothing given to you was ever yours. You make a mad dash for the hallway, the door, outdoors, across the veranda, into the backyard. Cinderella of the garden, you’re already out of time. The heels only a half size bigger than your feet, the word “NO” pounds down your back in your daddy’s voice. But you’re rushing to something you will one day think was freedom, something that made the air taste delicious, something like disco. That’s why it felt like flying. But hell is around the corner and hell is other people. You curtsy the soursop tree, run back inside, and never feel anything like this again.

			“The day after I accepted Jesus” escapes your mouth.

			

			

			1975 was not done with you. You could run right to the edge of the neighborhood but not the end of the year. At midnight the TV station signs off, but Charlie’s Angels are still in the room. You’ve never been up this late, sitting in the dark as if the TV will come back on just by willing it. The moon had never been this big and you have never been so nine years old. Everybody is asleep so why not swing the front door open and wee willie winkie down the street. Mumbles come from your parents’ room.

			“Is the second time I catch him wearing me stocking. No, not the second time, Velma catch him the first time.”

			“So? The little boy love dress-up.”

			“Well, him get that from him father, but why stockings? And two time? Two times, Herbert. The first time him was wearing them with a red brief and a towel.”

			“Like Superman?”

			“The second time him never wear no towel.”

			“Oh.”

			“No towel. Velma said she come to work last Monday morning and find mud all over the shoes she leave behind on Friday.”

			“You blaming that ghetto gal dirty heels on me son?”

			“She say she didn’t go nowhere. Plus you know how much him love them cultural program on TV.”

			“Woman, say what you saying?”

			“And as for that whole creative dancing thing.”

			“Dancing wrong now? Give him a pretty girl to dance with.”

			“Not that kind of dancing. Creative dancing. Not with girls. I mean, sometimes with girls but not always. Them is man dancing with other man. In tights. Like the stockings he keep wearing.”

			“Watch what you saying, woman. That must did come from your side of the family. We don’t come from none of that shit.”

			“Maybe man touching him at school.”

			“Is nuns running the school.”

			“Me just think—”

			“Shut the fuck up, woman. As for that boy, if I ever…”

			The rest of the sentence vanished into the night. Little children learn new things all the time. In the house with the big moon waiting outside Daddy’s tone made him clear. No words, so you picked colors. Daddy’s voice: blue, then gray, then red, then black. No, not black, dark. He stayed dark.

			Mama’s closet is not a country and you are not a tourist. No dressing like a superhero. Not dressing like a Charlie’s Angel. Boys don’t do things that make their fathers cuss in the late night. So you stay. Stay in bed long enough, right before Mama yells but right after his car starts, so that he won’t see you in the morning. Forget Jill, Kelly, and Sabrina and go to bed early, before he returns. Read Little House in the Big Woods all Saturday, sit in the dry ditch behind church all Sunday, and before you knew it six weeks could pass before you see your father’s face. Or six months. But the voice. The night mumble. It crawls over the sheets, slips through your ears, and builds a black space in your head thirty-four years wide.

			

			

			High school. Is so you go ’bout like say boys not watching you? Boys in high school fourth form. Boys stinking of reggae moving in on disco, of 1980, of Paco Rabanne cologne. Boys trying to cha-cha school uniforms by opening three shirt buttons while letting the pants slump and crumple on top of Reebok pumps. Boys walking like LL Cool J. Boys spitting bubbles on the pavement and chatting new lingo from New York, yo that was stupid fresh. Boys coming out of puberty before you, with one or two of them looking like man already. Boys who tell everybody they’ve seen pussy. “Before me fuck her she piss shhhhh, but after me fuck her she piss whooooooosh,” one of them say inside the gym room and everybody whoop and holler like church.

			Watch the boys watching you. For real though this is a boys’ school. At prayers the principal mentions two boys with no names, expelled for getting caught in the midst of an inappropriate activity. It takes a week for anybody to notice one of the boys gone, an actor and comedian—you know what they say about boys with talents. Maybe you should get a C for your next art assignment, fail on purpose.

			Murder is about to be committed on the one they call Elora Jane. Some will call it a mercy killing. Elora can’t help it that God made him fabu-locious. Every Sunday Jesus say nothing wrong with any of God’s children. Look at him now, asking that boy to borrow his ruler. He sticks his hand out barely four seconds before the wrist droops, the hand sags. What a fucking fag. His wrist snaps back straight but not before three boys two desks behind whistle and flick their own wrists to match his. Keep your hands to your side next time. Boys never stop watch.

			As for you. Your knees too close. Is pussy you hiding? Boys spread wide so we know who God bless—don’t look. Stand up then sit down with your legs wide apart. Stand up then sit down with your legs wider. Stand up then sit down with your legs wider than that—no, because now you look like you selling something. Don’t sit up straight, slouch off to one side and let your head rest on the chair. Old people and nerds wear sensible shoes. At least you like “Ring the Alarm,” so there’s one thing scary about you. Swing your arms wider because them to your sides will make you look like you’re gliding and boys will call you floating battyman. Don’t laugh, you laugh like a girl.

			Get the new cha-cha boy haircut. Practice lowering your voice in the mirror. Study dancehall on FAME FM and use one or two words of slang in at least two sentences a day. You don’t have a girlfriend but you do have porn. No, you did not just cross your fucking legs at the knee. Play football but be the goalkeeper since you can’t dribble or kick or play football. Consider joining the Inter-School Christian Fellowship since nobody will call a holy boy faggot and piss God off. “Him faggy but him brainy,” says one and you accept that this is as good a compliment as you are ever going to get.

			In the assembly room they discuss you as if you aren’t there. The boy whose homework you do says you could be cool, really cool, but is just…The sentence gives up halfway and you live in the ellipsis for years. Just tell me what do and I will do it, fix it, beat it out, chop it off, burn it down.

			Fix it.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. Revelation came in Florida. One of these days God was going to punish you. Again. But you knew what salvation felt like and it was in the back room of the gay club fifteen miles from church. Every Jamaican has two names, so you called yourself something else and let that person step into the rainbow room where the pretty brown one with the smooth cocoa butter voice fucked you.

			

			

			1980. Somebody put a hole in John Lennon, and eight hundred more in people all over Jamaica. The latter made you numb, the former made you cry and you don’t know why. You don’t know John Lennon. Meanwhile boys from sixth form say they have been watching you. Come here, boy. Put this on. Kool-Aid + Vaseline = lipstick, matchstick + shoe polish = eyeliner. They tell you to raid your mother’s closet, which is where you find the pink mini-dress that she danced the Jamaica ska in, the same rebel dress that led her to a black man and expelled her from the family. So this is how it ends after three years of high school boys threatening to kill you, you kill yourself. Finally in the dress everybody expected you to put on. Instant, not a slow death like Uncle’s cancer or disco. Maybe this is the sissy you were always meant to be. Maybe somebody is taking the horse outside to shoot it after all.

			A school play. A competition between houses, like a British academy. Your house needs the points. Points that add up to who the fuck knows. You need to feel needed.

			Need feels like a stick that you snap off. Fuck this and fuck all of them. This is how you do it. This will work. This is how you wear a dress. Do it funny: balloon boobs and pillow stuffed batty to look like Hottentot Venus. No, do it sad; a granny dress half eaten by moths and knee stockings half rolled down. No, do it so that boys like it. Barbie doll, Farrah Fawcett, Vanity 6.

			This is what you do.

			Wrap a belt around the waist and pull. Grab two tennis balls and make your boobs pop. No, take two mints, tape down on tennis balls, stick back in, and watch nipples pop out of boobs pop out of dress.

			You need an anthem and and there on your father’s satellite dish is MTV. Pat Benatar gives you one.

			You better run

			You better hide

			Boys use their eyes to up and down you. Honey you look too good. Woman boobs close enough to dream of touching. Black stockings riding legs all the way up to hallelujah. Lips puckering in red lipstick, cheeks rouged red, also from lipstick. See how they run, boys that is, to the front row. Watch them run out of wow, but don’t forget your lines. All this and brains too come to your head in an American accent. Wait until they see who is taking them to where they want to go, especially the picky-head one in the third row whose Rastafarian father told him to watch for the rise of iniquity in this posh school because when she arrives she will arrive on her back. And battyboy, you is the only she here.

			Disqualify that raas comes from the other houses. Not fair. This is a boys’ school but you bring a girl up in here. Meanwhile make we see the girl. Come out of your costume slow.

			The dress stays on. The fucking wig comes off.

			

			

			2002. Brother Rufus is praying a chant into your ears as you both strip off everything, even underwear, and put on the white pajamas. Everybody is shocked that you have been a Christian for years but were never baptized. And there is Brother Rufus’s Christian penis in an adult jungle of unkempt hair. It’s all you can think of in the pool and when he pushes you down the surprise shocks you into opening your eyes wide and coughing from a near drowning. Praise the Lord.

			

			

			2003. Leaving Miami. Right now. Church is Sunday, and today is Friday. Nothing to do on this flight but remember Thursday night.

			Out magazine, which you threw in the trash before leaving the hotel, had an article about appearing available, as in you must appear to be so, except it never explained how to fucking do it. The choices you made meant there was no old homo coming back from the stuff you’re about to go through to give a dispatch on what to do. No hands to push you, and with no pep in your step you look like a loser. All you can do is stare into space and make a silent mantra out of I’m available, I’m available, I’m available. I am so fucking available.

			Twist Night Club, South Beach. Men upon men upon men pass by on the way to each other. Desperation is a smell and it’s coming from you. Is there something that is required to happen? You wouldn’t know. That is of course a lie, and the used enema kit in your bathroom’s trash is proof.

			Church is Sunday. The men bend and twist and contort their way out of approaching you, maybe because nobody here thinks you are pretty enough. No, it’s the desperation. Looking too hungry. What does too hungry look like? Beyoncé’s “Crazy in Love” is kicking you in the chest and the scene is so hopeless and useless and gay and perfect.

			At the bar the second vodka tonic goes down slower than the first because you are studying the glass. Then you study the BlackBerry, fake send a text message, fake answer the phone, and head upstairs one level to do the same thing. There are white men here as pretty as the cast of any show on cable TV and they all belong in their own tribe of gay. Would-be leatherboys in too-hot-for-leather South Beach. Drag queens with mascara running. Boys in polo shirts and deck shorts who look like they are talking about pussy. White boys tonguing out black boys, brown boys dancing on go-go platforms, all of them straight, them go-go boys, at least they do that fake booty slap, that half pelvic thrust, that one-sec-off-the-beat hip gyration that straight boys do while older men with fat wallets pay for another lap dance. Britney Spears sang about the devastation of a gay club years before without knowing it, and now your loneliness is killing you. Nothing to do but keep walking, sweep the three floors two or three more times, and hope for, well, whatever.

			“This like what, your third loop?”

			“Excuse me?”

			“Third time making the rounds. Pretty damn sure it’s three times now I’m seeing you.”

			Music is pumping but he is loud and clear.

			“Maybe. People always say we look the same.”

			“Ouch. I want to say that sounds kinda racist, but looking at you I’m not sure which race we’re offending.”

			“What?” you ask as if you didn’t hear.

			“Never mind. You’re Jamaican. That’s all that matters, right?”

			“Yes, some Jamaicans look like me.”

			“Nope. What you should have said is Aww, you noticed. A gay club really is its own kind of insanity, isn’t it?”

			There was this movie in the early ’90s with some black boys robbing banks. One of them in whiteface robber disguise had eyes that jumped through the screen to ask you questions you didn’t want asked. Dead Presidents was the movie. Larenz Tate. He looks like Larenz Tate, same big eyes, wide smile, curly dreadlocks, chin stubble, and the might-be mustache. Skin like he sprung from a cup of hot chocolate.

			“I’ll take that as your answer.”

			“My what?”

			“Your everything. You know what else is insane?”

			“No.”

			“Doing the same thing over and over hoping for a different result. Like you pimp-walking through this sad club three times now.”

			“I don’t walk like a pimp.”

			“What you walk like?”

			“I goin’ leave now.”

			“No, you’re not. You haven’t bought me a martini yet.”

			The rest moved from A to B to C to D. Something about the whole night made you repeat to yourself, These are the things that must happen to you. His car, your hotel room, a distance you both could have walked, but he had to go back to the Gables after. Barely through the door, he is in your mouth. Then your cheeks, then your neck. You taste his sweat and spit. That pounding on the back of the neck you realize is expectation, not Jesus saying no. It is should, rearing its head again, this is what should happen. You should know how to kiss. You should like the sourness of both the smell and taste of his mouth. None of this is the first time yet the whole night feels like nothing but firsts. There’s no man before who asked your name and if he did you do not remember. No kiss where the burn from hair stubble rubbing across your lips and chin felt like the best fucking thing ever. No man locking on to your tongue and sucking your soul out. No smelling three hours of club sweat on the back of his neck. You put all of him in your mouth, and opening that wide hurts. You’re learning everything even though nothing is new. Is it him? Your pillow was a great teacher, because whatever you learned he wants more of it. And it still shocks you how soft men feel. You would be happy just squeezing him, but he has already pulled off your clothes. Between your legs is a draft of cool air. Spit, lube, soap, lotion, shampoo, fluids seem to spurt, drip, flow, and spray across the room. He is on top of you and the agony makes you bawl. “Sorry” comes from his mouth in a series of whispers, and also this: him telling you to climb on top. The first three times the hurt is worse, but then he grabs your hips, dictates your flow, and by the fourth bounce, you scream words you never learned in church.

			Now realness had a smell, somewhere between cologne, sweat funk, late night breath, and salt. Realness looked like tears, or like a white burst of milk nestling in the space above your heart. Reality is a man talking to you in a whisper and kissing you over and over to make sure you are there. Reality is realizing that all of what happened is dream, it must be, it has to be and it will be, and the business card where he scribbled his cell number is also fantasy, you toss it in the garbage with your half-eaten Cinnabon. Seven steps later, you spin on your heels, dash like a mad man back to the bin and paw through the trash as the good people of Miami pretend not to watch. You find the card smudged with ketchup. It’s a miracle.

			Reality is coming home to realize that thinking about this man, Tanner Avery, feels like a delicious ache. How stupid really, how immature to think that just because somebody fucked you that there is now a connection. But there are connections and there are connections, and any connection felt is a connection good. Tanner Avery. You can’t take this to the altar because there is no sin to confess. Also to confess something as sin is to release it and you will not release his smell from your fingers or his taste from your mouth. You will not let him fade. It is satanic to think that if something feels good then it must be right, but how can you know if something is right or good unless you feel it? Tanner Avery.

			One hot night, it might have been Thursday night, the number on the business card rings without answer.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. There is nobody to talk to, not even the man to whom you confess about where your body goes every June 1. Every year since 1988. The faces are gone leaving black demons now. The one who punched your face, the one who cut your skin, the one who kicked you in the back, all their voices gone. You hate that whenever you see them before you dream they are all black, but evil is what evil is. The scars on your back feel as if they never faded, but you have never looked so you will never know.

			

			

			The news comes to you from people who listen to the radio. Monday morning on the way to work and it bounces from one stop sign to another, one car to another, at the guard post in the complex where you work, between two women on the steps outside, coworkers by the fridge and by the print station. Loose words whispered shouted laughed all adding up to one sentence. Fifty-nine times either last night or early this morning.

			“What?” you ask nobody in particular.

			“Paul Royale,” says the receptionist as she leaves the women gossiping by the printer. “You lock ’way in a tomb, Mr. Holmes? Somebody murder Paul Royale last night. The ambassador. Stab him two hundred and fifty-nine time.”

			“Fifty-nine time, gal,” says the cleaning lady who is usually gone before anyone gets there. “Is how much punishment you ah wish ’pon the man.”

			“Wages of sin,” says the skinny dark man whose name you never remember but who works in the in-house art department. You expected more from an artist but remember that he works in an assembly line in a room. In the conference room is the TV and the murder makes morning news. Stabbed to death. Slit throat. No suspect, no murder weapon, no motive, no evidence of a break-in. Victim was found wrapped in a white sheet, in a bedroom on the second floor. Body discovered by his secretary. An audience gathered in the room behind you, which means it’s only a matter of seconds before it comes.

			“Them man always ah dead the same kinda way.”

			Bingo.

			

			

			Remember the third person in this mix. Remember the devil. Sometimes a thought is not yours but has been living in your mind for so long that it appears to spring from the head full-grown like Athena. Sunday’s congregation is full-grown by the time you get to church. Greetings done, welcoming first timers done, praise and worship done, initial altar call done, notice of who has surplus eggs, cabbage, wash rags, and carburetor fluid done, so now it’s time to give not just the tithe that you’re supposed to, but also another 10 percent on top of your 10 percent.

			Pastor takes the stage and says, “Beloved, I was watching an old movie last Friday night, an old horror movie—you watch them things? Careful now, Sister Shirley, careful what you letting loose in your living room. Yes, family, there I was watching this old movie, The Exorcist. Those of you who haven’t seen it, I don’t recommend you watch. Not because it’s bad—in fact the movie is brilliant, thoughtful, you could even call it some sort of masterpiece. But it is about the devil, and what we call the devil? Yes, the prince of this world. But—and this is where our misled Catholic brothers and sisters continue to be misled—the movie is about satanic possession in an unwitting little girl and read my lips, congregation: The devil cannot possess you. Let me repeat for the stragglers in the back. There is no such thing as satanic possession because the devil cannot possess you. Some out there scared that the devil will hear your thoughts, well, let me tell you that the devil can’t read your mind. What the devil can do is intrude in your ears like how a cool breeze comes through the window. So quiet that you think it is a thought, and sometimes you even think it’s you. He can disrupt it, shape it, I mean you ever wonder why so many people in the grips of sin and evil think it’s them and them alone? Why? Because the devil don’t need no glory in his work, the world is his glory. The devil can’t read your mind, but just like in my house when my little girl is hiding the cookie in her pocket that she steal, the devil can read you. The devil can’t jump into your brain, but he can jump onto your back.”

			

			

			This is how you do it. This is how you disappear completely. It’s not that you vanish, it’s that you make yourself into the kind of person nobody wants to see. Not a bum or a madman, because those are people one tries too hard not to look at, which is a different thing. But to ignore a person takes work and the trick is to turn blindness into an act of ease. Every gay man wishes for the trick where he could disappear at least once, especially around other gay men before they smell the homo on you. Sometimes it really does feel like a smell.

			The truth is that it was straight men who taught you how to disappear. This is how you do it, this will work. To vanish you inhabit the spaces where people don’t look. Jamaica is small and there is nowhere to go so the only thing to do is look away. Rich Jamaicans who live up the hill make it from one end to the other by rolling up their car windows and telling themselves that the only way forward is to go through, like a blinkered racehorse. All people see is their reflection in tinted windows. A man wanting to do the wrong thing need only do it where the right people won’t see. But it’s not just about right and wrong or rich and poor or uptown and downtown. Any Christian will tell you that it’s also about the saved and the damned, meaning those two don’t move in the same space. The saved don’t listen to reggae so they would never be at a session. The saved don’t go to nightclubs. Or movies, at least not since The Lord of the Rings. The saved don’t watch horse races, don’t gamble, don’t go to the beach on crowded days, and don’t play domino. They have no reason to roam the street late at night or get drunk at a rum bar. The saved don’t get drunk. Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful. They shop at a supermarket, a grocery store, a cell phone company, a gas station, and an ice-cream parlor run by the saved. They never go to the gym. The cheating man never takes his lover to the same places as his wife, if he takes his wife anywhere. When everybody is driving to the next or to the last drink, the blessed is driving home. The saved have a different Kingston built for them, right beside the other Kingston, parallel lines that never crisscross.

			So get up at four a.m. Pray. Too many thoughts to bombard the morning so cast your cares upon him for he careth for you. Read the New Testament right before the Epistles but right after Jesus promised that he goes ahead to prepare many rooms. Turn on the TV and watch Pastor Creflo Dollar promise that money will cometh to you now, then watch five to ten minutes of Pastor John Hagee praying for the 144,000 Jews to convert to Christianity so we can finally usher in the dawn of the antichrist. Shower. Leave for work at six thirty before rush hour traffic slows cars to a crawl and beggars come up to your window.

			Get to your desk before everyone else, so that in the next staff meeting the boss can talk about your lethal efficiency. Work hard, work late, be friendly in the way that never makes friends. Offer to help with a report but decline invitations to drinks after. Let them say, “See you tomorrow, Mr. Christian.” Work on marketing strategies but let others present them, after all true glory is only in Jesus Christ. You sit at your desk and make miracles happen. They have free days, rest days, Independence Day, Carnival weekend holidays, you have church. Most of the staff leave between five thirty and six, but you always stay until eight. “Rush hour traffic is god-awful business, no true, Rupert?” asks another lady who thinks you never learned what subtext is. God is never awful, you say. Sometimes when it gets late and all that is left is for the old bones of the building to creak and groan, you think of masturbating just for the fuck of it.

			You’ve never had sex in Jamaica. The thought comes to you when you narrow what some would call sex. It feels safer to talk crass to yourself; never rimmed battyhole or fucked it and nobody ever fucked yours. Kissed, groped, felt, licked, sucked, laughed, whispered, cried, but nobody has ever fucked you nor you anyone from Kingston to Montego Bay. Talking crass makes it safer, makes you look at it like you’re marking off a checklist. So you ran away from the gay to Florida and found God and dick. Walked into church, walked out of church, walked into that back booth of ADULT 24HR DVD, walked into church, walked out, walked through the dark door to Mannschaft and waited for it to happen to you. Something about America, maybe the size, made you feel like you could roll with whatever version of yourself for the day and that self never had to transfer to the next. Florida was where you first let a man fuck you, a big black former athlete, current husband and father of four who worked out his issues by dicking you so hard you screamed into the pillow the whole time. Talking crass makes it feel like somebody else did it. The first time you fucked ass for real he said he was twenty-three but was probably seventeen and either way he had a car that shrugged to a stop in the Mannschaft parking lot. There is no park to cruise and no nerve to do the cruising but there is this thing called Craigslist. Now when you leave Florida you refuse to shower and the sweet sour stink funk of memory tides you over to Jamaica. But one night a man fucking you from behind said he could read everything about you by those three big-ass scars on your back and you jumped up and ran away with such force that his condom was still in you. Talking crass turns it into a movie, a role.

			

			

			“You used to wake up crying,” your mother said on your thirty-third birthday. At lunch though nobody remembered who invited whom. “Is the loudest I ever hear somebody be quiet. Just a little sniffle, sniffle, sniffle, and yet even at the back of the house I could hear it,” she said. You want to ask if this is a thing with imported Asian wives/mothers to just watch their sons suffer. Besides, you have aged in reverse; now you cry to go to sleep. Sunday nights you meet your church care group where the leader talks about holy sex, one night boasting that he stuck it in the wife and finished off without her waking up. Monday nights is growth class, which ends at ten so there is nothing to do afterward but sleep. Tuesday nights you work so late that at least three times sleep comes at the desk. Wednesday night is midweek service, which goes on till nine, which means that lingering in the parking lot takes the night to ten thirty, driving slow while listening to the worn-out Kirk Franklin CD adds another thirty-five minutes. Friday nights you walk around with a twelve-inch ruler sticking it between horny teenagers to remind them to make space for Jesus. One can just smell the itch for sex on them. Saturdays is singles fellowship where the women are now too old for any man to want them, but God will provide and among the men is the one who vogues for Jesus and another who has been spoken to about how long he stares at the boys on the football team. Saturday is the only night where you go to sleep sorta happy, because there are fourteen Christians in the world far more pathetic than you. This leaves Thursday.

			Yeah. Thursdays are the worst, night comes from the devil himself. The one night where there is no work and no church, the one night where it’s only you. The same Bible verses that ease you from Saturday to Sunday, or Tuesday to Wednesday, the same Bible verses that banish the demons every other day don’t work on Thursday. One night you tried to rub one out and ended up crying. One night you tried to read a novel called Flesh and Blood by Michael Cunningham and threw it away when you saw what it was really about. More than any other night, Thursday aches with a need for art, or pop, or culture, or maybe just Buffy the Vampire Slayer or Roswell on foreign TV, but all of it just screams gay gay gay. This Thursday night you chase yourself out to the balcony, which is five floors up and imagine what it would feel like, your body exploding as it hits the parking lot. Is it high enough? The worst is not dying but having to live dead from the neck down. At least that will take sex out of the equation. Not sex but the expectation of sex. Not the expectation of sex but other people’s expectation of you. Everybody already feels so sorry. You could jump but instead sink to the floor, muttering over and over until it just feels like one long moan, “What is going to happen to me? What is going to happen to me?”

			What is going to happen to me. It’s not even a question anymore, just a statement into some sort of abyss.

			You wish there was a name for what your brain does, because while it’s not a headache your head has never felt worse; and while it’s not a pain, the feeling is insufferable; and while it’s not a misery, you still want to wail into a pillow until it turns into a coughing fit. And there is this wretchedness creeping from head to feet that feels so repulsive that you wish there was a way to skin yourself alive. All burdens are heavy, all burdens exhaust you from the lifting, all burdens come with one mercy, which is that at least they leave you with nothing to do but sleep.

			

			

			June 1988. Riding through Uptown Kingston with the beautiful boy who picks you up from the hospital. If only he would shut the fuck up and drive, but he feels driven to not stop chatting, like silence carries deadly stakes. Which maybe it does for him because who knows what would come out of your mouth if you decide to talk? He is afraid of you, a little bit. Afraid of what recent events have turned you into when all they did was make you realize that everybody is running out of fucking time. You found out that nobody is promised anything, not even a peaceful afternoon before God confirmed that shit in the most godlike way possible.

			He pulls up at the red light and you say, “You know what I really want? Like right, right, right now?” And you hold the question in ellipsis because he will think a million things but not say one.

			“I get my impatience from my mother. She’s Belgian,” he says.

			“Fried chicken,” you say.

			He thinks nobody heard his quiet sigh. Relief, regret, both, who cares. People on TV shows always lose their appetite when bad things happen, which is the stupidest shit you’ve ever heard. Nothing like having life nearly wrenched away to make you want to nyam the shit out of a BK Whopper even if the ammonia is making the rotten meat pass, or a King Burger Whamperer, which is not a local rip-off at all. Or a KFC three-piece spicy chicken meal, which is what you demand when he gets to the drive-thru, damn it if Kentucky Fried Chicken doesn’t taste like the most essential thing alive.

			Riding through the city past two in the morning because he will go wherever you want. Up a hill because all Kingston roads lead up a hill eventually, and you say, “Finally,” as if you know this place but don’t have a clue, and you climb higher than any hill has ever been climbed, and the view of the city glimmering below makes you think you can conquer it. And if one can’t vanquish this city, then one can vanquish this fucking hill the way animals do, which is to whip out their cocks and piss on it. So you sigh the piss out long and loud because this has always been how men let other men know they have their dicks out, and pissing like yawning is contagious, so Eddy whips himself out, too. And this is the longest piss ever, meaning that you’re done but don’t tuck it back in because the breeze is blowing nice and it leaves you in that midland between hard and soft where every man looking knows but dares not say. Men walk around like this in the gym. The boy is definitely looking and if they could talk both cocks would say, I’ve been shaken enough already.

			So you give him a breakdown of the beatdown he did not ask for. But there are things he will never know. That back in the hospital, despite us being anonymous, people kept saying they knew who we were. The doctors kept asking questions that needed no answer, like was this wound self-inflicted, while refusing to ask what begged for a reply, like are you in pain. The nurses just looked, their stares the curled tail of a scorpion. A nurse would pull back the window curtains for the world to see. Or step back when she saw your open wounds, whispering to another nurse that “No, me love, me can’t bother with them AIDS business.” They abandon you to become a ghost. “Obscene” is the word you were looking for. It was obscene how you grabbed your things and simply walked out.

			More things this beautiful boy will never know. Three versions of you floated around Kingston. The first time you made up a name it was because Chief Justice Rupert Holmes senior couldn’t have his son disgracing his, even if all you got from him were your lips. That other place you rented was just so you could be somewhere and feel peace like it’s a real thing, and it called for a name that wouldn’t lead back to him. Jamaican men do this all the time, taking their footsteps through many doorways but leaving no mark in any.

			It’s not hard to vanish. Any child can tell you that one can go three months without actually seeing a parent even if you live in the same house.

			There is a version of that night of driving through Kingston when on the hill you pull him toward you, yank his pants and briefs down, spit three times and depth charge the faggot. But the thought of banging your busted ribs against his back makes your chest hurt. “Take me home,” you say, which he does and you wave him goodbye from the gate.

			But this is not your gate. It’s not the last time you see him, but it will be the last time he sees you.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. Going to church for fifteen years. This must be how anonymous alcoholics count. But there was this one time. You don’t want to name what happened, but you were praising the Lord. It was supposed to be like any other Sunday morning first service: get in, get blessed, get gone. Not that anybody reads it, but the church bulletin forgot to mention that this Sunday was a special commemorative service for a law firm’s twentieth anniversary. Nobody from that company comes to this church but the CEO and the head pastor go back to their time in ’60s radio. Upstairs to the mezzanine level then, because people being fake righteous makes you want to spit.

			Service as usual then except for the group of suits and dresses and hats that take over the first ten rows on the left. Four rows up and ten bodies down, a tall black man with a Grace Jones fade and shoulders for miles who keeps looking around because it’s not just the church but people around him who are strange. It makes him slide his shoulder against the one on his left, the only one he knows. They are together and it’s not that nobody sees because they certainly see, but they have no language for it.

			Beside him is a white-ish man, still lean, but his hair has gotten lighter, blonder. You see him because he turns around and almost sees you. Idiot. Fucking fool. Everybody checks out the mezzanine because it takes them by surprise to see a whole floor hovering like a spaceship. You slide down into the seat. Leave it to church to bring people together. Some of his coworkers jump up when Pastor says that it means nothing to have a GCE or a PhD if you don’t have a G-O-D. White-ish man whispers something to black man and he stifles a chuckle. More than enough space on the bench but they are still shoulder to shoulder. This is not according to rules. Your heart has lost control because it is telling you the same. He glances up again but this time you hide behind a railing. His glance up the mezzanine is long but his look at the black man’s collar is longer. So this is it then, this is how gay men find a way. Some of them anyway. You won’t say it. You won’t fucking say it. Say it.

			This is how they build a life. This is how they make it work. Because the truth is that Sodom was the place where wickedness was dished out to the other, the strange, the new, the weak, and the different. Sodom was the place that the homosexual had to run from. Bill Clinton gave the whole world the language: Don’t ask, don’t tell. You’ve seen him twice before, but this time hits different, maybe because he is in your space, a place with the assurance that this was somewhere people like him would never go. Idiot. Fucking fool.

			He has not seen you in seventeen years.

			That day will not be today.

			Jesus Lord Christ, please put my heart back into my chest. Please. Please.

			Eddy Porteous.

			You leave before service ends.

			

			

			Plead to the blood and shame the devil. The people you leave behind also fade away from you. This is why it works. Once they get married, your brethren don’t go to the clubs, bars, games, strip joints, reunions as much as they once did, and once they have children they don’t go at all. Months turn into years and you haven’t seen a friend in two decades, even though you both live work drink worship marry breed in the same ten-square-mile space. There were always eight to ten Jamaicas in Jamaica, five to six Kingstons in Kingston. It’s not just that you turned away from them, they also turned away from you. Some people call it moving on with life, except each life moves in its own way so the cliché doesn’t fit. That’s when it hits you that you could have stood still and disappeared anyway.

			But look what the Lord has done. His work is right there in the mirror. You are watching Christian friends send off their children to primary school. For your thirtieth birthday your church care group threw a party with no rum, beer, or wine even though Jesus drank it. The leader is the friend of the man you confess to, the one who said that after a girl becomes a woman she has nowhere left to go. Nowhere that makes him think of her while on top of his wife.

			Of the two women in the care group, one waits patiently for God to provide a man, even though she still believes that man is you and lets her stare remind you she still has hope. The other woman goes to Connecticut one sweaty summer and comes back with a black mamba dildo. You think that this would tear you away from church but somewhere over the years you learned the difference between contradiction and hypocrisy. And that maybe the humans loving God are human after all, and we grow and change and mutate and multiply and contract and reduce and immolate and live and die. You don’t see flawed people falling short of the glory of God, but what glory really is, which is to ease into your own skin whatever shape that skin takes. Then you realize that God can never love us because he fucking envies us, because we can do four things he can’t. God can never discover. God can never learn. God can never grow. And this one right here, this one is the worst: God can never surprise himself. Then insight hits, not like a bellow but a whisper. You are indeed your mother. Like her you have figured out how to sever even if you never cut; wave goodbye even if you never leave. You quit the care group but still go to church.

			

			

			Miami. A woman on American TV explains how the real plague hitting most of the country is loneliness and that such people have a 32 percent higher risk of dying early. But the opposite of loneliness is not company, and you have to be in it to recognize this. 2004. Speaking of company, you leave yours not thinking of what to do next and throw yourself to America because who knows what will happen, great love or terrorist attack. Or the money will run out. Remember the mall at 163rd? asks that voice in your head, but all that comes is General Tso’s chicken and old gay porn mags across the street.

			Last week church’s grip slipped and Mel Gibson was to be blamed. The Passion of the Christ ripped through the congregation like brush fire (Sister Linda had seen it seven times) and the wise elder beside you reminded the Bible study group that violence was not the same as suffering. That was the beginning of it, you call it the click, the sound in your head of a switch either going off or on at the utterance of utter fuckery. You said to them that we were supposed to reject anything Catholic because they are the world’s biggest cult, “Vicarius Filii Dei” adding up to 666 and all that business. But he said such is the Lord that he will use anything, even the machinations of the misguided and the anti-Christian, for his greater purpose. Evangelicals love that word, “purpose.” You’ve never noticed before. “Yes, Christ suffered on the cross, but most people had no idea what true suffering meant until that movie, I tell you. When they see what the Lord went through, for free, for them, of course they will come running in droves to be saved,” said the elder. “To see every sweaty sinew being stretched until broken, well, that was it for me.”

			“I mean I just dropped to my knees in church and shouted ‘Jehovah Jireh!’ ” said Brother Clovis who was thinking of doing a Passion-inspired dance number for Sunday, and when you said Don’t just stand there, let’s get to it, strike a pose, there’s nothing to it, a deer looked back at you all struck by headlights.

			“And what are your thoughts, Brother Rupert? What did the movie stir in you?”

			Here came the click but the utter fuckery was about to come from you. So you shut down what was thought and rebooted what you feel.

			“I feel like I was watching gay porn,” you said, looking straight at Clovis.

			You left church with a bounce you didn’t understand, because it was final, and finality is not supposed to come with a bounce. Neither bang nor whimper, just something you would have done anyway, an exhale. You will never set foot in this place again. Epiphanies are supposed to hit like thunder, not like being invited to dance.

			So, Miami. This time you wear the Offender jeans to the Kingston airport. You’re not gone for good, but something about this flight feels like leaving. The Passion leaves you wondering just how small Mel Gibson’s penis is. Honestly the only actor who ever did it for you shot himself in the head by accident on a TV set, but wow, how you would lay out an entire afternoon in your locked bedroom, playing with yourself and reducing his three-word name to just one syllable, Hex, Hex, Hex. Some other part of you—the wickeder part—says no to South Beach and plops down at a motel between West Flagler and Northwest Le Jeune, two of those Miami streets that start nowhere and go backward from there. Nothing to do here but get a tattoo you will instantly regret or remind yourself that white people are always prettier on TV. Here for the sleaze, the Motel 6, the passing cars on their way to a worse evening than you’re going to have, the laptop open to two pages: Ragingstallion.com and Craigslist. One click on purple text and another window pops open: Men Seeking Men. Click the link and names become body parts, not just cocks and butts but underarms, neck veins, and quadriceps. Fap Fap Fapping on West Flagler could be a fat priest or a skinny fifth-grade teacher. A construction worker or a quantity surveyor. Cum Split Me in Two is too old to know that one should not search for men on the family computer. So many fat bellies, so many who think they are bears, cubs, and otters. Black cocks of such size they seem to float in their own space, connected to nothing. Few faces, some of them black, none of them Asian, most the same kind of white man with the same kind of brown hair and the same kind of mustache.

			Host or travel? This motel has hosted plenty, and a flash of black light would have proven it. You consider the room for the first time, how even with all the blinds open it was still dark. The television blurring Entertainment Tonight, Cops, and home shopping into one thing. Mute on, of course. The white blanket encasing the white sheets encasing the white mattress that creaks exactly as movies have led you to expect. And the smell, funk, shit, mold, cigarette ash, and stuff that nobody will ever describe, with a layer of Lysol on top to mask them. The first night you slept on four towels, the second night you did not sleep. This is the evening of the third day. You catch your naked self in the mirror and notice that your Christian gut has shrunk for no reason. But on your mind is something else that you cannot describe, not relief, definitely not happiness, and you know there is no epiphany coming. Maybe it is just release, which feels electric and dangerous, you know danger is drawing hard because here you are on Craigslist. Uncut 7.5 seeking warm mouth—m4m. I need a place—m4m. Looking for a regular thing—m4m. Discreet—m4m. Good-looking married guy looking for fun—m4m.

			Bingo.

			Married means no ties, no strings. Married also means he will go at it like this is his last time on earth. Married means a whirlwind that will sweep himself up with all he came with as soon as it’s done. Pictures are sent. He demands face pic first.

			You Asian?

			No.

			You look Asian.

			That sounds like a problem.

			Not to be racist but I’m looking for a top…

			You send a dick pic.

			Holy moly.

			Good enuf?

			You must have some black in you.

			You haven’t sent a face pic.

			He is just as you pictured him, somebody who girls thought was the most handsome boy in high school. Face too thin, maybe drug-user-thin, cheekbones too sharp, lips too wide, mustache too thick, but in his brown eyes is that thing some people call a twinkle.

			My wife hasn’t…well…in months.

			You send another dick pic.

			Jaysis. You up for now or later?

			Now.

			Condoms?

			Have to.

			You know sometimes when we do it, my wife’s hands touch me back there and she doesn’t know that just makes me lose my shit.

			West Flagler and Northwest Le Jeune.

			He doesn’t want to kiss. That’s a no-no, which is fine, because his breath is a no-no, too. He smells like somebody not allowed to smoke in the house. Tall and skinny, but missing-too-many-meals skinny, so let’s call him lanky. You thought he was mixed because his dick pic was, well, it just was. But he really is a white man and missing his left canine. Not gay-acting except for the slight hint of a swish and calling you girlfriend. Gay white men aping the sass of straight black women, the ridiculousness of the whole thing makes you chuckle. “What’s so funny,” he says. Then he lays out all the things he ain’t gonna do and two-thirds of them you’ve never heard of. “No, I don’t have poppers,” you reply when he asks.

			Six Feet Under has a scene that plays in a parking lot but is exactly like this. You could never bring yourself to watch Queer as Folk. Gayness still had to feel as if it came on the screen by surprise or at least by accident, like you were watching an otherwise wholesome program when up jump the faggots. The thought springs a chuckle and the married man wonders what’s so funny. No answer so he says, “Are you laughing at me?”

			“You want to do this missionary?” you ask.

			“You always this boring, honey?”

			It blows your mind that there are women out there mistaking this bitch for straight. Then he said some shit about never getting a word in, in the great state o’ Florida, and a man should be able to do what he wants to do.

			“Texas.”

			“Huh?”

			“It’s the great state of Texas. Nobody calls Florida great.”

			“Well, shit, ain’t you got a mouth on you. Now you gonna shut it and fuck me or what, darlin’?”

			You expect him to add that Little League practice is over at four or something else that screams American dad, though grandpa could also apply. The sun abandoned you both hours ago and he’s talking again despite just telling you to shut up and the whole thing sounds ludicrous because it is ludicrous, but here you are, and he pushed you down on the bed and yanks your shoes socks pants briefs off, says “Holy moly” again and winks. You declaring again “I’m a top” competes with just lying there for whatever because these are the things that must happen to you. “I’m not a bottom” vanishes into the hum and rattle of the old air conditioner, set to maximum but failing to stop sweat. He won’t do oral. You didn’t ask and want to say, Bitch, I’m not in this room to make love either, but all that comes is “Okay.” He watches you as he undresses—this is supposed to be sexy, and it really should be but it isn’t. “I’m still waiting on the bitch to notice my tattoo,” he says, pointing to a mark on his left thigh that looks like an arrow. “You know I’m gonna ride the fuck out of you,” he says and crawls onto the bed.

			And then this, he grabs both ankles. “I’m not a bottom” leaves your mouth but again it vanishes into the hum and rattle. And he squeezes them until they hurt, which makes him smile when you wince, and laugh that you’re still hard. “Holy moly, Chinaman,” he says, and you say that you’re not a Chinaman but it comes out like a whisper. Why is everything coming out as a whisper? The louder voice is in your head and he says how about if you just surrender?

			“I didn’t clean out.”

			“I don’t care.”

			Still holding your calves he pushes your legs up and over and knee pins chest near the crook of your arms. This is really going to happen, he is really going to take it anyway. Your knees at the armpits crush your voice. “I don’t…I’m not…What are you…Okay.” Somehow he is on top of you but you are inside him. He is the bottom but still the top. “Oh yeah, sweetheart,” he says over and over, then squats down harder, heavier. Hurt, this is beginning to hurt, this squat on you in happy baby pose. Fuck him for making you think in yoga terms because the burn in your muscles is beginning to irritate. “New position,” you say, but he is still moaning “Oh yeah, sweetheart” over and over. And what comes to you right then is that struggle to be normal, which went on for so fucking long, saying no to your voice, falling down at the altar, believing in a delivering god—no, believing he will change you as long as you don’t ask him to change you and fighting your own self for so long because that’s what Jesus said, to deny yourself and pick up your cross. Still inside him but it feels like defeat.

			“What’re you doin’, sweetheart? We’re right here? Where you goin’? Get back here. Get back hard, you son of a bitch. You don’t think I’m good enough, is that it? Huh? Huh? You nasty faggot. Fuck me, you piece of shit.”

			Reeling from the sting of his slap you don’t notice the hands until they are around your throat crushing your Adam’s apple, cutting your breath off, chopping your scream in two. Never in the entire history of the whole fucking universe have eyes showed so much hate. That’s a lie. You’ve seen it on a dozen faces all at once, sometimes blurring into the same face, sometimes splitting into twelve again. Eyes that scream even when blank, hate so fucking real and fleshy that it had its own smell. These are the eyes that left scars on your back, the eyes that make you run for cover when men together simply shout. Eyes that shine when the room is dark are the same in Florida as they are in Kingston. You can feel the blood trapped in your face. Now is when these hands try to punch, “these” because they don’t feel like yours but he has pinned your knees harder into your chest and your arms can barely move. Jesus, this man is strong and he wants to kill you, that is what’s powering him and all you can do is land weak punches to the outside of his thighs, punches that turn into faggot slaps. You read somewhere that strangling a man to death takes an awful long time and this is awful. Shifting jerking twisting shouting nothing is working. And the son of a bitch is grinning. On the edge of a shit street in a shit town in a shit city in a shit state, you’ve paid for the whole week in advance, which means it will be three days before anybody discovers your corpse in a room nobody will bother to describe in the police report. Your cramped legs can’t push—look how hard he is and that fucking smile and his fingers are squeezing tighter like that alien that wraps its coil around your neck to fuck your mouth to leave a baby and you punch his thighs and shift and shift and shift until you finally free a left hand, which slaps his shoulders scratches his arms, digs into skin until under the nail is red and sticky, scratch his face, pull his hair, slap his fucking awful grin away. Pulling the bedsheets, clawing his nose, his stomping knees try to pin your hand. You have not been breathing for so long that your tongue tastes blue, so this is it, this is really it, maybe just surrender. But your left hand can’t stop won’t stop, but he is still fucking laughing still saying sweetheart fuck him fuck the world fuck my mother when she hears that her son died from apparent sexual misadventure and asks if they could inter me somewhere up there because she is more ashamed that this man fucked me than that he killed me and you know what you bitch I have always hated you from the day you sent me to primary school and made me stay in grade one when you knew I was supposed to be in grade two just because. But left hand is not having it, left hand is not playing dead or dying for real, left hand is desperate and on fire. He swings he slaps he taps he grabs for everything and drops it just as quick, the sheet, the pillow, the belt, the power cord of the bedside lamp. Left hand grabs bedside lamp and swings it right into the motherfucker’s smiling face. Knocks him clean off. Too many things to do at once, gather himself, think straight, block the next blow, laugh at me, fight back. But you are younger than him and quicker and this lamp base is the perfect grip so you swing and swing and slam and slam and hit and hit and stab and stab and he is still laughing, but he is gurgling and his left hand flops midway and the right hand flails around and neither is blocking his stupid head so you smash and smash and smash until inside of him splashes on you.

			

			

			Between you showering off the blood, putting on clothes, and packing your suitcase, he doesn’t move. The motel photocopied your ID and maybe somebody in this city is named Thirwell Jones, but that person is not you. And heart pounding really is a thing, because it won’t stop, not even when you realize that the pump is powering you, from motel to cab to airport where you put yourself on standby for the first flight to Jamaica that will take you. This is not your place.

			When his blood hit your face it was a second baptism.

			The family doctor gives you Xanax and says consider taking something stronger because these shakes that hit you off guard can rock you to the bone. He doesn’t understand. You don’t want to be rid of the shakes, only regulate them so that you can feel them coming. And they are not shakes but shivers. Every morning for three weeks, you wake up already running from whatever is coming to get you: revenge, the police, a ghost, your mother who somehow heard what you thought about her. Every morning it comes over you, an ecstasy—there is no other word at having caused a turning point in your own body. What never comes is 1988, not even deliberately, not even through forcing yourself to think about the year. Scars on your back are on your fucking back and eyes look straight ahead. No mention of a body in a motel on American news. Maybe he was alive and maybe he also disappeared until he could find a car wreck to match his face, so that he could tell the wife. Look at you fooling you, says a voice that is unmistakably American and undoubtedly from your own head. That deh man dead. Deader than dead. A better man would not have felt empowered by this and by this you mean like an IV packed with nerve, balls, juice, and clarity was pumping itself into you.

			Does anybody notice that the first sign when a battyman comes into his battymanhood is how he walks? Somewhere between a strut and a glide, a stride doubled up because now you step into every Jamaican space crotchfirst. In yuh fucking Levi’s Offenders. Fucking come for me if you bad.

			

			

			Can’t beat all of you but I will drop one of you, so decide who wants to lose an eye or a finger or a tooth, who wants to gain a broken nose, or a ballpoint pen stabbed into your fucking neck because that is the price for killing me. T-shirt too black and too short and yes it says “Paradise Garage,” and fuck if you don’t have any idea what that means, only that a pretty face with biceps is holding a tambourine and this T-shirt is a whole sentence. Your Levi’s Offenders stuffed up to a whole new level of offense by subtracting underwear—holy moly, Chinaman.

			Three months later you’ve stopped shaking without the Xanax. You’ve also walked from Half Way Tree to Trafalgar Road to Lady Musgrave Road in a pink T-shirt just to prove you could do it. Honestly, that nobody even cared was almost disappointing. Not just your left arm, but your other limbs have minds, too, and if you surrender to them they will take you where you never thought you would want to go. Like this place. It is 2:30 p.m. and nobody in Kingston is on their lunch break. You are at the law firm that celebrated its twentieth anniversary in church.

			“Edmond Porteous?” you ask.

			“Do you have an appointment?”

			“New business. He was recommended.”

			“I’m sure he was—”

			“By Hector Matalon.”

			“Matalon?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh. I see. Let’s see if he is available, but you might have to come back. Mr. Porteous is very popular this week. Who should I say?”

			“Rupert Holmes. Him not goin’ know me.”

			“You don’t look like a Holmes.”

			“Now you sound like me daddy.”

			She bursts out laughing.

			“Have a seat, Mr. Holmes. Just in case he is too tied up, can anybody else help?”

			“No. Thanks, but no.”

			After two minutes of assuring the receptionist that yes, you can wait, he comes out, a pile of papers masking his face. Eddy Porteous. You never thought he was handsome, or even sexy, not really, but still the most beautiful boy.

			“Mr. Holmes, nice to meet you,” he says, taking your hand. “Rupert? Can I call you Rupert? This way.”

			He takes you into his office right beside the corner, which sounds right because a corner office would have led to all sorts of assumptions. His firm is downtown, at the edge of the sea. His view is of ships coming into the harbor and planes about to land, ten miles away. A lawyer’s office, whatever that means. Big dark mahogany desk, no pictures, but they are probably stashed in a drawer. A library of leather-bound books and massive folders. The law. A black chair like a throne that looks like it would swallow him. He motions you to sit but you go to the window.

			“Hope you don’t mind,” you say.

			“Getting your steps in? Everybody on that nowadays,” he says with a smile. “Listen, I don’t know if you know that I only do civil stuff, and the boring stuff like taxes and will prep. The occasional lawsuit, but this is Jamdown, you know, that case goin’ take years.”

			“Everything in my life take years.”

			“Beg you pardon?”

			“Still every bit, Eddy. You know what I want to know? At what point you start forgetting me. Because it’s a choice, right? At least it is for me.”

			“Sorry, man, I know you?”

			“No. Yes. In a sorta way. We go far back. When Shabba Ranks drop ‘Mr. Loverman,’ original version.”

			“Shit, ’88, ’90? I don’t know. This don’t feel like a business convo.”

			“Not a clue. Is weird how the brain work, eh? My father give me the most beating out of all his children yet I don’t remember a single occasion. Not one. But here I thought you had to go through trauma to forget it.”

			“I mean, I feel it might be coming back but not goin’ lie. You drawing a blank still.”

			“How often you drive on Lady Musgrave Road?”

			“Every day, unfortunately. Legal briefs and traffic jams, that is what my life is.”

			“No time for love?”

			“Not sure that’s your business…Rupert, right.”

			“Rupert this week.”

			“You always this cryptic?”

			“You didn’t know me for long, that might be it.”

			“High school. I think I would remember you.”

			“Guess I not so good-looking anymore. But you though. You still—”

			“Hey, listen, I not—”

			“It’s fine. ‘Dorothy has friends all over the place,’ that old fogy in the green jacket would say. I can just picture him saying it. Fucking velvet in the fucking heat.”

			“All right, man, I don’t know what this is—”

			“But something in your head saying, I must know him for sure. Trauma by association is a fucking thing. Me never know.”

			“Maybe if you turn around and stop looking through the window, I could—”

			“What happen to you that night.”

			“What night?”

			“The same year as ‘Mr. Loverman.’ God or the devil save you that night.”

			You stay standing, still looking away. He is hovering, wondering.

			“You still talk to him? He still wear that ragged green velvet jacket?”

			“Green velvet…green velvet…Havelock Titus? You know him?”

			“For fuck’s sake, Eddy. You have literally seen me drop my pants. You’ve seen me bleed. You almost saw me shit myself.”

			“Wow. Ah…sorry, man, the liquor must did take over my head that night. Listen, I feel it. I know that I know you, or have met you, or maybe something else.”

			“That’s not what you want to say. You want to say that you’re afraid that the way we know each other we can’t talk about. Don’t fret yourself. We never knew each other in the biblical sense. That beautiful black man at the church service is yours?”

			First his face goes white. You see his reflection.

			“Everything criss, man. Just did want to see your face.”

			“You don’t want me to see yours.”

			“Thought you saw enough. You was the only one, did you know? The only one who checked after me. See you later, handsome,” you say and turn. He grabs your shoulder.

			“Hold on. You can’t just leave. I know that I know you. I know that I more than know you.”

			“1988—”

			“Stop saying that. It was nearly twenty years ago.”

			“Mattachine Society. Ever hear ’bout it? I going to guess no. Founded in Los Angeles, United States, 1950, for boys like us. I don’t know if it was the first, but it was the first for boys like us. Or the first I ever hear ’bout.”

			“You keep saying ‘boys like us.’ ”

			“What the bloodclaat, man,” you whisper. “Mattachine Society.”

			“Mattachine Society.”

			“Mattachine.”

			“Mattachine?”

			“Matta…Chine.”

			“Matta…Ch— I don’t catch this drift, brother, I don’t—”

			You think he wants to remember and the words come out of you like they’ve been waiting there all this time.

			“When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, / I all alone beweep my outcast state, / And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, / And look upon—”

			“Myself and curse my fate. Oh my G—”

			“I’m Smitty. You must be Mona.”

			But he says nothing. He just stares at you in disbelief and grabs your shoulder again, not to feel if you are real but because his knees are buckling under the weight of so much shock and sorrow.
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