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1994

“Hello? Yes, this is Michael Anderson. Yes, I know someone named Christopher Moore. What? He’s been in a car accident and he has me listed as his emergency contact? What hospital? I’m on my way.”

Michael sprung from his seat, grabbed his car keys and hurried out of his hotel room. The next thing he knew, he was in the rental car headed for the Bronx General Hospital. What were the chances of Christopher getting into a car wreck on the same night of Michael’s concert? And why, after all these years, was he still the man’s emergency contact?

None of that mattered at the moment. The doctor said it was urgent but didn’t give him any details. And where was Paul? Shouldn’t Christopher’s husband be notified first? Maybe he was also injured.

There was a lot of traffic along the way. He supposed there were still some people out partying on a Saturday night. After the concert, he’d spent a little time at his after-party, then he’d headed back to his hotel room. Though an entertainer, Michael wasn’t much of a socializer. And he’d learned early in his career that the people who wanted to be around him did not have his best interest at heart. They were in love with his music and the idea of him, but not him.

Michael made it to the hospital and rode around until he found a parking spot near the emergency room. He took his keys and went into the building. He made it to the triage desk. “Somone from here called me about an accident patient who’d just been brought in. His name is Christopher Moore.”

The woman behind the desk was young. She looked at him like she recognized him. “Aren’t you Michael Anderson?”

“Yes. Where is Mr. Moore?” He didn’t want to sound rude, but this wasn’t about him.

She looked down at her monochrome computer screen. “He’s still in surgery.”

“Where?” Michael asked again. Getting a response out of her was like pulling teeth.

“Fourth floor.” She pointed to the elevators.

Not much help. But it was more information than he had. He headed to the elevator and pushed a button. When it arrived, Michael stepped inside and pressed the button for the fourth floor. The metal box meandered slowly upward. Michael stepped out when the door opened. He approached another desk. “My name is Michael Anderson.”

The two nurses behind the desk recognized him too. He supposed the media would be alerted and he would catch hell trying to leave. The young women giggled like schoolgirls. Normally, he would be flattered, but this wasn’t the time or the place. “I’m here about a patient named Christopher Moore.”

One of the nurses got control of her giggles and looked up the information on her computer. “Mr. Moore is still in surgery. You can wait in the family waiting room.” She pointed to the left.

“Thank you.” He left the desk and ended up in a room with several people. He didn’t know what he was supposed to do or whom he was supposed to call. He didn’t have Paul’s phone number. He was sure that he had been notified too. It wouldn’t have been appropriate anyway since the two of them weren’t exactly friends. And where were Christopher’s parents?

Michael sat for what seemed like hours when the door opened and a doctor in blue scrubs entered. “Mr. Anderson?”

Michael rose. “Yes. How is Christopher Moore?”

He took Michael into the hall to talk to him. “It was touch and go for a moment.” He shook Michael’s hand. “I’m Dr. Elliot, head neurology surgeon.”

“Neurology? Head surgeon?” Michael asked.

“Yes. Mr. Moore was in a serious car accident tonight. He hit a concrete piling at the front of the bridge. He wasn’t wearing a seatbelt and was thrown into the windshield. Then the airbag deployed. He’s had some facial and head damage.”

“Is he conscious?” Michael asked.

The doctor shook his head. “No. It was a major head injury. We had to put him in a medically induced coma so his brain can heal.”

Michael gasped. “Oh, my God. Is he in pain?”

“Not at the moment,” Dr. Elliot said. “He is heavily sedated.”

“Can I see him?” Michael asked.

The doctor shook his head. “He’s in ICU. We’ll be moving him to a private room tomorrow until I’m sure that the danger has passed.” He paused. “Does Mr. Moore have any immediate family?”

Michael nodded. “His parents live right here in the Bronx.” He stopped. “But he has a husband, fashion model Paul Smith Moore.” He wasn’t outing Christopher. His marriage to Paul was common knowledge. Michael called Paul’s parents’ phone number. During the call he found out that Paul was in Paris walking in a fashion show. Michael told Paul’s parents about what had happened to Christopher and to see if they had a number for where Paul was staying. They did tell him they would call and relay the message to him. They ended the conversation letting him know that they were on their way to the hospital.

“His husband is in Paris. His parents are going to call him.”

“Good,” the doctor said. “It doesn’t make sense for you to stay. Visiting hours begin at ten. He won’t be awake when you come back.”

“Will he be able to hear me?” Michael asked.

“No,” the doctor answered. He left the room.

Michael waited a few minutes, then left the hospital. He drove back to the hotel, undressed, showered, and went to bed wondering if Christopher Moore would survive the night.

* * * *
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“What do you mean you’re staying in America for a while?” Adam Kelso asked Michael as they sat in Michael’s hotel suite early the next morning. They were having breakfast.

“I’m taking a break,” Michael answered. The tour had ended and they were due to fly back to London in a couple of days.

“Since when?” Adam asked.

“Since now. An old friend of mine got into a terrible accident last night, and I need to check on him to make sure he’s okay before I fly back. Plus, I need to stop by and see my folks.” He’d already planned to do the latter before he got the call about Christopher.

“What friend?” Adam asked. He had been Michael’s manager for ten years and knew basically everyone in Michael’s life.

“Christopher Moore.”

Adam stared at him. “Christopher Moore? Your Christopher Moore?”

“He’s not my Christpher Moore anymore and hasn’t been since high school.”

Adam gave him that look.

“Yes, that Christopher Moore.”

“What happened?” Adam asked.

“The doctor said he drove his car into a cement piling at the foot of the bridge,” Michael explained.

“Was he drunk?” Adam asked.

Michael shrugged again. “The doctor didn’t say.”

Adam hesitated for a moment like he was trying to choose words that wouldn’t offend. “Doesn’t he have a husband?”

Michael nodded. “Yes. He’s in Paris. Or he was. He’s enroute here.”

“Oh, so you’re only here for moral support until he gets home?”

“I guess. Christopher has me listed as his emergency contact. Someone must have known I was in town for the concert and they called this room.”

“Why? Why are you his emergency contact?”

Michael shrugged for the third time. “I have no idea.”

“What’s Christopher’s condition?”

“He’s in ICU. He has a severe head injury. They’ve put him into a medically induced coma.”

“That’s serious,” Adam said. He sighed. “I’ll make sure everything and everyone gets back to London.” He rose and patted Michael on the shoulder. “Remember that you have no place in his life anymore. He has a husband. Step back when the time comes.”

Michael nodded. “I will.”

Adam left.

Michael looked down at his watch. It read ten A.M. He needed to get to the hospital. He grabbed his things, made sure the coffee maker was off, and left the suite. Once again, he was leaving without security, which was something people like him shouldn’t do. He planned to be incognito and not cause trouble.

Michael made it to the elevator and took it down to the lobby. The rental car was just where he’d left it last night when he got back from the hospital. He climbed inside and drove out of the parking lot. He was glad there wasn’t much traffic on the streets.

Once at the hospital, he found a spot to park and entered the building. He was just wearing a pair of slacks and a pullover shirt. He also sported sunglasses. Michael made it to the information desk. “Good morning. I’m here to see a patient. His name is Christopher Moore. He was brought in last night after a car accident. He was supposed to be moved to a private room.”

The male behind the desk looked up something on the computer. “Yes. He’s been moved to room five-sixteen on the fifth floor.”

“Thank you,” Michael said. He headed to the elevator and pushed the button. The door opened and Michael stepped inside. He pressed the button and the door closed. They reopened again on the fifth floor. Michael looked around until he found the direction to go, then he found Christopher’s room. It was still a part of ICU. The place was freezing. He was so glad he’d decided to grab his jacket as he left his hotel room.

Michael walked over to the bed. He had to put his hand over his mouth to keep from crying out. Christopher, his Christopher, lay perfectly still. His face and head were swollen. There were wires and tubes in his mouth, nose, and both arms. Machines beeped and made noise. And he was so pale.

Michael had never seen an accident victim before. Christopher had two black eyes, probably from the airbags deploying. This disturbed Michael, because it marred Christopher’s handsome face. Michael finally spoke. “Hello, Chris.” He knew that Christopher couldn’t hear him. And he never, ever called him Chris. “I’m so sorry this happened to you.”

No response. Not even a flutter of eye activity, nor a flicker of recognition.

A nurse came in to check Christopher’s vitals.

Michael moved to allow her access to Christopher.

She wrote something on his chart, then hung the clipboard on the foot of the bed before leaving the room.

Michael walked back over and spoke to Christopher. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.” Seeing him lay there lifeless was unbelievably painful to him and brought back some old memories. He remembered being in this same hospital visiting this same person. Christopher had broken his leg during one of their high school baseball games. This had ended his participation for the rest of the season. Michael had been the first to sign his cast. It had been their sophomore year, and he and Christopher had hung out together most of the time. Michael remembered helping Christopher do things that he couldn’t do because of his injury. They had watched a lot of movies on television during that time.

The memory disappeared.

Michael sat in a chair in the room. He wondered what time Paul’s plane would land. The entire flight and travel time was about eleven to twelve hours, depending on when he left. Hopefully Christopher would wake up, or the doctor would wake him up, by the time his husband arrived.

Paul had gone to the same high school as them.

Michael closed his eyes remembering how he found out that Christopher was dating both of them at the
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