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[image: Introduction: Forever, Again]

On June 31, 2019, at 8:05 PM, I took off for Paris, France, on Delta flight 264 to do something I’d never experienced before. It was the first time in my adult life I took real time off from my life. I finally did something big for myself—not for my career, not for someone else, not for some impossible facade I could never keep up with because of fear. First, a little Timothy history here: The previous year, I experienced one of my worst years, full of depression and tears. It seems I had been stalling the trauma I never worked on after all the years. It just became way too much to bear. Slowly, through therapy, I discovered that I’m worth everything, every cent I have, I was determined to make sense of my hard times and feel worthy again. Once I did, I vowed to do everything I had put off before: celebrate New Year’s, grow my hair, learn French, go to Paris for six months, continue therapy, have a big birthday party, and accept real vulnerability. And while I was there, I met someone—someone who made me smile, someone who made me hit send on my heart’s biggest file. Maybe it was how much my heart would eventually hurt, maybe it was the wine I drank in Parc des Buttes-Chaumont, maybe it was riding bikes in Bordeaux under the sun, or maybe it was the lonely nights after the breakup that I got drunk, but everything about Paris is forever indented on my heart.

While I was there, I learned about this unique French word called “dépaysement.” It literally translates to “decountrification” or “change of scenery,” but it’s used to describe this great feeling of living as a stranger somewhere far away from your memory; a sort of disorientation, lost and searching, but doing it with real curiosity and wonder. That was me in Paris. Me, feeling as if I had no past or future. Me, learning the French language (while I kicked and screamed with my tutor). Me, eating all the baguettes. Me, feeling like I was meant to be exactly where I was. Me, finding someone who would turn “me” into “us.” And after our love eventually dried up, after the heartbreak and fuss, after the last text I never sent sat in my notes folder collecting dust, I sit here thankful for the dust I kicked up: the good, the bad, the healing, the trauma, the boring mundane stuff that fills 99% of my life up. I believe that going after love is real as fuck, so I wanted to tell this story by writing a book.

Making art out of my own heartache doesn’t feel beautiful at the time. It’s not like the movies. I can’t perform some grand act of self-love, discover something remarkable, and figure it all out. No, my guts are inside out. On the floor. In public. And it never seems to stop. I think: if only I do this, if only I say that, if only I hit send on that thoughtful email, then maybe it would all make sense. Sometimes I felt like I was writing this story to write us back together. Sometimes I felt like I was writing this story to write us “right” on paper. The wishful thinking, thinking my actions would matter, thinking they may reconsider… but they never will, dear reader. I used to think it was a curse to feel so deeply, I used to curse at myself and anyone who hurt me. Now I know it’s my biggest blessing, to actually really care and fight for something. And what I’ve learned is how to tell my story, to remember that I’m more than someone else’s memory. I’ve learned about the kind of partner I actually need, about the kind of partner I need to be, and that I should always be striving to see and be seen. I hope this book can give you wings for your own voyage. Healing is never linear, and as I continue my own process, I hope this book can help you feel seen. Like Donald Glover once said, “Make it all for everybody, always. Everybody can’t turn around and tell everybody, everybody already knows, I told them.” To own my pain, what a beautiful choice.
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[image: Part 1: Paris, France. Summer]




[image: Chapter 1: Attraction]



    I don’t smoke, but I asked her for a cigarette. She said she didn’t smoke either, but she was smoking to forget her regrets. I said I know all about that, and I asked her if I could help. She laughed and said “You must be American with a line like that!” She was wearing all denim everything, and damn, she had everything. She made me forget every piece of art I ever made. She made me wanna be a bad man just to spite my last name. I said “Je m’appelle Timothy.” She said “Enchanté Timothé mon cheri, my name is Aimée. Why don’t you come with me and let me buy you a drink?” and she walked back inside the party like a fuckin’ G. My whole life flashed in front of me. All of my memories from that moment are tinted in purple, blue, and neon green. See, I’m a Cancer Sun and Scorpio Moon, which means that I romanticize, commemorate, and sentimentalize every single thing. As an artist, I have to feel what I’m feeling in order to feel alive, and I felt that tingly feeling I hadn’t felt since I was a teen. I looked out at the streetlights, smiled, and went back inside to follow my dreams. Two hours later, she walked me to chez moi, and Donnie & Joe Emerson’s “Baby” was playing from the sky above. She looked at me and said, “Baby, you are dépaysement.” I said with a grin, “Excusez-moi?” She said, “Not too bad for a Good Man.” I can see her skin bleed a wisdom I’ve never seen, some kind of experience deeper than anyone I’d ever met in NYC. I had to wonder if it was all some sort of fantasy, some kind of idea I created during a late-night flight while eating another can of Pringles without a fight. I swear I left all my regrets back in those hotel sheets. I swear I’ll stop looking at my ex’s Instagram for at least a week. Was I dreaming like Tom Cruise in Vanilla Sky? I just know I’d never felt this alive, totally free of any conspiracy or time. When I went inside, I immediately looked that word up, called her, and we talked all night.


[image: Image]

[image: Image]

[image: Image]



    [image: “D” Words]

As I was running late to meet Aimée, that French word “dépaysement” kept running through my head over and over again. It reminded me that there are so many “D” words to worry about in the beginning of a relationship. Like when my friends tell me not to appear “desperate” or act like a “dick” or a “douche.” I’m also reminded that I should not be in “denial” about dating, and that I shouldn’t be “dramatic” about how much I like them, nor give any “disclaimers” about what I want, or get too “deep” too soon because I wouldn’t want anyone to think I was too “dark.” (Donnie Darko, oh please no!) But out of all these “D” words, the only word I’m really concerned with is an “F” word called “flirting.” When you really like someone, this “F” word is scarier than all the other “F” words like “failure” or “fake” or “faithless” or “ferocious” or “Frankenstein” or “face-less” or “Fox News.” Am I being too “forward?” Am I being too “formal?” Instead of going with the “flow,” I just internally “freak” out as I try not to come off like some fake, douche dickhead who ferociously watches Fox News. So, as I arrived at the park to meet her for our, ahem, “FIRST” “DATE” (what a perfect combination of “D” and “F” words!), I decided that I’ll live by the “D” word I love most called “Danger” and I’ll happily die by the most dangerous of all the “F” words called “Feelings.” After all, I am in “France!”

[image: Image]




[image: Image]

[image: Image]



[image: Chapter 2: Romance]



    She looked at me and said, “My family is my biggest weakness, not my strength,” and I felt a fire inside of me because never more could I relate. Forty minutes into our first official date, not only did I feel weak about Aimée’s strength, but I also felt like I had already known her for weeks. She had on a long black dress as we drank coffee in the park, the Chuck Taylors she had on got all dirty when she beat me in pétanque. She had one of the all-time greatest laughs, when she laughed she laughed with real sincerity, and that made me feel very close to her, emotionally. As coffee became dinner, she told me to order in French with the waiter. So, we drank and ate until it got way too late, and I asked myself if this could be fate. I asked her if she ever felt the weight of life so much that she wanted to escape. She laughed and said, “No, babe, I’m a Libra, so every night I sleep great.” Some people can make me question whether I was born in the wrong century. Some people make me wonder if I was born to the wrong family, in the wrong city, that maybe I can actually be whoever I wanna be, that maybe a life ain’t a life until there’s someone there to share it with me. I knew my past was somewhere tied up on a leash. I knew time wasn’t short, so I had to stop longing for the past all the time. So, I was determined to be on time for love just as urgently as the French protest in the streets. While we shared a scooter down the winding Parisian streets, she started singing “Singin’ in the Rain” when it started to rain, but she sang it in French as I videoed the whole thing. I knew then that I was falling for her because when you’re falling for someone, you really try to listen to everything they say because everything they say says something about who they are. Our day became the night, and then came the morning light. The sun poked its head from behind the dusty dawning. My head was heavy, but my mind wasn’t close to yawning. I was beyond smitten. I felt my heart’s story being rewritten. I saw the vision of our future children. I knew I had to see her again and again and again.
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