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Looking over pieces you wrote nearly twenty years ago is a peculiar experience, particularly when so many of them concern how you were feeling about your world and your place in it. I barely recognize the person who penned some of the essays in this collection. Others are very obviously products of the particular time in which they were written. I can’t say that I feel the same way about certain things as I did when I wrote some of these essays, but that’s what happens when you write about your life for public consumption. So, for the most part, I’ve let things stand as written. Just keep in mind that although humor is designed to reveal truth, it is not always truthful.
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There’s no denying it anymore—I will never have a boyfriend. No, I haven’t given up on men and decided that going straight is the answer. Nor have I fallen in with an obscure alien-loving cult that demands my celibacy as part of their plan to lure the Mother Ship back to Earth. It’s just that there’s no room in the bed.

The bed is big enough. Queen size, in fact. When I first got it, I looked at the vast expanse of space and imagined hours of sweaty fun rolling around on the rumpled sheets with whatever man I could lure into my bedroom. It was my first grown-up bed, and I was looking forward to sleeping on something that did not cleverly convert into a couch during the daytime hours.

Then the dog wandered in. He took one look at the new purchase, and jumped up on it. After bouncing a few times to test the spring in the mattress, he plopped himself down for a nap.

He hasn’t moved since. In fact, as time has gone on he’s taken over more and more of the bed for his own, until now all I get is a thin strip along the right edge. Like some kind of bed space refugee, I lie on my side at night in this no-man’s land, trying to pull enough of the quilt over me to keep warm and wondering where I went wrong.

I admit that it’s probably all my fault. After all, when Roger first started getting on the bed, it crossed my mind that perhaps it wasn’t such a good idea. And all of the dog books I’d bought said that it was a definite no-no to encourage pets to utilize the furniture. But he was a puppy at the time, and he looked so cute curled up in a little black Labrador ball with his nose on his paws. Besides, he didn’t take up that much space, and it was sort of cozy to feel him beside me at night.

But now Roger weighs a hundred and ten pounds and is as long as I am tall. And while he still sometimes sleeps curled up in a ball, more often he stretches out as much as he can. His favorite position is on his back with his head on the pillows and all four legs straight up in the air. More than once I’ve been rudely awakened by a paw being forced into my lower back as Roger decides that he would be a lot more comfortable if I moved over just a little bit.

Even his bed hogging activities wouldn’t bother me so much if it weren’t for the sand. Labradors like nothing better than swimming, and Roger swims daily, even in winter. Somehow, along with the water in the pond, he manages to soak up vast quantities of sand, all of which he immediately deposits on the bed when he gets home. It’s like sleeping in the Sahara. Last week I put on newly-washed sheets. When I went to bed, I slipped beneath them, thrilled at being surrounded by material that didn’t smell like wet dog.

My joy lasted for approximately twenty seconds. Then Roger came bounding in, leaped up onto the bed, and lay down. The next thing I knew, I felt sand trickling down through the blanket, past the sheet, and onto my legs. Then came the overwhelming smell of the great outdoors. Roger let out a happy groan, rolled onto his back, and started to snore as I thought about the average life span of Labradors and wept as I realized that I’ll be at least forty before I get my bed back.

I know what you’re thinking: Why don’t you just kick him off? Anyone who would say that has clearly never owned a dog, especially not a manipulative Labrador. I have tried to make him sleep on the floor. He even has his very own cedar-filled bed from L.L. Bean. Every so often, when I’m particularly tired of the sand and the dog smell, I tell him to sleep on it. He dutifully gets down, goes to the bed, and spends twenty minutes pawing at the stuffing until he has it all fluffed up the way he wants it. Then he throws himself down on it, and I try to go to sleep.

About three minutes later, the sighing begins. No one is a bigger drama queen than Roger, and he has a way of pushing out air that makes him sound like the world’s most deprived animal. No matter how hard I try to ignore him, I can feel him there on the floor, staring at me in the big warm bed while he sleeps on the cold L.L. Bean doggie pillow, and I can’t stand it. He hears my resolve shatter and up he comes, settling down with a contented sigh.

Things have gotten so bad that when Roger pulled a muscle in his back a couple of months ago and couldn’t climb the stairs, let alone jump up on the bed, I was forced to bring everything down to his level. Instead of accepting that he would have to sleep on his own bed for a few weeks while he recuperated, he cried until I took the big bed apart and laid the mattress on the floor. Once it was there, he wagged his tail happily and stepped onto his newly-lowered mattress. Digging at the quilt until he had it balled up just the way he likes it, he settled down as if he’d known all along that this was how things would turn out.

I’m not the only one suffering from this dog-in-the-bed syndrome. My friend Diane is, too. Her dalmatian, Rudy, also sleeps on the bed. And not just on the bed. Rudy actually sleeps in the bed, right there underneath all the sheets and blankets. More than once, a startled partner has felt her toes being sucked in the middle of the night, only to discover that the guilty party isn’t Diane but her spotted other half. The relationship seldom proceeds any farther.

Every night, while other people are going out on dates and thinking about all the fun they’ll have later on in their dog-free beds, Diane and I walk Roger and Rudy around the pond. As our happy pets romp and play, we wearily trudge along behind them, wondering if maybe somewhere out there there are people who might not mind sleeping with big dogs between us and them. But we doubt it.

Besides, we have enough trouble with the dogs in our lives. Adding other people to it would simply be too exhausting. As it is, I take Roger out five or six times a day. That doesn’t include the car rides, the midnight outings to look for the skunk that lives behind the house, or the trips to the vet to find out why he’s throwing up again. I don’t have time to date anyone. What little free time I have I need to wash Roger’s blankets and plan his birthday parties.

I’ve developed a theory about all of this. I think that in his former life Roger was a Tibetan monk, perhaps even a Dalai Lama. I know Buddhist tradition dictates that souls generally progress upward, but what could be better than being a dog who gets every comfort he desires? And what more could a weary monk who lived a life of hardship look forward to than a nice cushy bed and someone to rub his ears whenever he wants? Watching Roger smile in his sleep, or waiting for him while he has one of his endless sniffing moments during a walk, I can’t help but wonder if somewhere, somehow, hundreds of years ago he and I didn’t live as teacher and pupil, and now we’re just doing it all over again.

Usually I feel privileged to have such experiences. But sometimes it gets to be a little much. A few nights ago, after calculating the exact length of time it’s been since anyone but Roger and I have shared my bed, I decided enough was enough. Marching into the bedroom, I was determined to toss Roger off the bed once and for all.

But when I went in, he was curled up in a ball. His head was on the pillow, and in his paws he was holding his favorite stuffed toy, a polar bear named Bruce. I stood there for a minute, looking down at my sleeping, stinking monster. Then I got in next to him, pulled what little bit of the blanket wasn’t around him over me, and turned off the light.

So maybe he’s not the man of my dreams. At least I don’t have to worry about who else he’s sleeping with.
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It’s Friday night and I am standing in the local video store, staring up at the wall of rentals. My eyes are glazed over from having looked at the same twenty boxes for fifteen minutes, and I’m in a bit of a panic because more alert browsers are quickly snatching up anything worth watching. I’m trying to decide between something that looks interesting but is potentially really awful (otherwise known as Critically-Praised Foreign Film with Attractive Cover Art But No Discernible Plot) or something that features Bruce Willis’s chest and is therefore a sure thing.

As I waffle between the two, a pair of girls scampers down the aisle, giggling wildly. About eight or nine, they are both wearing Pete’s Pizza Parlor junior league soccer jerseys sporting fresh grass stains. Apparently having just won their early evening game, they are clutching wrinkled dollar bills in their hands, and have clearly been put in charge of choosing the film for the evening’s celebration.

The first girl, a tomboy type whose aggressive demeanor and missing front teeth suggest that she is probably the captain of the Pete’s Pizza team, goes immediately for the latest Disney movie featuring talking animals, tap-dancing flatware, and songs that will make her parents’ ears ring permanently after hearing them sung fifteen billion times over the next two days. But the second, a pigtailed redhead with strawberry spots all over her happy face, is more careful. She scans each of the rows for the perfect selection, thoughtfully reading the descriptions on the back of each box.

Finally, she picks one. “I want to see this,” she says, presenting her friend with her choice. She’s holding The Incredibly True Adventures of 2 Girls in Love. Intrigued by her selection, I wait to see what happens next.

“Eww,” says her friend after glancing at the cover. “I don’t want to see that. It’s about lezzies. Lezzies are disgusting. You aren’t a lesbo, are you?” Her face is wrinkled in disgust, and she shoves the box back into her friend’s hand as if it were something covered in filth, staring at her with a look that implies that answering her question in the affirmative will bring dire consequences.

The pigtailed girl blushes, but doesn’t say anything. She quickly puts her movie back and picks up the Disney. Her friend grins, seemingly satisfied, but the empty spaces in her mouth form darkened windows in her smile. The redheaded girl glances at the movie in her hands and says, “I guess this is okay.” As they walk to the counter to pay, she looks back wistfully at her first choice, still sitting on the shelf.

This scene stays with me throughout the week, popping into my head during quiet moments. And each time it does, I get angry as I think about the way the red-haired girl was forced to give in to her friend. Certainly at eight or nine the little girl with the missing teeth cannot be accused of out-and-out conscious homophobia, but I find myself blaming her somehow for her innate sense of heterosexuality as preferred status.

Perhaps because of this, I start to become more and more aware of the intrusion of straight society into my world. I start keeping lists, and quickly come up with the following examples:

 

I am riding the bus home one night. In front of me are two teenage boys. A few seats ahead of them are a couple of obviously-gay men, having an animated conversation.

“I hate queers,” says one of the boys out of the blue. “They make me sick.”

“Yeah,” says his friend angrily. “I’d like to kill all of them.”

The gay men, oblivious to the hatred seething just a few rows behind them, stand up and ring for the next stop. The two boys watch them get off.

“Faggots,” says the first one, watching the men through the window. “I bet they’re going to that faggot restaurant over there.”

The restaurant in question is a macrobiotic place which, while certainly familiar to my town’s gay population, is hardly what anyone would call a queer hangout. In fact, its core clientele is largely heterosexual couples with digestive problems and pale girls who write bad poetry in battered notebooks.

“Yeah,” says his friend as the bus pulls away. “All them homos eat that health food shit.”

I watch the backs of their heads as the bus pulls up to my stop, wondering what they would do if I smacked them really hard. As I stand to get off the bus, I lean down and say, “You know, some of us homos eat the same crap you two do,” and watch their jaws drop.

 

I go to visit my sister, who has recently taken a job in the pet store of her small country town, where she sells birds. Her co-worker and new best friend is a woman named Mandy, who is five feet tall and weighs more than three hundred pounds. We talk for a while about the birds, which chatter ceaselessly and which both my sister and Mandy adore. I find them annoying, and excuse myself. After I leave, Mandy tells my sister that she thinks I’m cute.

“Forget it,” my sister tells her. “He won’t go out with you.”

“Because I’m fat?” says Mandy, who is apparently used to being given that reason.

“Because he likes guys,” my sister says.

Mandy sighs. “What a waste,” she says. “Why are all the good ones gay?”

I know the details of this conversation because my sister tells them to me. Repeatedly. For the next month, every time she calls she has to remind me that Mandy thinks it’s such a waste that I’m gay.

“Isn’t that the funniest thing you’ve ever heard?” she says each time.

 

It’s another morning at the park, where I take my dog for his daily swim. One of the regulars, Dave, is talking to another, Bill, about an upcoming business trip Bill is making to San Francisco.

“Man, you have to go this place,” Dave tells Bill. “It’s called Castro. Weird as all hell, but you can get really great haircuts there. Just watch out for all the freaks walking around.”

Bill takes out a piece of paper and writes this down. “Castro,” he repeats as he writes. “As in Fidel Castro?”

“I don’t know,” Dave answers. “There are a lot of guys in leather there. I don’t know why. But you should go. It’s really freaky.”

“They’re wearing leather because they’re gay,” I say, and both Dave and Bill stare at me blankly.

“The Castro,” I tell them. “It’s the gayest part of San Francisco.”

“Oh,” says Dave finally. “I guess that explains why it’s so weird. Anyway, you can get great haircuts there.”

 

I am talking to one of my editors on the phone. She is working on the manuscript of my new book for young adults, a collection of interviews with lesbian and gay people.

“It’s great,” she says, but underneath her words is that familiar tone that means something else is coming.

“But?” I say, prompting her.

“Well, we’d like to take out the interview with the transvestite.”

“He’s a transsexual,” I say. “Not a transvestite.”

“Oh,” she says. “Is there a difference? Anyway, we think it’s far too controversial. And it’s not like there are a lot of them out there. The book will get more attention if we stick to plain old gay people.”

I weigh the advantages and disadvantages of arguing with her about exactly what plain old gay people are. I think about my transsexual friends and how they looked for images of themselves as young people, finding nothing. The entire point of this book is to give young people examples of what might be possible in their lives. I start to say something.

“The publisher is very insistent on not asking for trouble,” she says before I can reason with her. “Remember, your last book was banned in three cities.” This is true. I found out about it when it was announced on CNN one evening and my mother called to tell me.

“Fine,” I say, having heard this tone from her before and knowing that the decision has already been made. “Whatever.”

 

Later that same day, my agent calls. There’s bad news about a book proposal that she’s been shopping around, a collection of essays by well-known gay writers talking about issues of aging in the queer community.

“Everyone thinks it’s a depressing topic,” she says. “They want gay romances. You know, like Gordon Merrick. Can you write something like that?”

Gordon Merrick. His were the first books I ever read about gay people, when I was twelve. I bought them at the local Waldenbooks while my father waited behind me, oblivious, and the salespeople showed one another my purchases and snickered. At home, I locked myself in my bedroom and devoured them. I was thrilled by the descriptions of sex, but wondered if I really had to take so many drugs and be as unhappy as the men in Merrick’s world.

“No,” I tell my agent. “I don’t really think I can write something like that.”

 

I keep recording these examples throughout the summer, and the quickness with which they accumulate is both disconcerting and annoying. I start to realize that to most people, I am invisible as a gay man. There are no identifying signs that mark me as being anything other than one of the thousands of other Irish men who walk down Boston’s streets in shorts and baseball caps. Even the tattoo of interlocking Mars symbols on my right shoulder is invisible unless I’m changing at the gym.

On the one hand, this anonymity means that I live relatively free of the problems faced by some queer people who are more visibly out. Apart from the neighbor boys who once stole my rainbow flag from my porch, I do not get harassed because of who I am. I haven’t been called a faggot since high school, and thankfully I have never felt threatened walking down the street.

But being invisible also has its disadvantages, and by the time fall rolls around, I’ve had enough. None of the encounters I’ve had with straight people have been enough in and of themselves to defeat me, but their accumulated weight has made me, well, just a little bit edgy about heterosexuals. I’m tired of being around them. I need to be with my own kind for a while.

I decide to go on a weekend camping retreat with a pagan group I belong to. While not precisely gay, there are a lot of us in attendance, and even the ones who aren’t might as well be, given the atmosphere of tolerance that pervades such events. It’s relaxing. My guard is down. I don’t feel like smacking anyone for four whole days. At least not out of anger.

There is a man at the gathering whom I find very attractive, but I just don’t have the energy to pursue it. My brushes with heterosexuality have made me weary of sex in general, and I decide that I will use the weekend to regroup and recover, to ready myself for a return to the real world. Besides, I manage to find out that he lives halfway across the country. While a weekend of great sex would be welcome, I dismiss it as impractical.

On Monday afternoon, while packing the car to leave, I discover that this man and I have a mutual friend. We all end up talking, and after introductions are made he turns to me.

“It’s too bad we didn’t meet earlier,” he says. “I noticed you the first night, but I didn’t want to say anything.”

“Why not?” I ask. Even though I thought the same thing about him, I am, of course, anxious that something about me prevented him from being as forward as he would have liked.

“Well,” he says. “I thought you were straight.”

As Mandy would say, what a waste.
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The only difference between gay men and white trash women is better shoes.

I can say this with authority because I grew up intimately acquainted with white trash. All of my friends lived in trailers surrounded by shifting mounds of discarded tires, rusted-out car skeletons, and barking mongrel dogs named things like Skoal and Jack Daniels. Their fathers were largely truck drivers, mechanics, or geniuses at beating the welfare system. Few of them had all of their teeth, and the girls rarely escaped junior high without getting pregnant at least once. The only thing that kept me from attaining white trash status myself was adequate dental care and the fact that my father had a job that didn’t involve wearing an orange safety vest and using torque wrenches. But I’ve since elevated myself to such distinction, and I did it by following a path that white trash women have trod for centuries untold.

While white trash men are largely undistinguished, white trash women are remarkable for one thing—their unfailing ability to fall in love with precisely the wrong men. A white trash man’s romantic needs are satisfied simply by finding a woman who knows how to remove underarm stains from white t-shirts and who understands that Miracle Whip is indeed a major food group. The white trash woman, however, is slightly more romantic. Knowing full well that the hero of all the Harlequin romances she reads will never appear on her doorstep, she decides to find the next best thing. In general, that means a man with a multitude of personality defects and antisocial behaviors. The idea is to find the biggest challenge and stick with it, thus proving Tammy Wynette—the reigning empress of white trash—correct in her advice to stand by one’s man, whatever the cost.

Somewhere along the line, a white trash woman looked up from the box of week-old doughnuts she bought for half price at the Shop N Save, gazed with half-opened eyes at the guests on the Donahue show she was watching, and realized that she could make a giant leap forward by finding and marrying a convicted murderer. Thus began an exciting new trend in the world of white trash women. With ranks of the incarcerated to choose from, a feeding frenzy began. Within months, death row inmates were receiving boxes of Rice Krispy treats and letters promising undying affection. After a brief correspondence, love blossomed. Then began the round of talk shows, on which proud and defiant white trash women wept waterfalls of blue eye shadow as they explained to fascinated audiences how their men had been wronged and how they would stand by them come hell or high water, electric chair or lethal injection.

Gay men know just how those women feel. Okay, at least I do. Many years ago, shortly after I had moved to New York, I was looking for a man. After having no luck through the usual routes, I decided that I would put a personal ad in The Village Voice. I spent a long time composing it, as I wanted to attract the perfect guy, the man of my dreams who would make me the happiest boy on Earth.

The ad I placed went as follows:

 

GWM, 22, seeks regular guy. Is there anyone out there who loves dogs and action movies and doesn’t hang out in bars or like Streisand? If so, call me soon, I can’t wait much longer. Rugby players and Bruce Willis a plus.

 

I thought my ad very clever. So, apparently, did a lot of men in New York. I received dozens of responses in my voice mail box the day the ad appeared. That night I sat happily in my apartment, listening to man after man apply for the position of my next beau. I dutifully wrote down all of their statistics and phone numbers. Then I went through the list and circled potential candidates. By the end of the evening I had narrowed the field down to three finalists.

The next day, I called all three of them and left messages on their machines. I decided the first one to call back would be the grand prize winner. When the phone rang, I picked it up, breathless with anticipation. It was my call from Mr. Right.

Mr. Right turned out to be a man called Chandler. He was, he told me, an avid outdoorsman. He enjoyed camping and hiking, and he just adored dogs. In fact, he had one of his very own, a retriever named Champ. He had a great voice, and was very funny. He did confess that he owned the Barbra Streisand Christmas Album, but I forgave him when he informed me that he was also a writer. We talked for a while longer, and set up a date for the next night.

I was nervous about meeting Chandler. After all, what if I wasn’t at all attracted to him? What if he wasn’t attracted to me? He seemed so perfect and, at twenty-two, I was convinced that it was high time for me to fall wildly in love with someone. As I headed for the restaurant, I sensed that somehow my life was about to change in a very big way.

Chandler turned out to be extremely attractive. Not only that, but it became clear very quickly that he was attracted to me as well. I was so giddy with relief that I ignored the fact that he was considerably older than I was, and that despite direct questioning he never provided any details about exactly what kind of writing he did. I just kept looking at his beautiful smile and brushed these things aside.

The next morning, I called my friend Peter to tell him about my great first date with my new husband. I described Chandler in minute detail, from his deep brown eyes to his hairy arms. Peter listened patiently, then broke in when I was rhapsodizing on the way Chandler drank his beer from the bottle and didn’t use the glass.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “What did you say Chandler’s last name is?”

“Keene,” I said. “Isn’t it great? Just think, Michael Thomas Keene.”

“Chandler Keene,” Peter interrupted. “I knew something sounded familiar about that.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve slept with him,” I said. I wanted to think that Chandler had saved himself just for me, and Peter and I had already had the unpleasant experience of discovering we’d once dated the same person.

“No,” said Peter. “But there is something you should probably know about him.”

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering what Peter could possibly know about my perfect boyfriend.

“He’s a felon,” Peter responded simply.

“A what?” I said, thinking I couldn’t possibly have heard correctly.

“A convicted felon,” Peter said slowly. “I remember it from the papers.”

“But he said he was a writer,” I protested.

“Oh, he was,” said Peter gleefully. “He wrote a stock column for a financial paper. Only he was being paid off by different corporations to push their stocks. He made quite a bit of money at it. Until they caught him, anyway.”

“And what happened to him?” I asked.

“He went to jail for about three or four years,” Peter said. “He also wrote a book about the whole thing. I have a copy if you want to read it.”

Of course I wanted to read it. After work I went over and borrowed it from Peter, then spent the rest of the night finding out the truth about my man. As I turned the pages, his sordid story unfolded in graphic detail. I learned all about the bribes, the secret meetings, the illegal activities, the arrest and conviction. It was all there in black and white—I was dating one of the most notorious white-collar criminals the financial world had ever seen.

When I was done with the book, I turned it over and looked at the author photo on the back. There was Chandler’s smiling face, just as I remembered it from the night before. I looked into those beautiful eyes, which seemed to be looking straight into my soul, and I forgave him. I forgave him everything. After all, he’d only stolen money from rich people. It wasn’t like he’d actually killed anyone or bashed an old woman over the head or something. It was just shuffling pieces of paper around. Yes, it was a federal offense, but so were lots of other things that didn’t seem like such big deals.

Besides, I was already picturing him in his prison uniform. I saw myself sitting with the other prison widows outside the rows of greasy telephones at the New York Correctional Facility. While we waited for our turns at the phones, we would compare stories.

“What’s yours in for?” I would ask the lady next to me, a big-haired New Jersey trailer park housewife with too-tight jeans and a baggy sweater.

“Grand theft auto,” she would answer. “But it was all a set-up.”

“I know how you feel,” I’d say as I took her hand and patted it gently. “It’s hard when they’re on the inside and we’re out here. No one understands the pain except someone who’s been there.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” my new friend would say. Then she would open her purse and take out the pictures of the children. There would be Billy, age thirteen and turning into the man of the house. Then eleven-year-old Eileen, who was a handful what with her no-good boyfriend and all. But saddest of all would be little Frank, Jr., who was having his sixth birthday that very afternoon without his daddy.

Sniffling, I would show her a snapshot of Chandler and me and Champ on our last camping trip before Chandler had to go into the big house. “Champ and I still go to the woods sometimes,” I would say. “But no one throws a ball for him like his daddy.”

My daydream was very vivid, and even though Chandler’s time in the pen was long over, I knew I would stick by him should it ever happen again. Secretly, I think I hoped it would happen again, just so I could experience the sheer heartache of pining for my incarcerated man. By the time I finally went to sleep that night, I was already making him homemade fudge to give to his cellmates.

When Chandler and I had our next date, I told him that I’d read his book.

“Oh, that,” he said, as if it were nothing. “I’m glad that’s all behind me now.”

“It must have been terrible,” I said sympathetically, so that he would know I had explored the depths of his pain and come back more committed to him than ever.

“Not really,” he said. “Basically I worked in the prison library and used the time to write my book. I lived better there than I ever did outside. Now I actually have to work for a living. That’s what really sucks.”

This was not what I wanted to hear. I wanted stories about knife fights and surly guards who demanded kickbacks for protection. I wanted to hear about staking out territory in the yard and narrowly escaping being some thug’s bitch. But all Chandler had to say about his stay in the clink was that the cook used too much pepper in the gumbo. It was a bitter disappointment, and after a few more dates I broke things off.

I should have learned my lesson from that little escapade, but still I sometimes find myself longing for the touch of a bad boy. Several months ago, while watching one of those true crime shows on television, I saw a profile of a man wanted in connection with the murder of several people in Alabama or somewhere. Of course I was appalled at what he’d done. Then they showed his picture. Despite my horror at his brutal behavior, I couldn’t help but think he was really hot. Maybe, I reasoned, it had all been a big mistake. He looked like such a nice man. It was a passing thought, and I soon forgot about it.

A few days later, however, I turned on the evening news, only to hear a special bulletin that an escaped convict had been found right here in Boston. Then a picture of the very same man I’d seen on the crime show flashed on the screen. He was being led away in handcuffs, his handsome face looking down at his feet. I found myself wondering what would have happened if I’d met him somewhere before his arrest. Would I, like those big-haired, raccoon-eyed women telling their stories to Geraldo, fall for his seductive smile and lying eyes? Would I pledge my love to him through a bullet-proof window and send him packages of chocolate chip cookies and Polaroids of my naked self? Would I, indeed, stand by my man? For a moment, it all seemed terribly romantic. I think we’re all lucky I never got the chance to find out.

At least I know I’m not the only gay man with white trash tendencies. When the whole Andrew Cunanan thing was happening, I received a
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