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My nameisAlan. | an saven yearsold. | like to draw and paint. | like flowers. | pick
flowersfor my Mommy. | hdp my Daddy in the garden. | love my Mommy. | have one
brother. He isfive years old. We play hide and seek. My Grammy visits on Christmas.
We go to her house for Easter. We play cards a night. | love Grammy. My birthday isin
the summer. | like to swvim. My Mommy made us wesr floaties on our armsin the
shallow end. One day | took them off and swam without them! She was surprised! My
Daddy pedls grapes for us. He cuts our hair in the basement. | like reading. | love my
family.

i

My Daddy beltsus. It is because we are bad and because we misbehave. | get red marks.
| can see them on my tippy-toesin the bathroom mirror. | jump up high to seethem
better. My Mommy does't spank us. She gets mad. Sometimes she ydls and then sheis
mad. My brother makes her cry. | hate him then. We fight sometimes and he cries. | am
sorry. We wear five underpants so the belt won't hurt when we get on trouble. Then we
laugh. We' re not supposed to play with the hose. We got belted for that. Our neighbor
saw it. Helaughed at us. | want to be apainter and aflorist when | grow up and maybe a
dentist. My Daddy is adoctor. We go on vacations in the summer. | like the beach. |
make sandcastles.

A boy and his mother walk into the cool sanctuary of aliquor store in the middle of ahot
summer day. They are buying drinks for alawn party later that week. The boy wanders
around mounds of wine bottles and rows of thick glass jugs. The air-conditioned
amosphere is refreshing, and thereis a scent of serility that vaguely reminds of a
hospitd. A grizzled old man sts a the counter, looks over his glasses, and takes adip of
paper from the boy’s mother. They smile and talk. It is grown-up language, so the boy
explores the dark recesses of the store. He senses magnificence and, though he does not
redize it yet, decadence. He sees, in the way that only children see, a chance to become
big and imposing and powerful, like those big men who drink at his parents parties. He
wants someday to frighten others in the same way those men frighten him, but he doesn’t
know this now. He understands only that there will be a party, and that he hates the taste
of those grown-up drinks and can’t see why they drink them.

M

A young man sts aone by thewindow. A glass of water waves gently in hishand. He
can’'t remember last night and he hasto lie down again. A moment of worry passes as his
head re-adjudts, but he does’'t think he'll have to vomit again. He feds aflicker of pain
in hisleft arm, areturn to deed redity. Looking down, he discoversthe large purple
bruise and wonders what made it. Thereis smilar hurt in his thumb and he locates
another abrasion. A sudden release of sdivafills his mouth. He swdlows it quickly away,
but it's not working. Bracing himsdlf, he heaves atorrent of light ydlow fluid into the
toilet. 1t fedslike he islosng everything thet was once ingde of him and at any moment
he expects chunks of swollen organsto choke their way up histhroat. Tears fal numbly



form his eyes and watery mucus flows from his nose. He wants to die and he wants to
drink.

The boy standsin a storage room of the basement. It is dark except for the harsh doorway
of adigtant naked light bulb. A figure appears, his slhouette black before the light, the
glowing red tip of a cigarette dowly gpproaching Alan. The boy has done something bad,
he has urinated on his Uncle like he does in his bed in the middle of the night, and his
Uncle holds him vidlently. In that hell his favorite Uncle ragps wickedly, “1 will put this
cigarette out in your eye,” and then heis gone. Alan crumplesto the floor, heaving
convulsons of fear and nervous laughter. His hands are shaking. His hands will always
shake after this day.
T
The boy liesin bed. In the middle of that black night a man enters his room. Shutting the
door carefully behind him he stands gtill and adjusts to the absence of light. The boy’s
heart beats fagter, clawing itsway up histhroat. The dim shadow moves. A growing
terror as he spies his Undle through hdf-closed eyes, approaching him, closer, ever
closer, and then heis there. His hands hard and rough around the boy’ s little throat, and
al because of achildish prank. Squeezing with hatred and then the words he was to hear
forever after:

“If it wasn't for your Father | would kill you.”
His Father. Hero and Savior, rescuing his Son in some twisted irony, powerful smply in
his existence. His Uncle lets go and walks back into the night, receding like a deadly
ghost.

PART |

During the Winter of 1993, Amsgterdam High School’ s Senior English Honors
Class was assigned a Crestive Writing Project to be completed by the Spring. The
sudents were given free reign to design their projects, the only requirement being that it
involve writing in some way. Mot of the class Sghed at the ponderous task put forth by
the new teacher, miffed by the hefty workload at a time when they were supposed to be
enjoying ther fina High School days, but one person saw slently in his chair, secretly
delighted at the possibility that had been presented. He didn't redlize it then, but at that
moment the seeds of alife-long passon had been planted, and in the ensuing monthsiit
would take root and grow. He raised his hand and offered his sole stipulation, “Will
anyone ese read this, other than you?’ he asked. The teacher promised that no one
would.

It would be a grand undertaking, away to finaly spesk out for the abuse he fdt he
suffered at the hands of his hometown, his high schoal, his friends, and hisfamily. It
would be an indictment of those who had wronged him the most. HE d been given a
lifeime of ammunition, and the time had finaly come. By the end of that day, Alan
Ilagan had come up with his Crestive Writing project. He did not know it then, but he
was about to create a myth that would forever change hislife.

The project would raise afirestorm of activity, the echoes of which reverberate to
this very day. Ultimatdly it would bring tears to the eyes of his parents, obliterate his
goody-two-shoes image in the eyes of histeachers and fellow students, severely dter his



relationships in the eyes of hisfriends, and finaly be submitted to the judgmenta eyes of
the school psychiarist.

The project was conceived as a series of letters written to afaraway love interest.
His narrator would be called “ Frederick” and he would be writing to a girlfriend named
“Médlissa’. Already the line between fact and fiction was disgppearing, as Alan had been
dating a girl named Médlissa Natde for afew months. He explained the premise to the
teacher and got the go-ahead for his Creetive Writing Project. Initially it wasto bea
generic love story, a series of |etters written by “Frederick” who was separated from his
“Melissa’ for one reason or another. Only later did it become clear that thiswas turning
into something much more.

NNNNNNN

“Thisis how we communicatein this family.”

These are the first words spoken after the three-hour-plus drive from Boston, MA
to Amgterdam, NY. Alan is explaining the preceding silence to his friend Chris Vaeth,
who, dong with Alissa Myrick and Alan’ s boyfriend Paul Fraey, have accompanied
Alan to his hometown of Amsterdam to take in ashowing of Sunset Blvd. a Proctor’s
Thestre in Schenectady, NY. Mrs. Laurel llagan had dutifully picked up the group at the
Ilagan condo, and in the ensuing ride to their hometown barely aword passed the mother
and son who st in the front seat. There was no animosity; there was Smply Slence.

After giving his friends a quick tour of the house at 20 Pershing Road, everyone
assembled in the Ilagan dining room for a stesk dinner with al the amenities of
Thanksgiving Day. The good chinawas out, the sterling slver utensils sparkled, and the
best Waterford crystd clinked benesth the immacul ate chanddier. Dr. and Mrs. llagan sat
at the heads of the formd table, with Alan and Paul on one sde and Chrisand Alissa
facing them on the other. Mrs. Ilagan offered dish after delicious dish, passng around an
abundance of homemade food. A bottle of red wine was opened and poured into the
crysta goblets.

The conversation was pleasant, if politely constrained. Mogt of it was carried by
Alan's parents and Chris and Alissa. Alan opened him mouth only for witty and cutting
comments, mainly at the expense of his parents. For the most part he ae in silence, eyes
downcagt, occasiondly glancing towards his Mom or Dad, and then retreating out the
window to the dark expanse of his backyard where he had once played as a child.
NNNNNNN

In that cold winter of 1993, Alan’s very first writing project was dowly taking
shape. Instead of focusing on romantic letters, his words were becoming subconscioudy
confessional. No one is exactly sure of the events that triggered Alan’s estrangement
from hisfamily, but a the time he was writing he hadn’t spoken to his parents for over a
year. It was a slence that had profound effects on him, and it made his writing immediate
and deeply persond. Hisusud habit was to write after dinner. An early excerpt:

{Dear Mdliss,

My parents dways tell me that they’ ve given me everything and that | am
extremdy lucky. Inaway that’strue. | had al the clothes, food, and luxuriesthat | could
ask for. They gave my brother and me everything we wanted. | suppose they even gave
us some love. The one thing they never gave us, the one thing they absolutely refused to
let us have was our childhood. How ironic that it happened to be the only thing | redlly
wanted.



| remember that hot July day when my brother and | were outside. Dad had just
st up the sprinkler and the sparkling, cool water was too tempting for elther of usto
resst. We ran through the falling water. The soft, west grass felt so good under our feet.
We laughed and shouted and soon were drenched with coolness. Then we heard him.

We heard the muffled shouts from within that cold brick house. He hadn’t even
waited to get outside before he started yelling. The deep, sinking feding took over again,
asit had done a thousand times before. He unstrapped his belt with the skill of
experience. | tightened my face as| tried to prepare for the impending pain. Then it was
over. My brother and | limped into the house filled with shame. We didn't exchange
words about it; it was better that way.

It wasn't child abuse. I'd like to think my father never meant to hurt us, it wasjust
hisway of discipline. | just wish it didn’t have to happen so many times. | should've
learned to be good. Y et again it was | who screwed things up. Aslong as| live I'll never
understand how you can love someone like me. ~ Frederick}

His troubled family life entering its second year, Alan was taking his writing into
emotiondly risky territory and exposing the inner-workings of the previoudy-wel-
guarded Ilagan family. Knowing that what he wrote would be seen as hisown life, he
took little precautions in protecting the privacy of those he depicted. He had started the
slence, and he would be the one to end it.

Stll, it was never hisintent to show the work to his parents. The origind
compogtions, usudly hand-written on note-book paper, stayed secretly in his back-pack,
which he kept on his person a al times. Alan knew that reading it would hurt them, and
despite his anger, he would never maicioudy inflict such pain.

Pain and sadness were amaingtay at the time he assembled the project. Something
much deeper, and far darker, was at work besides adolescent trauma. He went to bed
crying dmog every night and, while never dinicaly diagnosed, it is probable that this
was the beginning of alife-long battle with depression. It dso marked the first of severd
serious suicide attempts.

“One of the darkest and scariest times of my life,” ishow Alan sumsit up today.
“I would get upset by the smallest things and they would build and build until | was
bawling and screaming and writhing about on the floor just wishing to die. And there was
no reason for me to be so upset, | smply was.”

NNNNNNN

The dinner droned on at the Ilagan house, and the topic eventudly came around to
school. Both Chris and Alissa explained their ongoing graduate work, as Alan looked
quietly down at his plate. Graduate school had long been a point of contention between
him and his parents, and the awkward silence that ended the school discussion told more
than any number of words could have said.

Chris commented, “ Alan’ s love for his parents and vice versa seems present yet
ungpoken, at least in front of strangers.”

Alissa saw adifferent Sdeto Alan that evening. “Heroalls his eyes, helooks
bored, he gets quiet (except for varied cutting comments) and he sighsalot,” she says of
his behavior & the dinner table.

It probably sounds a lot worse than it was. Alan himsdlf has proclaimed that the
dinner was “one of the best I've had at that table in sometime.” Still, much remains



unsaid and unexplained. There was certainly a coldness evident between members of the
llagen family, and a dhrill Serility that shot through an evening in their company. It isnot
necessarily afamily without love, but it is missng the outgoing and openly-affectionate
behavior that goes on in many families once they have shut out the outside world and are
gtting around the dinner table.

The prominently displayed framed photographs taken during holidays and
birthdays past seem to depict happiness, but that giddy innocence of days-gone-by seems
to have been gricken with an arch formdity that leaves vistors dightly uncomfortable at
every turn. After gpending any time with Alan and his family, it is gpparent than the past
isfull of tumult, most of it deeply buried, and none of it completdy forgotten or forgiven.
NNNNNNN

He hadn't spoken to his mother for dmost two years, save the absolute minimum
required for living with another person. Most assumed he didn't care, and in his sllenced
they saw acquiescence to unsaid accusations of apathy. In fact, his heart was being torn
apart over the deterioration of their relationship. He sought catharssin hiswriting.
Another excerpt lamentsthe “loss’ of his mother, and, in effect, his childhood:

“Dear Mdlissa

| remember atime when she cameinto my room late at night and comforted me as
only she could. Her hint of sweet perfume and the softness of her nightgown awaysran
my fears awvay. Her hands rubbed round and round in small steady circles on my small
back. | can hear the pulsating swishing of my cotton pgjamas now. Only when my tears
had dried and my eyes had closed did she leave.

| remember atime in awonderful summer of youth when we splashed and played
in the cool waters of the poal. I'd grasp her shoulders as she took me on a submarine ride.
We d playfully race and somehow | always managed to win. We stayed in the pool for
hours. I'd get her to play Blind Man's Bluff and we' d laugh and joke the entire time.
Them we d lay in the grass in the warm sun. I d run to the edge of the yard and pick
some flowers, bleeding hearts, for her and she' d accept them gratefully with ahug and a
kiss.

| remember that cold, rainy school day when | reluctantly trudged out of the
house, saddened by the thought of having to leave her. Haf-way to school | turned back.
| told the other kids to go on, | had forgotten something. | ran into the house calling her
name. She was doing laundry in the basement. She wiped away my tears and hugged me
closeto her. | had the courage to return to schoal.

| remember the Christmas Eve when she tucked me and my brother in for the
night. “Listen for the deigh bells” she whispered as she said good- night. We' d wake
early the next morning and rush into her room, telling her of dl the gifts we had received
from Santa. She acted joyoudy surprised when she had known al dong.

| remember cleaning the yard when the first warmth of spring arrived. I'd run
barefoot in the fresh green grass, and the work wasn't work when she was around. |
remember the hot summer days when | would pick her bouquets from the garden. She'd
put them in avase a the center of the table and we' d st lazily down enjoying the cool
iced tea, but each other’s company more.

For so long she was the center of my life. | did everything for her. | want that
back. | want to be able to talk fedly like we once did. | want to be able to laugh with her



and share things with her. Without her part of meis dowly dying. | want it back, | ill
love her. ~ Frederick}

In both of the excerpts we have seen, the writing has been smple, amost child-
like. Itis, dmog transparently so, Alan as alittle boy, shouting out for love while
smultaneoudy feding unworthy of it. His oft-repeated claim that the Crestive Writing
project was entirely fictitious cannot hide the pain and regret that seeps through his
writer’ svoice. The words cry out for help, for understanding, and for forgiveness, but
throughout the months of hisfina high school year, Alan maintained his seadfast Slent
treatment. To this day, no oneis exactly sure what fractured the family so asto warrant
such a powerful reaction from ateenage son. Alan himsdf confirmsthat “it was less
about one specific incident and more of a collective response to alifetime of hypocrisy
and unfairness and emotional manipulation.”

Growing up in the Ilagan family was a complicated affair, and the results, as
evidenced by Alan and his brother Paul, are complex adults. There was a tangled mass of
contradictions that congtantly surrounded the boys and each of them dedt with thisin his
own way. Alan turned inward, shidding himsdlf with aveneer of perfection: draight A’s,
modd behavior, and an outwardly quiet existence. Paul acted out: temper tantrums,
misbehavior, and mediocre grades. Up until adolescence they were each other’s closest
buddies.

“We were best friends when we were little,” says Alan. “We had to be. There was
no one e<se. Plus, we were dedling with the same exact things as far as surroundings and
being raised by the same people.”

The Ilagan brothers grew up in a privileged home, but the privileges they were
afforded were not necessarily those that a child needs. They had dl the clothes, food, and
luxuries most kids wish for, but were lacking in the smple pleasures of childhood.

“All I wanted was to be like the other kids in the neighborhood,” Alan explains
wigtfully. “I wanted to run through the sprinkler and have degpovers and stay out past
eight o' clock. My parents provided for us very well, but they were strict. What they gave
usin financiad stability they took away in childhood freedom. And it wasredly the little
things that we wanted, like MTV, which we didn’t get until the late eighties, or aVCR,
which we didn’t get until 1990. It sounds smpligtic, but those are the things that separate
children from the norm, and as akid that' s the last thing you want. Looking back I'm
grateful for it, because it forced me to focus on other things. | became well-acquainted
with nature in our back-yard, and | devoured books on gardening and pets. But it made
me very different from other kids, and that difference was a crucial aspect to whom |
became.”

One of the fonder memoaries the boys harbor | that of family vacations. It was one
of the few excesses to which Dr. Ilagan acquiesced, mainly at the insstence of Mrs.
Ilagan. Even those outings were not without problems.

My Mom was the reason we got to go to al those great places. She would plan
out the trips months in advance and come July we were set to go. My Dad did not enjoy
them at dl, because he hated to misswork, and he just wasn’t good at relaxing and
having fun. If we were at the beach he'd say in the hotel room, coming out once or twice
to vidt us and then retresting to watch televison in the air-conditioned room. Towards
our last few vacations it became clear that our time together was very forced, and both



my brother and | rebelled by mishehaving. We didn’t understand why, if we were on
vacation, we had to get up at the crack of dawn when all we wanted to do was deep. Our
vacations were fun, but they were aso pretty regimented. And that affects meto this

day,” he sayswith alaugh.

NNNNNNN

Dinner isover, and Alan drivesthe kids to the local haunt ~ Super K-Mart. Away
from his parents he seems more relaxed and free, less uptight and stern. Heislike alittle
kid suddenly released from the company of adults, and while time has heded many of the
wounds, the llagan family is still working on the old frictions

One of the people who has seen the family’s evolution for over twenty yearsis
Alan’'s closest-friend and sster-figure Suzie Ko. Currently acting as his* persond
Manager” she has been there from the beginning and remains a powerful confidante. She
is certainly an expert on the inner-workings of Alan’'s mind, and is close enough with his
family to cdl hisMom “Aunt Lauri€’ and his Dad “Uncle Emil”.

“I dways fdt that it was a distant rdationship,” she says, describing how Alan
interacts with his parents. “1 sometimes think that Aunt Laurie is one of the mogt selfless
peoplethat | know. Not selfless like Mother Theresa, but sdflessfor her kids. And when
Alan was abit younger and less mature, it often seemed to be taken for granted. | think he
has a much closer rdationship with her now. She seemsto be very intuitive into the
workings of her son’slives, frighteningly so in fact. And then there' s his Dad. Uncle
Emil isan enigma. I’'m not sure how much of a relaionship has developed here”

“Heloves his parents, for sure,” says Chris Vageth. “But his spoiled upbringing
and communication problems hide this fact wdl. Alan, in his eccentricities, seems tifled
by his parents conservetive nature, and they by his boldness.”

A tdling clue comesin two of Alissa's observetions. “He talks to his Mom more
than his Dad... There was zero physicd interaction at dl in hisfamily.” Inthe mid-
nineties that proved true, but as achild Alan engaged in much physicd interaction with
his parents.

“I remember being very physicd with my Mom ~ hugging and playing and stuff ~
when | was very young, up until 1 was maybe eeven or twelve. And when | wasreally
little | remember being that way with my Dad. He held us up on his shoulders and dried
our hair after we bathed and pedled grapes for us. But the main thing | remember
physicaly isbeing hit with abet by my father. The image of him unbuckling his belt and
coming towards me or my brother, the tone in his voice ~ that isinddibly printed in the
memories of my father. | wouldn't go so far asto cdl it child abuse... my Dad just did
not know any other way of discipline. And we weren't exactly angels growing up ether.”
Alan feds aneed both to blame and protect the man who brought him into the world. He
finds fault with his father, but isthe firgt to defend his actions. Alan clearly gandsin ave
and dight reverence of his Dad, and in a tenth grade writing assgnment on a“hero”,
Alan was one of the only people in the class to pick hisfather. He has a profound respect
for him, aswell asagreat ded of pridein his accomplishments. “My Dad came from
next to nothing and fought and worked for al of his success. And with hisfriend and co-
workers heisfunny and charming and completely lovable. With hisfamily... it waan't
adways that way.”

NNNNNNN



In April of 1993, Alan’s Creetive Writing Project was dmost finished. Printed out
in bold colors and fonts, and assembled in aleather binder betwixt pages of tissue paper,
it was as much aphysica assault as a cerebra one. The infamous compilation of |etters
was a combustible mixture of sex, family strife, romance, abuse, drug use, and utimatdy
suicide. The somewhat-thin plot-line details the character of Frederick Bennettson, and
his relationship with Melissa Jeanwell. Separated (though it’s never explained how or
why), their only communication is through letters. The reader is only dlowed Frederick’s
words, Mdissais aslent character, amuse perhaps, who brings Frederick’s most hidden
thoughts to the surface. It is a problematic device in most cases: the reader hears only one
sde of the story. In thisingtance it works. These are Alan’ swords, and Frederick gives
them avoice. Gredt literature it is not ~ most of the passages are trite and whiny, but
there are moments of brilliance, as evidenced by the excerpts seen previoudy, and in the
section that follows:

“My Dearest Mdlissa,

It is now my favorite hour. The time when day fights dusk, and purple and pink
fight for the color of the sky. The snow is content to be a soft powder blue and the sun
shines a brilliant orange-yellow. Every color isout in its splendor and | fed glad that I'm
ableto seeit dl. It sdmost an anxious feding, likewhat I’'m seeing is o good | have to
do something, though | know not what. | suppose sharing it with someone would help to
relieve my anxiety. | hate to fed so good aone. The beauty of the moment isamost lost
when one is overcome with londliness and despair.

| know | shouldn't fed so bad, but sometimes the fedling just overtakesme. | am
powerless againgt this unseen force, and | don't redize it has ahold of me until it'stoo
late to go back. It dways seemsto be too late. I'm now at the point where | can look back
and see most of the mistakes I’ ve made, and most of them are because I" ve waited too
long to correct the origina mistake before it got out of hand. | fear it's happening again,
and once again I'm afraid it' stoo late.

The hot, horrible feding of terror, the predestined whirlpool of sadnessthat I'm
faling into, not just faling, but being pulled into, is once again too strong for meto
resst. All of the past fedingsthat I’ ve tried so hard to forget come flooding back ina
rush. The terrible memories of past horrors push me further down into the degpness of
darkness.

| can't let this hgppen again. | promised myself | would never let them win. |
promised to never again give up. Why must this continue? It's hurting me more and
more, and | fear it will never sop until | do something. | must do something, anything to
make thisfeeling end. | need to deep, | must. It sthe only way for me to be at peace, for
| can't fed if I'm deeping. | used to think | could go through the motions and turn off my
fedings, but | can’'t. No one can and il retain a sense of sanity. | wish | didn’'t fed
anything though. 1t would be so much essier. And yes, | would forsake the temporary
moments of happiness just to stop the sadness. Those moments aren’t meant to last
anyway. And if | makeit past that problem another one comes up. The problems just
don't stop, they hit harder and harder, pummeling me until | give up. Wl | think it's
time for meto let them win. | can no longer fight them, | no longer have the strength.
Why isit that some people can't be happy unless someone is miserable?

Once, along time ago, | believed that al people were essentidly good. | thought
that once everything was stripped away, and things redly mattered, people would turn



out to be good. | can see | was blind. People aren’t good, if anything they are inheritantly
(dc.) evil. It sasad conclusion to cometo, but if you knew what | now know you' d fedl
the same. The years of heartache, of unreleased anger have findly taken their tall. It's
over ~the bad guyswin. And yet I'll keep going. I'll keep going through this hellish
exigence, if only out of abuilt-in sense of obligetion. | hate to live thisway, but it' sthe
only way | know, or at least the only way I’ ve been taught. Not even you can hep me
now. | just want to fal adeep forever. I’d never have to see anyone' s awful face again. |
could just float away, ignorant to the pain and despair that people have had such joy in
giving. | want theworld as| know it to disappear. | want it to crumble and fall. | want dl
the foolish, dumb idiots who think they are the world to dowly die. Let them fed the

pain. Then let them make the choices I’ ve had to make. Seeif they can takeit. Oneday in
my life and they’d al be screeching for mercy. Sometime it will come ~ the time when
they pay for what they’ ve done will come, and | will survive on that knowledge for now.
Jugt knowing is enough for the moment. Everyone but you and me can go to hell. Let
them rot, dowly and painfully. Thisfeding | haveisn't of hate, it's of rationdity. It's

also not of revenge, believe it or not. For you see, | don't care what happens to everyone
else it matters not to me. To hate them would be letting them win. True | may lose, but |
believeit’'sworth it. True | may lose, but | believe it’sworth it. Love, Frederick}

This excerpt comes rather early in the collection of letters, and in it we have a
brief encgpsulation of the project asawhole. It is easy to dismiss the writing as smple
high school cynicism, but is we get beyond the whining there is something gravely telling
in this passage. Conscioudy or not, Alan is describing someone who is saverdly
depressed. He writes that “the fedling just overtakes me’ and that heis* powerless
againg this unseen force” It isa*hot, horrible feding of terror, the predestined
whirlpool of sadness”

Most disturbing, but perhaps most hopeful in a peculiar way, is his presumed
misuse of the word “inheritantly” in the fifth paragraph. The sentence “People aren't
good, if anything they are inheritantly evil” would gppear to beg for “inherently” in the
place of “inheritantly”, thereby attributing evil to the base nature of a human being. As he
writesit, evil isan inherited trait, implying that it is passed on by the parents, and not
intringc to humanity. By using “inherently” there would be an absence of a source of
evil, offering adim mystery to the reader. Alan provides a blade of hopein afidd of
despair, and while technicdly inaccurate, the word “inheritantly” seemsto indicate a
sense of accountability for such evil, and a chance that it is not a necessary component of
everyone' s make-up.

NNNNNNN

Asthe timeto depart for Sunset Blvd. nears, Alan is barking order to hurry at
Chris Vaeth. A true Virgo, Alan is notorioudy adamant about tardiness. It isatrait
inherited from his father, another Virgo, who raised Alan to abhor lateness,

“It'snot just about being late,” Alan defends. “1 understand that there are
circumstances where people will be five or ten minutes late, but anything over haf an
hour isjust complete and totd irresponsbility.”

There isthe wdl-known rule that if Alan waits for you for over thirty minutes,
chances are he will not be there when you arrive. Chris and Alissa put thisrule to the test
when they were scheduled to see a movie with Alan and showed up forty-five minutes



late. He had already gone home, and was reportedly so steamed that he would not speak
to ether of them for over aweek, opting instead to fire off a heated epistle admonishing
them in no subtle way. Heis, in the words of Alissa, “a stickler-prick about time.”

“Hey, if | can leave afew minutes early to make sure I’'m on time, then | expect
the samein return. Public trangportation is no excuse. Everyone know nothing runson
time, S0 you make alowances for that and leave accordingly. But most people think the
world revolves around them, and that the subway or the bud will be waiting just when
they get there. Y ou wouldn't take those chances if you had ajob interview or had to make
aplane departure. Why do you use friendship as an excuse for being careless?” He has
decidedly strong fedings on the issue, and is defensive when questioned whet the fussis
about.

“Look, it's more than an issue of being late. It's an insult. It shows someone has,
unconscioudy or not, shown blatant disregard for another person. It's a question of
repect,” he concludes, and the tone of findlity in his voice ends the subject. That respect
is something he demands of hisfriends, but only in-as-much as he givesit. When that
respect is not returned, he takes it to heart, which leads to the disappearance of old friends
Kim and Smon from hisllife

Originally, Kimberley Caolaand Smon Towers were to have accompanied the
four of them to Sunset Blvd., and until now the reasons for their absence have gone
unexplained. Unlike his past antics, Alan has remained pretty much mum on the issue,
Rather than inciting a bout of ranting and raving, the touchy topic seems dmost a non
subject with Alan. When confronted with the ‘Where are they now? question, he smply
shrugs.

“Thelagt time | spoke with Kim was a few days before we were scheduled to
leave for Amsterdam to see Sunset. She and Simon had known for weeksthat | couldn’t
fit them in my car, and they had each promised to get there on their own, o | redly
wasn't doubting that they would come,” he explains without bitterness or regret.
“Remember, | ordered the tickets for this seven months before-hands, at their request.
Then about aweek before the show, Kim called and said she was having car trouble, but
that they would gill be there somehow,” he continues with adightly quizzicd
countenance. “ So, a couple days later | get acdl from Simon saying that he wasn't sure
how they would get there, and | asked Straight out if they were coming or not, and once
again | wastold that they would be there by bus or train if need be. | made it clear that |
had two $50 tickets that | had bought half a year ago for them, but he re-assured me they
would be there. The next day Kim caled and said it looked like there was no way, what
with al the car trouble, that she and Simon could make it. I mentioned the ticket money
and she was shocked to discover that | hadn’t paid for the tickets out of my own pocket,
and that | had to pay my parents back for them... but thisisn’t about the money. Kim
then said shewould cal me back by sx o' clock that day and try to figure out a solution,
and she never cdled. That was the last time I’ ve spoken with her.”

The rift between the three of them seemed afind breaking point in their
friendship, and the question remains whether there are any fedings of anger or
resentment towards either Kim or Simon. After adismissve chuckle, Alan shakes his
head.

“There are redly no fedings elither way. In someways | kind of expected them to
bail; it's happened so many times in the past. There always seemed to be something ~ car



trouble, emotiona breskdowns, whatever... and if they redly wanted to be there they
could have. We had some good times together, but they’ re not redly the kind of people |
want as cherished friends. They don’t want to give back what they get.”

He stops himself and amiles, “ Thisis sounding bad isn't it? Look, Kim and Simon
were two friends from a certain part of my life. | bear no ill-will towards them, but we
redlly don't have that much in common anymore. Kim seems content to Say in retail for
the time being whereas | had to move on, and Simon and | never shared any of the same
interests except for work. It seems very far in the past, and that’ swhy | redly don't think
about it much unless someone bringsit up.”

Alan a first seems shocked when asked if he fdlt left out when Kim and Smon
dtarted dating. “What? Let the record show that | was the one pushing them onto each
other. If it was't for me saying something to both of them, they’d probably ill be
pussy-footing around, afraid that the other wouldn't fed the same way.” When the
possibility of him being jedlous over their union rearsits head, he is less boisterous, and
while clearly tired of talking about the Stuation, afaint glimmer of the old Alan emerges
as he amiles a secret smile and answers the question.

“I am not jedous of what they have, because | wouldn’'t want it. My boyfriend
never cheated on me, and | know for afact that that’s something Kim cannot clam. But
I’m done with talking about that ~ it'sdl over.” He has dung hisfind arrow, and another
chapter is done.

“| fed that heisavery loyd friend,” Suzie concludes. “I’ ve seen thistested
throughout the years, and I’ ve seen him drop people for being didoyd and downright
rude. They deserveit though. He looks for reciprocity, dthough he sometimes forgets to
consder that people have different gauges of friendship and loyaty. And he takes stupid
caredlessness very serioudy and persondly when sometimesit’s just cardessness. So, |
guesswhat I'm getting at isthat he is more sengtive about certain things than he shows.”
NNNNNNN

Our subconscious mind words in mysterious ways, and while we often drive to
suppress the fedings and desires of which we aren't particularly proud, they have away
of surfacing and leading usto the truth, in spite of the pain involved. It was dways
Alan’sintent to keep his Crestive Writing Project away from the eyes of his parents,
knowing full well that it would hurt them. Despite this declaration, much of hiswriting
seemed to be written expresdy for Dr. and Mrs. Ilagan. In some passages he goes so far
as to address them directly:

{ Go ahead and break my neck. Whip me with your bet harder and harder. Seeif
you can make me bleed. Don't kill me until you' ve broken every last bone in my body. |
lovethe pain. | love the pain your words inflict... Hurt me, daddy. Unbuckle your belt
and unleash your power over your helpless son. Don’t sop with just 7 or 8 hits, keep
going. Those scars will only last afew years a the mogt, you' ve got to hit harder. Please
hurt me mommy. | want to fed the sting of your words, the hatred in your tone. And you
too, take the belt from your waist, just like daddy taught you. Take it and hit me. Y ours
leaves a better sting because it's so thin, dmost like awhip. If you try hard enough you
may even cut through my soft skin. Hurt me brother. | ache for your fist againgt my face.
| live for thelook in your eyes before you strike me down. Take the knife we used to cut
watermelon with in the summer. Knock me to the ground with your elbow. Kneel on me
and grin. Take the knife and dit my throat. Y ou can even drink my blood thistime...



that'sal | want — punishment, resentment. Bring death to my door and give me over to
him. I’'m now ready, | can tekeit.}

Clearly, Alan didn’'t want his Mother or Father to read this, but in some way he
wanted the message to reach them. One morning he forgot to put the transcript in his
book-bag, and as he searched franticdly for it a school, he redized he had I€ft it on the
floor of the family room. Contemplating what to do, he initidly decided he must go back
before anyone had a chance to read the dangerous words. He came up with severa
outlandish ploys to get home, hit in the end left it up to fate: there was a good chance no
one would care to pick up the old binder and leaf through it.

When he arrived home later that day, he had forgotten about the whole affair until
he waked into the house and found his Mather stting on the couch, tearsfaling down
her cheeks, hiswriting in her hands. “Y ou weren't supposed to read that,” Alan told her.
He retrieved the book and they never spoke further about it.

She was not the only one who managed to read it without permisson. Alan
walked into the school office and discovered his manuscript lying in the mailbox of the
school psychiatrist, specific pages marked by tiny scraps of paper. His English teacher
had promised that no one else would read his words and this betraya |eft a bitter taste in
his mouth. Already, the project that had started off so innocently was veering rapidly out
of contral.

News of the writing spread quickly. Students and teachers dike glanced allittle
longer when Alan passed them in the hdl. With its racy mix of melodrama, the Cregtive
Writing Project spawned rampant rumors of sexual shenanigans, familid trauma, drug
abuse, and suicidal tendencies. Unknowingly, Alan had painted a digtinctive portrait of
himsdlf, a picture that time has done little to erase or dter. To many of the students who
heard the rumors at the time, Alan remains a sex-freak, who was physically abused asa
child, and now taking out his problemsin the form of rebellious actions againgt society.

Despite his printed daim that it was entirely fiction, much of the writing of that
time was autobiographical, and today he owns up to this fact.

“Of course alot of Frederick was drawn from my own life. Of course. But the
mgority of plot details were absolutdly fictiond. | was never molested by a priest, | never
did any hard drugs back then, | never plotted to kill my cousin, | never cheated on my
girlfriend, and | never had sex in the rafters of the school auditorium. The main thing thet
was the same were the fedings and longings and the pain evoked; the details were dll
made up. Unfortunatdly, people got caught up in those slly details,” he reasons. “And
whilel regret it inasmdl way, | ill think I'd do it again, because that writing project
was me tdling people for the very firg time what my life had been like. It was my way of
letting people know that our family was not the prim and proper model that sat up straight
in church and smiled & al times”

Most people got the point. When al was said and done, his writing opened up a
line of communication between Alan and his parents that no amount of face-to-face
discusson could have accomplished. By the end of his senior year of high school, after
amogt two years of slence, Alan and his parents began the difficult and oftern+ panful
road back into to each other’slives.

NNNNNNN



Their weekend in Amgterdam coming to an end, Alan and his friends return to the
blustery cold of a Boston winter. Before departing, Alan gives his parents a quick but
meaningful hug good-bye. “ Drive safe,” he intones as they leave. Chris and Alissa head
home together. They have seen Alan in his hometown and some of the mystery now
makes sense.

“I think Amsterdam forced Alan to amuse himsdf ~ to ferment his cretivity,”
Alissacomments. “I aso think he must have been lonely.”

Chris echoes those sentiments, “Alan makes up in Boston and in his travels what
he could never access in Amsterdam ~ cultura opportunities and diversity and
exploraion. Amsterdam is smdl-town USA, and represents the experience of many
Americans, aswell as alesser number of gay American boys/men, and even less bi-racid
Americans. It wouldn't have been an easy place to grow up, if | washim.”

After Chrisand Alissa depart, Alan isleft with his boyfriend Paul. Their
demeanor relaxes alittle and they cuddle on the couch before deciding what to do for
dinner. Since spending New Y ear’ s together a the llagan house, Paul had been with Alan
and hisimmediate family only twice. In those brief instances he saw anew sdeto Alan,
one which was atogether different from the Alan he had come to know romanticaly.

“He seems alittle more quiet, alittle subdued, amost solemn,” Paul says about
Alan’srelationship with his Mother. “In acertain sense there is a need to reach out to her
and wanting things to be different. If he could just perk up and be more of afriend to his
Mom | think he'd be happier. The few times I’ ve seen Alan with his Dad have been & the
dinner table. They rardly talk to each other. Even so, he seemsto love both his parents
deeply. His brother and he seem to have the most loving relationship. They’re complete
opposites, or S0 it seems, but they get dong redly well.”

It was early winter when Paul offered these comments, and he would have no idea
of the change he would have asmadl hand in bringing about. There was no definite
beginning to this change. Rather, it isthe accumulation of the effects one person can have
on ancther over time ~ through proximity, example, and other forms of enlightenment.
NNNNNNANN

On the eve of his departure from Amsterdam to begin anew life a Brandeis
University in Wdtham, MA, Alan stepped into his parents room, sat on the bed where he
had dept between them so many nights ago, and talked and laugh for amoment before
packing. It was asmal gesture, but in it was forgiveness and healing beyond words. It
had not been too late. The tearsthat fell that night were tears of joy. Alan wrote out a
heartfdt letter of thanks for everything his Mom and Dad had done for him over the
years, and an gpology for being so difficult a times. He had finished one life-changing
chapter and was at the beginning of yet another.

ANNNNNNN

PART I

It issummer and it is how. The temperature is soaring over ninety degrees and the
humidity is at a comparable percentage. The atmosphere is thick, oppressive. It clamps
down on the shoulders and squeezes from dl sides. It is headache-inducing and leaves
one wesk and limp in itswake. Through the haze Stsaman in acool, dim room. He has
found sanctuary in the air-conditioned darkness. Away from the beating of the sun and



the whipping of the hot wind, he dits high on his barstoal, his fingers running over the
cold rim and the glass he holds, his thoughts running out of his mind. Sowly and
deliberatdly he is escaping the hest; the cool liquid burns sweet forgetful relief down his
throat and he swims glesfully in the newly-found-but-familiar freedom. ~ excerpt from
disenchantment part |1

NNNNNNN

The mogt disturbing conversation Alan can recdl having is onein which he plays
no active part. It is not the discusson where he broke down in tearsin front of his parents
after not speaking to them for over ayear. It is not the time he told his brother he was
gay. It was not the talks he had with friends over his suicide attempt conversation he had
with his Mother over a dinner the two of them had one summer’s evening.

A year or two before their relationship cracked, Alan and his Mom went out for a
mesdl at Lorenzo's, their favorite locdl Itdian food haunt. It was common then for the two
of them to have adinner out and then engage in some shopping; Alan had been closest
top hisMom our of everyone in the family and he shared dmost everything with her. She
was, however, his Mother, and as such he had placed her on an ill-appointed pedestal.
Humean frailties and faults she smply did not possess, and a past less-than-perfect was
inconceivable. On this evening he would lose that child-like view, and with it abit of his
own innocence.

They were waiting for the food to arrive when his Mom started talking about her
own Mother. Alan loved hearing tales of his Grandma because they were often so funny
and they showed his Mom as akid his own age. It lowered the pedestd in asafe and
harmlessway and the effect was thrilling for a child. Ensconced in conversationd
confidence, Alan asked arare question about his Grandfather. He had passed away when
Alan’s Mom was ateenager. Shetold the story of how the police came to the door late at
night to inform them that he had died of a heart attack.

It was a singular moment of revelaion, one which shed light on an otherwise
unspoken past. And there was more.

“Alan,” hisMom spoke plainly, but with the dightest bit of sadness, perhaps
shame, “My Father was an dcoholic.”

Suddenly he was allittle boy again. A feding of terror and inescapable fear
penetrated his heart, the feeling he had when he turned around in a crowded Mdl and
thought he was holding his Mother’ s hand when redlly it was the purse of some stranger.

Alan didn’'t know what to say. He looked down &t the wine glass from which his
Mom had just taken agp. He wanted to say something but felt embarrassed. There was
nothing that could be said. He pictured hisMom as agirl his age, opening up the door to
a policeman, scared but somehow unsurprised.

“We knew why he was there. A policeman doesn’t come to your door a midnight
for any other reason...”

Words filtered through, fragments of past stories making frightening sense. His
Grandfather, her Father, big and imposing and loud, barrding through the quiet of night
waking up his Mother with his drunkenness.

“We knew he was drinking...”

Alan’s Grandmother, meek and quiet most of the time, but always so quick with
an excuse and defense. Her strength hinged on her husband's, falling as hefell, leaving



when he left. She leaned now on her only child ~ her daughter ~ and this child gave up
the little bit of childhood she had known.

Months after the dinner, Alan was sitting in the kitchen with his Mom and
Grandma. They were talking about the family again and something broke through the
surface.

“Ma, hewas an dcohalic,” he recdls his Mother saying in exasperation.

His Grandmother sounded offended, “1 don’t think so. Yes, he drank, but...”

And then the memory recedes. It israre for Alan not to remember, but it was 0
very long ago. Perhaps he ran out of the room before it was over. He had a habit of
running away and hiding. When his Father returned from his rounds at the hospita, and
later form betting on horses at OTB, Alan would dink away into the deep recesses of the
Ilagan house as he heard the garage door open. His Father would fedl the heat of the
televison and the dent of the couch till warm and wonder why they left. Both Alan and
his brother learned to flee, waiting it out and hoping that the anger would subside and be
forgotten before they had to meet again.

NNNNNNN

“A lovable tyrant” is how Alan describes himsdf a work. His co-workerstend to
agree.

Kira Drake, arguably his closest friend on the job right now, had thisto say about
their working relationship: “Alan is very friendly when you get to know him. He could
aso get on your nerveswhen he isin abad mood.”

AlissaMyrick seesabigger picture: “Alan does good work, endears himsdlf to his
co-workers, and forgets about it al a 5:01 PM.”

Since September of 1998, he has worked at the John Hancock Mutua Life
Insurance Company, one of the largest corporations in Boston, MA. Their influenceis
fdt dl over the city, from the John Hancock Tower (the tallest building in Boston) to
ther officid sponsorship of the Olympics and thisyear’ s All- Star Fanfest and Baseball
game. Hired as aresearch analyst, he was quickly promoted to Team Leader status and
currently oversees agroup of ten researchers. Due to the confidentia nature of his current
employment, heis only permitted to say that heisworking on a Class Action Case; after
the company goes public he will be able to speak more fredy. Not that he has any wish to
do s0: insurance is hardly the stuff of scintillating conversation. When pressed on why he
isworking for an insurance company when he could be doing so much more, Alan gives
the customary shrug and says smply, “It'sonly temporary. | need to save up some decent
money and not be bound down by a permanent job.”

For some, Alan-at-work is an impossible oxymoron. Most of his past
acquaintances and friends view him as a superficid dandy ~ a fashionobsessed prima
donna with an eye for what 1ooks good but without any red depth or substance, and
certainly not the person for any rea-world nine-to-five job. In spite of hisrather
impressive three-year gint a amen’s clothing store (where he begged off an early offer
of amanagement position in favor of finishing school), and his current reign a John
Hancock (where he declined a permanent position for mora reasons—“1 knew | was
leaving and couldn’t li€”), Alan is saddled with am unfairly fluffy image of not doing
much of anything.

He doesin fact work. People don't get offered promotions for ditting around and
looking good on the job. He has proven himsalf countless times and anyone who has ever



had him as an employee will vouch for this. His supervisor a S. Mary’s Hospital, where
Alan worked as aDietary Aide, “aglorified dishwasher,” commented that Alan was
indeed a hard worker. Every one of his managers lavishly praises hiswork ethic. His co-
workers at John Hancock grudgingly admit that he has done some serious work for the
company. So why the bad image? Why does no one believe he can put hisnoseto the
grindstone and work? Most probably it is due to his ddlivery.

Alanisnotorious for finding fun in the most unlikely of places and making the
most dismd of Stuations somehow enjoyable. He can light up the room when heis*on”
and there is a noticesable shift in the aimosphere when heis absert. He never seemsto be
working because heis so often seen to be having a good time.

Former co-worker and current friend Jo Ann MacKinnon summed up the situation
thudy: “Alan can be mean and off-putting, but he isinteligent, efficient, and rdiablein
regards to the work place. His co-workers don’t know what to make of him at times. |
think he shocks people with his photos and stories. For the most part heisliked by al and
heisalot of fun.”

“He seems to have agood time,” says his boyfriend Paul. 1 think he makes fun
when he's at work.”

If Alan can find fun at an insurance company then he can enjoy just about any job
that comes hisway. Despite this, many fed he has't found his niche. “In my opinion he
should be doing other things,” claims Paul.

Most agree that he needs to find a job more fitted to his capabilities. Suzie Ko
quips dryly, “He recently said he was considering applying for writing jobs... what a
great idea 1t's not like we have been begging him to apply for them for two and half
years now.”

Chris Vaeth has been harping for along time that Alan should utilize his writing
tdents as a career. In hisopinion, “Alan would affect alot more people and cultivate his
own taents and legacy much earlier in life if he stopped playing around with microfiche
and adolescent co-workers and instead focused on his God-given talent and craft.”

While he disagrees with Mr. Vaeth’' s dismissal of “adolescent co-workers™ ~ (“I
guess those folks are only good enough for Christo drool over at parties,”) Alan
reluctantly admitsit istime for him to settle down in ajob that makes the mogt of his
credtive energy. To that end, he has recently revised his resume, and is in the process of
compiling some of hiswritten work to peddle about some publishing possibilities. Most
importantly, he has been writing again.

NNNNNNN

Sincefinishing ‘The FaAl" in September of 1998, Alan has done little actua
written work. That semind project was his most artisticaly successful work to date. It
illuminated the workings of alife-in-progress, and by showing the journey of one human
being it reached across dl boundaries and became a common voice to which al people
could relate. A mark of compelling, communicative writing is that the reeder fedslike he
or she has had amilar experiences ~ afeding of ‘Yed That'sit exactly. | know what you
mean.” Thisform of requited understanding, the powerful recognition of an aly through
shared emotions, made for some of the most glowing reviews of hiswriting career.
Released in Autumn of 1998, ‘ The Fall’ was ingantly hailed as a masterpiece.



“| see maturity as awriter in thiswork... It takes courage to investigate the day-
to-day antics of one'slife and try to figure out how it affects one as a person,” wrote
Brian Bergeron, aguest a severd of Alan’sinfamous soirees.

Chris Vaeth reviewed it as “the best single piece | have read by Alan. Ever. |
think thiseclipses dl of the interviews and projects that I’ ve seen. This story is a triumph.
Anditistrue. It reflects Alan & his best, persondly and professionaly.”

Long-time pad Ann Agrestawas moved immensdly by the work: “ | must say that
this project has had a very profound effect on me... It was beautifully written, but
sometimes | have to wonder why it takes a project for the “trug’ him to be seen.”

Alissa Myrick found the truth-tdling ambivaently admirable: “It was a powerful
experience. It explainsalot. | don’t know if | would have been that open about such
events. He went through some redlly scary Situations. | don’t know how he wrote that, but
he created something very specid, very potent, very redl.”

Some thought it was too red, and that Alan went alittle too far.

“I'm il having trouble with the whole idea of turning your lifeinto a
documentary,” says Suzie Ko. “I don’t know how you can find peace if you never let
anything dide, or if you never let yourself forget anything, even if it'samomentary
forgetfulness” she explains. “Alan has every detal of many encountersto read up on any
time. But | guessthat’sit... thisis hisway of working through things”

Another friend from hisHigh School days, and his very firg girlfriend, Melissa
Natae, found the work bittersweet. “It brought me back to remembering the concerns and
fears| had for Alan” she says, “But by the end of the interview | had afeding of cam -
amogt security, in knowing that Alan had used each of his experiences— good or bad — to
learn and grow.”

Such growth isa cornerstone of Alan'slife. His ability to change and evolve is
unparalded. He has gone through remarkable transformations, especidly in the last few
years, and he shows no sign of stagnation. His writing captures this on auniversa leve.
No matter how dark the topic, there is a common thread of hope weaving throughout al
of hiswork, athread that offers sdvation and re-birth in the form of evolution and
growth.

In aprofile of Alan done for a John Hancock newdetter, the interviewer wrote,
“He has the unique ability to write about himsdlf in the third-person. Thisis more than
just superb literary kill — it isactudly aform of sdif-assessment. By examining his
conduct in the third-person, Alan is better able to understand why he behaves the way he
does.”

After ‘The Fal’ Ms. Ko was|l€ft in the familiar position of not knowing what
Alan would do next. “It feds like every time think that he' s on the path to finding where
heis mogt comfortable in life that something €se comes loose and he sets off to find
dability by doing anything and everything destructive first and then settling down. I'm
redlly awaiting what he' Il write now that he seems happier with himself. Will he go
completely into aream of fiction, will he stop writing, will he go out and find different
adventures now that he' s played the wild youth thing out?’

Apparently, al of the above. Following the rdlease of ‘The Fal’ he did not write
for severa months.

“Atfirgt | wasjust coasting,” Alan offers, “And then | was scared that | wouldn't
be able to follow it up with something worthy. Plus, | was busy working full-time and



just garting to go out with Paul. Basically | was living, as opposed to reflecting and
andyzing.”

He was dso drinking. A lot. After finding happiness within himsdlf, he looked
outward and saw aworld where happiness was growing increasingly rare and hard to
find. For the firgt time he became acutdly aware of the outside world, the world he found
90 frightening to face directly without a disguise or act. Drinking now served amultitude
of purposes ~ away to be brave and courageous and say things he couldn’'t say while
sober, aswell as anifty shied to block out whatever was unpleasant. It was easy to shut
out the world without going into Norma Desmond-like deluson if he hed alittle liquor in
him. Even so, some things managed to puncture his dcoholic haze of happiness, and as
the red world crept into view he redlized he did not like what he saw.

NNNNNNN

To many people, Alan is notorioudy oblivious to world events. His good friend
Christopher Vaeth has said, “He' s as degp as a puddle on asunny day.” Granted, Alan’s
favorite part of the newspaper is the Arts and Entertainment section, and yes, he does
have a strong interest in fashion and other things deems superficid, but heis dso acutely
aware of what is happening outsde his seemingly cloistered environment. He smply
doesn't have a strong need to discuss current events, epecidly when he himsdf hasno
answers.

“Unlessthere is something | can directly do, | must admit to shutting alot of
things out. That's just for sanity’s sake,” he defends. But even Alan could not shut out
two events of the past year that had an immense impact on hisview of the world: the
murder of Matthew Shephard and the massacre & Columbine High School. Both
incidents made Alan cry ~ afirg for anewsitem.

“I" d been affected by things before ~ the Challenger explosion, the eection of
Corazon Aquino and downfall of Marcos, the release of Nelson Mandela, the O.J.
Simpson case, and tons of gay-related stories ~ but none of them touched mein the way
Matthew Shephard and the shootings a Columbine did,” Alan says quietly. “Those
literally knocked me off my feet ~ | had to St down when | heard what had happened.
And then | had to cry.”

NNNNNNN

“Authorities say Matthew Shephard was a aloca tavern when he met McKinney
and Henderson. The two men convinced Shephard that they were gay and got him to tell
them about his sexudity, police say. The two men then lured Shephard outside and into
apickup. They pistol-whipped Shephard as they drove to an isolated areajust east of
town, officias say. When they stopped, they tied Shephard spread-eagle to awooden
ranch fence and stole hiswallet, credit cards and shoes. Asthey tortured him, bashing his
skull with the butt of a.357 magnum, Shephard begged for hislife. They left him tied to
the fence. Eighteen hours later, abicyclist dmost pedaed past Shaphard, thinking the
battered man was a scarecrow.

Shephard, a 21-year-old sudent at the Universty of Wyoming, lay in acomafor
five days before he died. His skull was so badly smashed that doctors could not operate.”
~ excerpt from USA Today.

NNNNNNN

“I had read in the paper that he was in the hospitd,” Alan recdlls, “And for some

reason | thought he was going to be okay. Then | walked into work and someone said he



hed died. At first | didn’t believe it, until someone else confirmed it. | sunk down into a
chair, in shock, and | wanted to cry. It was so far removed, but at the same time so close.
Theway in which it was executed ~ the mdicious brutdity ~ that’ s what so horrified me,
regardless of the gay issue.

“On one hand you have people saying, ‘Oh, thisisjust abig ded because he was
gay,” And yes, that’strue. But think about it ~ this particular incident would not have
occurred if he wasn't gay. His sexudity was the sole reason for the violence and
ultimately the reason for his death. There’ s no way around it.”

The other event that affected Alan profoundly was the shooting spree a
Columbine High Schoal in Littleton, CO, where students and teachers were gunned down
and killed before the two teenage gunmen shot themselves.

“I can't redlly explain why | cried over that. So many more people have died so
many other times, but this was different. The one image of parents rushing to the school
searching franticaly and praying to find their children dive ~ that scene was what got
me. Watching the kids find their folks and hugging them ~ | can't imagine...” and he
trals off.

Alan had aways taken such incidents and blocked them out of his mind. Pausing
a anews story or adding a comment to news discussions at the workplace had been the
extent of hisinvolvement; he managed to remain detached. Matthew Shephard and the
Columbine shootings changed this dightly.

For thefirg time he thought, “ That could have been me.” (In his college years he
often found rides home to Watham from Boston from people he hardly knew, once even
in abig empty van with aguy he met a the Back Bay T Station.) Asfar as how these
recent events changed him, it is difficult to gauge. Alan did not fire off any politicaly
charged letter to the people of America, he didn’'t send money to any of the funds hastily
organized after each event, and he didn't even walk five blocks to the candidight vigll in
remembrance of Matthe Shephard. But would any good have come if he had done those
things? Copy-cat shootings schemes were discovered in high schools dl over the country
in the weeks following Columbine. Gay men and women continue to be killed because
they are gay. The publicity has died down and we are back a the beginning with no
discernible change.

“Alan knows that shit goes on dl the time, and I’'m sure that he reads about
what’ s going on in the world and not just the entertainment page. It' sdifficult to livein a
city and be shdltered,” clams Suzie. “ Sometimes | think that Alan just accepts these
things as part of life, deeth, and suffering. He takes a stand on things that he has aright
to, things that have affected him persondly. | admire that. Too often people grand-stand
on issues that they have no clue about. That's the shit that pisses me off.”

NNNNNNN

He may be able to tick off anumber of world events, but is there any
understanding and growth from them, or is hisa sample laundry list to mask the absence
of substance? Anyone can name the big newsmakers ~ they infiltrate televison, movies,
magazines, newspapers, and the internet. It takes an open-minded thinking person to look
beyond and relate to it persondly. With regards to the O.J. Simpson verdict, Alan harkens
back to an experience he had during his sophomore year a college,



“I waswaking in Centrd Square, Cambridge, which at that time was not a great
area It was dusk, in that pocket of time when things just turned dark so no one can redly
see that well, the time when the most car accidents happen.

| passed a black man who was leaning againg a building. He held a brown paper
bag that flimsly disguised his bottle. He cdled me over to him. Now normally | wouldn't
have gone, but that night | did. He pulled me closer to him and then pushed me gently up
againg thewadll. | felt for my wallet, but | wasn't redly nervous. He was shaky and it
would be easy to get away. There were dso a number of people around, though no one
paid any attention to the two of us. He asked if | wanted a swig from his bottle. | told him
| didn’t drink. He smiled and asked what | was. | didn’t understand. Grabbing my hand
he turned it over in the fading light. He asked again what | was.

“I'm American,” | told him. Laughing alittle, he shook his head.

“Areyou black or white?” he asked through crinkly eyes.

“I'm American,” | repeated. “My Dad is from the Philippines.”

He shook his head again and said, “In the country you're either black or white.”

| left after that. A few monthslater | saw him on the subway, but he didn’t seem
to recognize me. During my last year a school | wrote afina exam essay on that
experience and how it related to O.J. Simpson. To me, that was the most ridicuoustrid.
Clearly this was aman who had committed these murders. Riches, race, and palitical
agenda had no factor in whether or not he did it. Regardless of hisrace, he killed two
human beings. It was unfortunate that people could not get past the race issue. And many
people I’ ve talked to fed that it was less about O.J. and his guilt and more of amessage
to Americathat blacks have been living under oppression for so long that thiswas a
symbalic victory for equality, away to make amends for past wrongdoing. Persondly |
think that's bullshit.”

Alan goes on for quite some time on this discourse; it is evident he has thought
about this, and has managed to make connections between events and outcomes. The one
thing of which heis dearly, and openly, unsure of isasolution.

“Look, | don’'t have the answers. That'swhy | seldom talk about issueslike this,
because | am opert minded enough to trust in mysdf and my judgment, but | find it hard
to believe the same of others. History has shown that many people don’t have the open
minds and ability to change and accept difference. For me, that’s where the problem lies,
but asfar as going about making it better, | just don’t know.”

Such fatdism isatdling sign of awish for the bad things to go away. Without a
solution to word towards, the best thing to do would be to ignore the problems. If this
cannot be don on one' s own, as was the case when things began hitting too close to his
home, one must turn to false ignorance ~ drug-induced ignorance that numbs the senses
and camsthe soul of awareness. Alan chose dcohoal.

NNNNNNN

“I never liked you,” hisUncledurs. “In fact, | hate you. Since the first day | met
you | hated you.” He takes another sip of J&B. He likes it on the rocks, no soda. Eyes
burning with fire, yelow and faded with smoke, but gleaming with uncharacteristic
animation, he smiles grotesquely with chipped dentures, “1 till hate you.”

It is January of 1998. Roberto Ilagan istaking to his nephew Alan, who made the
mistake of bringing a bottle of whiskey to Washington, D.C. to vist his father’ s brother.
A tiny, dight wisp of aman, Alan’s sf-proclamed “favorite Uncle’ staggers unsteadily



towards his least-favorite nephew with the bottle of liquor dangling dangeroudy in his
hand. He grips Alan’s arm tightly and transports him to a brutd memory plane.
NN\N

The boy stands in a storage room of the basement. It is dark except for the harsh
doorway of a distant naked light bulb. A figure appears, his silhouette black before the
light, the glowing red tip of a cigarette slowly approaching Alan. The boy has done
something bad, he has urinated on his Uncle like he does in his bed in the middle of the
night, and his Uncle holds him violently. In that hell his favorite Uncle rasps wickedly, “I
will put thiscigarette out in your eye,” and then he is gone. Alan crumplesto the floor,
heaving convulsions of fear and nervous laughter. His hands are shaking. His hands will
always shake after this day.
NNN

Alan shudders back to the moment. In his Uncl€ s gpartment the television drones
on and the two of them are on the couch. Standing, Alan takes his Uncle€' s hand off his
am. Heis about afoot tdler than the trembling man, but his Uncle senses no threet or
danger. Alan could take him down easily. Could knock him to the floor and beat him
sensdessif there was any sense left. Could wrap his hands around his Uncl€ s neck...
NNN

Theboy liesin bed. In the middle of that black night a man enters his room.
Shutting the door carefully behind him he stands gill and adjusts to the absence of light.
The boy’ s heart beats fagter, clawing itsway up histhroat. The dim shadow moves. A
growing terror as he spies his Uncle through half-closed eyes, approaching him, closer,
ever closer, and then heis there. His hands hard and rough around the boy’ slittle throat,
and dl because of a childish prank. Squeezing with hatred and then the words he was to
hear forever &fter:

“If it wasn't for your Father | would kill you.”
His Father. Hero and Savior, rescuing his Son in some twisted irony, powerful smply in
his existence. His Uncle lets go and walks back into the night, receding like a deadly
ghost.
NNN

Waking to his present condition, Alan looks a his Uncle before moving safdy
into the bedroom. He does not chalenge his Uncle now; he knows this drunken sate.
Nothing can be done until later, and by then it won't matter. It's eesier to walk away. In
the bedroom of his Uncle gpartment he Stsand Sghs. The futility of it findly presents
itsdf dearly after two years of hopeful obscurity. Alan must give this one up. He will
never get through to his Uncle, never communicate in any meaningful way. Taking a
deep breath, he re-emerges into the smoky, acoholic amaosphere.

Thefan ishumming in the kitchen and his Uncle is sitting languidly on the couch.
His eyeslook deepy, but sparkle to life when he senses company. Even Alan will do
when heislike this. Leaning over to his nephew, he mumbles some nonsense about his
life and how he wants Alan to write a book about it.

It has become absurd. Alan laughs richly, then daps his Uncle lightly across the
face. It isseen asaform of affection because of his amile, but in that dap is a purging of
hatred and resentment. He pours himself some whiskey and swalows the burning
subgtance. The tingly warmth grows from his ssomach outward and at last he has found a
way to reach his Uncle. Swvimming, flying, floating upward he can make out his Uncle



just ahead of him, laughing and happy and free. He swalows more and isright next to
him. They talk and laugh and are closer than they have ever been. The spirits of the bottle
have been released, and the magic they work is Alan’s way to acceptance, to love.
NNNNNNANN

In afew days he will leave his Uncle's and meet heart-bresk and grief at the
hands of a one-night-stand. At that moment, and from that time forward, he will
remember this escgpe. He will drink while he drives. He will drink when heis out. He
will drink when heis done. He will drink on hisjob interviews, a his family dinners, and
a lunch with friends.

Alcohal will give him courage. He will become the men he once feared and from
then on it will be Alan who does the scaring. Liquor will make him powerful. He won't
hold his tongue and suppress himsalf any longer. Drunkenness will be him at hisbest. He
will have fun; fuck the right thing.

He will vomit it out and fill the hole with more booze. If he kegps drinking he
knows he can fill that hole. Fill it with love and care and affection and warmth and desire,
al doshing about in some sour dixir thet is dowly poisoning his organs and shutting
down his true senses.

At firg he will flaunt it: heré s Alan, the good-time guy, reedy for fun and
excitement and aglly sory to tell your friends the day after! Come drink with him and
have agrand old time! There are tales of him running up and down the street shouting out
distorted names, stories where he punches people and remembers nothing the next day.
There are bruises inflicted in a haze of drunken forgetfulness, tell-tale reminders that
something happened, but nothing except a number of empty bottles offering empty
explanations.

He was not an acoholic, not yet, He could function and perform better than mog,
and do so without a bottle of booze in his hand; true acoholics cannot live without
drinking. Even s0, Alan seemed headed in that dangerous direction.

Friends from work mention his drinking across-the-board; comments find their
way into the most unrelated of topics. It’ s difficult to decipher whether or not these have
any significance. Though their frequency seemsto suggest so.

“My first memory of Alan wasthat he was hung over from the weekend,” sayson
co-worker. Another states that Alan is “usudly too hung over to show hisrea work
ethic.” Ms. Drake, the co-worker to whom Alan is closest, saysin her broken English,
“He has taught me alot, even though he drinks too much. All thetime heis drinking.” Jo
Ann MacKinnon, like mogt of those close to him, isn't entirely convinced. “Whether or
not Alan isan acohoalic, | can't say for sure,” she says hesitantly, “I do know he makes a
mean martini and enjoys drinking them quite alot.”

Alan himsdf laughs off the notions, though as he does S0 he Stsa abar and
swalowsthe last of his second screwdriver.

“I don't think I’'m an dcohoalic,” he asserts, “But if | wasI’d be following in the
footsteps of my heroes. Ernest Hemingway, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Dorothy Parker, Edgar
Allen Poe ~ even Mr. Wilde himsdlf enjoyed his emerdd absinthe. These are big shoesto
fill, and if it takes alittle liquor to ease the pain, well, I'm dl for it,” and he laughs. There
isno way to convey exactly the tone with which he has said this. It is weighted equally
with humor and pathos, confuson and contentment, anger and bliss. The laughter & the
end isn't reassuring ~ it isterrifying.
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“A dream isthat deep, dark ground that is the support of our conscious lives.” —
Joseph Campbell

He inhabits an often-dark world. At night he dips unconscioudy into aream of
nocturnd ether, floating between deep and wake, hovering on the horizon of madness,
sometimes shouting out unintelligible words of fear, or cackling disturbing laughs with
the sinister glee of afiend. It is here where the demons surface, and here where they wage
war over control of Alan’smind. Alternatdy ill and sllent or wrathful and restless, his
deep isacacophony of confusing images and fedings. Paul tries to decipher the often
sensdless banter, crawling carefully into bed and listening and wondering in the darkness.

Occasondly it isfunny: “Gigolos and pimpies” Alan says dearly in the middle
of one night, followed by aloud laugh. Like his drunken black-outs, he recdlslittle of
these night-time perambulations. If adream is particularly vivid, or if he managesto
wake just as one ends, he can explain it with sartling detail. Mostly, however, heisleft
with the faint exhaustion of having traveled many places, and the feding of having
forgotten something.

When he was little he often had the dream of being chased by a“mongter”. In this
dream he “glides’ rather than runs.

“And when this thing finally caught me, | fdll to the floor and it pounced on my
back,” Alan recdls. “I could see my mother in her room, putting on jewdry and getting
dressed up for something. | tried shouting, but no sound would come out, and | just
panicked and tried harder until 1 woke up. It was the fact that my Mom wasn't doing
anything that was more frightening than the monder itsdlf.” In another dream of his
childhood, heistrying to warn his Mother of impending danger. He is being chased
again, and his Mother is ahead of him. “1 try to yell to her to run, but no sound comes out.
| fal down and scream in silence, and then | wake up.

Many mornings are spent trying to piece together why he feds o tired, why he
can't get up when he has dept for eight hours. When a dream is remembered, when the
plot has become so unsettling it jars him awake, he will try to write it down in the hope of
finding some meaning, some answer to al the questions:

| amin a dark, castle-like space, as| amin most of my dreams. Carrying a small
dog, | navigate tight, constricted stone crawlways. After emerging into a stone room, |
bend down to smell the dog’s head. It smells like home, like Paul. He is sitting at a stone
table and | join him as the dog runs around us. At the same time, | think, or maybe there
isa transformation of people, | am also sitting down with Suzie and her Mom, Elaine.
Now I am back with Paul, but the room with Suzie and Elaine is still there, or maybe it
has changed back to its original form, or perhaps| amin two places at once,
simultaneously carrying on two lives. In the original room, Paul’ s father comes running
up to us. It doesn’t ook like his father, but | know that it is. He and his wife Rhonda join
me and Paul at the table and a group of adults join us. This same group also joins me at
the table with Suzie and Elaine. The adults are strange, with glazed eyes and faces caked
with forced smiles. The table with Suzie gets pizza, Elaine being the perfect host. The
adults start discussing morals and values and what’ s right and wrong and a sin and |
know immediately that | am being judged. Paul and Suzie look incredul ous as the foolish
tall continues, and | am amazed that such ridiculous ideas still find such fertile ground in



which to grow. They think homosexuality is a sin. One woman tells her story of drug-
addiction as a parallel example. “ So you' re comparing taking drugs with being gay?” |
ask, not quite believing it. Bluntly, the answer is a resounding yes. Their children then
march into both rooms ~ four-or-five-year-olds, innocent and small. It seems as though
they' re singing “ Happy Birthday” but then the tune changes. Tiny, light cherubic voices
sing swestly: “ Oh, whoaa-ohh... get fucked.. oh —whoa-ohh and that’ s how we get
fucked. Oh yes and we are fucked, we are fucked, oh whoa-ohh and that’ s how we get
fucked...” and they don't stop. | want to yell, “ You condemn me for being gay and you
teach your children to say the word ‘fuck?”

| wake up. Paul has gone to work. A light summer breeze blows gently in through

the window. The world is fucked.
NNNNNNN

PART IlI

The minute | heard my first love story
| started looking for you, not knowing
How blind that was.

Loversdon’t finaly meet somewhere,
They’rein each other dl dong. ~ Rumi

Alan's Saliliquy:

People always ask, “How did the two of you meet?’ when they hear that | have a
boyfriend. Usudly | tdll them that he was working in asoap store and | was out shopping.
While that may be technicdly accurate, it doesn't fully convey the import of our story.
Thetruth isthat | had been searching for Paul Samud Fraey dl of my life. | looked,
quite literdly, al over the world. My search was dternatdy exciting and boring;
sometimes hilarious, often painful, and occasiondly poignant. Even when | thought |
wasn't, | was dways searching. A spacein my heart had been reserved, and despite the
many misguided atempts at filling it, | never lost the hope that someday find the perfect
fit. It was rarely an easy journey, and looking back | redize it was less about finding
another person to make me happy and more about finding my own sdlf, and being
comfortable and content with who | am. Once | learned that most important lesson, the
path became clearer and the destination turned into the journey itself. Having completed
the necessary foundation, | waited until the love of my life crossed my path. Something
told methat | would know intutively when that was, and that there would be no
manipulaion or game-playing involved. | would not have to plan things out or become
weighed down by insecurities; it would work itsalf out of its own accord. There would be
an indinctuad mode of living thet would commence upon my meeting Paul, and |

wouldn’'t have to try so hard to impress or worry that | wasn't good enough. We would
nourish and care for one another asif that were what we had been born to do.

Thisis exceedingly difficult for meto put into words. That is just one of the many
ways in which this tale has proven itsdf exceptiond in my life. It iswhy | have chosen to
document it without the superficid masks that were once my trademark. There is nothing
false about this; everything you will read is how | honestly fed. I've never been ableto



say that about any of my written work, and it is with more than allittle trepidation and
fear that | begin this story. It isa story of passion and patience, of waiting and wanting,
and ultimately of love and happiness. It isthe final step of one journey and the very
beginning of anather. | have findly found my partner in life, and within his heart | have
found my home.

NNNNNNN

It has dl the excitement and magica anticipation of a wedding-in-the-making.
There are the change-of-address cards to be sent off, the packing to be done, and hotel
reservations to be made for the few remaining tripsto New Y ork City and Amsterdam.
There are the busy daysin Boston before departing for good, the giddy fina work hours
with friends from John Hancock, and the late evenings out with long-time friends. As
Alan and his boyfriend Paul plan to depart for Chicago together, it isatime of sparkling
exhilaration and heady sensations.

“Once again, everything is happening a once and I’ m beginning to wonder how
it'sal going to come together,” Alan sighs happily. “It'll happen, | just hope it's easier
then | think it will be”

He has the bregthless lilt of a man in motion. Even with Alan's acute
organizationd <kills, the move is acomplicated one. Not only must he manage the
logigtics of moving into a new apartment hafway across the country, he must aso rent
out his Boston condo at the same time. The whole operation involves a multitude of
phone calls, rea estate meetings, and head-ache inducing decision-making.

Thisis Alan’sfirs mgor move since his 1995 officid arriva in Bogton. It aso
marks the first time he will be o far from hisfriends and family in New Y ork. While
many assume that he is moving to Chicago to “follow” Paul, there seem to be other
reasons, after dl of hisre-locating for possible paramours, Alan seemsthe last person to
move soldy for love a this point.

“When | started working at John Hancock in September of *98 | committed
mysdlf for only Sx months. At that point they asked if | would Stay for awhile longer,
and | stayed because there was nothing ese going on and the money was greet, but it was
adways my intention to leave. Thiswas, after dl, atemp postion. It's been dmost ayear,
and it' stime to say good-bye” Alan explains. “And asfar as moving to Chicago goes, it
was adecison | made way back in November. | knew Paul was going, and that was of
course one of the main reasons, but | so knew | needed a change, and it seemed the
perfect stepping stone for moving West. | had aso been to Chicago once and fell in love
with it ~ and it was during that killer heat wave of ' 95, 0 if | can love acity in that
wretched state, then that says something.”

Heis cdmer and quieter when he speaks of Paul. He dso smilesalot. With dl of
the craziness that has been hislife, Alan hasfindly found a pocket of peace. Asan
excerpt from hisjournd shows, Paul’ s entrance into Alan’s life was a defining moment
for the two of them:

NNNNNNN

{1t wouldn't necessaxrily strike me like lightning; it would dowly and gently
envelope mein its goodness, and it would reverberate through my entire being, changing
and trandforming everything in its radiance. At the very end of the Summer, he arrived.

| had passed him a couple of timesin Copley Place. A little voice deep insde of
me whispered to me at those moments. A tiny ‘“What if? rang in the pit of my somach,



asit has done with dl of the mgor events of my life. | didn’t redly regider it a firdt; it
seemed too good to be true, and like those dreams where we receive dl te riches we
desire, it seemed impossible to redize.

Paul was working at the sogp store, and | went in looking for something that
amelled like amonds. We spoke briefly. “How are you doing today?’ he asked with an
indnuating charm that was somehow tinged with innocence. | couldn’t help but amile,
though | kept an aoof air of disinterest, as| tend to do with those whose beauty puts me
off bdance. After taking for aminute, | left. A few days later, drawn to him by forces
beyond reason or contral, | returned and bought something that | didn’t need. At the
register we exchanged smiles. He had such a sweet smile ~ a smile of kindness and
undergtanding, and a amile that made me fed dl was right with the world. We stood there
awkwardly a the end of the transaction.

“Can | get you anything €lse? Some more free samples? My phone number...”

My heart jumped...

“Judt kidding,” he said with allittle embarrassed laugh.

Damn. | waked out with amixture of regret and hope. | wished I'd had the
courage to say more, but there was aso something different at work. A feding of
resignation, as though we would be together and we were both powerless over it, washed
over me. It was asif | had unlocked the door to paradise, and it lay before me waiting to
be explored. When | got home, the afternoon sun flowed into my bedroom and | lay down
on the bed, breething quickly with excitement and exasperation. Had it findly happened?
Wasthelife-long search at last over?| sat up in agtate of giddy bewilderment. It was my
favorite time to be in the bedroom, when the bed was soaked with the sun and the fig tree
shone brightly green in the beams of radiance. The warm wood of the floor glowed honey
in the sunlight and | felt a new warmth within my heart. For one striking moment | saw
my future, not quite clearly, not with any definite specifics, but with a sense that he
would be there with me. It was a fleeting glimpse into a wondrous pool of something
cam and deep, and as | laid back upon the bed | thought of it suddenly as our bed.

It was ludicrous. The whole ideawas crazy. It was time to put thisflight of fancy
out of my mind and return to redity. But that calm and soothing warmth was growing
indde of me, and the visage of my destiny was dowly reveded as the face of him. Of
course, asif often the case with tales of destiny and epic scope, there would be obstacles
to overcome and chalengesto be met. | didn't redlize then how mary of the problems
were to be brought about by mysdlf, the first being my penchant for drinking too much,
an adversity that would surface on our very firg “evening” together.}

NNNNNNN

On that first evening, Alan’s drunken state led him to invite Paul back to his
condo for anight of inappropriate behavior. He had afew more drinks, proceeded to grab
Paul’s crotch (“to seeif hewas hard”, in hiswords) and ultimately offend him to the
point where he l€ft, privately vowing not to return or call. Two days later, unaware of
how bad his behavior had been, Alan caled Paul and was shocked to discover that he
“didn’t want someone like Alan in hislife”” It was an unexpected dap-across-the-face,
and it both angered and dismayed Alan, a person unaccustomed to being put in his place
by anything other than physicd violence.

It thereis one thing that upsets him to no end, it is being misunderstood. It iswhy
he writes about himsdaf so much, why he does not let the smalest comment go by



without an explanation, and why he documents the most minute movements of hislife
both on film and paper. Upon redizing Paul’ s misconception over who Alan was, he
promptly printed out a copy of ‘The Fall’ and ddivered it to Paul’ s workplace within the
week. That written work displayed Alan at his most well-rounded, an honest portrait of
good and bad, and an ultimately human view of a compass onate and vulnerable person.
The very day he received the work, Paul called Alan and invited him out for dinner,
claming that anyone who cared enough to explain himself so thoroughly deserved a
second chance. In that writing, Paul sensed a kinship, a shared yearning to love and be
loved. On September 25, 1998, aweek later, Alan and Paul went out on their firgt officia
date, and since then the two have been an inseparable item.

Alissa Myrick and Chris Vaeth, themselves a successful long-term couple, have
seen them through the budding stages of arelationship.

“I met Paul at alittle get-together at Alan’shouse,” Alissabegins. “1 thought he
was cute, drall, funny, and just crazy/zany enough for Alan.” She had been witnessto
Alan’'s past romantic debacles, but this one was noticegbly different.

“Alan and Paul are very tender with each other,” she says. “1 like them together ~
| thin they are well-matched.” Having witnessed “intimate gestures like Paul making a
pillow for Alan in the car or Alan wigfully saring & Paul in his gpartment,” she
attributes their solid romance to “ Patience with each other, awillingness to communicate
and try to work things out, ahigh leve of intimacy, and a desire for the relationship to
work.”

Chris Vaeth had seen Alan evolve from a pathetic door-met for one-night-stands
like Patrick Richardson to the self-assured independent young man who had a healthy
functioning relationship with a man names Christopher Church in the summer of ' 98.

“But with hindsight it should be noted how quickly Mr. Church faded into the recesses of
our memories,” Chris recounts. “Paul Samue Fraey stepped in. This makes me think that
the changes Alan made during his relationship with Mr. Church had less to do with Mr.
Church and alot more to do with Alan. It took a good person like Paul to come along and
access those changes.”

Jo Ann MacKinnon is one of anew batch of friends who has only known Alan
since he garted going out with Paul. She has met him on afew occasons. “I think Paul is
a good-looking guy. He has a sweetness about him,” she explains. “It ssemsto me that
Alan and Paul are honest with each other... Paul seemsto light up when he sees Alan and
Alan doesthe same. Alan talks about him alot at work.”

For Jo Ann, and everyone ese a John Hancock, Alan has dways been part of a
“couple.” It seems strange for those unaccustomed to the loner-image, and even stranger
for those used to the romantic disasters of the past. Those failed relationships were fast
and furious: Alan thrashed himself emationdly and lived hard regardiess of the pain. The
damage that resulted is fdlt to this day. In the year prior to meeting Paul, Alan went on a
journey of sdf-discovery and self-evauation that made him stronger, wiser, and more
independent. Without this, there was no way he could have made such a successful
relationship work. In the next month, the two will share their first anniversary together. It
is Alan’slongest functioning relaionship, and seems the most enduring. Both of them
have a strong desire to protect what they share, and in this shared bond is the strength that
gets them through the difficult times.



“Every day, Paul teaches me how to be less sdlfish, how to compromise, and how
to love” Alan says. When he speaks about Paul heis a peace. The loud shouting and
manic gedticulaions cease, and in their place is a blissfully content man who smilesalot
and blushes when he gushes. “Paul inspires me and makes me want to be a better person.
| think that’s a big component of true love ~ finding someone who makes you the best
possible person you can be, someone who makes you want to improve.”

NNNNNNN

Paul Samud Fraey speaks softly, thoughtfully. He has a certain grace and charm
reminiscent of old-time movie stars; he acts with the suave deportment of Cary Grarnt,
and there is a sweet, romantic gentility in the way that he carries himsdlf. At firgt glance
it seems odd that he would click with the brash abrasiveness that many fed makes up
Alan. However, benegath that harsh exterior was a sendtive soul aching to be released.
Paul sensed this, and it isto his credit that he worked to penetrate the world-weary wdls
Alan hed worked so hard to erect.

“When | met Alan | knew that what he redlly needed wasto be loved, and | knew
| could give that to him,” Paul begins. “Not that it was a charity thing ~ | wanted him to
know how good life could be. | definitely have benefited from it too.”

It was afeding that struck through the coldest, hardest, most- hidden recesses of
Alan’s heart. He had dways prayed for “someone who loved me the same way thét |
loved them.” It goes along way in explaining the great sense of calm that has surrounded
Alan snce he met Paull.

“If you' re going out with someone, they should be enhancing your life” Alan
proclams. “It can be something Smple, like making you laugh, or more degply enriching,
like changing your entire attitude towards the world. Paul has done both for me. | il
have away to go,” he laughs, “But he has an enormous reserve of patiencein deding
with me. Thank God.”

Alan is notorious for his mood swings, his penchant for ordering instead of
asking, and his tendency to criticize those around him. It’'s not dways obnoxious, but it
can be draining (and certainly taking on ardationship). His Mother attributes thisto the
high stlandards and expectations he sets for himsdlf: if he can put forth the effort to be
perfect, then he expects the same from those around him. It's not dways fair to be so
exacting, and thisis not the sort of behavior that endears him to anyone ~ surdly not his
boyfriend. At the sart of their relationship they had to contend with this.

“I think mainly he sjust needy,” Paul elucidates. “We re dl needy, but he
trandates his needs into being demanding ~ most of us have better manners than Alan.
My patience has been tried and I’ ve been thoroughly annoyed and there are days when |
think | can’t go on... but there are nightswhen | fed like we could go on forever, and |
truly hope we do.”

NNNNNNANN

Being a part of any romantic relationship requires a certain amount of effort and
care. As amonogamous gay couple, Alan and Paul navigate especialy tricky weaters.
There are no well-known role-modes, and the committed gay couplesthat do exist are
not very voca or evident. In many waysthey are exploring a vastly uncharted territory,
treading unknown paths, and making their own way without any definitive guides. They
are pioneersin their super-couple status. Empowering one another, they are often at thelr
best when working as ateam. Their success and longevity as a pair speaks volumes more



than any ruckus-raisng gay activism could. Both young men are well-aware of the issues
a hand, and in the past each dedt with them in their own way: Alan used bold editorids
in the local newspaper to promote acceptance; Paul set up a petition to legdize gay
marriage. These days they are changing the world in a quieter way ~ a subtler, more
serious, and far more affecting way.

As Paul seesit, “You just have to rely on your own moras and vaues and lead
your life that way. But for meit’s not even agay thing anymore ~ | don't think of it in
those terms. It's not my idertity, but | definitdly am proud.”

They are of anew generation of gay men. The shackles of the past have long been
loosened, and sexudlity in and of itsdf is no longer the main focus. They have the same
problems and disagreements as their heterosexua counterparts, and find commondity in
the relaionships of their sraight friends

The glow of newlyweds surrounds them, and that specid bit of magic that
everyone wants to be a part of ~ the kind that makes people attend weddings ~ isabig
part of their exisence a the moment. It is an exhilarating time, and if they seem slittle
swept away it is understandable and forgivable. They redize that the giddinesswon't last
forever, and are savoring these daysto the fullest.

“I look forward to the future,” says Paul. “I’ ve been told that it takes severd years
for ardationship to be completely settled and free of mgor glitches. | guessit'sjust a
question of whether or not we want to stick it out or not.”

Alan concurs, “It's up to us what happens next. If we work at it, if we care enough
to put forth the effort, if we compromise and learn from our mistakes, then I'm confident
it will happen. I'm sure it will.”

NNNNNNN

On Augugt 27, 1999, Alan will work hisfina day at John Hancock. He will leave
alittle legacy behind, in remembered stories that dicit smiles and in tales recounted with
loads of laughter. With adigtinct, yet subtle influence, Alan has dowly changed the face
of the work environment in John Hancock, whether in smal ways (hiswacky hair colors
and envel ope-pushing wardrobe charging through the cafeteria) or large (his Crestive
Committee.)

He has touched amogt dl of his co-workers in some way, either directly or
peripherdly; just being around him seems to have been enough inspiration for some. The
generd consensus at the office isthat Alan’'s departure will leave the place alittle quieter,
alittle more subdued, and alot less fun.

It was't dways that way. In the beginning, Alan, in the haughty air he adoptsin
foreign Stuations, came across as cold and distant. Jm Bouzan was the one who
interviewed Alan for thejob. Hisinitia impresson istypica of those who haven't gotten
to know him.

“When | wasfirg introduced to Alan, | immediately noticed something unique
about him, specid if you will: he didn’t give a shit about anything,” Mr. Bouzan
recounts. “He cameinto the job interview with alackedaisica, doof air about him.” Such
an attitude has dways been Alan’s trademark defense-mechanism; sometimes it works
too well.

“He was not well-liked a firg,” Mr. Bouzan cdlams. “ Others found him privileged
and condescending. So did |.”



But Alan’s quirky charm ingnuated him into the good graces of those who took
the time to listen and get the dy humor and clever cutting comments. It took alittle time,
but Alan won over his most gpathetic co-workers. Even those with whom he had dmost
nothing in common were not immune to his contagious laugh, crazy antics, and over-the-
top character.

“| admired the flamboyant thing ~ kind of a cross between Nathan Lane and a
Backstreet Boy whose name escapes me now,” Jm admits. “Alan’s persondity is one of
the few | would call perfect. If hislife was a 24-hour satellite channd, | would tunein
while egting my dinner.”

“I rarely cross paths with individuds like him,” Says current co-worker Jaime
Silansky. “1 like his sassiness and wit... | envy his strength and pride.”

It isthat pride, in being agay man and human being (for Alan thes bleed together
into one), which may very well be his best and most-lasting contribution to those a John
Hancock. Many of his co-workers cite Alan as the first gay friend they’ ve ever had. As
was previoudy mentioned, he' s not an outspoken activigt, and isthe firg to poke fun a
himsdlf and roll with the punches, it is this down-to-earth stance (and the fact that he
focuses on himself as a person rather than agay man,) which is the reason he has broken
through to certain individuds.

“I know that | have taught alot of people about what it's like being gay, and the
fact isthat it'snot dl that different from being sraight,” Alan says. “I think it'smore
important to relate on common ground, rather than focusing on differences. Granted,
those differences are important, but if that’s al one focuses on, then thereis no chance
for real understanding. Besides, I’ ve found that it's easier to get across ideas on a one-to-
one basis, rather than some off- putting banner-waving that has no interest in true opert
mindedness and communication.”

NNNNNNN

This philosophy makes more sense when Alanisin public with his boyfriend. He
may be cdm and confident at his work-place, but when he leavesthe office heisless
sure. Paul has no qualms about holding hands in public, but Alan outright refuses to so
unlessthey’re done. Paul doesn't hesitate to give Alan aquick peck on the cheek; Alan
looks over his shoulder before giving aquick, tight hug.

Thetwo differ draméticaly in the way they carry themsdaves while walking down
the Street together. Paul projects an openness wholly lacking in Alan’s public demeanor.
Heisless guarded than Alan, unafraid and unashamed to be openly affectionate. He
cannot have been unaffected by his share of derogatory comments, but they way in which
he has dedlt with them is dradtically different.

“I think I'm pretty confident with people,” Paul says. Heis bright and full of
amiles. “| fed that people areinnately good and | fed like I’'m a good spiritua person and
somehow I’ m protected by something. .. and nothing is going to let me be harmed.”

It isasharp contrast with Alan’s cynica suspicions of aworld where someone' s
sexudity can result in their being beeten to death and hung Chrigt-like on awooden
fence.

“I just don’'t want to dedl with [sexudity],” Alan sighs. “1 walk through Copley
sometimes and | hear the snickers and gangs of kids shouting “Faggot” as| pass them,
and they just keep shouting it until | either look back or pass out of their view. Sometimes
| just want to blend in and disappear.”



Paul seemsto carry alittle more hope than Alan does. Heisthe optimigt to Alan’s
pessmist/redist. And dowly, but beatifully, he is bresking down Alan’s somewhat
jaded take on the crue world. With Paul’ sinfluence, Alan seemsto have re-shuffled his
priorities. Quiet moments of intimacy and reading in bed together have displaced rowdy
nights out at the loca bar. They deep in on weekends and go out for late brunches. An
evening out & the moviesisabig ded now. All of Alan’slong-time friends have seen the
change, citing how “domestic” he has become. It’s not so strange for Alan though; he
adways had it in him, he was smply waiting for the right person to reved it.

There may be moments when they talk about being together “forever”, but when
the Situation cdls for bruta honesty, neither of them pretends that they are reedy to get
married anytime soon.

“I can't predict the future,” Alan says plainly, “For now we make a good couple ~
will we aways be thisway? | don’t know. We are both capable of great change, and an
entire lifetime is too vast to make alasting satement at thistime. We' re dso very young,
even though we ve both done alot of living... We re hgppy with theway it is and | don't
think you need to question or anadyze or think that far ahead.”

It is an amazing change of pace from the man who once planned hislife out years
in advance. Emotiondly it seems a hedthier sance ~ there is more enjoyment in the days
of living than in the days of planning. Alan is more & ease with forgiving and forgetting,
more willing to leave the past in the past ingtead of re-hashing and andyzing to the point
of destruction. It shows in his departure from his friends in Boston and the Northeadt.
NNNNNNANN

Thisisamoment he has been through many times ~ from his good- bye sto high
school and Amgterdam, NY to hisfarewdls to the friends he made on his Roya Rainbow
World Tour, from bidding adieu to his co-workers at Structure in Boston, MA and
Rotterdam, NY to his departures from extended make-do familiesin Rochester and
Ithaca, NY . Though he dill finds leaving difficult, he has findly cometo termswith it,
and is a adifferent place thistime around.

“I used to be extremely adamant that the friends | was leaving would remain my
friends forever,” Alan explains. “That’swhy | wrote so many letters and why | sent out
s0 much stuff to al of my friends. And for afew years after high school | held it together.
| was the one who kept that group of friends intact, with my letters and keeping everyone
updated on the others and throwing get-together parties and everything ese. But it just
got to be too draining, and people eventually lost interest. No one ever wrote back after a
while. After college | lost touch with the friends | made there, and then when | left
Structure | lost touch of those friends. Each time | dreaded having to start over again and
meet new people, but | did it. | no longer fed that the friends you make today will be
with you for life ~ we go through a number of friendship circles. A big part of it is
location and work, and when you move you do it over again. There are certain specid
people who will be with mefor life ~ Suzie, Ann, Chris, Alissa, Krigten, Dawn, Mait ~
but others | don’t see as permanent. If people aren’t willing to put forththe effort, then
there’ snothing | can do.”

Heis picky about choosing friends these days. In the past he opened himsalf up to
anyone who would listen, and occasionaly got burned. (His friendship with Gina Agresta
ended when her boyfriend robbed Alan of $200 for drug-money; his relaionships with
Kim Caola and Simon Towers turned into a one-sided unrequited series of phone cals;



there are even recent spurnings by such long-time friends as Kate and Kerry Ocha (who
haven't redlly seen Alan since they missed his much-hyped Masquerade party and New
Y ear's Eve gathering ~ to which they never even RSV P d). These events left him initialy
angry, then sad, and finally gpathetic.

Today heisweary of people getting close to him, and that comes out as cold
detachment or, worse, blatant manipulation. He has been hurt so often in the past that he
goes into every relationship suspecting the wordt, often inflicting the pain before he has a
chance to become the inflicted. Kira Drake wrote in his going-away journd:

“Alan, you need to stop doing things the way you do becauseit isn't fair to
mistreat your friends. | know you are agood friend and because I'm your friend I'm
telling you thisfor your own benefit. Some people are not as patient as me and everyone
has alimit and if you keep up with your attitude you will be done. Just be yoursdlf
because you're a good person and people will like you for what you are. I’'m going to
miss you very much because | spend good and bad time with you, more good than bad. |
aso learned alot from you and | hope that you do things for others because you redlly
fed like doing it, not just because people owe you suff. P.S. Also dow down on your
drinks. ~ Tu amiga, Kira’

NNNNNNN

He has atendency to fal into salf-fufilling roles, sometimes at the subtle
suggestions of others. When he was growing up, the dinner table was where the big
discussions of the day would take place, and afterwards he and his brother would scurry
off upstairs or outside. If they stayed around, however, they could hear their parents talk
about them. One day, sure that something would be said after he misbehaved or done
something to his brother, Alan lingered on the Stairway, lisening as his parents waited a
moment before whispering. His Grandmother was there too, always ready to gently
defend her grandchildren.

“I don’'t know why heisso mean,” Alan hears his Father saying in exagperation.

“Of, | don't think he'smean,” his Grandmother says softly, “He' sjudt ...
different.”

“Grammy,” his Father says, annoyed, “Heisjust mean.” Itissaid in atone of
disgugt, dmost hatred ~ it is the tone in which he told Alan to stop posing like agirl in
the family photos, the same tone he used to tdll his boys to stop crying. What may be
mogt ingdious is the fact that Alan was never meant to hear any of it, and to a child that
lent it the air of truth.

Instead of rebelling againgt the “mean” image, Alan played up to it. He turned
into the villain and gave himsdlf over to the role of the bad-guy. Only &fter years of
dienaing people and testing friendships did he see the harm this had done, and since then
he has worked to make amends.

His“villany” has become the campy stuff of legend: his biting comments and
higrionic yelling are dmost aways followed by alaugh or giggle, and people enjoy the
gparks of interest in a sometimes-dull world.

“People like the diva-role,” claims Chris Vaeth. “ The bad behavior isn't
genuindy bad, just performance (for the most part). This makes friendship with Alan so
exciting.”

While Chris concedes that Alan can be “demanding” and “ sengitive about
friendship,” he senses an underlying truth to dl of hisactions. “Hislove for family and



friendsisred. His credivity isred. His passon for writing is red. His sengtivity isred
(his bitternessis d o red, but can become an act much more easily than his sengtivity
can be downplayed). His constant search for self-evauation, sdf-improvement, and sdf-
interview isred.”

Alan il gets upset over certain things, but the way in which he handles himsdf
is determinedly atered: he no longer lashed out in faux-viciousness. When he feds|et-
down or betrayed by friends, he retreats within himsdf, denying them his friendship until
he has reconciled their actions.

“Sometimes Alan won't call anyonefor days” Alissaconfirms. “Hée Il withdraw
from theworld. HE Il emit an ar of surrender ~ like it' s not worth trying anymore. His
quietness will only be interrupted by spiteful comments if you push too hard.”

Despite this rather negetive view of him, Alissa has gotten to know him well-
enough to see benesth the acting-out. “ Alan has been awesome to me. He' s welcomed me
into hislife and given me kick-ass spaghetti sauice when | was sick ~ so, imperfections
and dl, | lovehim.”

His longest-known friend, and the one person who probably knows Alan better
than anyone ese, maintains that he has dways been “red”. Suzie Ko asserts, “Every time
we have taks he' sdways Alan. He takes off the persona of the minute and there he is
(the following is not meant literdly), bare naked Alan sans the bitchy, saf-absorbed,
whiny, impatient, “the world has done me wrong” character with the feather boaand a
mimosa or whatever it isthat is his vice of the minute.”

Suzie has seen him through thousands of transformations, and is excited about his
upcoming move to Chicago and the search for awriting job. “Happily,” she says, “I think
that Alan has moved into a more comfortable area of living.”

NNNNNNN

Thereis no happy ending to this story ~ rather, we are left on the edge of hopeful
expectation. It could go a number of ways. ayoung man heads off to anew place and
ruins everything he once had, fdling into a destructive path of acoholic madness and
emotional mayhem, losng the one man who every truly loved him, and discarding his
talent in apathetic abandon ~ or a young man takes a chance, moves to an exciting new
city, finds a decent job that creatively chalenges him, enriches hislife with a specid
group of friends, and redlizes a deep and enduring love with his partner for life.

It certainly won't be as clear-cut as that ~ there will mogt likely be a combination
of the two, with Alan griving vdiantly for the latter outcome. Whatever the case, one
thing will remain the same ~ he will never stay ill; there will forever be waysin which
to improve, problemsto solve, and lessons to be learned.

“I want to read al the great books and listen to cheesy pop music and see amazing
theater ~ | want to lay on the beach and see scary movies and go out for sushi ~ | want to
deep-in on rainy Sunday mornings with Paul and watch him on-stage and read my words
inamagazine,” Alan once said. He has done dmogt dl of it dready, and theligt isonly
the beginning.

Not only is he ready for the fun stuff, heis bravely tackling the darker issues of
life ~ hisown and others . Rather than living out the worst of human nature as he had
donein the past, Alan seemsto have trandated that into the journey hiswriting takes, and
it isthiswriting which gves voice to the path he no longer dlows himsdlf to take.



“Right now I’m thinking about how easy it isto hurt yoursdlf, not in a bad way
(likel want to die), just thet it'seasy,” says Suzie. “It’ s the strangest experience to crawl
into your own heed. It' s the fastest way to sadness for me, and | never stop it before
inflicting pain. And it's one of those things that ressts mind contral... It ssemsto me that
Alan hasasmilar downfdl. And with al of the differences between us it sureis nice to
know that we share this terrible affliction. Rest assured, we handle these episodesin
different ways. Alan acts on things and me... well, | just do nothing at al.”
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He has never done “nothing”. Even in slence he conveys strong messages,
perhaps more-0 than in any amount of verba rubbish. Hisfear of being misunderstood
brings out his literary skill, and a need to communicate drives his desire to write.

There remain problematic issues which must eventualy be addressed (not the
least of which are his growing reliance on dcohol and alife-long battle with depression),
but for the firgt time he sees that much of thisisin his own hands. This bright redization
isahopeful sgn. If hewantsit dl, it isthere for the taking. At lagt, thisis histime, and if
the padt is any indication of what isto come, Alan will turn out just fine,
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