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bout a year ago, my friend called me on the phone and
said,“Have you heard?” and I said,“Heard what?” She

then said,“Our friend Kathy has been diagnosed with AIDS.”
News like that would not usually have alarmed me. But

the knowledge that Kathy had been sexually involved with my
boyfriend before we were going out was cause for alarm.
At that point, I dropped the phone and hit the floor in
tears. I sat there for a while until my friend’s voice screaming
my name on the dropped phone got my attention.

Finally, I regained my sanity and picked up the phone.
I then found out that my boyfriend had known about
Kathy’s diagnosis for at least a week and hadn’t found it
necessary to tell me. But he seemed to have absolutely no
problem being sexually active with me during this time. All
the while, he was acting as if everything was status quo.

Slammed with the idea of my boyfriend’s betrayal by
not telling me of the risk, I immediately got off the phone
to call and confront him. As I started to dial, tears filled
my eyes.When he answered, all I could think of was, “You
better tell the truth!” He answered the phone with a
“Hello,” just like he had done hundreds of times before. He
was totally unaware of what I had called to discuss.As I said
“Hello,” I could feel myself getting madder.

He immediately asked me what was wrong because my
tone of voice had dropped as it does when he knows he is
in big trouble with me. I began to explain that I had talked
to a friend who had told me of Kathy’s diagnosis. But, as I
started to tell him, I could hear his mother’s voice getting
louder and louder as she demanded that he feed the cat
immediately. As he turned his attention toward feeding the
cat, I realized that he was more interested in his Mom’s
request than what I was saying. At this point, I think I
would have been arrested for manslaughter had he been in
the same room with me.

I hung up the phone without his knowledge. Then, I
belted the brand new $93 telephone at the floor. It shattered
beyond repair. My Mom walked into the room responding
to the noise, and I dropped to my knees and continued
to smash the phone on the floor, and it scattered all over
the kitchen.

Sobbing beyond control, I began to choke out the details
of my dismay. My Mom proceeded to help me to a chair

and attempted to calm me down. Once I regained my sanity,
I explained what was going on. It was extremely uncomfortable
for me to have to explain my sexual involvement with my
boyfriend prior to this incident. But it was also necessary to
divulge this information so that when my mom called my
doctor, an accurate assessment could be made.

Once again, I was balling my eyes out. There was no
way I could have explained it to my doctor, which was why
my Mom called for me. Once my Mom explained roughly
what our urgent concern was, my doctor asked to speak
with me. I frantically dried my eyes and pulled myself
together as best I could. Mom handed me the phone, and
my doctor told me that she thought there was no way I
could have contracted AIDS. The reason she thought that
was because my boyfriend and I had kissed and had had
foreplay, but not oral sex or intercourse. Upon hearing this,
she still felt it was necessary for me to come in and get
tested, just in case.

So I made an appointment for the following Monday,
which was by no means soon enough for me.What I really
wanted was an appointment five minutes ago. I just wanted
this whole thing over with. As if testing for AIDS wasn’t
bad enough, I am deathly afraid of needles! So the thought
of having my blood taken just made an already horrific
circumstance even worse.Yet I knew how important it was
to get this taken care of as soon as possible.

Later that day, I called my boyfriend at work.We again
started to talk about Kathy’s diagnosis. Yet again, someone
interrupted us. It was his boss telling him to get back to
work. So once again, this very important conversation was
put on hold. The delay made my heart sink to the bottom
of my stomach. He told me he would call me the next
morning when he got out of work.

The next day he called at about 8 a.m. This time, we
started the conversation and had no interruptions. I said, “I
had to talk to Cindy, and she told me that Kathy had been
recently diagnosed with AIDS and that you have known
this for at least a week. And you didn’t tell me even though
you still made out with me!”

He then said, “Yes, I did know, but I didn’t tell you
because I had made an appointment to get tested, and I
didn’t want to worry you until I knew for sure there
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All I can remember thinking was if I have AIDS, suicide would be an option.
I couldn’t imagine having to deal with it, and I still can’t.
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he Quilt. National AIDS Day. Angels in America. Red
ribbons galore. Marches. Rallies. Rent. And the Band

Played On. ACT UP. Countless agencies across the nation
dedicated to the dissemination of information for the
protection of the queer community; for my protection.
Condom packs in bars, coffee shops, community centers,
bookstores, public parks…anywhere the raging libido of
the gay man might strike him. High school health classes.
Billboards. Slogans. Condom demonstrations as a fore-
thought or an after note in porn. Needle exchanges. Harm
reduction. Ad campaigns. Confidential testing. Anonymous
testing. Conspiracy theory. Safer sex. HIV as campaign.

I recall sitting through (enduring may be the word)

high school health class lessons, pleasantly avoiding the topic
of sexual identity while reminding myself that I am not a
member of a high risk group but, rather, that I engage in high
risk behaviors. Reminding myself that I have a genealogy
littered with graves, empty pill bottles, and missed friends
and lovers.Thinking that if this “one in 10” theory I’ve read
so much about holds true, I can’t possibly be the only
person in this 25-person class being made uncomfortable by
the ignorance of the statements the teacher is making. I
can’t possibly be the only person aware of the absurdity of
the terminology.

I’ve attended lectures, workshops, and seminars to
analyze, discuss, reminisce, and plan for the future. All in a
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I need to prepare to “live with,” not “die of,”
or begin to adapt the terminology again...to fit Me.
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was something to worry about.” I could feel myself calm
down slightly.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you what had happened. I was
afraid of how you would take it,” he said 

“All our friends knew about it. Why did you think I
wouldn’t find out from at least one of them? It would have
been nice to have heard it from you, the guy I’m going out
with rather than from someone else,” I replied.

“I wanted to find out first. I didn’t think about anyone
else telling you,” he repeated.

The following Monday, I went to the doctor’s office
with my Mom, and I was feeling very scared. I felt like I
was going to throw up. I was so nervous. Sitting in the
waiting room, I was twitching and could not sit still. My
mind was a mess. I had a million thoughts going through
my head at once.Then the doctor appeared in the doorway
and called my name. I followed her into her office where
we talked for a while. She told me it would take two weeks
to get the results back. At that point, I went to have my
blood drawn.

The next two weeks were a blur. All I can remember
thinking was if I have AIDS, suicide would be an option. I
couldn’t imagine having to deal with it, and I still can’t. I was
afraid that people would not want to be around me. I was

afraid they would not want to hug me or touch me out of
fear of catching it.The thought of being on meds and being
in and out of the hospital seemed like too much. I didn’t
want to die slowly inside. My appointment finally came two
weeks later.

My Mom and I went to the doctor’s office. Nervous
and nauseous again, I entered the doctor’s office to get my
results. The doctor said that I didn’t have AIDS but that
it could take anywhere from six months to a year for the
virus to show up in blood tests. She then said that, based on
what I had told her about my sexual activity, she thought
there was no way I could have contracted the AIDS virus.
At this point, I felt about 90 percent relieved. A couple of
weeks later, my boyfriend was tested and was also told he
was negative.

Looking back on my experience, I didn’t think I would
have to face the possibility of having AIDS at this time in my
life. No one thinks about what having AIDS is like. One of
my friends actually thought she could just get a shot, and it
would go away. Some people, including myself, thought that
AIDS happens to other people. Based on my experience, I
suggest that everyone who is sexually active in any way,
shape, or form—even if they are virgins—talk to their doc-
tor about the facts of contracting HIV, the cause of AIDS.


