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Tl rnext time

Even the heavens weep for one good hear’c.

So ... here I stand, while the heavens weep, my friend. I'm 1oolzing at your coffin ...

down there in the grave, waiting to be covered.
Waiting for that last, terrible goodbye.
But [ know you, my friend. And I will never say good]aye.

I'll settle for a 'see you later' or something along those 1ines, because you, of all furs, are

not gone.

[ remember the first time [ met you. Right now, I remember all the time we spent
’coget}ler, and God almighty 12nows, that was a lot of time.

Not enough ’chough.
Never enough.

But the first time, I'l always recall particularly clearly. You were different Jchen, in every

conceivable way. I remember leen your father brough’c a special cake to my parents



home in Denver. It was for my I)irthday, and it was a beautiful creation. With lots of

decorations on it. Real marzipan, sugar-ﬂowers, frosting

It was a gorgeous cake and it seemed almos’c wrong to cut it and start eating it. I
remember because [ wasn't aﬂ ’cha’c OM and ljecause your fa’cher’s calze was pro]aalaly ’clje
Ligges’c I had ever seen.

[ also remember that you were there. You were holding your dad's paw, with your
rucksack on your baclz, biting your hps and 1ooleing very £rightenecl, while you waited for
the grownups to stop taﬂzing. I remember how you tried to hide behind your dad when
my father looked at you. Even ’chen, you were afraid of him, and with good reason.

I was too.

Your dad was always the best of males , my friend. He always saw the best in furs , and
may]:)e ... just mayl)e he was a little slow to see the bad in them. Even when it was
obvious ... as it was with my father.

I remember how that cake made us friends. Because my father was so impressecl ]oy your
dad's work that he made a call to the school I attended to make sure you could go there
as well. Tt was very expensive but ... it was part of the deal. My father paicl for your
tuition, and your dad would set aside any order, any request, any holiday any’thing at

all ... if my father needed pastries or bread for some social event or other.
Your father loved you enough that he accepted that deal.
For your sake.

I think you knew. And I think that's why it hurt you so deeply when you broke his
heart. And Why it was so important to you to mend it again.

But you never actuaﬂy told me.

It happenecl so many years ago anyway.

But not enough.

And now the heavens weep for one goocl heart ... lost to us all.

My tears are mixing with the raindrops and I'm doing nothing to stop them. Because
someone wise once told me that grief was natural. That being upset and crying was the
only right Jching to do, because to try to be stoic about it was disrespect£u1 to the
deceased.



You iznow Wiio told me that?

You did.

Like you told me so many other wise ’ciiings. You aiways said that given the choice
between wisdom and inteiiigence, you'(i go for wisdom any (iay of the week. LiZZy aiways
joize(i that you had both in ampie Suppiies.

She was rigiit, you know.

You could have made the rest of us look stupici, but ins’cea(i, you aiways managed to puii
us up aiong with you. From the time when we ended up in the same class in school. Even
then. Even in elementary schooi, you were a cut above the rest of us. I remember how
some of the other kids used to sneer at you for not i)eing from a iiigii class iamiiy. I
remember how ’ciiey used to taunt you, or talk behind your back. It didn't stop until
came out in your (ieiense, and then it oniy s’coppe(i because tiiey were all afraid of my
father. But at least it stoppe(i.

And you know ... what I remember the most about that was how you still iieipeci them
with their homework. Even tilougil you knew tiiey looked down on you. Even tilougil you
knew ’ciiey'cl proioai)iy never cilange their opinion of you. You still iieiped them.

I didn't unclerstanci then.
I guess I still don't.

But tiiat's iiow you were. You iove(i to iieip o’ciiers. You Wante(i o’ciiers to excei aii
aroun(i you ... even ’ciiougii you iiate(i yourseii Jo) in’censeiy. At ieast you (ii(i tiien.

Tiianizfuiiy, that ciiange(i somewhat later in life.

I remember one class. I think it was home ec of all tiiings, and Cassandra had just
tossed her irying pan and omelet at the door because it wouldn't come out right. You
quie’ciy picieeci it up, washed it off, mixed her a new batch while quietiy explaining what
you were (ioing ... and while she made a near—periect omeie’c, you cleaned up the mess i)y
the door. The teacher didn't tell you to ... you just did it.

And yet [ know how you struggie(i with your own temper. How much anger and rage
you had pent up inside you. | saw it come out when you ’ciiougiit no one was iooizing. I
saw you ]:)ea’cing the walls in the gym, izicizing trees surrounding the school when everyone
was iooizing elsewhere. Back then, I didn't understand it. I know it got even more

coniusing the first time you did lose your temper in front of others. I remember how it



frigh’cened the other children, who had thought you could just be pushed over ... how you
could be treated like their private chew-toy if 1 wasn't around to protect you. And then

one clay you 1ost it completely. I remember how you smas}lecl a blackboard and broke a
table.

[ remember how your family was informed that unless they managed to control you,

you'(l be thrown out of school.
[ also remember how my father made sure that wouldn't happen.

Sadly ... I also remember how your dad tried to control you, and I remember the black
eye you turned up with in school the next clay. You wouldn't talk about it ... not then,
but I knew. And I was right ... as you told me later.

Your father was a good male, my friend ... but he shouldn't have hit you. Not then.
Nor the other times.

I think it was his only real flaw. And I know how much it pained him and how sincerely
and cleeply he regrettecl ever doing it, later in life. I just don't think he knew what else to

do.
The heavens still weep. And I'm wet through.

| clon't care.

| don't want to 1eave. I don"c want to Waﬂz away £rom this hole in the ground. I don”c
want to say "good]:)ye".

SoI'm s’canding here, in my own thoughts, reminiscing ... while the bottom of the

grave is slowly turned into mud.
Wake up, my friend. Wake up and tell me it's all been a bad dream.
But of course you won't.

Not this time. Not like ... not like that time when you found me at home before my

]oirthclay. God almighty, I was such a mess then. I wanted to die. I didn't think I had
anyt}ling to live for. Imagine that? If you hadn't arrived then, all these fantastic things

wouldn't have happene(l to me. I wouldn't have gotten married. Kalen wouldn't have been
born. I wouldn't have had this incredil:)le, unbelievable and wonderful life.

I owe the fact that I had the chance to make that life for myseH all to you ... and yet, I
couldn't repay you the favor in the end.



Does that make me a bad friend? I hope not. I don't think it does.

I would have if I coulcl, and you know that ... you know that.

It was such a bad nigh’c too. I was sure my life was ... at an end. That no’ching Idid
could change it, that I was doomed to a loveless , humorless life as the trophy wife of

some Wife-al)using scuml)ag With aspirations for grand crime.

The whole thing was surreal. | was raised in the household of a criminal mastermind ...
I should have grown up the model image of my father's will. But I read. I looked at those
who had less than me and wondered why that was rig}lt and fair. I knew what my father
told me. That Jchey were too weak to take what they needed for themselves ... but these

were furs like your parents, who worked hard but just didn't have big contracts with my
father.

Were Jchey not good furs too?
It didn't make sense to me, and so it had to be wrong. So it had to be wrong.

And now [ was ]:)eing groomed to a marriage like the one my mother had. So I cut my
wrists. | shouldn't have. But I did.

For’cuna’cely, [ didn't know how to, so I cut across instead of along my arms. I'd still
have bled to cleath, mind you ... if you hadn't arrived. You were the only friend I was
allowed to see anyway ... probably because my father t}lought you weren't 'clangerous'. A
different species ... and so much lower on the social ladder than me, that he saw no risk
in le’cting you come to visit, so long as he didn't have to actuaﬂy sit down and have a
conversation with you himseH, the ﬂlthy snob. When you got Jchere, [ had Jcoppled a glass
of water ]oy acciclent, and I couldn't piclz it up because my fingers were numb. It thinned
out the blood on the table and it made everything look a lot more dramatic than it was.
Although admi’ctecuy, if you had arrived a few minutes later, I mig}lt not have been here
Jcoday. Because of the mixed water and 19100(1, the whole table was a mess. But you ... you
understood exactly why I couldn't go to the hospital. So you didn't say anything. You just
took off your shirt and tore it up, using it to bandage my arms. Then you sat there with
me ... all night 1ong, just taﬂzing. [ know you got in trouble with your parents when you
got home for it, too. | know they were angry that you hadn't come home at ten as was

the deal.

I saw the black eye when [ got back to school a few clays later.



So I know you didn't tell them Why you had s’cayed with me. You lied for me ... to leeep

me Safe.

I had lied about £eeling siclz. I was almos’c never siclz. I didn't want to stay home. Every
minute I could spend in school was a minute spend away from my {ather. So they
believed me. I was pale and shivering too, so no one questioned Why I stayed tucked

under the quilts. I told them I felt like I had the flu coming on, and Watson Lroug}lt me
hot drinks all day 1ong. [ never drank them with him in the room.

You had cleaned the blood up magnificently. No one ever suspected a thing.

Even the sme” of blood was taken care of. | used to have t}lis incense burner in the
room. It stank up a storm but I ’choug}lt it was so cool. You could have killed the stench
in an abattoir with the stug ... so no one smelled the blood.

I Wonder Wha’c the las’c thing you smelled was.

I wonder about tha’c, as | stand here, shivering as | shivered that day in laecl, lying to
hide the fact I had cut my wrists.

So you saved my life.
You were a goocl friend. The best friend.

You were more £amily than my family.

I loved you.
I still do.

And that is Why I still won't leave the edge of your grave. Why [ still can't believe what
has happeneol. How swift it was. Or how wrong.

You saw enough wrong in your life. You dealt with it ... every day, for so many years.
Alone. So horribly alone, prol)al)ly more truly alone than I can even imagine. And then
you trusted me. Then one day ... you trusted me. I don't know why you pic]ze(l me to
confide in. I know we were best friends , but I also know how frightenecl you were to lose
me. There must have been others. There must have been ... al’chough, come to think of

it, I am not sure there was. Sometimes A think you had no more friends than me in this

world.

What a pair of misﬁ’cs we were.



The day you told me, | wasn't sure what to make of it all. I remember how confused I
had been for a while. I mean, there were plenty of boys Jcrailing after me in school, and ...
well ... T hate to say this , 12nowing what I know now, but there were a few girls who sent

long looks after you, ]:)y then. No one spolze of your heri’cage anymore. Of your family.

And then one day after school, you stayed in the classroom. You hadn't said a word
since that morning. Not even when the teacher had asked you, and that was entirely
unusual. I think t}ley were so confused that they didn't even question what was going on.
You had sat ’chere, all clay, staring into empty space. Once or twice, | think I saw you
look out the window. At first, I t}lought you'(l fallen for someone. You know ... siﬂy in
love and all that. Like teenagers are wont to be. But that idea faded once I saw the agony
in your eyes. Oh you tried to hide it. You tried to look like you were just deep in
’chought. I'm sure that to everyone else, you succeeded. No teacher s’caye(l after school to
talk to you, after all.

[ was the only one who did so, in fact. So you told me what was wrong. You told me
what had always been wrong. | mean, it wasn't like we never spolee of pro]olems. We often
did. I confided in you a lot cluring those years and vice versa. But every time you told me
of some’ching you had a pro]:)lem Witl’l, it felt as if you were holding something back.
Something massive. Something you didn't even know how to put words on yourself yet.
And then ... that day after school ... it all came ’cogether. It all made such per£ec’c sense.

I suddenly unders’cood Why you were so easy to rela’ce to. So easy to ’caﬂz to. Because you
were just like me inside. Because inside ... there was someone trying to get out, and I

just hadn't seen it.
What else could T do?

I hugged you.

And then you broke down and wept. For God's salee, [ don't think I've seen or heard

anyone cry like that since ... Weﬂ ... ever.
Except maybe Jche furs you leave behind now ’cha’c you're no longer Wi’ch us.

So you told me that day. You even found the righ’c word for it. And I swore I wouldn't
tell anyone until you did. I 12ept that promise, because if I hadn't ... I would not have

been your ﬁiend, and if there was one thing [ am proud to say I was ... it was your

friend.



Your parents didn't understand what was going on, because you didn't tell them. Not
until after I had arranged fora place for us to live. My fa’cher, of course, gave me all
kinds of Hell about it, but I managecl to convince him, l)asicaﬂy ]oy 1ying. [ can't even
remember the lies I told him ... but they were many and Jchey were convincing. I think
one of them was that [ wanted an education ... because an educated wife would be more
useful to a future husband. Of course, | enrolled at couege for exac’cly two days. I didn't
tell him I'd clroppecl out until almost a year later. By t}len, I had a job at a condom-
factory. It was the world's worst job. The stench was unbearable and the boss was even
worse. But I had to ... because you needed to get away from your parents to find
yourself. To fix yourseH, somehow.

Of course, once your parents found out the truth, they discontinued all contact with
you. Your father wept. Your mother called youa...a...

No, I won't even think that word. I know how much you despised it, and with good

reasomn.

So suddenly, you were even more alone, but at least you were honest towards yourseH.
You got yourself enrolled as we”, and you got a jo]o at the university hlorary ... and spent
all the money you had left over every month on psyc}liatric evaluation. Oh, and your first
bottle of piﬂs , although [ know you didn't have the prescription for them. I guess you got
them at ... what was that place called again where we used to go?

Satyr.
Tha’c's righ’c. Sa’cyr. I guess you found someone there Wl’lO could help you.

Buying prescription drugs from black market olealers. God almighty you were that
clespera’ce. And you couldn't afford it, either, but you did it anyway.

I swore I'd find the money to help you get your clrearn, my friencl, and in the encl, I
succeeded. Although to be completely honest, [ don't think either of us had expected it to
happen the way it did. Even now ... stancling here in the rain, while the other mourners
pass Slowly I)y behind me, | almost smile at the memory. If it wasn't because it was you
down there in the co££in, I'd be laughing out loud simply thinlzing about those days.

And I was so scared then. I was terrified. My father had had enough. Tried to 12iclnap

me, tried to get me back home to have me married off to some up-and-coming star on
the black firmament of Denver criminality. I would have died if that had happened, but
for’cuna’cely, [ had a new jo]o, and a new boss.



The Bosslady changed both our 1ives, didn't she?

For the better. She managecl to puu you out of a suicidal downward emotional spiral all
Ly herself. Simply ]:)y not 1et’cing you get depressed in her presence. She just wouldn't let
you. She 1zept saying all the right ’chings ... all the things [ had said for so 1ong as well
but which no longer had the same Weigh’c coming from me. Because I had said them so

of’cen.

And because she was ... well ... because she was the Bosslacly. International sex-icon,
world famous for her awesome looks ... and she wasn't s}lying away from you. | think
mayl)e t}len, for the first time in your 1i£e, you loegan to believe that some furs would
accept you for who you were. [ think she taught you that, more than anything else. More

Jchan anyone else.

She was the right dose of medicine at the right time and the right place. You were so
far gone, my friend, I feared I would come home and find you dead in the shower any
clay. Seriously, | thought I would. Every day, [ dreaded putting the 1zey into the door-
lock. T called out your name first thing, and on the few occasions when you didn't answer
because you were out, the first thing I'd do would be to rush to the bathroom to see if

you were there ...
Thank God you never were.

And yet, I guess God finaﬂy decided your time was up. And I swear to you, I swear on
the life of my son who is the most precious thing in my life, that when [ get to the Pearly
Gates, I'll have some serious words saved up for the Almigh’cy for it! How dare He?!

But the Bosslady ... she's Some’ching else, isn't she? | mean, she hired me firs’c, and on
the thinnest possi]ole grouncls.

And then ... she gave you a jo]o too. Proofreacling a script and then rewriting it. [
always knew she was fantastic at talent-spotting , but in all hones’cy, that was the crown
jewel of her career in that respect. All the fantastic stars and starlet's she's discovered in
the strangest places over the years have added up to an amazing coHection, but what she
did for you was some’ching else. What she did was to give you some’ching you never
believed you could have.

She gave you hope.

I will always be gra’ceful to her for that. I remember how you l)egan to change. Alright,
that started even before she actuauy hired you, that nig}lt when we went to the first party



[ attended at the Studio. You were so scared all the way Jchere, and all it ended up doing
for you was to introduce you to the male of your life. Such is the ironies of 1i£e, my
friend. If you had succeeded in convincing me to et you stay at home that night, all
these fantastic things might never have happenecl to you. [ would never have come to
know your children ... and you would never have had the chance to fulfill your greatest

dream.
To be a mother.
You were damned goocl at it, too.

If you ever doubted it, the tears of your £ami1y, now mixing with the rain should tell

you all you need to know.

Es’cel)an was a £an’castic strolze of luck. He's been so good for ou, all these ears. |
g v y

know that deep down, you never stopped dou]oting yourseH. Even with all the success you
were met With, you still 1zept dou]oting yourseH. Your own Value, your skills , your talents.
You never though’c you did quite well enough, siﬂy though that may be. Most furs didn't
see it. Most furs thought you were an icon of self confidence these last many years of

ghty yy
your 1i£e, but I 12new you better than most. [ knew your signals. I 12new how you'd look
down or away and how your 1ips went tig}lt when self—]olarne raced through your head. 1
knew the haunted look in your eyes when Jchose awful voices in the back of your head

y Y v

came back to berate or belittle you.
You fough’c those voices all your 1i£e, my friend ... and you know what?
You beat them.
Consis’cently.

You provecl them wrong again and again, and I think that was one of your greatest
achievements. Because in reality, you were fighting yourself ... every day of your life ...
and clespite tha’c, you ended up Leing a goocl fur. A ’cruly goocl, decent fur.

God how I'll miss you.

I'l miss laughing with you. I'l miss having somewhere to go when the world sucks and
looks like it's been designed Solely to annoy me. I'l miss being able to just sit down on
your couch with a cup of tea, 12nowing that in half an hour, you'” have somehow

managecl to explain every’thing to me in a way that makes it all more 1ogica1 and bearable.

A{‘ter haH an hour, I'd proba]aly be laughing at myseH.



Tha’c's just one of hundreds of ’chings I'l miss about you.

I'll be lost for a while without you there. You've always been there. But you also showed
me that even when £eeling los’c, a fur can find his or her way. You showed me that more

than anyone I've ever 12nown, and I'm going to find my way, until we meet again.

Even when you moved in with Es’ceban, we didn't reaﬂy move away from one another.
Things changed cer’cainly Jchey did. But it was no less warm and no less wonderful.
When it got serious with me and Yohni, and with you and Esteban, we stayecl as close as

we'd always been. I mean ... we had a double marriage for goodness sake.

Yeah, I 12now, [ know. We didn't rea”y get /ega//y married until the marriage—laws were
made gencler—neutral, but we both know that was just a tec}lnicality.

And now we're here. At Jchis cemetery, and When some of us 1eave, we leave you behind.
It malees every bi’c of my soul scream and protest to do tha’c. [ can't leave you Lehind. I

't
cant leave you.

[ want to scream at the universe for Leing this Moocly unfair. You weren't old enough to
die like that. You had so much life left to hve, but I guess that wasn't how it was
supposecl to go.

Sometimes, things just don't go the way we planned.
gs ] g ywep

Like with your Ph.D. not leading toa jo]o at your Alma Mater. I know the head of your
depar’cment put up a stink about tha’c, but the money just wasn't there. But it just goes to
show how Jchings usuaHy turned out alrigh’c anyway, because that just meant you got a jol)

in San Francisco ins’cead.

Yohni and I were happy that you and Esteban were still there. That way we didn't start
out completely from scratch in the Castro, sociaﬂy. We'd lived there a while and sure, we
had other friends ]oy then but it meant a lot to us when you and Esteban moved to the

Bay Area. Even if T teased you about how it seemed like a vixen was s’caﬂeing me through
life.

[ remember you retor’ced, rather olryly, that you seemed to be unable to escape ]:)eing

Surrounded by porn-stars no matter leere you movecl.

Touché.

One-Nil to you.



Or more precisely, Two-One. I remember how I visited with Kalen in tow, a few days
after you and Esteban adopted Charles and Frances. We were all rather nervous about
whether they'cl get along. Neither Charles, nor Frances, spolee a word of Englis}l at first.
But children never needed 1anguage to play ancl get along. They were nervous around
cach other for all of five seconds, then Frances tossed a ball towards Kalen and he caugh’c
it, 1augheol, and tossed it back.

And then they were playing like the best of friends ... all three of them.

I don't think you've ever glowecl so much as you did that clay. You really loved those

kids from the moment you laid eyes on them.
I think you were happy your parents got to be grandparents , too.
Even if Jchey didn't get to be for that many years.

When your mother died ... you seemed to know it wouldn't be long before your father
followed suit. They were too closely knit. And you were righ’c. He wasted away and within
a year ... you and Esteban had to arrange a second funeral. Charles and Frances were ten
years old then. At least your mom and dad got several years in which to spoil the kids.
But you were dazed after the second funeral. Like someone had punchecl you. Hard.

You had lost your parents once already only to get them back. Not so this time, and
you lznew it. You had egec’cively had to go through 1osing your family twice. How the

Hell you managed to cope with it, I'll never know.
But [ wish I knew.

So I could use some of that knowleclge now ... to cope with 1osing you.
Because we're £amily. Not blood-relations ... but ][ami/y.

Family sticks up for one another. Laughs with each other, loves each o’cher, supports
one another. You always knew that and always did so. How many games did you and
Esteban miss cluring Kalen's first foothall year?! Not many. One or two, and it was always
because of work. He's your nephew ... and he always looked up to you as his aunt. And
now ... he's trying to make a career for himself out of his sport. He's had the worst run of
bad luck and now he's out of a contract after this season. And what's that going to do for
him? He's never been a starter, and he is worried sick that his career is at an end before
it's even gotten off the grouncl.

And all he'd ever have to do to get a bit of hope back was call you or visit you.



And your C‘OllCh.

Have a cup of tea.

And half an hour 1a’cer, he'd feel just as I did, that his worries and pro]olems were not
nearly as severe as he had though’c and that there Would always be a solution to it all.

"She told me that even if my career is over, ['ve got a good education to fall back on,
but that I shouldn't worry about not getting a new contract, because she was sure

somehow things would work out for me."

That's what he told me ... over and over and over again, last time he came home to

visit. So I know you talked to him about it.

You'd have liked Vishalya. I didn't get to meet her until toclay, but she's a lovely, 1ovely
young 1ady. I think he’s reaﬂy found the love of his life this time. She’s got a good head
on her shoulders and he can't stop smiling whenever she's in the room. He keeps tripping

over his own words when he's taﬂzing about her, too.
Hmm ... that reminds me of Es’ceban, many years ago righ’c after he met you.

You 12now, [ hope my son will find love the way you and Esteban did. I think he has
this time. I like Dina a lot. She's a great young 1ac1y, but it wasn't worlzing out with them
in the end and more than anything I'm proucl of them both for realizing that and ending
it in such a good way.

But Vishalya o ?

He's just head over hooves, my friend. Head over hooves.
He 12eeps sprouting bad poetry about her, too.

It's reaﬂy quite endearing.

It's like when he met Dina. That summer ... that dreadful summer. We all remember
that all too clearly, and yet, it became such a positive, formative experience for the kids.
Isn't that amazing? That they took all that fear and uncertainty, and turned it into

somet}ling positive.
[t's not even that many years ago.

But for me ... and 12nowing you, I'd say for you as WeH, it didn't end until a year ago,

when Leo called us all to tell us that Benjamin Aureus had finally died. That he'd been



crema’ced and his ashes strewn over some non-olescript place SO Jchere Would be no

gravestone for his ilk to come pay their 'respects' at.

[ think until Jchen, we all still had that nagging £ear, however irrational it might have
been. But then ... it was truly over.

Leo is here too, you 12now, with LiZZy and Nadia. And Miriam and Fox are here, and
William and Emma.

All the Society of Nercly Femmes have turned up.
SNF Forever, wasn't that your ra”ying call?

You were such a geelz sometimes. It was one of the best things about you, that even
after you became reaﬂy successful, and even after you got pul)lished, you were still the
same. You could still get started on some historical lecture if someone acciolentauy

pushed the right button.
[ won't say Jche wrong one because at leas’c your lec’cures were fun and interesting.

Your students said the same thing. I guess that's w}ly sO many of them turned up toclay.
I guess that's wlly two different student organizations sent flowers for the funeral. Both
from California and from Ohio. Isn't that something? You influenced so many furs ...

and I don't even think you were always conscious of it. Or may]oe you were.

[ can't remember who it was, but I remember that you told me one of your friends had

once said you forced everyone to take a stance and have an opinion Simply Ly being you.
That friend was righ’c.

But you could have turned away everyone you came into contact with if you had s’cayecl
bitter and resentful of the Worlcl, or if you had lzep’c pitying yourself. Instead, you chose

to live Ly a simple lesson your father always preached ... even to me.
"A good argument never changecl anyone's opinion. A good example, however, mig}lt."

Your father was a wise fur, my friend, and I'm sure you and he are alreacly reminiscing,

wherever you are now.

Yohni is here ... next to me. She just arrived. She's been crying. A lot. She slips her
arm under mine and leans her head against my shoulder, snigling, trying to find the
right words. Instead, like me, she chooses silence.



Her shoes are ruined ]oy the rain and the mud. She doesn't even notice. I'll probalaly
have to serve her hot drinks for a few olays, to help her get over a cold. But she doesn't

want to just leave either.

You 12now, today reminds me of gradua’cion day. Both of them, such as it is. Charles
was valedictorian ... and so was Steve, a year later. They both had to give speeches ... and
on both clays, for some reason it started raining. Two years in a row, it rained on
graduation clay. Many of the parents couldn't get out of there quiclely enough, but not
you. You and Esteban ... me and Yohni ... we were wet ’chroug}l weren't we? But we were
so proud. [ think it says a lot about you that you were just as proucl when Steve had given
his speech as you were when Charles and Frances gradua’ced.

And I remember how happy you were When he caﬂed you 'mom’ Jche firs’c time.

He's a good guy. He reaﬂy is. You did a good jol) on him, you and Esteban. Gave him

direction.

I think maybe ...in a smaﬂ way ... you were paying it forwar(ls. Zig Zag gave you hope

long ago, and with Steve, you passe(l it on to someone else.

He's s’cancling rig}lt across the grave from me now. He looks ... like someone has torn
out his heart. His eyes are red and puffy ... his paws are trem]aling. | hope you can see

him, where you are. That's what losing someone you love will do.

He loved you, my friend. As did I. As did Yohni. As did everyone who is here Jco&ay.

Esteban is here too. Charles and Frances are on either side of him. They just got done
saying goodl)ye to the preacher. I know you were never religious, but ... a funeral is a

funeral.

Zig Zag once told me that you had rocked her world when we were ﬁlming in Virginia.
She said you had been taﬂzing about faith, and she had asked you how come you weren't
a religious fur. She told me she had felt that in your position ... as it was then ... you

migh’c have needed faith more than most. That it might have been something firm to
hold on to.

You looked at her when she asked Why you didn't believe in God and just asked her
"Would you?"

But [ know you believed in the existence of the soul. Not in a Christian sense. You
cer’cainly never believed in Gocl, and | respect that. But you told me ... more than once ...
that you were sure there was something more to life than was quantifia]ole. That there



was some’ching after death. What it was , you didn't know. All you were sure of was that
the existing religions all got it wrong.

Maybe you're right
But I know this is not 'good]:)ye'. Sol still won't say it.

Esteban has just broken down again. Charles has to support him. He can't bear to look
at the grave for 1ong but he can't loring himself to leave either. I don't know how he's
going to deal with this. I know he will have support, t}lough. [ just don't know if it'l be
enough.

I don't know if any amount of support would rea”y be enoug}l.

You didn't get enough time, my friend. Enough time to see all your potential come to
h‘ui’cion, but somehow, [ think you expec’ced that you wouldn't grow to ripe old age. You
told me so, once or twice. | guess [ didn't want to listen to it, so | zoned out ... just
nodded and said something empty-hea&ed. But I think you knew. I wonder if you could
feel yourself grow frail and you simply hid it from all of us so you wouldn't worry us? Or
if it reaﬂy came as a bolt of 1ightning.

I believe the latter. You would not have 1zept us guessing. You were not the type. If you
had been siclz, you'cl have told us so we would have had time to get used to the thought.

So we could have prepared ourselves, somehow.
And most impor’can’cly, you would have made preparations yourself.
You didn't. So it must have come as a surprise to you too.

You were good at tha’c, you know. Prepara’cions. When you called me to tell me that you
and Esteban were moving back to Ohio , 1 thought you were cracleing a jolze. [ mean, you
had moved away from there to get away from the petty, small-minded Ligotry you still
faced. I guess in a way you just realized that you'cl meet that no matter where you went in
the world. That it wouldn't be possible to outrun it ... only to rise above it.

And damned ... did you ever?

Becoming head of the history—clepartment at your Alma Mater ... Good grie£, you didn't
do things halfway did you? Ins’cead, you put yourself in a position where furs would have
to deal with you ... where Jchey couldn't move around you or try to ignore that you were

there. May]oe it was your own private little rebellion.



I think just mayl)e you missed some of all the furs you had come to know in Ohio as
well. T know Zig Zag and James were very happy that you and Esteban went back there.

Marvin as well.

And you didn't let the scandal factor bother you cither. You, a member of the £acul’cy
board of humanities at your university, being seen in the company of a former and a
present porn director. I can only imagine how you snickered the first time someone got
started on the immorality thereof. There was a die-hard rebel hiding just underneath your
fur, you know. Someone who openly told the world to take all its antiqua’ced morals and
shove it. You told me ... so many times ... that one of the great pleasures of your life was
to watch some moronic ]oigo’c nearly choke on his or her tongue simply from ]oeing in

your immediate presence.
You never stopped being the 'good example', my friend.
To your children.
Your husbhand.
Your friends.

To me ...
To everyone who came into contact with you.

But you also knew you couldn't convince everyone. You just s’copped Leing bothered 19y
it at some point. Somewhere, it went from a notion that you had to convince absolu’cely
everyone ... to saying that furs had to make up their own minds , and if they chose to still
be hateful, ]aigoted and wilHtu narrow-minded, then it was their life ... and their loss.
You knew you had the moral high ground, and that you were winning Ly not 1owering
yourself to their level.

I wonder why you never managecl to translate that self-confidence into self-esteem.
You were such a dichotomy, you know.

A comple’ce self-contradietion. Nearly everyone thought Weu of you ... liked you ...
respectecl you ... even loved you. Except yourseH. [ reaﬂy wonder why.

I hope now that you're rid of your mortal coil, that you'u finaﬂy understand Why we all
’choug}lt SO highly of you, and Why we're standing here in the rain, unable to walk away.



We didn't get to see cach other much these last few years. Not face to face, anyway.
Somehow a telephone call just isn't the same thing ... not even with high definition
images to go along with the words. There is still that two second clelay on what [ say

before you react to it, which makes it unlike an actual face-to-face conversation.

Besides, [ can't sit down on your couch with a cup of tea over the phone. It just isn't
the same ’ching.

It's not that we didn't meet. We did. Twice a year at least, but that's very different from

twice or three times a week as it was when you still lived in San Francisco.

But you followed your dream. You somehow seemed to understand the £ragility of 1ife,
and how important it was for you to follow your hopes and your dreams. Esteban
Suppor’ced you, every step of the way. In his line of Worlz, moving from Hoﬂywood to
Ohio would normaﬂy be professional suicide, but for’cuna’cely, he's too good for the Lig
studios not to hire. Plus there's the Bosslady in Ohio. I remember how she said she
wanted to hire him to film for her again some clay. She got the chance when you moved

back.

I know she's grate£ul for t}la’c, but when I look at her Nnow, across the grave, she looks
like she'd give it all up if you’d just come back to us. Loolzing at Hsteban ... I don't know
how he's going to be able to go back to work.

I just don't 12now.

And without you here ... to sit down with me and explain the world to me in thir’cy
minutes ... I'll have to figure it out for myseH somehow. Or at 1east, those of us left
behind have to figure it out between us, and we both know it'll never be the same.

We all lost somet}ling precious and irreplacea]ale when you died.

But at least it was swift. When I go, I hope it'll be as quickly as with you. The doctors
said it hadn't been painful, and ]ay God I hope they are right.

You were about to start a lecture. I know you ... there was nothing you loved more than
that. All the Lureaucracy of running the clepartment was just some’ching you had to deal
with. What you reaﬂy loved was Jceaching. Sharing that pool of information stored in
your head with young furs , malzing them laugh shoclzing them ... malzing their throats
constrict as you laid bare the gruesome facts of some dreadful past to them all.

They told us that you had come in and said good morning as you always did. You'd
]oarely managecl to get started on your 1ecture, though, before you'(l Minlzed, like someone



had just startled you. You'd gone comple’cely quiet. Then you had put down your laser-
marker on the ’cable, very slowly. The students said your paw was treml)ling as you did so.
Then you had looked at them all and blinked again, then made a strange little noise, as if
you were somehow saying you were sorry for not finishing the class ... and then you had
couapsed on the floor. Three students who knew first aid had rushed to you and tried to
help you. They had administered CPR but to no avail. You had been dead before you hit
the grouncl.

From a massive ... massive brain hemorrhage. The doctors who investigated said you
wouldn't have felt a thing. That the last thing that had happenecl to you while you were
conscious, was that a whole heap of chemicals had been released from your brain into

your ]i)O(ly

They said that in all lilzelihood, your life passed before your eyes, but you never felt a
’ching.

And that's how I know they were wrong.

If your life passed before your eyes ... you felt many, many t}lings.
Happiness ... fear ... love ... loss ... joy.

[ just hope at least you didn't feel pain.

I hope only the rest of us had to deal with that.

I'm going to have to leave, my friend. God knows I don't want to ever step away from
this place, but I have no choice. The grave will get covered up ... but that's alrigh’c,
because in reality, you're no 1onger down there. That soul you believed in has left your
Lody, and all that remains is the physical detritus of a life so well ... and so no]:)ly lived.

For all I know, you're standing rig}lt next to me, wondering what all the fuss is about.
That would be just like you, too.

That way, the last 1augh would really be on you. But you'u have to excuse me this time
. if T don't 1augh with you.

The pain in my chest is just far too awful.

The rain hides the fact that I've been crying my eyes out. That I'm still weeping.



But I won't say good]:)ye. Not even as | step back from the edge of the grave. Not even

then. Not now, not ever.
There is no goodbye, because this is not the end.

If you ever taught me some’ching , 1t 1is that there is always a reason to hope. That no
matter how horrible life can 136, it can somehow be turned around. It can be turned into
something good and worthwhile. And 'goodhye’ is hopeless and final. Tt is not only not

you. It is anti-you.

So I'll settle for hope ...and say [ hope you'ﬂ sleep well until I meet you again. [ hope
you’H be well, wherever you are, and that you’” pop in once in a while to check up on us,
even if we can't see you or hear you. If you'ﬂ promise to do ’cha’c, [ promise I'l come back
here as often as | can, too ... to have a cup of tea, even if T have to bring the thermos
myself, and spend thirty minutes with you, even though there's no couch ... but 12nowing
that somewhere, you’H still be ’ceﬂing me how the work reaﬂy works , and Why it's not so
hopeless.

I promise you that ... as I walk away from your grave.

Till next time ... Jean Lebrun



