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My personal word:


Why a sequel to 'Decision in Paris'? Why the effort to return to this story once again? Why all this tragedy once again? After the first part, demanded so much from me? Now I sit here before the conclusion of the second part, wondering to myself where this book is going to take me, the story about Harlow and his suffering, his affliction and his disposition. When I started the story 'Decision in Paris' in the summer, the publisher and I decided to publish this book, I had no idea how deep I was looking and letting look into my innermost. How often I was asked about the first part:


"Are you like that too?!", and I recognized myself, in all the characters who are in this story and not reduced to their sexuality.


"I was alone only ... in this novel a murderer, an abused child, a raped woman, a gifted piano player, both a betrayed wife and a father who did it with the nanny! In another book a horseman, no one has ever asked me if I can ride? No one asks me which of all these characters I am. But whether I am as I am not, they dared to ask me.


"Are you gay?" were the three words that condemned me right at the beginning. Gar me in front of the head with this inquiry. Far from the fact of how this book is, how my words were chosen to tell a story! All the work, all the countless hours behind this story nobody was interested! Only this urge to want to know if I am gay? How sad! How hurtful! How reductive! If this is all that remains at the end of this epic, it really makes no sense, and all the time behind this story are lost hours.


In 1973 Charles Aznavour sang the song: "As they say! They have joy like a child, still laughing at us poor devils that we are!" Yes, who dares to ask me if I am like that? At last, I ask myself the question: Is my sexuality relevant to this story here? Is my sexuality important for my life, my work, my creation, my way? Even essential for a good book? Would I write worse or better if my sexuality were in the foreground? Out of this circumstance I wrote the story about a talented, even gifted piano player, who in the end was reduced only to his sexuality. The person himself not important! His ability not in the foreground. Life worthless!


In February I was at a concert of the pianist Peter Bence. A slender, plain, tall, extremely shy boy stepped onto the stage, sat down behind a Steinway & Sons and began his playing, which deeply gripped and thrilled me. He touched the keys of this piano so passionately, so full of energy, that while listening to his playing, I asked myself, does anyone also ask him about his gender orientation? Is this important to anyone in this crowded concert hall, did we not come to hear his playing alone, on this piano? To admire his skill, his extraordinary talent? And I recognized in Peter Bence Tommy in my story. His way of playing the piano, the passion to feel and pass on music is exactly what is in the foreground in this second part! Those who have read this profound story will perhaps understand at the end what I wanted to pass on! And not like Aznavour's song:


"As they say!" No one has the right to judge. And I say it again here at this point, also as it is likely to be read a few more times in the novel itself:


"If homosexuality is our only problem on this earth, we have already created a beautiful world ... without war and hunger, but with a common faith, work and opportunities for each individual! A world in which also above all no more corruption exists! So, if two men who love each other are our only sorrow ... then we have a beautiful world worth living! And even all a future! There two men who love each other are hardly important!" But unfortunately, we are miles away from all this! And so, it doesn't matter what love demands, as long as it doesn't cause suffering to anyone! In the quiet hope that the words in this book move something to the positive ... they shall be anchored there. Forever! And who knows, perhaps, if it wants the life ... my kind changes at least something the view of the things, the perspectives which we could not change up to now.


I have learned that a book is always only as good ... as the reader feels ... as the reader recognizes the words for himself! There are people who cry at a certain passage ... and others, at the exact same ... no reaction comes, they simply read over it. Disinterested! I once described in another book a florist's store where the main character orders flowers for a funeral. A reader told me that she had cried so much. I was amazed and realized that a story is only as strong as what we ourselves bring to it ... and that is how 'Decision in Paris ‐ second book' is to be read. The way we want to feel and understand and allow, that's how intense this story will be. After that, no one asks the question, how do I feel myself, on the contrary, notice what a soulful, intense story this is. The ancient Greeks believed that reading was the best therapy, for all suffering! And I am exactly of this opinion!


During the time when we read, often the worries are forgotten! We do not eat and smoke, does not talk to anyone, but when reading we meet a better kind of people! Finally, they will never be worse than the reader himself! We cannot love more than we love! We can't hate more than the hate itself is in us! The evil is not more evil than we feel this in us! The murderer not bloodier than that which we want to see! We can let our characters live as we see fit and give them only what we ourselves have! Who has nothing, will recognize an empty story! And so, it is also logical that only those people can live a story as they are themselves! This feel, love and suffer! It is not told in vain that only those people read who see with the heart! Therefore, I remain of the conviction, by reading, we give that to learn that with which we all struggle so much! To love!


Who reads, has no worries, no sorrow, no pain and finally no fear! We can read everywhere, at any time! A book is that what many are not! Faithful! We can take it with us everywhere, open it wherever we are, and let the characters come to life at any time! Let them feel and love as we want to! A book does not lie to us! And we can put it down at any time when the paper weighs more than the content is worth. Even when the tide turns.


Decision in Paris' stands comprehensively for acceptance, tolerance and justice. Nobody in this world likes to stand for something for which he can do nothing! What he could not choose! No matter for what! And I hope to have changed the view after this second volume and that those are grateful who do not have to be like others are ... who never want to be like that! Be this sick, disabled or even gay. Finally, it only remains to mention that we are all, as we are ... without a question about a choice, certainly not about the desire what tomorrow brings ... and so we have to take the day and be for those people who have far less than ourselves! For the mere fact to be allowed to be free in his opinion, his creating, working, acting and loving in a world where we want to monitor, decide and demand everything ... is more than everything else, which is to be striven ever on this very world! And what not everyone can experience on this earth ... be it by a stroke of fate, by an illness, by financial hardships or just ... to be different ... than others! To be free means ... to be free from everything ... so also from prejudices and accusations ... because really free can only be the one who allows others the freedom to be free ... by being allowed to be different. In this sense I hope you enjoy 'Decision in Paris ‐ Second Book'.




Thanks to


to my editor,


that you have taken the work upon yourself,


Decision in Paris


over months, to proofread and correct. I know that this work is and was not an easy undertaking!


Without you would be


Decision in Paris


hardly been possible!


THANKS ...


... to all those who motivated me to continue ... even if I often didn't want to anymore! Didn't see the sense anymore!


THANKS ...


... that you have been there in the crucial hours of my hardship!


Furthermore, I would like to thank the following people for their work, who inspired me with their work and accompanied me throughout my life and gave me strength:


THANK YOU, a thousand times!


A heart that breaks ...


Does not make any noise ...


Which is ever heard by anyone!


Lynn Lamarr
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Chapter 78: The Stranger ...


The time went by really fast, and Aydan had passed away almost two years ago now. The powerlessness that hung over the family seemed to fade away for nothing. The dark clouds remained.


Arianne went with her children Errol, Caprice and the just one year old Harlow, once again, to visit their father's grave. As she did every Sunday, when time permitted or whenever she was drawn by longing to that sad place. How often Estefania, her mother‐in‐law, said to her:


"It is only his shell that lies there under the earth! Don't tell yourself that he's still there!", but in vain, all her words didn't help, and Arianne continued to seek comfort at his grave to quench her pain. But that Sunday, in front of Aydan's tombstone, there was a young man.


She strode up to the stranger and asked extremely curious questions, just as women are:


"Allow me, did you know my late husband?", and looked at the man extremely scrutinizingly. The man turned around, somewhat startled, and looked at her through his dark sunglasses.


"Yes, I did!" was the stranger's short reply. Nodding slightly, Arianne looked at the man. Looked into his face, and never did she behold a more beautiful countenance.


"And from where?" she wanted to know further, of course.


"From the time in Paris," he replied almost breathlessly.


"Oh! Yes, Paris!" longing as well as tears immediately came up in her.


"Have you been there before? In this city of love?" the stranger asked calmly, eyeing Arianne extremely closely.


"Yes! Once only! Unfortunately!", she nodded with a sigh and looked at the stranger very sadly.


"Why unfortunately?" he asked, yet knowing the truth better than she did.


"Unfortunately, only a long weekend! Paris! But it was unique!", she spoke with slight pain.


"Then you should go there again! Absolutely!" he said gently, with a smile that resembled a sunrise.


"Yes, but unfortunately the circumstances do not allow me to do so at the moment," was Arianne's plaintive answer. Infinitely sad, she thought of that one weekend together with her husband.


Yes, she was never happier than in those few hours in the city of love.


"In that case, I guess it's his kids, da?" asked Harlow rather irrelevantly. What, in fact, he was interested in the brats who drove his beloved from his arms.


"Yes! Come on, I'll be happy to introduce you!" demanded Arianne spontaneously, turning to the children, standing by them:


"So, the girl here is Caprice and the boy next to her is Errol! And the youngest here ... is called Harlow!", she pointed to the handsome boy, who was sitting carefree in his stroller and knew nothing of this world, which is only as humanity allows it to be. Startled, the stranger looked at the mother of these three children and asked far more than amazed, so much so that he did not even manage to hide it:


"Harlow?"


"Yes! That's his name!" smiled Arianne.


"And how do you come up with this rather strange ... if not rare first name?" the stranger inquired.


"Oh, a very long and sad story!" she hastily dismissed it. She did not like to talk about that fateful day.


"Would you like to tell me about it?" he asked, naturally very curious.


Yes, he wanted to know why this particular brat, for whom his beloved had left him, bore his name of all things.


"Mom, should I put the flowers on Dad's grave now?" suddenly asked Caprice impatiently. Arianne knelt down, looked at her picture‐perfect daughter and said lovingly:


"Of course ... my child!" after which she turned up to Harlow.


"I'm sure you'll excuse me for a moment!" she smiled, turning to her daughter.


"Yes, of course!" he merely remarked, pushing his Wayfair sunglasses back into his face with his middle finger and watching this family's proceedings with detachment.


"Come here ... little one ... here you can lay the flowers! You too, Errol!" she demanded, pulling the boy to her and continuing to speak:


"Look here, please ... the old ... I'll take the withered ones and put them on the compost heap over there, and you put the fresh ones here on Dad's grave!"


"Like this, Mom?" asked Caprice, looking to her mother after the little girl placed the flowers on the headstone.


"Yes, just like that!", Arianne nodded slightly with tears in her eyes, like every time.


After they had lovingly placed all the flowers on Aydan's grave, Arianne asked shyly as she rose:


"Are these beautiful red roses as well as these white roses yours?"


"Yes!" said Harlow rather hastily, not wanting to be embarrassed in the first place.


"Beautiful! But why red roses and white?" she wanted to know curiously. Still well hidden behind his sunglasses, he looked at her quite ashamed and did not know how to give her an honest answer. He could not tell her that every time he went to Dalida's grave with her husband, his love for a life, he laid a red rose for himself and a white one for Aydan. And so, he gave birth to one more lie:


"Because I know ... that Aydan loved roses so much!", trying not to look at Arianne.


"Oh! You must have known my husband very well!", she looked at the beau in astonishment:


"Yes! At least that much ... that I know this about him!" he lied skillfully, continuing to be well camouflaged behind his sunglasses.


"Ah! So, you are ... this good friend ... with whom he spent time in Paris?" she guessed.


Even more startled, his gaze stayed on her, but again, with the index finger of his right hand, he pushed the sunglasses back on his nose to hide another lie:


"Yes! How do you know?", continuing not to take his eyes off her.


"Aydan mentioned many times on the phone ... that he spends the time with a colleague, and of course it's not hard to guess that you must be the one!" she knew nodding slightly.


"Yes, I spent a lot of time with your husband, but back to my question, how did the boy get that name?", Harlow wanted to know exclusively and continued not to take his eyes off her.


"When Aydan was recovered from the car ... he held a necklace with a pendant in his hand! On the front was the Chinese character for 'happiness', and on the back was engraved the name 'Harlow'. We knew right then that he was getting this necklace for his unborn child, so we wanted to respect Aydan's wish and gave this name to the little one here!", Arianne told us touchingly and with tears.


What a bitter truth came over him! He felt as if he had fainted and would have liked to hold on to something at that moment so as not to collapse. These words pierced his already heavy heart like a knife. The thought that Aydan was thinking of him at the hour of death brought tears to his eyes. He tried not to cry, even though Arianne could not see his tear‐soaked eyes through the dark sunglasses, the danger was too great that a tear would betray him.


"Truly a beautiful name, I also know ... where your husband got it from!", Harlow spoke with such a charming smile and would have been better to keep silent. What story was he to tell her now, without betraying himself? What a pitiful situation he had slipped into, and quite automatically Arianne asked:


"Yes? And from where?", and looked at the beau.


There he stood, not knowing how to give her an answer that would come close to telling the truth. He could hardly tell her:


'My mother was a Jean Harlow fan'. Jean Harlow was a US actress and still today ‐ after all these years ‐ is considered the prototype of the blonde bombshell who paved the way for other blonde actresses like Lana Turner and Marilyn Monroe. Jean Harlow died unexpectedly in June 1937 during the filming of 'Saratoga' from blood poisoning due to kidney failure. William Powell, a good friend and actor of hers, was at her bedside until the end. He talked to her, but she couldn't hear him already!' Oh, what truth should he speak to make it sound like it was, but it was not.


Harlow looked at the strange woman, for whom the great love of his life left him, and had to look for a lie, in which, if possible, he would not lose face. Therefore, after a short silence, he said:


"Some evening, out of sheer boredom, I had with me on DVD the 2004 film 'Aviator' about aviation pioneer Howard Hugh, directed by Martin Scorsese, which I watched with Aydan. There Gwen Stefani embodied the role of Jean Harlow, she was a big movie star. Your husband liked this name so much that in the event that another child would adorn his family and it would even be a boy ... he should bear this name Harlow!", and so bitterly carried this lie over his lips.


"But he couldn't have known it was going to be a boy!" wondered Arianne, looking at the beau who continued to hide his eyes behind the dark lenses of his glasses.


"Aydan wanted a son ... maybe that's why!" Harlow continued to lie skillfully, not suspecting what he was getting himself into. He remained stunned by the fact that the child of the man he loved so much was named after him.


Of all things, by a necklace he gave him in love, and yet his beloved left him for this brat. What a bitter irony of fate. Inwardly he was in despair.


"But we are only talking about me ... tell something about yourself!", Arianne asked, while she took the children to her, once again walking down the path from her husband's grave to the big entrance gate of the cemetery, Harlow unconsciously accompanying her. Caprice grabbed her mama's hand, Errol held onto the stroller where Harlow slept peacefully, not yet knowing anything of this world. Arianne pushed the stroller in front of her and asked him again:


"Tell me about yourself!"


"From me, there's not much!" he dismissed the question seemingly indifferently.


"Your name would certainly be a start there!" she smiled, looking at the beau who no longer possessed that mesmerizing glow as he once did for love.


"My name?" he repeated, looking at her, startled.


"Yes! Or don't you have one?" she laughed, feeling strangely at ease in the company of this strange youth.


"Yes, sure I have one, as I guess every human does!" he tried to play up, to which he also smiled and showed his beautiful white teeth.


"Good, now, will you tell me?"


"What?"


"Your name!"


"Ah! Yeah, sure, my name is Asher!" he replied, giving her his middle baptismal name.


"Nice to meet you, Asher, and I'm Arianne!"


"The pleasure is all mine!" he charmingly shook her hand and didn't bat an eye at the lie.


"And how exactly did you know my husband!" she wanted to know exactly.


"I worked with him in the Paris branch, I remember clearly how your husband presented himself as the new boss!" explained Harlow, thinking longingly of Aydan.


"And are you still there?" she wanted to know, of course.


"No, I left the insurance company right after he died!" he gave heavily.


"And why is that?"


"After he left, it wasn't the same!"


"Was this new CEO no good?" asked Arianne matter‐of‐factly.


"Yes, sure, but I didn't give the man a chance at all, I left, as I said, before!" he spoke heavily.


"How sad!" she only knew to answer him.


"Just wasn't the same without your husband. He was the best boss I was ever allowed to experience, and therefore not easy, for his successor! The shadow of your husband was too big! No matter how good!" he said with conviction.


So gladly he would have told her that he could not bear to continue working, even living, without him there. To sit in that office every day and no longer know him in his place, as he was used to. Even worse, to see someone else in his place was unbearable to him. He had resigned from his position just a week later. The last year and a half of Harlow's life had been a disaster and should not be his pride. Quite the opposite.


When he left that job, he never felt more lost. Gwen told him even before he cleared his desk:


'Don't do this, the work, you need more than ever,'


I have enough money, you forget that I am a spoiled rich brat, I don't need this money,' he said stroppily.


'I also thought rather ... as a psychological support!', she said very seriously.


'Here, where he was, where I saw Aydan for the first time and still see, no, I can't make it ... to be here! I feel him, smell his perfume and when I look at his office door! I read his name. Then I feel like he's still there and he's about to come out of the room. No!' he resisted as if in a faint and nodded heavily.


'Try it!'


'Every time the new one stands there, it seems to me ... as if my beloved is about to die again, and my heart threatens to break, no!', Harlow remained broken.


'Please ... stay here... what am I supposed to do without you... here! Say!', she begged fervently and looked at him desperately. But all the pleading did not help. In tears he left this place where he once met Aydan and avoided La Défense, the new triumphal arch La Grande Arche, wherever he could.


Yes, the path that Harlow took from the day Aydan died would be nothing like the one he had already taken at the age of 22 when he stood at the grave of his beloved.




Chapter 79: Every Face ...


Lost, like a child, he stood in front of the Grand Arch that day, not knowing what his life was going to be like. He didn't know anything anymore. Crying, he wandered the streets of Paris, and in every damned face he looked into, he only ever recognized that one of his beloved. Wherever he looked, he saw Aydan. He wandered around and did not know where to go.


"Cry!", yes, only this he wanted. With Autumn moving to the city of love, the love of that summer was the hardest experience for Harlow. No street into which he looked showed him a way. He never felt so lost in his existence before.


"How am I supposed to live without him?" was to remain his question, every day anew.


The path to Dalida's grave had to take the place of Aydan, which did not come close to quenching his longing for his beloved, but instead ignited a deep depression in him. He visited Dalida's resting place every day.


His mother realized the truth the very first day after he quit his job. So, she asked him first thing in the morning to be sure of the truth:


"Aren't you going to the office today?"


"No! I don't have the job anymore!" he said pettily. Very questioningly, she looked at her tearful son.


"But you can't!" Harlow interrupted her and defended himself rather spitefully:


"I have! And I'm not going back there! Never again!", and burst into a crying fit. His mother sat down on the bed with him and asked gently while looking into his tear‐soaked eyes:


"What happened, my boy ... tell me!" Everything burst out of Harlow like a volcano. The first time he confided in his mother, and after these words, unfortunately, the last.


After he told her everything, she looked at him and knew all but one thing:


"Oh, my boy!", nothing to say. Nothing that made him feel at least a little more comforted. Yes, his mother only looked at him, wiped the tears from his face, and knew no more how to advise her son than herself. She never suspected what deep suffering was hidden behind her son's disposition and was still to be hidden.


Yes, Harlow remained inconsolable. He never left his apartment. The windows closed, the curtains drawn, that's how he wanted to live and have nothing more to do with the world outside. He cried, and when he eventually ran out of tears, he left his head stunned in his pillow. He did not understand that his love should no longer be there. Yes, that he could not love that person for whom he longed so much. For whom his heart cried out so much! In her perplexity, his mother called out to Gwen, who only guessed what a pitiful picture she was to find in that dark apartment. Never did she see a more desperate person than him. Never did she look into more forlorn eyes than these, and never did she behold a face that looked as suffering as Harlow's.


Gwen sat down on his bed, as his mother had days before, and spoke bitterly to him:


"Oh! Harlow ... I'm so infinitely sorry for everything!" He looked at her, but failed to answer anything. She took him in her arms and just held him. Just crying, that was all.


"Yes, just cry!" she whispered and howled with him. She knew what deep pain he was in, because she knew this suffering well enough.


"Come, let's go for a walk ... autumn presents itself so beautifully in its colors! The sun is shining mildly, and some other fresh air will do you good!" she urged.


"I can't go out into this world ... which is so bitter!" he replied in a sad voice.


Despite all her efforts, she could not get the boy out of the house. Not even to the grave of his beloved Dalida. At some point she left unsuccessfully, with the promise:


"I'll come back tomorrow ... then we'll go outside!" Every day she visited him. Came by! Every day! And after a week, she actually managed to let him share in this wonderful autumn that was showing itself in Paris after all. But Harlow hardly cared whether the leaves turned colorful or not at all. Whether the trees still carried a green foliage at all or stood there naked. Deepest winter showed in his heart. Nothing managed to cheer up the boy, to bring him out of this dark hole. Neither the loving cooking of Gwen, nor her patience, nor any other reason.


Only one thing seemed to give him something ‐ Dalida. Every day he visited her grave again and cried there, also talking about his suffering. As if she were listening to him, as if Aydan were next to her. She gave him, far beyond any imagination, the urgent support to find courage for the next day. But those who looked into his unshaven face never recognized the true beauty that hid beneath his unkempt beard and long tousled mane of hair. Soon, however, his beauty was to blossom anew.


He once again made a pilgrimage to Dalida's grave to feed his sore soul there, in the vague hope of being able to forget. But he did not forget! Quite the opposite. Aydan held him captive in his sorrow. He was walking down from the cemetery to the Blance subway station when he suddenly heard a voice speaking to him:


"Are you Harlow?" The richly feral beau turned and looked into a face he probably knew only fleetingly or had long since forgotten. He didn't know, and so seemed his gaze.


"You don't recognize me anymore, do you!" the stranger asked. Harlow looked at him again, lost in thought, said to himself:


"Oh! I was in bed with him!", meaning perfunctorily:


"No! I'm sorry!"


"We used to model together for a day!"


"Oh ... did we?", Harlow looked at him uncertainly, still noticing in his thoughts:


"I usually remember such handsome boys!" he admitted to himself.


"Yes! A long time ago!", the beau gave out.


"Ah!" was all he knew how to say to the strange boy. Besides, it interested him cordially little.


"Aren't you going to start that again?" the stranger looked at him.


"No!"


"Why not?"


"Why should I?" asked Harlow of the handsome boy.


"You were good ... back then! You were the best ... besides, you have what it takes!" the stranger assured him.


"Forgive me, but I don't know where the road leads me at the moment, nor what I want!" remarked Harlow in such a sad voice that the boy who addressed him only smiled encouragingly and replied in amazement:


"When you have recovered a little ... get in touch! I'll tell Jean‐Paul that you're interested. But don't wait too long! You know, we are here in Paris, and everyone is more beautiful than just the one who does not take his chance!"


"I know!" was all Harlow could say. Silently, the two said goodbyes, and Harlow disappeared into the subway. But he didn't know where to go. How many times in the last days he went to the place where he was so happy with his beloved ‐ to the apartment building where he once lived with him.


To where Claire now lived. How often he stood downstairs, but never once had the courage to go upstairs to her. He cried in front of the entrance to the house, and whenever he was at a loss, he found himself at Dalida's grave. The boy remained inconsolable. Neither Gwen nor anyone else could console him. Yes, the death of Aydan was less than two weeks ago, and no one knew what had happened on that lonely country road then. No one guessed the irony of fate that played out that day when he strode down to his father's Citroën SM like a bent flower, tearfully ripped open the tailgate, threw his few belongings into the trunk. Opened the driver's door, sat down in the soft leather of this French luxury car that, according to one survey, was one of the eight most beautiful automobiles ever built and was considered a style icon today as it once was. After Harlow stood lost in front of Claire's apartment entrance, ringing the doorbell in despair. She rushed to the door then, as never before, and opened with a flourish, but she looked not into that face which she so desired, but into the tear‐stained eyes of Harlow.


Stunned, she looked at him, and the sight made her heart burst even more.


Claire, is he still there? I have to go to him!' were his words at the time.


'He left about twenty minutes ago ...'


'By train? If I hurry ... I can still tell Aydan how much I love him, and just hold him. I won't let him go! No, he can't go! Come on, Claire, help me!' the youth pleaded so heartbreakingly that she began to cry again. The former nanny took him by the hand, pulled him into the apartment and closed the door.


'Come on, Claire ... if we hurry ... I can still intercept Aydan at Gare de Lion and tell him how much I love him!' She looked again at Harlow, who still looked dazzling even in suffering, a tear falling to the floor.


'He was driving the car!'


'No ... no ... don't say that!', the desperate boy stammered and broke down in tears.


At the same time, Aydan was still sitting in the SM for a long time and did not know whether he should drive. His heart was too heavy for him. Almost 30 minutes would pass before he turned the key. If Harlow had run into the parking garage, he could have found his beloved and lived the life with him that they wanted so much. But fate would have it otherwise. Slowly, the sports coupe lifted. Aydan put it in gear and drove off very slowly. He didn't want to leave for anything on earth.


'Why should I go to my wife and child when my heart belongs here!' his words followed plaintively. But as he turned into the stream of Paris traffic, he was aware, there was no turning back. Yes, while he was still struggling and Harlow was frantically strategizing how to recapture his beloved, fate was exacting its price for that happiness.


Yes, Aydan had been on her way home for more than three hours. The lavender fields never bloomed more gloriously than in this golden autumn. These masses of flowers appeared like bodies of water, and the wind that blew across these fields made him see the sea. The one he had experienced with his beloved in Monaco. Aydan was dreaming like that.


He turned on the music, and what was about to come out of the speakers? Of all things, the CD that Harlow burned for the trip to Marseille. Dalida was singing the song that would finally break his heart. 'Avec le Temps.' He listened to her heavy voice and, as if in a trance, reached for Harlow's amulet, which he gave him as a farewell under the Eiffel Tower. He gazed at this locket for a long time.


'No, I can't and I don't want to live without him! I'm going back to him! I love him and I never want to spend another day without him!', were loud his words and was about to turn the car to go back to Paris, when a second, just one, of carelessness, and Aydan suddenly lost control of the vehicle and skidded.


Yes, and fate mercilessly took its course. The SM rolled over and landed somewhere smashed, but strangely back on its wheels, completely destroyed in this lavender field. After a few minutes, Aydan came to but did not manage to free himself from the straps. Exhausted, he lay there in that seat as he noticed himself getting weaker and weaker. He grabbed his head and realized in horror that his hand was showing itself full of blood. A piece of sheet metal from the driver's door pierced him, and he was going to bleed to death miserably.


"I would rather die than have to go on living unhappily. I am sorry for only one thing, to make those people I love unhappy. Forgive me ... that was never my intention ... but I have never loved a person more ... and for love so many things should not have to suffer! I love you!", his words were weak.


Only a few minutes later he lost consciousness, with his last strength he held the medallion tightly and died quietly, lonely and alone. Yes, this was the fate of Aydan.


If only Harlow had run downstairs, into the hiring hall, toward his beloved, the two could have happily embraced.


But everyone's cowardice to live a life as society demanded was easier than surrendering to love, no matter who practiced it. The world is not yet ready for the love of two men. So, this fact fell as a calamity over the two and brought the one death and the other a suffering, which should shine long after. Yes, and with this shadow Harlow should now live on, but he did not want to. On all ways he searched for that love, which found its end in this blooming lavender field.


Yes, Harlow didn't know how his life was going to go on, and fate was going to have some plans for him.




Chapter 80: His happiness!


Harlow buried himself completely in his apartment, downstairs in his childhood home, and wanted nothing more to do with this world. He simply could no longer manage to walk through Paris without not dwelling in those places where he had once been so happy. He searched everywhere for what he had once lost, and yet was not to find it again. One morning, while stepping into his bath, he passed the mirror and caught sight of his countenance in that silvery glass. He looked at himself in silence for a long time. Realized how much he hated himself for everything after all. He was so in a rage at himself, at the unjust world, at death, that he reached for his short hair clippers, turned them on, took the blade to his hairline and ran it carelessly over his skull. His pitch‐black long hair fell like autumn leaves onto the washstand and stayed there. He set it another time until his head revealed itself as bald as a child's bottom, to which he whispered through his tears:


"I'm so sorry about everything! Oh, Aydan ... where are you only, I don't want to live without you anymore!" He looked at himself silently in the mirror for another three minutes, forgetting what he really wanted, and went back to his bed. There he only wanted to cry.


One Saturday, Harlow holed up in his room as usual. Dalida had to sing, loudly giving her best of herself to make him feel at least remotely better. A knock on his apartment door didn't bode well for him. Nor did it seem like he wanted to know who was standing outside the door. So, the boy pretended he didn't hear anything, or even better, that he wasn't there at all. Another knock was to remind him that someone was waiting outside for him. But he just turned and pulled the pillow over him.


"Your mother already told me that you don't open, so I just come in without being asked!", he heard a voice. The door opened, which to his chagrin he had left unlocked, and the uninvited guest stepped up to the window, pulled open the curtains with a jerk, and opened the window to let fresh air into the stuffy room. Harlow sat up with a jerk and hissed, screaming:


"Are you crazy?"


"No! Now it's the end of your tragedy ... Heavens, what have you done to your hair?", the visitor declared rigorously.


"Nothing!" rumbled Harlow.


"That's not what it looks like!"


"Shaved off!" he gave defiantly.


"Are you crazy! How far down do you have to be to do such a pitiless act? Heaven!"


"Go away! I don't want to see anyone, so no one has to bear the sight of me!" he lashed out.


"I don't give a damn!" screamed Gwen as she stepped up to his bedside. Harlow held his hand in front of his eyes, the sun blinding him and shining directly on his blanket.


"How do you look! When was the last time you shaved and saw a mirror?" she reproached him in amazement.


"As you can easily see, I'm shaved!" he answered stroppily.


She never saw him in such a condition. Yes, even when he was in such a bad way, he did not let himself go like that. He always paid attention to his appearance, which was by far the most important thing to him. Vanity was his shadow. Yes, Gwen had to bitterly admit to herself how bad he was. Even that this love, this of two men, was more than she could ever imagine, or even admit to herself.


"Let me ... I don't have to please anyone anymore, and also ... get lost! I don't want to see anyone!" he roared and crawled under the covers.


"But I want to see you, and I need your help ... so come on, get up!" she demanded through her tears. Seeing her best friend down like that paralyzed her.


"Why would anyone need help from someone like me?" he remarked almost sarcastically.


"Me! Isn't that enough?" she countered, feeling completely powerless. How could she lead him out of all this suffering?


Yes, the sight of him almost broke her heart. Never before had she looked into a more devastated face than into his.


"Let me! I'm not here for anyone anymore!" he answered again briskly, just barely peeking out from his cover and wanting to surrender to his suffering undisturbed. For a long time, she gazed at him dumbly.


"What is ... what are you looking at?" he asked, annoyed when he felt her scrutinizing gaze on him.


"Do you want to vegetate so miserably every day now? Other people also had to accept losses ... every human being has to carry his baggage! Without exception!"


"I don't care!"


"No one can afford to just lie to it ... to let everything slide ... to surrender to his suffering in such a way!"


"I am in the favorable position and I can afford this!" he answered venomously, as if to an enemy, even as if she were to blame for everything.


"Now come on, get up ... we want something in the sun! So come on, do!" she shouted loudly, furious to see him in such a desolate state.


Harlow, of all people, who was usually so full of life, who wanted to know and see everything, seemed to have changed.


"I don't want to and I can't!" he again demonstratively turned his back on her. Endless minutes of silence spread until she said bitterly:


"Do you really think Aydan would have wanted you to bury yourself like that? Let yourself go like that?"


"I want it that way!"


"I'm glad that he doesn't have to endure this sight. Because what I see here right now is far sadder ... than someone who has lost his love!", she confessed very disappointed.


"Leave me! Go!" he shouted again.


"So, my dear, now it's over ... now you get up, go under the shower, shave! As wonderful as you've already managed upstairs, you manage your face too ... and I'll have a chance to get you back to some semblance of shape by the time of the wedding," Gwen demanded briskly.


"What kind of wedding?" he asked, perplexed, looking at her the same way on top of everything else. She smiled and said:


"Mine!" and beamed at that.


"Yours? What?" he shouted, stunned, as if she had told him heaven knows what.


"Yes!" she rejoiced, and to his shock he saw the happiness shine in her eyes.


"And who the heck ... is the groom supposed to be?" he asked, already suspecting the worst.


"Guess!"


"Don't!" and he never took his eyes off her.


"Yes, I do!" she beamed.


"Joaquim Amorim ... that milk boy!"


"That's the one!"


"You're not serious?" he indignantly said.


"Who else?"


"And what do you want with him, of all people?" asked Harlow, looking at her again and forgetting for a moment his sorrow.


"Like I said! Get married!"


"You want to waste your life with such a jerk? You can't be serious!" he said, horrified.


"Why not?", Gwen was astonished and didn't understand what he wanted to tell her with these stroppy words.


"That's not a man for life!"


"But?" she asked demandingly.


"I don't know ... as colleagues maybe ... if at all!", Harlow was deadly serious.


"Don't be ridiculous!" she suddenly snapped.


"And what do you want with the cretin?"


"Going into the future with him ... that's why people get married! I think!", she still did not understand.


"Not out of love?" he replied, but these words were more like sheer mockery.


"I love him, and I realized ... he is all that I have always been looking for and wishing for!"


"And this would be?" he asked, almost consumed with envy.


"He gives me love, support ... Security. A future!", Gwen tried to explain herself.


"I can give you all that too!" he cried angrily. She looked at him questioningly, not suspecting that the words she was about to utter would hurt him so much that he would lose his grip.


"The possibility of a family?!" she said carelessly.


He stared at her as if she had pronounced the death sentence on him. Yes, this is exactly what he could never give her.




Chapter 81: The request ...


A far more than frightening, leaden silence reflected exactly this unspoken truth, which he became in this second, more than only conscious. Yes, that he never had even the slightest chance to ever live a life as others got as a matter of course. To found and experience a family of his own. How gladly he would have become happy with her. Never again did he find that warmth, that closeness, which she once gave him. Oh, how much these five words hurt him. He looked at her, like a wounded animal, just dumbly. Stunned.


"What is it?" she asked, but there was no answer.


"Come on, say something!" she demanded. But he remained silent. What could he say to her, she was right. He couldn't tell her after all:


'I am jealous of Joaquim. Amorim, of all people, that bungler ... is allowed to have all that I myself want so much.' He was so angry with that goat he never liked. Of all things, this guy was going to get the woman he loved and couldn't keep because his sexual disposition wouldn't allow it. Now he had nothing left of what he wanted more than anything.


'The right to have a family ...' Harlow whispered, and a tear came loose.


"Tell me, what is it?" asked Gwen another time. But bitter silence would continue to stand between them like a wall, even crushing. No, Harlow failed to give her anything like an explanation that justified his bewilderment, that saw her like a lighthouse in the surf. Yes, he did not want her to have that right to get all that he thought he was equally entitled to.


"So, come now ... we'll go out for some fresh air together, and there I'll tell you what I'm here for!" said Gwen lovingly. Again, such a look of suffering reached her, which seemed so hurt that she saw that pain she never knew how to interpret.


It took her a whole hour to convince Harlow to do something with her. To go outside. He put on some clothes and stepped out with her into a glorious autumn. The trees were colorful, the sky blue and the sun mild, even summery. Not at all according to his mood.


"You should have freshened up a bit already!" she reproached him, looking at his unshaven face.


"Why should I!" he said, deeply hurt.


"You look really bad!"


"Like I said ... I don't have to please anyone ... on the contrary!", he remained stiff‐necked.


"Why did you cut your beautiful, full hair to the ground? It looks terrible!" she wanted to know, shaking her head incomprehensibly.


"Because I felt like it!" he remarked inappropriately.


"Well, as I said ... by the time of the wedding ... I'm sure something will have grown back up there!" she hoped.


"Why should it ... for me to fit into your wedding party ... or any other norm?" he hissed far more than spitefully. Almost attacking. She looked at him from the side and asked very thoughtfully:


"What happened to you ... where is my best friend!"


"There's no more of him!" said Harlow blankly, wanting her to feel how basically envious he was of her good fortune.


"But ..."


"What is it?" he asked irritably as he felt her astonished gaze on his cheek like a burning.


"I wanted to ask you a favor!" she asked hesitantly, which he knew from her only when it seemed a bit awkward.


"You me?" he expressed surprise, having long since guessed what she wanted.


"Yes!" she nodded thoughtfully.


"And what kind of wish should reach me? Which I am able to fulfill?", he never wanted to hear the words. No, he could not seal the fate of these two lovers even more.


"I want you to be my best man!" her words hit him like an arrow right in the heart!


This was exactly the reason he did not want to hear anything, because with the truth it was always such a thing. To suspect and to know them is always painful. Especially just when you wanted this for nothing, because they even too hurtful.


"Me ... you're not serious!" he stammered, giving her a look like she'd never gotten from him before. A look that showed abysmal destruction.


"Why ... what's not good about it? Knowing you as my best man?" she asked, not suspecting in the least how much she was hurting him once again.


"Everything ... speaks against it!" he answered stroppily and could not even look at her.


"I want nothing more than to have you, my best friend, with me!" her wish persisted.


For a long time, probably much too long, he looked at her defensively, that suddenly tears rose in her.


"Find someone else ... who fits into your life. Not me!" Harlow hissed at her indignantly.


"Why should I look for someone else ... I only want you. You are my best friend!" she didn't understand.


"Forget it ... I'll never play second fiddle in this theater!"


"Why? I absolutely don't understand a word!" she tried not to cry.


"Never! Will I look at this suffering!" he said so hurtfully that she looked at him again as if she didn't know him.


"Why ... what is it with you ... that you answer me like that! What have I done to you!" she struggled desperately for composure.


"No matter ... what my motives are! Accept it! Simple!" he retorted harshly. Surely, he could not teach her that he should be in Joaquim Amorim's place. Yes, that he was the man and would never endure anyone at her side but himself.


The two of them walked a little along the Seine, and she looked at him, but was unable to say anything more.


"Now don't look at me like that ... I stand by my opinion. I will never play a role in your wedding! Never! And certainly not as your gay super friend. Bury this illusion! For good," he implored Gwen in all clarity.


After more than five minutes of walking silently side by side, she suddenly said something to him that softened his heart.




Chapter 82: The bitter sweetness of love ...


Gwen looked at her counterpart for a long time, almost stunned, and suddenly broke the silence with sobs.


"I have no one else in this world but you! You are my best friend, a brother. I want you on this important day in my life ... to be with me for everything. You are all I have! You and Joaquim! Please don't leave me alone, I need you!" her plea remained heartbreaking. Harlow considered with a look that showed his silence even heavier.


"Say something!" she asked him almost pleadingly.


"What more can I say ... You leave me no choice!"


"So, may I count on you? You are my best man?" she asked through her tears.


"Sure ... if there's no other way!" was all he was able to say. Deep inside, however, he resisted with everything he had.


That afternoon Harlow remained very reserved, if not bad‐tempered. Gwen tried endlessly to make him laugh a little, but failed miserably.


"Do you want to continue vegetating like this for the rest of your life?" she asked him on the way home.


"I can't help it!"


"You can't bury yourself like this forever!"


"Yes, I do!" he responded gruffly.


"Crawl away like this! Life goes on for all of us! Also, for you!", she spoke urgently.


"I don't want to!"


"But you still have a tomorrow!"


"What do I care ... if he's not with me anymore!" Harlow confessed bitterly.


"You have to come to terms with his death ... whether you like it or not ... life goes on ... for each and every one of us ... I have to too!" she looked at him sternly.


"I wanted to live with him ... until my last breath! Forever! Aydan was my support, my future, my meaning and my way ... where should I go when he is no longer there ... tell me!" he demanded and looked at her so dramatically that she didn't know how to give him an answer.


"Speak!" he repeated in a demanding tone, as if she were to blame for all this.


"I don't know either!" confessed Gwen sadly, realizing she couldn't help him.


At the door to his small apartment, she bid him farewell with the words:


"Don't do anything stupid!"


"I'll try!" he answered her curtly.


"Please promise me one thing!"


"Yeah, and what?"


"Try to live again ... I want the happy and life‐hungry, curious Harlow again. So also, at my wedding!", was her request.


"I don't know if he's still around!" he replied bitterly, and Harlow's eyes filled with tears streaming down his unshaven face.


"I'm so sorry for everything ... how it came ... maybe I did you wrong!" she suddenly admitted to him.


"In what way?" he asked.


"I thought that this love for this Aydan was as superficial as everything you took to bed with you in the last few years ... but your tears show me something completely different! Forgive me!" she revealed, deeply touched. Harlow looked at her in silence for a long time, until he admitted in a heavy voice:


"You're right!"


"With what?"


"I took anyone I liked ... I only wanted sex ... Love was foreign to me! I wanted to live out my sexuality ... if I have to feel like that ... then really! But Aydan ... never in my life have I loved someone more, felt more deeply what it means to love!"


"I recognize this now!" she nodded heavily.


"I can't understand why we had so little chance to live this, to see where all this was taking us! I am infinitely sad, and never has anything ever hurt me more than his death. I couldn't even say goodbye at his funeral, it makes me more than sad!" he admitted bitterly, trying not to cry, but failing.


"Seeing you suffer like this hurts my soul!" she confessed, not knowing how to deal with the situation any more than he did. She gave him a kiss, wiped the tears from his face and promised him:


"I will come back soon ... believe me, everything will be all right!", and reluctantly left him alone.


Abandoned, lost, he stood in front of his door, opened, stepped into his gloomy apartment. Everything was still fastened except for the window, which Gwen opened. He closed the apartment door behind him. Once more drew the curtains together and did not let the world in. Crying, this was all he was capable of anymore. He realized after this fact that Gwen wanted to get married, no more tomorrow. But this very one came unbidden, and in the form of his mother, who stood unannounced at the door. She resolutely entered his apartment and dragged Harlow away, saying:


"So come, my boy ... get up ... the sun is shining, and you should not waste all this precious time senselessly in bed!", into the just awakened day. She strode to the window, pulled open the curtains and let the sun into the room.


"Let me!" he shouted.


"Come on, get up, my boy ... I've made breakfast ... in half an hour I want to see you upstairs ... otherwise I'll come down, only then you'll get to know me from a completely different side! I promise you that!"


"Why don't you all just leave me alone!" followed his cry again.


In fact, he managed to show himself somewhat washed at the breakfast table. Combing was no longer possible thanks to his lack of hair.


"And how is your life to go on now?" his mother asked him reproachfully. Harlow looked at her pityingly, and so was his answer:


"I don't know!"


"No?"


"Do I have to?" he answered stroppily. His mother gave him such a stern look that he probably didn't get often, after which she remarked energetically:


"I can tell you one thing, my boy ... it won't go on like this with you ... look for a job ... a perspective... but this is nothing!"


"And what should I do, in your opinion?"


"You have an education ... if you ask Gwen ... I'm sure she can arrange for you to go back to that insurance office. Where you always liked it so much!" his mother said seriously, not knowing anything. Harlow looked at her in horror.


"I never want to go there again ... never again!" he firmly defended himself. The thought alone gave him a stomachache.


"Well, my dear, that's your decision ... but hanging around all day doing nothing ... I will definitely not tolerate any more!"


"Just leave me alone!" he contradicted her almost cheekily.


"So, you can choose ... my boy! You find a job as soon as possible or you can move out of here!"


"You're throwing me out?" he cried, startled.


"Yes ... if that's what you want to call it!"


"And where do I go?"


"I, on the other hand, don't care about that, my dear son!" she said sternly.


"Oh, and why is that?"


"I raised you to be an independent adult. And therefore, I will not stand by and watch you throw your life away without a care. Just because you can't go on living a love as you would like to!"


"But I loved him!"


"We've all loved at one time or another, had to accept hardships. Had to let go of love ... and still go on, whether we wanted to or not! No one was asked. No one can choose ... Just make the best of it!”


"I can't, Mama!" he confessed so infinitely sad that she heard the bitterness.


"You must, my boy, go your way ... as your life wishes! Who knows why the death ... of your beloved had to be!", she said with a heavy voice.


"I don't want to resign myself to Aydan's death!" his lament remained bitter.


"Oh! You are still young ... very pretty too! You can still make so many things out of your life ... all doors are open to you! This one love you no longer have ... is not groundbreaking! Besides, I have already told you once ... there is no sweetness as bitter as that of a dying love! You had with him something that not many had!"


"And what?" he asked through tears.


"A love ... which lives on in you ... far beyond everything what a human being can imagine ... and you should keep this deep in your heart!", she spoke very thoughtfully, as she had never spoken to him before.


Harlow already knew that his mother should be right, and so also that it could not go on in this way. But as life always wants it, we must first lie completely on the ground, in order to recognize that only a rising was a rescue. Yes, and this was exactly what was to happen to Harlow. But he had not yet understood how low he had sunk, and was soon to sink even lower!




Chapter 83: The Color Red ...


The day of the wedding came all too soon, and Harlow was extremely reluctant to keep the promise he reluctantly made to Gwen, even though everything in him resisted it. He did his best, which was probably never good enough for one of the most beautiful days in a person's life. He got up on this said Saturday in far more than a bad mood. His hair had grown back a bit, pointing in all directions. He didn't look as bad and disfigured as he had the day, he simply shaved his beautiful, black, full head of hair from his skull. Harlow went to the bathroom, took off his pajamas, was about to take a shower when he was met by his reflection in the mirror.


For a long time, he looked into the eyes of his image, as if facing an enemy, and saw only a miserable figure before him, which he actually did not want to be, but was far more than just. In exactly this miserable condition he should also walk the day. He could not muster the strength to pretend that everything was fine, and so Gwen's wedding was to become a drama for him.


After Harlow finally stepped out of the shower stall, he stood naked in front of the mirror, and once again his image was to stop him.


"I can! Not there!" he whispered through his tears as he shaved. After finally standing in front of his closet, barbered, coiffed and freshly perfumed, he wondered aloud:


"And what should I wear! On a day so sad? Which is so against my will!", and let his eyes glide over his suits. One in particular caught his eye, and he reached for it. He looked at the garment for a long time, and with a smile that resembled that of a devil, he said:


"Perfect, that's what it is ... good choice, the way my heart demands and feels!", and matched everything else to this suit. The socks, the shoes, the shirt, the tie ‐ everything should wear the same color.


He got ready as if he was going to a funeral. Even worse, the way to the guillotine. With this emotional chaos, he got into his car, which was to take him where he himself would never go. To the wedding of the woman, he loved and yet had not the slightest chance of being happy with. And so, his ordeal was to begin, as he drove to this festivity.


When the half‐dressed bride opened the door, she cried out with wide eyes and horror:


"You're wearing red! At my wedding? But otherwise, you have no problems?", and looked at him also like that.


"Why ... Is this not good?" he pretended not to know what he was doing.


"But please not everything ... the shirt, the tie, and knowing you, I'm sure the underpants are also in that color!" she remained shocked.


"Yes ... that's exactly how it is!" he replied.


"Why?"


"I have come in the color that should be the only one allowed at such a festival, the color of love!" he gave her in reply, revealing to her a truth she could not guess. Harlow appeared in the color red as a symbol of that which he himself lost. The love for a woman he would never know again, and that was how the day was to be for him. A farewell to that time with her. And if he had been even more honest, there was also a farewell to the person he loved more than anyone else: Aydan. This realization made his heart bleed.


Knowing that another man was now supposed to be happy in his place, even allowed to be, took away his last hope of ever being happy. The chance to create a family, as everyone is allowed to have as a matter of course. Yes, this wound should wear the color red, like the blood that raced through his heart when he saw the bride that another now led to the altar.


"You're getting better at lying, too!" she realized.


"Why?"


"The color of love ... such nonsense!" she answered him bitingly.


"Yes ... just as I said is the truth!" he said with conviction, taking off his red Rayban Wayfarer and stepping into her apartment.


"And where do you have your cretin ... the soon‐to‐be husband?" he asked spitefully, so that everyone could see his jealousy.


"Don't talk like that ... I know you don't like him ... but at least respect him ... for what he is!" she replied seriously, while closing the front door.


"Ah! And what is he?" he asked so arrogantly that she almost felt sick.


"My soon‐to‐be husband, with whom I want to go into the future!" she answered briskly and looked at him the same way. She didn't understand why her best friend was so rude to her, so unable to rejoice with her.


"Yes! Of course ... as a man by your side!" he spoke so disparagingly that she again dignified him with a stern look. From that moment his nature remained fragile, and the color he wore made him seem unapproachable far above everything.


Actually, this wedding turned out to be a sad picture. Gwen and her husband, who once met in the same orphanage, were alone except for a handful of guests consisting of a few friends. No mother, no father, no sister, no brother. Who were rejoicing with the bride and groom! No one. This image made Harlow's heart grow even heavier. He saw the few people and only at that second realized his importance to Gwen. Without a doubt, he was the most important person for her that day, next to the groom, and he of all people showed up in the color red and with a wounded heart. Yes, and when the priest spoke the words, it was like a stab in his chest:


"Love is the only path we can walk exclusively together ... probably also the only one that lets you endure everything ... that takes you into the future ... which doesn't let you fail ... where we are in danger of failing alone ... life is so much more worth living when this one path can be taken by two!" his heart broke completely apart. Horrified, Harlow had to realize deep down that the husband he had just married was taking his happiness for himself without question. He sat in that church and did not understand that the very boy whom he had never been able to stand, whom he found as ugly as the world, was now getting all that which actually belonged to him. The love of a woman. While the bride and groom were leaving the church, Harlow felt anger and disappointment inside him, but there was another feeling rising inside him, which he didn't know and didn't know how to deal with: jealousy, which wouldn't leave him.


Yes, he was envious of all those who could lead a normal life. Of all those who are given the chance to be normal and to receive that as a matter of course, which was denied to him. Yes, he hated this groom, because it was precisely the one in his place, at the side of this bride who was allowed to be happy. And when he was supposed to wish the bride and groom good luck, his sunglasses never left his face. No one should look into his eyes, even realize how sad and hurt his heart was, how much he suffered.


Only Gwen had any inkling of what was going on in Harlow's mind when he so curtly offered her words of congratulation:


"I hope you will be happy and your love will last far longer ... than!", suddenly breaking off the sentence, abruptly turning around and disappearing. She was not only to see him at her wedding, but also not for a very long time. Never could anyone even begin to realize how deep his wounds were, how much his suffering showed him the way.


Harlow sought comfort in the rue d'Archives and let himself be picked up by any guy he liked. Literally, he let himself be comforted by everyone. But after each one got what he wanted from him, Harlow became worthless, and so he fell from one to another, only to remain valuable. Every night he had another one, he tried to forget, but with each one he did it with unrestrainedly, his suffering grew. No one gave him even close to that which he sought so much and once lost. On the contrary, everyone only took.


So, he continued to hang around in relevant clubs and dubious establishments, where men were just looking for one thing. For nights on end, he loitered around, the day he needed to heal his wounds. He let himself be abused and did not realize how far he was getting away from himself through every single guy he did it with. But most of all from that which he longed for. To once again be able to love so deeply and honestly. To fall once again into that intoxication, he experienced with Aydan. How often he got dressed after an act and felt as if he had been thrown away, like a worn‐out paper handkerchief, and swore anew each time:


"This was definitely the last time." But the very next day he was again looking for that happiness which was not to be found. Yes, he let himself continue to be towed by all the guys who gave him only remotely to believe, after which he felt a depth that threatened to eat him up soon. Yes, on all ways he always looked for Aydan and did not meet him.


Again and again, he found himself in strange beds, with random men whose names he never even learned. Always in the silent, vain hope to find such a love as in this one summer. But even if there had been one who gave him just that, his broken heart would never have known that love. And soon Harlow was to make a bitter decision for which he would inevitably have to accept the consequences.




Chapter 84: The Judgment ...


Yes, Harlow could no longer find his way in life. The lost love of Aydan made him vegetate. He was like in a glass house, from which he could not break out.


"Where shall I go!" was his sad whisper every day. He did not manage to escape from this powerlessness, his pain. After a long persuasion and under pressure, he accepted this modeling job. But it was precisely this that would soon prove to be a curse, even his damnation. He worked with the most beautiful men, and most of them were young, beautiful, crisp like him. Harlow could really have anyone. He was the proverbial bear that fell into a barrel of honey. Boys all over the place, lusting after him. Every night a different one, every night just sex. He actually deluded himself into thinking that through sex he would just find the love that would lead the way to his future. But it did not come. He never thought that he would have to atone for the happiness he experienced during one summer.


No matter what he tried, he could no longer find his way. In order to live a life that was somewhat in line with normality, this work as a model was not suitable. No, on the contrary, the catwalk dragged him deeper and deeper into misery. On top of that, in Paris the gays continued to fight for their rights. They demanded marriage among same‐sex people. No one could even begin to guess what tragedy this demand would soon bring. Paris was to suffer for something that in nothing would make the world better or worse, but which others saw that way.


One day, one of his model friends approached him and quite hesitantly said:


"I received a request to stand for a commercial, and I wanted to ask you if you would join me!" Harlow looked at Loïc and just said:


"Yes ... why not!" without any question what this job demanded. So, he went along unconditionally to this photographer, who was immediately fascinated by Harlow's beauty. But especially by his eyes. Those sad eyes, that look that Harlow couldn't take away since Aydan's death, fascinated the photographer. But Milton Pearl was also struck by Harlow's unique camera presence in other ways. Few people have such a look, such a view into the lens as if it did not exist, as if he was looking into an eye. Yes, Harlow was perfect. His beauty, his gaze were meant to make a difference in Paris. The photo was simple.


Harlow stood there with a bare torso and open jeans, otherwise he wore nothing underneath. Loïc hugged him from behind. His hand in Harlow's fly, the other on his chest. Harlow looked down at the ground. The picture conveyed exactly what the campaign was also supposed to say. A call of hostile agitation against homosexuals in Paris, which had increased far more dramatically.


France's parliament intended to approve gay marriage, ‐but the debate had divided the country. Gay agitation increased immensely; associations complained of increased aggressiveness. Threats, letters with black powder were sent, demonstrations and sieges of the parliament were still the mildest acts, which the hate campaign of the homophobes demanded. The riot was to be caused by a Dutchman who was out one evening with a friend in the 19th arrondissement of Paris. Hand in hand, when suddenly four men attacked the two.


"Oh look, gays!" shouted one of the haters, after which the two boys were beaten up in the most brutal way, as Harlow once had to experience on his own body. Nothing had changed since then, on the contrary, it got worse. Suddenly, in Paris, where homosexuality had never been an issue before, people were insulting, insulting, spitting at, knocking down, even ostracizing.


"An explosion of hatred and violence!", the politicians recognized and did not know how to protect their country from it, certainly not how to fight it. One reason for the 'tightening' and the 'radicalization' was the debate about gay marriage and equal rights for all, which had been smoldering for months. But since the 'marriage for all' bill was debated and discussed in parliament, a front against homosexuals has formed in the country. Of all countries, France, which since July 1982 exempted homosexuality from the threat of punishment. The fact that same‐sex couples had been treated equally to heterosexuals in civil unions since 1999 had revived the long‐running debate about gay marriage, i.e., long‐forgotten prejudices. Thanks to this, the opponents inevitably sensed morning air. The demand for this right continued to fuel hatred against lesbians and gays and was unstoppable.


And of all things, this anti‐hate poster for equality, which featured Harlow, was to cause a furor throughout Paris. The boy didn't even know what these photos were for, he just let himself be photographed unsuspectingly. To make matters worse, he didn't even care. It was a job he did as well as he could, nothing more.


But something far more serious happened. The photographer, who was 15 years older than Harlow and Aydan's age, of all people, took a liking to this fragile, vulnerable boy and signed him up for a photo shoot. Harlow quickly realized that the man wanted more from him than just to work with him. Yes, far more than that, that he became infatuated with this pretty boy and truly did everything for him, which Harlow certainly could not use in his heartbreak.


"Forgive me ... but I need distance! I have to find myself first! I won't make it otherwise!", Harlow declared, separating herself from this light‐sculptor.


Harlow sought solitude, only there he wanted to dwell. Aydan had been dead for four months, but Harlow could not find the strength to let go. Every day, every single day, he strolled to the grave of Dalida, which should continue to be representative of that of Aydan. Yes, every day he sought closeness to a woman he did not even know, but only her voice, which seemed to give him some comfort. Loneliness was suddenly to become his best friend. His mother could not find a way to deal with her son anymore. She suspected nothing good and once again called for Gwen, hoping that Harlow's former girlfriend would bring him to his senses.


There she stood in front of his small apartment, banging frantically on his door and calling to it:


"Open up ... I know you're there ... Your mother assured me!", and could not be dissuaded from continuing to pound on that door in sorrow. She hadn't seen her best friend since the day of her wedding. She was far beyond miffed and hurt that he, as her best man, just disappeared without a word and never showed up at her party again.


"So, open up already! I'll break your door down!" she threatened angrily.


After long countless strokes, Harlow opened in a pitiful state and asked spitefully:


"What do you want?"


"Won't you let me in?" she asked, startled to see him so desolate.


"No! I don't want to have anything more to do with the world ... leave me! You'd best leave again," he shouted briskly.


"We can go outside ... the sun is glorious, and your mother is putting iced tea in the garden for us!"


"I want neither ... Go away, leave me alone!" he clarified dully, almost lifelessly. "So go ahead, I have something to tell you!"


"I don't want to know ... no matter what it is!" he answered her clearly.


"You are my best friend ... even if I should be angry with you!"


"Why?" he countered, uncomprehending.


"Just ditching me at my wedding reception, like an unloved child!" she confessed most reluctantly.


"Surely no one missed me!" he dismissed it as a trifle, not wanting to justify himself for something that was his very own decision. Yet Gwen knew very well that he would never tell her the reason for his disappearance, and if she had been honest, she knew the reason for his leaving far more than she did.


"Yes, I do!" she replied.


"What do you want from me ... I guarantee you didn't come here to discuss your wedding with me! It's already over!" he answered her sternly.


"No, I have pleasant news!" she beamed. He looked at her, half joking:


"Oh ... are you pregnant?", and hit the bull's eye.


"Yes! Why do you know?" she also immediately asked the question.


"Oh shit ... don't say that!", he stammered as if in a faint, threatening to fall into.


"Yes, I do, and I want you to be godfather ... with my child!", she declared full of matter‐of‐factness.


"What?" he cried, stunned, staring at her as if she had just pronounced the death sentence.


"I can't think of anyone better and certainly not anyone else than you! Who is godfather to my first child!", Gwen laughed overjoyed.


He stared at her one more time, completely beside himself, as if she had spat at him, and his response was accordingly.


"Never!"


"Don't say that!" she cried in shock, realizing the unspoken truth.


"Never! Will I ... be there for a child who is not mine!" he answered harshly, arrogantly and with a face of steel that showed all the sorrow that tormented him so much. Yes, it should be his child that she carried under her heart, only his. But never the child of a stranger.


He was beside himself that she was allowed to savor the happiness that was just as much his. She was the woman, the mother of his child, whom he would have liked so much to make happy. She embodied all his illusions, which she now destroyed for the second time, and so he roared at her in despair:


"Go, I want to have nothing more to do with you! Find yourself another gay ... who will play the fool for your brat! But never me!" Gwen, as if she'd been thrown in front of her head, ran away crying. He slammed the door with such anger, such hatred, such abysmal disappointment, that with the loud closing of the door, a judgment was passed, which he soon knew how to carry out.




Chapter 85: The loneliness and the anger ...


Yes, Harlow was so hurt, so disappointed that everything was not the way he wanted it to be from the bottom of his soul. Everyone else had the chance that he never experienced for himself. The thought of not being allowed to live anywhere near this way ate away at him. For the first time, he understood Aydan's reason for choosing his family. He painfully understood that Aydan had to leave in order not to lose the very thing he wanted so much. A woman, by his side, who loved him unconditionally. To be a father of sons and daughters, even to have the chance to be there for a family that needed him. Yes, passing on values he considered worth living for remained an almost unattainable goal for Harlow. To accept that this very cretin of Gwen's husband should have all this made him suffer immensely, much like a blind man who would never see. But the more he thought about everything, about his existence, about being gay, about living with people of the same sex, the more unbearable everything seemed to him. Yes, he was envious of everyone who was allowed to experience the prospect of being normal, and had those rights, simply received without any intervention, that he himself could never have. He did not know how to endure this fate, and would understand even less just one day later. All he wanted was to come out of the shadows, to be a little in the sun, and so he left his apartment after long days of seclusion.


He got on the subway and the first thing he discovered was a poster showing him. Half‐naked, with another man's hands in his pants, and the text above it:


'The right to be equal ... Is the right to be human ‐ Homophobia is regression!' He saw himself on this poster and was shocked. He was in no way aware of what these photos were for. He didn't care before, but now he cared even more. Everywhere he looked, there were these posters, which fought for rights that he wanted just as much and yet said out loud to himself:


"For what do we gays have to be able to marry ... a family we will never know anyway!", only this realization made him doubt even more. But it was soon to get worse.


He had boarded this subway to once again visit Dalida's grave, where he had not let his soul graze for days. This time he sat in a compartment alone. The carriage filled up, and two boys sat opposite him. Harlow did not dignify them with a glance. The two were carrying a free daily newspaper, which were so generous to carry everywhere. One of them opened the newspaper and of course discovered that said picture of Harlow, which was also there to fight for gay rights. Predictably, it was not long before the first nasty comments followed, which Harlow had to endure.


"Gays should all be exterminated ... against the wall!" were the words of one.


"Today they want marriage ... tomorrow the legality to do it with animals! And finally, they want to be allowed to marry in threesomes and foursomes!


"If possible, still adopt children!"


"Anyone who fucks men's asses should be sentenced to death!" Harlow looked up, looked at the two guys silently, who were so loud about his skill that a rage came up inside him that he had never known before.


"Marriage is sacred ... gays have no right there!"


"This is what it will take for this wretched pack to be allowed to tie the knot!" the other added his two cents.


"Marriage is the faith we have to protect ... and certainly not men who are allowed to marry!"


"Being gay is a fashion thing, and they don't have to get married for that!" one was convinced.


"Let them all rot in a hole!" the latter's crony remarked mockingly. Suddenly Harlow stood in front of the two loudmouths and drove at them full of rage:


"If marriage is as sacred as you two are making it out to be right now ... why are you heterosexuals treating this institution so badly? Do you really think that two gay men can make marriage worse than what you great heterosexuals have already done? You! Marriage is lied to, cheated on, deceived, destroyed, divorced and has finally degenerated into an alliance out of pure lies. Because of pregnancy, for the sake of money, wrong family morals and for reasons of faith, which have nothing to do with faith, marriages are made. Not many enter into the bond of marriage for love, are marriages made in this world for that one reason, and now you think that two men who find each other for love, want to stay together for life ... can treat marriage worse than you heterosexuals? Husbands who beat their wives, mistreat them, and cheat shamefully? If only two men stay together out of love, they have achieved far more than any straight couple!" were his words!


Yes, Harlow was completely beside himself at the demeanor of these two guys who were looking at him in fright.


"If possible, still adopt children ... what!" one of them shouted after a few seconds to resist the unexpected monologue attack. Harlow gave the homophobe a look of abysmal contempt, let a seemingly endless moment pass, then said arrogantly and with a smile so disarming that the two rabble‐ rousers didn't know what hit them:


"You heterosexuals ... make children ... abandon them, are bad fathers, beat them, and if all is nothing, they end up in some home ... when two men take a child for love ... give him a sheltered home ... love that child ...that is still more than putting him in an orphanage ... which are full of children born to straights and not us gays! Yes, it is your children who are starving ... working, being abused ... live in the streets. Whoever loves a child, gives him security and love ... has saved a piece of this world ... and one thing let a gay man tell you ... if we gays ... are the only thing that carries this world as care ... then we have truly created a better world ... but we are miles away from that! The gays are not the problem ... but all those who imagine they are better and have the right to judge us! And you two are not even worth dealing with!", he paused for a snort and added smugly:


"Besides, be glad of any gay ... they're guaranteed not to take your broads!", and grinned. One of the two men rose, positioned himself in front of Harlow and was about to say something when the people in the carriage applauded and disarmed this wannabe macho with their clapping.


Yes, at that moment Harlow understood all too bitterly and deeply hurt what a problematic position he was in. What a curse it was to be gay. But that alone was not enough, to be insulted, ostracized and treated like a leper for something for which he could do nothing. As if he had chosen his disposition.


"They can already act as if we ourselves are to blame for our fate!" he said angrily as he left the wagon.


"Maybe I would also think like that ... if I were normal! To consider this so‐ called normality as the right thing and everything else as wrong ... as if any of us were faced with a choice ... they all have no idea at all what it means to be like this! Let's just live ... we don't hurt anyone ... we don't start wars ... we don't rape anyone, we don't leave children alone ... we just want to live and love like everyone else ... in this world!", he remained completely beside himself. Yes, this unpleasant encounter with these two men made him crack that day, and so he made a bitter decision at Dalida's grave, while he laid a red rose for her, as always.


But in a completely different place, in the middle of Paris, a woman was to experience the worst feeling that an existence could reach. Loneliness. And this was Claire's constant companion. Yes, just like Harlow, she had difficulty recovering from Aydan's death, and loneliness dominated her life. She had no joy in anything anymore, no desire. Since she had sold the hotel, her daughter moved to Switzerland and still lived there, she no longer found a task for herself that gave her meaning and goals. She just sat in her apartment, sought silence and found solace in reading. Oddly enough, while rearranging the apartment she inherited from Aydan's father, she found a book titled: 'City in the Dark'. Claire began to read this story, by an author she had never heard of before. After only a few pages, she realized that this story was very different from others. She understood so much in this book that fit into her own life, and kept diving into this story that brought her some comfort. Reading had become her purpose in life, which drove away some of her loneliness. She found comfort and support in the words of all these people she didn't know, and thus also somewhat forgot her own suffering.


At least until one day, she had just made herself comfortable with the fifth volume of 'City in the Dark', prepared herself another cup of tea and opened the book in the remaining place. The chapter 'Second Class Man' was about to be read when the ringing of the telephone pulled her out of the world of her book. She looked up in confusion, checked her watch and wondered aloud:


"I wonder who it is at this hour?", stepped to the phone, still meant while answering:


"This can only be my daughter!", and came forward.


"Yes! Hello ... who? Doctor Silvan ... Yes ... oh no, don't say that! Yes ... sure! As fast as I can. yes ... sure!", Claire nodded, hung up and, after the receiver was back on the fork, started to cry.


"Oh ... Heaven ... why do you let something so sad happen?" she sobbed, blowing her nose. Then she left her apartment as quickly as possible, soon to shed more tears.




Chapter 86: Loving far above all ...


Even as Claire stepped out of the subway station, walking along the lonely path to the hospital, it began to rain in a way she rarely experienced, as even Paris did not often. It poured like from all pipes, as if the sky knew how it looked deep inside her. She even had to jump to avoid getting soaking wet. Already in the foyer, an uneasy feeling made itself felt in her, which she could not explain, but to which she would soon find an answer. She asked at the reception desk, and a doctor came running right away.


"Good afternoon ... I am Doctor Nicolo!" he introduced himself.


"Yes?", Claire greeted him briefly, with a questioning look.


"Well, I sent for you!"


"Yes?" followed again her curt answer and uneasiness arose in her.


"Yesterday at an early hour, a Harlow Le Moyec was brought in!"


"Yes! Someone already told me this on the phone!" replied Claire.


"He tried to take his own life ... threw himself in front of the first car that came along!"


"Oh no! What a pitiless act!" she looked at the young doctor stunned, if not full of horror.


"The automobile just managed to brake ... caught him and flung the boy through the air, he fell to the ground and then lay unconscious. The driver immediately called for help, otherwise he would ... probably wouldn't be alive anymore!", Doctor Nicolo explained very matter‐of‐factly.


"How badly is Harlow hurt?" wanted Claire to know through tears.


"Monsieur Le Moyec is lucky! A few broken bones and bruises. A rib drilled into the lung; it made the lung collapse like a soufflé. We had to perform emergency surgery on the patient!" the doctor continued.


"That bad!"


"Time will bring him recovery!" the doctor assured.


"And how is Harlow? Will he suffer permanent damage?", Claire worried like a mother about her child.


"He is, as I said, out of danger ... only the lungs cause us great concern ... will take time to recover from this suicide attempt."


"Of course!" she realized, nodding slightly.


"Unfortunately, we don't know the reason of his actions ... we tried to talk to him, but he won't! He let send for you exclusively!"


"Just after me?" she looked at the doctor questioningly.


"Only after you ... not after his mother or anyone else!" the doctor explained. After a moment she nodded slightly and said extremely bitterly:


"Yes ... I think I know the reason!" she pressed her lips together in sorrow.


"And this one would be?" the medic asked.


"An unhappy love ... made him act like that!", Claire became even more thoughtful.


"Oh! Love can give so many beautiful ... a dying one ... takes everything from us!", Doctor Nicolo said.


"Yes ... that's exactly how it is!"


"Probably every human being must experience this suffering once ... so that we understand what loving means and is!" Claire only nodded at the doctor, but could not utter another word.


"Go to him ... He has already asked for you three times ... He is waiting for you!", the doctor said.


"And what room is he in?"


"468 D!"


"And where do I find this room?"


"You take the elevator to the fourth floor ... then go right, all the way to the back along the corridor ... you can't miss it there!"


"Good ... thank you!"


"Talk to him a little ... he needs someone to be there for him now! His mental condition is extremely precarious!" the doctor warned.


"What about his parents?"


"He just wanted to see you, like I said!"


"Of course!" was all she said, turning and leaving the doctor with a silent nod.


After a few steps, she turned, looked at the doctor and asked heavily:


"How, please, do you know it was supposed to have been a suicide attempt?"


"The driver said that she saw him standing quite strangely from a distance. As if he was choosing the right car through which to die."


"Oh no!"


"The driver sensed what was about to happen and instinctively slowed down. But before she knew it, he was lying on the hood of her car! If she hadn't been so farsighted ... his plan wouldn't have failed!" the doctor explained matter‐of‐ factly.


"Oh ... what suffering ... demanded such an act! Well, let me go and see the boy!"


"But don't be alarmed ... he looks tired."


"Heavens!" was all she said, nodding again silently and heading for the elevator.


Hastily, she stood in front of the room number the doctor had given her. She took a deep breath, knocked and entered the room. Her eyes were presented with a picture that startled her. Harlow was lying there with his eyelids closed, asleep. His face was swollen, bruised, and hematomas were everywhere. This sight made Claire shudder and immediately cry. She gently closed the door of the room behind her and sat down on the chair that stood next to the bed, as in all hospitals in the world. She simply looked at the boy.


"Oh, how sad ... how much you must have loved Aydan ... if after so long an act like this is the demand!" she whispered into the silence as she wiped the tears from her face. Yes, Harlow's beauty had faded conspicuously, his zest for life as she knew it had slipped away. Only a sad shell lay there. Claire did not know how long she had been at that bedside. She looked at him silently and became sadder and sadder.


"Oh ... my boy!" she whispered to herself.


"Claire!" she suddenly heard a soft voice.


"Yes! It's me!" was all she said. Harlow turned his head a little, which was very difficult for him, and breathed:


"I'm so sorry! Claire!"


"Oh ... my boy ... what kind of terrible foolishness are you doing?"


"I didn't want to ... but I couldn't help it!" he confessed wearily.


"You can always be different ... always ... my boy ... always!" she replied sternly, and her gaze did not leave him.


"I don't know what else to do, Claire!"


"Oh, Harlow! You are still so young! You've got your whole life ahead of you! It'll all work out!" replied Claire, almost admonishingly.


"How am I supposed to live without him ... how am I ever supposed to love again? Claire? Tell me! What kind of future is there for me?" he spoke so definitively.


"Someday you will love again!" she knew and tried to comfort him.


"Never again!" he cried in despair.


"Believe me ... someday these feelings will come back! It just takes time! Like everything else in life!", and Claire thought of her wounds, which until today had healed just as little. In addition, the loneliness, her constant guest, a conceivably bad recovery advisor.


"This burning pain in my heart won't go away!" his lament remained, and he looked to Claire.


"I know, but he will ... like everything in life!" she assured sorrowfully.


"Do you think I will ever be able to love as deeply as I love Aydan again?!" he asked, wiping a tear from his handsome face.


"Certainly ... if you are ready for it and fate wills it!" she tried to smile.


"What if my heart never opens again?" he asked anxiously.


"It will ... with time!" she answered sadly, and yet she didn't know what to do.


"What if I get hurt like this again?" he asked his mother like a little boy. She repeatedly looked at him in tears, as if she were looking at her own face.


"Whoever loves risks to fail ... to be lied to ... even in danger of heartbreak ... Love will extinguish and rekindle. You will cry, suffer, laugh ... and eventually realize ... that love never ends as long as we are willing to love, to give everything for it. Yes, to be there for a person whose closeness we seek to experience security! Every day anew ... as long as we can think ... incessantly, to recognize a love that carries us wherever we go. To love like this ... is the task of every human being ... in this world. Without exception. Who never loved like this, never thought to die for love, never lived! Who has not loved like this, will never know how beautiful it is to love ... unconditionally! With all its colors, which we sometimes perceive as black and white ... and is not more colorful!" she explained, with a tear running down her cheek.


"Even a person like me ... who is gay?" he stammered so bitterly that it choked Claire's throat. She took his hand and confessed infinitely sad:


"You know, my boy ... until a few months ago, I felt that homosexuality was disgusting! Repugnant! I considered being gay a fashionable thing ... and this was just part of the good tone in these modern times. But from the day I experienced you and Aydan, I had to change my mind! And on top of that, realize ... that two men who love each other so much ... can be nothing bad!"


"However, humanity sees it differently! Claire ... believe me!", and he thought of the two guys in the subway.


"I know! I have seen the riots of the last weeks in Paris and I do not understand ... that we humans are not to be instructed in anything. I heard a quote a few days ago from an experienced and well‐read man, and he said:


'A tree has thousands of leaves, each one is different and distinct, and which of all this foliage is the right one, which is the measure? Which one is considered the pattern? The reference class! Who of us has the right to determine ... which is the original? Who says that being gay is wrong ... who has the right to say it is right? No, no one!'


"I know only one thing ... it's not worth living and that I don't know how to go on like this!" he confessed powerlessly.


"Oh, my boy ... it will be all right ... other people have to live with their fortunes too, who are worse off by far ... than being gay!", Claire clarified.


"Is there anything worse than being born like this? To be cursed for life?" he asked wearily.


"To be blind ... seriously ill or confined to a wheelchair ... these must also live ... none of them just throw their lives away! They fight to live!"


"I wanted to go to him ... Claire!" Harlow confessed, crying.


"Oh, I doubt that you would have come to Aydan. I don't think heaven likes people who carelessly throw their lives away ... besides, I'm sure you want to know how your story continues!"


"Do I want this? Seriously doubt that it will come better!"


"But by just ending your life ... you will never know the end and so you will never know what beautiful things are still waiting for you. My boy!" she tried to comfort Harlow a little.


"But I don't know if I want to know what happens next ... at the moment life seems to me in nothing worth living!"


"You'll be all right! My boy ... do your parents know you're in the hospital?" asked Claire.


"No!"


"And why not?"


"I wanted only you near me. I can't stand everyone else ... my mother would only reproach me!", he stubbornly replied.


"And that girl ... what was her name? Your best friend?"


"Gwen?"


"Yes!"


"They certainly don't!"


"You didn't? Why?" asked Claire, astonished.


"No ... the very least!" he fiercely defended.


"And why ... You always got along so well with her!"


"I just can't stand her anymore!" he replied briskly, telling Claire how unbearable Gwen's wedding was to him. Of the child whose godfather he was to be. He thought of the happiness of the other, which he wanted for himself. After he had gotten everything off his chest, Claire sighed sadly:


"Oh, my boy ... I had no idea that everything was so dramatic!" She realized all too clearly what being gay actually meant, and she knew absolutely no advice for him.


Especially not how he should now continue to live with this dark shadow that never disappeared.




Chapter 87: The Time of Repair ...


A strange silence moved into the room, but Claire knew of no answer to give him. Nothing that came close to alleviating his suffering. Her mouth held back the words she was unable to speak.


"Tell me, Claire ... what do you want me to do?" wailed Harlow so desperately that his voice almost broke her heart.


"First of all, the most important thing is that you get well again ... after that we'll see ... everything will be all right. My boy ... like everything else in life! Even if sometimes we don't realize it like that!", she said and tried not to cry, but she didn't succeed.


"Even for a gay like me?" he lamented again. These words struck like an arrow into her already bleeding heart.


"For you too, my boy! Also, for you ... it will be all right ... even if you don't realize it that way for the moment!" she basically lied to herself.


"Do you mean ... even for such a pitiful creature as me?" he asked, whimpering.


"Yeah, sure! I once read in a book ... by an author who also wrote this story here ... who says: 'The sun always rises again, and I believe that until we die it will always be so ... and so the sun will also shine for you ... even if you don't see it that way!", she nodded for herself. Probably more as a confirmation that she also still had a chance to live!


"The sun doesn't shine on me anymore ... Claire... believe me ... not to a man who finds his own kind arousing!" he moaned through his tears, not knowing how to deal with his disposition.


"Don't cry ... my boy ... don't cry ... even your sun will rise soon!" she whispered with conviction, not knowing how long she kept vigil at Harlow's bedside. Tirelessly she tried to be there for the boy, to give him comfort that she herself did not have and that made her heart bleed so much.


Every day, without exception, Claire made a pilgrimage to Harlow's bedside. But there was something that made her particularly sad, and so one afternoon, while the sun was shining so beautifully into the sickroom, she asked him.


"Don't you have any friends?" Harlow looked at her and replied.


"Why do you think?"


"So, I've been coming here every day for almost three weeks now ... and never did I see anyone visiting you? No one!", she remarked heavily.


"I don't want to see anyone ... You are the only person I can stand!" he confessed.


"Why me of all people?!"


"You were so close to Aydan ... and understand me ... like nobody else!" confessed Harlow, who already looked much better than a few days ago. His face swollen down, his lungs as well as his whole body slowly recovered. Only his soul didn't seem to want to heal. He still seemed so fragile, so lost, and also otherwise he found no sense for which it was worthwhile to accept the next day.


"What about your mother? Your father? Surely, they should know what happened to you!" she demanded, thinking about what she would do,


if this were her own child, lying here alone, so lonely.


"They never took my disposition seriously ... what am I supposed to do with them ... what am I supposed to do with anyone ... who doesn't understand that we were born this way. I don't want anything other than to just be who I really am and I could only do that with him alone!" his confession remained so strangely sad, and for a moment it seemed as if Aydan was in the room.


"With him? Only he is no longer there!", the good soul realized bitterly.


"I've lost my footing, Claire ... tell me, what should I do?"


"But you must be getting your act together ... Aydan will soon have been dead for half a year ... it's time to break away from him!"


"I can't!"


"You must take life back into your hands, as we all must!"


"How?" he asked sadly.


"As I told you weeks ago ... You are young, beautiful ... and you still have your life ahead of you ... make something of it, you have so many possibilities!", Claire did not let up.


“But I don't want to!" he defended himself.


"Harlow, you can't just bury your head in the sand over a love that is no more ... and wait for a miracle to happen? Believe me, my boy ... there won't be one! I know it!" she assured energetically.


"What am I supposed to do? Tell me!" he cried so desperately. With everything, she didn't know how to advise him.


"Take your life in your hands ... go the way you have to go ... as we all do! You see, if every person wants to take his life, just because a love dies ... then probably no one would be left in this world! So, pull yourself together and live!" she replied sternly, thinking of her own lost love.


"I can't!" he defended himself bitterly.


"We all at one time or another do not know how to go on ... and still have to go ... so do you, Harlow!"


"But I miss Aydan so much!"


"You know, my boy! You had one summer ... a single summer you were allowed to experience a love ... as probably not many people experience it as deeply and upright as you. And this only among men, which shows quite clearly that love knows no gender! This love that you had with Aydan ... should give you courage to live! To make something out of your existence. Use the chance! The sky means it well with you and let you live ... You have the chance to still be here ... on earth. Therefore, make something out of it ... and show this world that you are somebody! Yes, that you in particular ... as a differently inclined person ... also have a right to exist! More I can not give you on the way! If Aydan would see you like this ... in such a pitiful condition ... he would be probably furious about you! As would I! Why do you think he let you go?" she asked Harlow sternly.


"I don't know!"


"But I do!"


"And what?" he stammered, looking at her.


"He let you go ... so that you could live for him what he would have liked to live. He did not want you to suffer all your life as well, as he had to. Aydan could not put up with his disposition! Never! His suffering should not be yours ... and therefore he made this decision! He let go of you to live for him the way he wanted deep in his heart! And if you don't go on here now ... then he died in vain ... and you must never let that happen! So also, never forget!", Claire spoke like a mother to her son. He looked at her with tears that once again gave her a stab in her sorrowful heart.


"I don't know if I can do it!"


"You have to and you can do it! Think of his wife ... she's as alone as you are ... gave birth to his child, which he never saw! She loved Aydan just as you do and must go on just as alone! No matter what happens to us in a life ... we all have to get up again and again. Only in that lies the strength to go on. And you have to do that just like any other person. Yes, and the next time I step into this hospital room. I want to see that fun‐loving Harlow ... the boy I saw one summer!" she enthused.


"I don't know if this Harlow guy even exists anymore!" he confessed quietly with slumping shoulders and a deeply sad look on his face.


"As long as ... you don't let it happen ... it certainly won't ... work on it ... it's like your broken bones ... everything needs the time of healing, and this is also so with you ... and your soul needs the time of repair ... as we all do!"


"If it were that easy!"


"Nobody said anything about 'easy' ... my boy ... certainly not me!" she said sternly, recognizing in this boy's suffering hers.


"Haven't you ever reached the point where you wanted to stop everything? Put an end to everything!" he asked.


"Every human being ... without exception ... finds himself at some point at a crossroads ... but the power is to go on and not to stand still! He who stands still has already lost and never has a chance to move on! So also, you not ... we all must ... so ... make something out of it!", Claire remained strict, which sounded more like a sermon.


Harlow looked at her and realized that she was right with every single word. Yes, even that it could not go on like this, and as if the words seemed to bear fruit, the following day, when Claire came to visit, he already made a more stable impression. After that conversation, the two discussed the future, the possibilities of what Harlow could do with his life once he was released from this hospital. Yes, he had more than enough time to think. Weeks to figure out a lot of things, only he wasn't going to see the path just yet. And the time for repair was far from over.




Chapter 88: Many small goodbyes ...


Harlow stayed in the hospital for more than six weeks and was supposed to be discharged as physically healthy. But his soul was still bleeding, and no one knew how to stop the pain inside him. Claire was to be the only one allowed to pick him up on that Wednesday in the middle of 2013. Twice only did he allow his mother to visit him. Unfortunately, the woman could think of nothing better than to shower him with reproaches, and so he told her bitterly:


"It's better you don't come here anymore! Mom!" Yes, he could not bear her criticism. In his suffering he did not want to have to listen to all the things he did wrong, he knew this by himself. He knew his mistakes, his weaknesses, and to admit them to himself was by far the greater suffering than to hear them as reproaches from his mother. But no matter what he did, he did not make any progress. Even the psychologist he had to see once a week could not help him.


To make matters worse, he was supposed to run into Gwen with her child, which raised additional doubts in his mind. Yes, Harlow didn't know what to do, but none of his supposed friends and bedfellows, his parents or anyone else was able to show him the right way. No matter where he went, all he ever had to listen to was:


"Oh, boy, what are you doing!", or:


"To sneak out of life so cheaply ... how foolish!"


"No love can be so deep ... to take one's own life for it!" Gwen uttered, blaming him as much as anyone else. Really everyone seemed to know that Harlow wanted to take his own life, but to help him, no one intended or could. Yes, he had to go through it alone and thus also take the repair of his soul into his own hands. He desperately searched for what he lost and could not find it.


A glorious spring showed itself. Gay marriage was finally passed through all the parliaments in Paris under defensive positions and approved. After many heated and bloody arguments, loud protests, the first marriage of two men was soon to take place. This marriage, as a symbol of equality and victory of a struggle that had not even begun. This very marriage was to push Harlow even deeper into his suffering. He was to stand there in their place, he was to marry his beloved here. Aydan and he should own this right! But this thought was wearing him down. To show everyone that love between two men was possible, his love. He could not accept with the best will in the world that he of all people, Harlow, would have to bear this fate and carry his love to the grave. Even if Claire admonished him all too often:


"You are not the first nor the last to meet such a fate!", these words did not comfort him. What did a drowning man care that others had drowned before him. No, no spell carried its effect.


He was a frequent and welcome guest at Claire's, with her he found comfort, support and respite. So, of course, did she. But no matter what she told him, did, or what advice she gave him, he saw no future for himself.


"In a few days, Aydan will have been dead a year!" said Harlow suddenly into the silence to Claire after she served him dessert in her apartment, after a fine meal.


"Has it been a year already ... and this summer is already over? What sadness!" she nodded thoughtfully; her heart feeling strangely heavy.


"Yes ... that's right ... Claire ... a year will soon be. When he drove his SM to his death, lonely and alone on a country road, somewhere!"


"It really has been a very sad year!" she nodded, taking a sip of her fresh coffee.


"Far more, Claire!" affirmed Harlow only dejectedly.


"Are you feeling better?" she asked him suddenly, after realizing all that had happened this year.


"I think so!" came strangely hasty his answer. She looked at him attentively and said after a little sip:


"Just believe?"


"I miss Aydan!" he confessed quietly, and tears immediately welled up inside him.


"Don't you think it's time to disengage?"


"From what?" was also the question immediately.


"From Aydan!"


"I can't, Claire!"


"You have now reached a point ... where you should be honest with yourself! My boy!"


"In what way?" he asked, not yet realizing what she was trying to convey to him.


"As I said before ... Aydan had chosen his family ... even if he were still alive, you would have to accept his decision ... that is the truth. Yes, and time for you to accept it as such! As bitter as this may sound ... he has left you!", Claire affirmed.


"But with us, this is all completely different ... he loved men ... me!"


"Maybe so ... but if the situation were normal, you would have to do this even if you were not gay!"


"I don't understand?"


"Imagine, in the event that Aydan had cheated with another woman! He chose his family ... that alone is the truth, incontrovertible! Accept finally ... that he had left you!", Claire clarified.


"It's all not so easy!" remained his complaint.


"I am well aware of that, my boy! You hold on there to something, which is not so! Besides, it doesn't do you any good to keep sugarcoating or even lying to yourself!"


"And what?" he interrupted her.


"Everyone, without exception, at some point has to say goodbye to people they love, cherish and want to have with them always. In such a life we endure many small farewells, already from childhood. I have only recently read these words in a book, which Aydan left me here, and just now I have to realize how accurate they are. We both have to adhere to these words ... as bitter as this truth is," she said, got up, ran into the bedroom, grabbed the book she read every night and cried.


She strode back into the open kitchen, sat down, opened the work and said: "I'd best read this quote to you!" searching for the passage and beginning:


"Many small goodbyes ...


Waiting in one life!


And none is in vain …


It starts early and many times!


Farewell from home ...


Later from school!


Every morning from the night ...


When the day awakens anew!


Sometime from a love ...


There come many small goodbyes!


The painful and bitter ...


Which often leave deep‐seated splinters!


Farewells from vacations of the beautiful time ...


A going away from a job!


That one has done for many years ...


At some point, all time is wasted!


We say goodbye to our children ...


Of a companion!


Life goes on after every goodbye ...


There come many goodbyes waiting for us ...


At some point we say goodbye ...


Of our parents ...


Or even from a loved one ...


Of an animal, a rose so beautiful!


One thing is to be recognized ...


In every life ...


There is no parting that is forgotten ...


If the memory of it gives us strength!"


and slammed the book shut thoughtfully.


"Yes ... You're right as usual, Claire!" Harlow admitted after a moment of silence.


"With what?" she asked.


"I should slowly try to get a grip on my life!" he nodded thoughtfully.


"Yes, my boy, for a long time! One year ... is too much!" she affirmed sadly, and in her heart, she said softly with tears:


"And so do I!" to which she nodded slightly.


"You know, Claire, Aydan's death showed me how alone I am ... how lost and how worthless!" the boy confessed, then took the last sip of his stale coffee.


"What about your parents?"


"Oh, my parents?!"


"Yes ... Your mother ... what does she think?"


"Mom has never spoken out about my disposition, she is silent on this subject, or skillfully diverts to another!"


"And your dad?"


"My father ... ha, don't make me laugh!" Harlow repeated stretched, his eyes very serious on Claire. Meanwhile, a strange mood moved into this kitchen where Aydan and he had once been so happy.




Chapter 89: With time ...


If only to break this unbearable silence, Claire rose, strode to the coffee machine. The sounds of the grinder destroyed the silence, and immediately a wonderful aroma of fresh coffee, which Claire bought in her favorite coffee shop, drifted through the apartment.


"Would you also like another cup of ... Harlow?" she asked to break the silence.


"Yes ... Why not!" he answered briefly. She took a clean cup from the kitchen cupboard, put the china on the coffee maker's shelf, pressed the button, and it did its work again. After a minute, Claire strode back to the small kitchen table with the two full cups, and as she pushed his coffee toward him, she commented:


"Now tell me about your dad!"


"My father?" he looked at her in irritation.


"Yes!", and Claire did not take her eyes off him.


"There is not much to tell ... as I said ... I had come out and wanted to live out my gayness!", he began.


"This didn't suit him, did it? What?" she interrupted him, forebodingly.


"I wanted to know what it meant to be gay! But my father couldn't bear the thought any more than any father in this world who has a son who is different from others. The thought that I would never have a family, never give him grandchildren, remained unbearable to him. My father dropped me like a hot potato! As if I had never been his son. But no one ever asks whether a son who is normal will marry, have children and finally cheat on his wife, divorce and leave her alone with the children. Nobody ever asks whether a son who is normal fulfills the requirements of a father! How many normal men beat their wives, their children! Leave them for another! No father knows if his son ever fulfills what he himself has failed. And if such a son actually goes the way which mankind sees as normal, brings a woman home, marries her, has children and later leaves his family for another one, I have never seen a father who banishes his son because of that or even does not recognize him as his anymore. But a son who comes out as gay ... he loses everything! The respect, the love and the advantages of a father. That's what happened to me. Well, as I said, I came home after school one day, and I heard him say to my mother:


'Having a gay son ... is the greatest shame that can happen to a family! Even worse than drugs or a criminal!'


'He's just like that ... there's nothing we can do about it!' my mother remarked hesitantly, as if eating something sour.


'You know he will never fulfill the duties of a son! Never! No wedding! No grandchildren ... nothing!'


'Never mind ... he remains our child, whatever he does!', she said as if it were a handicap. Then my father looked at my mother and said with such arrogance that it seemed to me as if he were plunging a dagger right into my heart:


'Maybe your son ... not mine!'


'What do you want to do? He is like that!' she cried bitterly, recognizing the truth just as I did.


'I will renovate the old apartment for him downstairs in the house, with a separate entrance ... that's where he shall live! So, we will not see him, and our Lord son can do what he wants ... and be gay down there!'


'You banish him?" she cried out.


'I don't want to see any pointy chicks here ... getting screwed by my son ...' he interrupted her indignantly.


'Violate our son?', my mother asked, as if informing herself for a way.


'I don't live with a gay man in the same apartment! You can forget that!', were finally his words, and I knew where I belonged. From that second on, I spoke with my father only the most necessary things. He was nice and friendly and gave me money, but from that day on he was no longer a father to me. I had spent so much time with him as a child. He was so affectionate, at Christmas he made Santa Claus. We played Robin Hood together in the forest. Yes, he was my role model, which broke that day. Just because I was gay, I did not meet any of his honorable standards. He passed his judgment on me without asking what he was destroying in me. So, I lived in my parents' house like a stranger. My mother looked after me from time to time ... but usually it was more like a visit ... that resembled a strict teacher!" he told so bitterly that Claire had to ask the question:


"Have you never talked to your father about any of this?"


"No ... what would it change? Nothing! He would not understand ... not understand how I was, how I am! Inside of me looks like! I think with the fact that I'm gay, I've disappointed him as deeply ... as he hurts me in equal measure!"


"How sad!" was all Claire could manage to say.


"I have never talked about it with anyone. I repressed this truth and pretended that my father was okay with my life. I don't care if I'm gay! He doesn't have the right to break my heart!" he clarified through tears.


"Oh, my boy!"


"Recognizing and accepting my predisposition was not an easy path ... maybe I didn't have such a terrible ordeal as Aydan ... But still, admitting the truth ... Being different from everyone else who did nothing to simply be normal ... was hard and final! I did not want to admit that my father is against me! Just because nature determined it that way. I told everyone that he had no problem with my disposition, and I believed in my lie myself! But we both know better after the story with Aydan ... don't we?" he looked at her sadly.


"Yes, a lot better!" nodded Claire, perplexed, and it almost broke her heart.


Never did she suspect the tragedies that lay behind a man who was not as he needed to feel.


"You're right, Claire!" suddenly interrupted Harlow the silence.


"With what, my boy?" she looked at him in irritation.


"It's time for me to take control of my life ... because I can't go on like this!"


"Yes ... I think ... long overdue!" she tried to smile.


"But my heart aches so infinitely ... Claire!" he moaned; his eyes wet with tears.


"I know ... but that too will pass ... someday ... even that pain ... that never passes!" she nodded thoughtfully, knowing what she was talking about. She had just as much an unloved love behind her.


But that's the way people are, nobody asks how it looks deep inside. Nobody wants to have something to do with it! Nobody wants to alleviate a pain selflessly just like that, even if the possibility would be easy. Everyone protects himself from other people's feelings, which only take away the power to heal his own. How it is to live with a broken heart, nobody wants to know. In this sense, it should happen to both Claire and Harlow.


"I was thinking of standing at Aydan's grave on the day he died!" he suddenly interrupted the silence.


"Oh!" replied Claire curtly.


"Why do you think ... it's not a good idea?" he wanted to know, irritated.


"I can't say that!" she replied hesitantly.


"But?"


"His wife will surely be at the grave on the day he died, too!" she warned as a precaution.


"And even if ... she doesn't know who I am!" Harlow dismissed it as a trifle.


"Well, a little time will pass until then! The important thing right now is that you recover from all the last weeks and put the past behind you!", Claire said for them both.


"If it were that easy. I would have done it long ago ... believe me, Claire!" he nodded with conviction. Yes, and they both had to figure out what their future should look like.


Summer was moving through the country, and everyone was looking for a purpose, a reason to live. Harlow tried to cope with his heart and Claire with her loneliness. Slowly the boy recovered, he also looked dazzling again. His hair had grown back vigorously and he had blossomed into new beauty, just as everyone knew him. He often spent his days on the banks of the Seine, thinking about many things. He just sat there, watching the swans, when suddenly a familiar voice spoke to him:


"Harlow? You here? Nice to meet you!" He looked up and gazed into the face of the photographer who produced those scandalous posters months ago.


"Hello!" he exclaimed, perplexed.


"Where have you been?" the man said reproachfully.


"Why?" asked Harlow curtly, not really wanting to talk to him at all. Harlow didn't want to endure his stifling manner, this infatuation, for anything.


"I've been trying to reach you non‐stop ... but you wouldn't answer your cell phone," the photographer complained.


"Yes ... I know ... but I was looking for quiet time!" was Harlow's answer, which sounded like an excuse.


"I heard what happened to you!" nodded the light‐man and joined him on the bench.


"And what happened to me?"


"You were hit by a car, so they say!"


"Great!" groaned Harlow, trying not to roll his eyes.


"But good you look ... the long hair looks decidedly better on you than the bald head."


"Sure!" nodded Harlow, slightly disinterested.


"I'm glad to meet you here!"


"And why?"


"As I just told you ... I've been looking for you for everything!", said the photographer.


"Yes, and why?" asked Harlow, more out of politeness.


"I have a client ... who is looking for a model for a series of commercials ... and when he saw you on the posters ... he came to me to book only you!"


"Yeah, so?", Harlow remained perfunctory.


"When I couldn't find you ... we looked for someone else who was about the same as the customer!"


"And found?"


"No ... he wants you exclusively, and if you accept ... you have the job!", the photographer explained.


"No, let me ... I don't want to!" Harlow resisted.


"You'd make a good living!"


"You know ... Money doesn't interest me in the slightest!" was Harlow's immediate response, although he had never been as broke as he had been in recent weeks.


His father was also no longer willing to continue to support him pointlessly for his idleness. Even more so when he learned that Harlow wanted to end his life, which he considered extremely cowardly of his son.


"You're passing up a trip to New York?!" the photographer was horrified, and looked at Harlow the same way.




Chapter 90: Opened ...


Harlow looked at the man who once fell in love with him and didn't get what he was talking about.


"New York?", his look should be accordingly questioning.


"Yes ... You have the unique chance to go to New York ...to do a photo shoot there ... gives good money, and also otherwise waiting a lot of fun!", Milton spoke matter‐of‐factly.


"America ... me?"


"As I said ... the customer wants only you ... accept, and you'll be in the States next week already!"


"Next week already?!"


"Yes ... the advertising campaign is hurrying ... he has put off the project for too long!" he said, almost admonishingly.


"I don't know if I'm ready for that so soon!" suddenly confessed Harlow very thoughtfully, and his arrogance was blown away.


"Well ... it's a huge opportunity, not everyone gets it ... chance has directed that we could meet here! So, take it as a sign of fate!"


"Yeah, sure!", Harlow pressed around.


"You have the look, the camera presence, and everything else ... far more than many realize ... You are lucky enough to be able to make something of your life, seize this opportunity! Now!" said Milton Pearl.


"I don't know if I'm ready!" wailed Harlow anew. Milton looked at Harlow far more than sternly, after which he said energetically:


"Ready for what? To what? To get off your ass ... and go to America ... take some pictures there and then come back here? That's all ... no one is asking you to sacrifice yourself!"


"I'm not ready!" resisted Harlow, as if he should climb into bed with him.


"Why not be ready ... to live, for example? We all had to endure ups and downs! Losses! Do you really think my life has always been a bed of roses?" Milton rumbled.


"I don't know!"


"But I ... and I will gladly tell you how it was until now ... if you want to hear it!"


"I don't know?" stammered Harlow hopelessly overwhelmed.


"We all have dreams and illusions that we blindly chase ... we all have desires that remain unfulfilled! That we have to let go of at some point. People we love and so do you! I am 34 years now! I have loved in the same way! But life has often shown us all the master ... and now also you! Just at the age you are now ... we all have the feeling that the world belongs to us ... but unfortunately it is not so! But we belong to the world. I was just as old as you, maybe a little older. I fell madly in love with Rajiv Deejan. An Indian mongrel, his mother came from New Delhi, his father came here from Paris. As soon as I saw him, I wanted to die. I was just opening my own photo gallery at that time. As I said, I saw him and was fascinated by his beauty. He had skin like silk, a complexion like latte. Hair as black as night and as tight as a rug. His eyes almost black. Slim, muscular and perfect in every other way! I gathered all my courage and approached him, there in that little bistro. I immediately realized that he was just like us! Gay! What a coincidence! became my best and favorite model. I opened my first exhibition with a photo series of him. The best pictures of Rajiv were to decorate this vernissage, it became a real success, consolidated my reputation as a serious photographer. Well, I loved him, and he was to learn to love me after a long time. Against all reason. His parents were against it, mine anyway ... who wants a gay son! My outing was a drama and Rajiv's was even worse. Despite all odds, we had a passionate love. Still, when I think back on it, I faint. I photographed him wherever and whenever. Preferably naked. Rajiv had a very special charisma in such moments, he always seemed so lost, so embarrassed, and this I captured. Yes, his pictures were my best! But his father didn't want us to be together, and really did everything he could to break us up. He forbade him to go out, grounded him, cut off his money, and also bullied Rajiv wherever and whenever he could. His father felt that being gay was a curse. As a disgrace that his son brought upon the most sacred thing there was. The family. He did not accept that he had such a son and did everything against this alleged disease called gay. Every day there were fights. His father became his biggest enemy and so for me the call to war! I tried to protect Rajiv; I asked him to move to me! I earned well and years ago, near the Opera and not far from my studio, I bought a terrace apartment. At the very top of this house was my five‐room apartment ... 200 square meters of pure luxury. With a magnificent view over the whole of Paris. My roof terrace as big as a quarter of a football field. I turned this balcony into an oasis. Lemon trees, palm trees and plants of all kinds gave the illusion that we were sitting in a garden and not in the middle of Paris. There I wanted to live with my beloved and be happy. But the shadow cast by his father unfortunately also reached us! We could not become happy, even if we wanted it so ardently. He forbade him to see the dearest thing next to me, his mother. His father forbade him any contact with his mother. This broke Rajiv's heart. He of all people, who had such a close and deep bond with his mother, was not allowed to see her anymore. Of course, this could not go well, and I underestimated the situation. To deprive a mother, who did not want to lose her son for anything on earth, of her child is the greatest of all crimes. She tried everything to see her only child! But no matter what they did, his father knew how to prevent it. Far more, in fact. He excluded Rajiv from the family altogether. For him, his son was dead. Rajiv suffered miserably. I could see his suffering, but I could not do anything about it! But what was my right? Should I interfere in their family affairs? Should I go away with him so that he could forget? I knew no advice and so also not, how I could have prevented this suffering, terminate even. Never would I have guessed what was soon to happen, what fate would demand. Well, as I said, I tried everything to see my beloved happy, but I did not succeed. He was far more than banished by his father. All connections with friends, relatives and even everything else Rajiv held dear, he gradually destroyed, thus erasing his past. Rajiv practically did not exist anymore. It was a Thursday in the summer of 2011, I came home a little late. Alas! Downstairs at the door a new neighbor stopped me. We chatted a bit, without further thought, when suddenly, three meters next to me, Rajiv hit. Like a melon, his body bounced on the sidewalk. He was killed instantly. He simply jumped from my roof terrace 60 meters down, straight to certain death. I did not understand what had just happened. I couldn't understand that he chose death instead of our love! No, I also didn't want to understand that the love of two men should be worse than death. Even more so that society preferred to see us homosexuals dead than to accept this fact that this kind of life, which chooses life, existed and still exists. We do no harm to anyone. We love our sex and practice this love only with those who feel the same way we do. But this does not interest anyone. Well, there he lay in his blood, and I thought I would not survive the sight. The police came and a hearse. I had to watch helplessly as they simply removed the lifeless body of my loved one from the asphalt like a squashed fly. It all happened so fast that I couldn't even say goodbye properly. Upstairs in the apartment it seemed to me as if the measure of unbeatability had been reached, but that was not the case.


All I wanted to do was cry and seek solitude, when I found an envelope on my bed. A farewell letter.


I did not suspect anything good. With trembling hands, I reached for this letter and immediately recognized the truth.


'My dearest ...


Forgive me, but I can't go on living like this, being ostracized and banished just because I feel differently. That's all! I am just as much a man as anyone who wears testicles. Lastly, just as much a man as anyone born as such, and just because I’m gay, I have no right to have a father, a mother … brothers and sisters? Is being gay a crime, an offense that incapacitates us to be nothing before the law? Before the world? Does anyone have the right to condemn us just because we love the same sex? No! And yet they all do ... and I can't live with this shame! Forgive me ... Your love is worth living for ... but this alone is not enough to be happy ...


Love alone ... is not life and life is not love alone!


Forgive me ... Rajiv...'


This was all that was left of my love! This paper with a few words. I felt only emptiness. Gone was our beautiful love story, which began so wonderfully somewhere in a street café here in Paris and ended bitterly on a sidewalk. I wanted to go to his funeral, but Rajiv's father did everything he could to ensure that I would never be able to attend this ceremony. So, I was left with nothing but this one love and thousands of photos of a person who lived only in my heart. His father, thanks to a court order, forbade me from ever exhibiting, showing or publishing a single photo of Rajiv. I was devastated, my life seemed to be at an end. The sky was falling in on me. I am now fighting for the rights of these photos, which are mine! And if I win the lawsuit, I will dedicate a book of photos to him ... with the most beautiful pictures I have ever taken of him. Well ... I buried myself ... couldn't take any more pictures. Everything and everyone I had in front of my lens seemed bland. I had commitments I needed to follow up on, and wasn't making it. I saw my existence going down the drain. I tried to do my job as best I could, however I could. My work became mechanical. I was so lost, hurt and trapped in a swoon. But this was of no interest to anyone. I had to perform, no one wanted to know anything else. So, I threw myself headlong into my work and sought my happiness there. But I did not find it. At best, I was still functioning in a society that only takes, demands, and asks no questions about where anything comes from. Under what hardships something comes into being. We humans no longer have any respect for privacy. Everyone looks for the weaknesses in the other, so that they can strengthen themselves. To feel stronger. What does the life of one concern the other! Nothing! If everyone would look a little bit for himself and live his life more upright… then the only and only goal of this world would have been reached long ago."


"And this would be?" asked Harlow.


"Peace ... worldwide ... and gayness would not exist ... but unfortunately the fate of a human being counts as little as a leaf which falls to the ground unnoticed in autumn! A human life was never worth anything. So, I did my work. Until you came to my studio, I knew there were others with this eye for the camera. That presence, and that's what made me work again the way I could with Rajiv. And now you have the chance to make something of your life ... so damn it, do it ... we all have to! Everybody has to carry his destiny, without exception ... and we gays have it even harder ... namely to be what we don't want to be ... so ... you are not alone ... pinch yourself in the ass and do something ... go to New York and find a way of living that makes you forget. I have to too! I don't care how hard it is!", the photographer was excited and looked at Harlow in an inviting way.




Chapter 91: What if ...


Harlow looked at Milton again in silence for a strangely long time. Nodded slightly and after a few minutes said bitterly, very thoughtfully at that:


"Still!"


"Still what?!"


"I can't manage to live like this!" said Harlow succinctly.


"Do you think if the person we loved was still alive, things would be different?"


"Yes ... guaranteed!" he affirmed.


"Now let me tell you something else ... my boy!" Milton was angry, who could not and would not accept this dainty, weak posturing.


"Yeah, and what?" asked Harlow, looking at him.


"Imagine if your loved one was still alive, nothing had happened! What then?"


"I would be happy!"


"Would we? Wouldn't we?"


"Or what?" stumbled Harlow.


"Would Rajiv have collapsed under his father's pressure at some point last? Back in the bosom of the family ... Would he have left me to bend to his father's will and tried to live a normal life? Possibly to still enter into marriage and have children ... to all the lies of pretending that nothing was wrong? And deny his gayness? Or, I would have, or rather ... we would have fallen out, ended our love, and that would have been it! I would have taken another man and tried to find happiness with him. The relationship might have lasted ... a few years. And at some point, I would have sat here with a young man on the banks of the Seine and not lamented a love that I may continue to love ... far beyond death ... but would have mourned my life. Rajiv's death has changed my perspective on many things! I now live for my calling, photography! I saw so many things differently, better and also more consciously! Carry in my heart the image of a person ... one! He loved me and I loved him, and this love I can carry on, let live in my heart ... a feeling that never dies! My heart was not broken ... but that person I loved just left. And when I think of him, then only in love! And not in hate and anger! That's the truth ... but what if he was still there ... a door that slams shut? A few words in resentment and a heart that breaks quietly? Is that what we want! To spend our only life with that person with whom we are sure to go into the future ... until death knows how to fix it and not man? Yes ... tell me, what if... your loved one is still there? The love for you ended in a quarrel? Gone! What if? Loving is all we have to do ... and this as it is written in all the cheesy novels of this world ... as it is shown in all the movies, far beyond any imagination! Exactly this is the task of every human being ... as the author of this story writes it! To love ... the only thing we have to learn ... love far beyond everything else! Tell me ... what if?", Milton looked at the beau promptly.


"I don't know?" stammered Harlow awkwardly.


"No? Would you still be with him? Or so ... like many gays ... ever cheated ... because a more beautiful beckons? How long are we faithful? So long, until we are dominated by boredom? Until we have seen and tried everything? We escape from everyday life? Aren't we both giving ourselves over to an illusion?" Milton asked with difficulty, admitting the truth to himself.


"No idea?"


"Moreover ... what if ... we had died and our partners were mourning us ... would they also suffer like that ... or would they simply live their own lives?! Or would they want us to sit here by the Seine and regret our earthly existence ... miserably?"


"Probably not!"


"Exactly ... and this is exactly what we should do ... live our lives ... and do it better ... than all those who hop from bed to bed with our skill. If indeed there is a love ready for us once again ... then live and love it uprightly and from the deepest bottom of our hearts ... no matter what our disposition ... love and no more ... be grateful ... that we get the chance ... to be able to form our life freely. This is how I see my existence today! As I already said: To love far above everything ... how many heterosexuals do I know ... who did not even come close to what we were allowed to have ... and this alone is what counts. Yeah, and now you're going to New York ... do a good job there. Then you come back and live your life... far away from gayness, the scene and what the homosexuals celebrate today! When I saw how they show with all their strength to all, just so that we have the same rights. I often think if we do not force something that we may have long ago! We can love ... and that's all we have to do! Exclusively love! That's all a life needs!" Milton confessed in a heavy voice.


Harlow looked at the light photographer, and again only the sound of the waves of the Seine beating the big tourist ships could be heard.


"Yes, you're right! Maybe I really did get myself into something ... and can't find my way out!" he bitterly admitted to himself.


"Then look for him! I have shown him to you!"


"You asked me earlier, what if? You're right ... I fell in love with a married man ... we had one summer ... a single summer ... a love ... that can't be compared to anything ... at the end of that one summer, he asked me to the Eiffel Tower. I asked him:


'And what are we doing here now?' and looked at him. One look from him was like an electric shock. Right under the Eiffel Tower, Aydan stopped.


'What is ... my love? Say!' I asked him again, standing very close to me. Aydan closed his eyes, a tear falling into the void.


'Tears?", I marveled.


'Yes!'


'And why?" my curiosity remained as I tenderly brushed the tears from his cheek.


'They are for you!' he replied.


'Me ... why? Tell me!'


'Please listen to me! Never in my life has a person ever made me happier than you! Never was I allowed to love as with you ... as I love you!'


'Yes ... I feel the same way!', I said far more than happily.


'And yet ... I must destroy this happiness at this moment...'


What are you saying ... my love ... I do not understand you!


'I have to get back to my life ... tomorrow already!' I stood there, not realizing what I had just heard.


'But ... why?', I stammered‐


'Listen ... I can't stay with you ... even though I want nothing more than to live with you,' Aydan admitted to me.


'Then do it! Stay here ... with me... together ... happily ... forever!', was my plea.


'Unfortunately, that's not possible ... I have to go ... You are young and beautiful ... You will find a new love!', I affirmed and looked at my beloved with big eyes.


'I don't want anyone else ... I only want you ... always only you! In all my ways!'


'Understand! It doesn't work...' were his words that I still didn't understand. Not at that time. Today, after your conversation earlier, I realize how difficult this decision must have been for him.


'You want to destroy our love?' I asked in shock, and his eyes filled with tears.


'Yes ... I have to!', he declared emphatically.


'Why?


'Even though I don't want this for anything in the world ... but my fate demands it differently!', Aydan he confessed to me bitterly.


'I don't want to live without you ... I can't...never!' I realized the imminent danger, the breaking of my love.


'Believe me ... so do I ... but I have no choice ... I have to go ... back!'


'No, never ... no ... stay here ...', I held my beloved.


'I must ... now go and live your life...'


'I don't want to go without you!' I begged him.


'Forget about me!" and a fear rose in me that I never felt that way again.


But I don't want to forget you ... I can't!', I defied.


'Try it ... You must!'


'Never without you! Not a day do I want to be without not knowing you with me! Never ...', I defended myself and realized the truth, which I did not want to admit to myself until today.


'Harlow ... You must!'


'Don't do this to me! Please!'


'Yes, I must ... even if I don't know how to live without you ... but there is no other way ... finally understand!', was his plea, and the tears showed me far more than just the truth.


'No ... no... I will never let you go! Never! Please, I love you ... far more than my life!', I pleaded desperately.


'Don't make it so hard for me!' he groaned in exasperation.


'I can't be without you ... You have given me everything I have ever dreamed of! You even made me forget that the impossible is possible, that the love between two men can be upright and true. Yes, and much more!', I realized.


'You also gave me the belief that two men can love each other ... forever ... together for a lifetime!'


'Then let us live this love ... as long as we can ... let us be happy! As long as we can hold this happiness in our hands!' I pleaded insistently, as I never pleaded for anything.


'I have experienced more happiness through you than any human being may ever receive ...'


'Then don't destroy it! Not just like that!', I struggled. But he walked away from me, leaving me standing in the crowd of people. I was never to see him again! Only a few hours later he had a fatal accident with the car, and the chance to conquer him again died with him ... since that day I was looking for a meaning, a love like the one I experienced for one summer. But I must realize that I may never love like that again. I feel so lost!", Harlow told, speaking for the first time about his suffering.


"And why did he leave you?"


"He went back to his pregnant wife and two children!"


"I see, and what would you have wanted to do if he hadn't been in an accident?"


"I would have brought love back!"


"He did love you ... You, not his wife... you... he gave himself up so that you could live ... what more can a man expect than ... to be loved like that!" the photographer replied seriously. Harlow looked at him and after a few seconds of silence said:


"I wanted more!"


"Don't we all want more? Doesn't the power lie in what we should have alone? You have not lost this love ... keep on loving him ... as your heart feels this, and we have, as I said before ... far more ... than others who destroyed their love themselves ... with quarrels, a divorce! We both do not know what would have been if!" said Milton, and both realized their truth, and strange things were to happen.




Chapter 92: At the edge of the grave ...


Harlow nodded slightly, looked silently at Milton, but he was unable to give him a proper answer, so he just said:


"Yes ... maybe his contemplation is right ... and what if ... maybe ... our grief would be just anger after all over a failed relationship we've been through many times!"


"That's exactly how it is! We were allowed to love ... that is, as often mentioned, far more than others ever experience!", knew the light photographer.


"Yes ... You're right!" Harlow had to admit harshly.


"I did... Now go to New York and start all over again. Get your thoughts in order, and who knows, maybe everything won't be as bad ... as it seems at the moment!", Milton affirmed and yet knew what he was talking about.


"Is there any country where no one doesn't separate lovers!" lamented Harlow. The photographer looked at him, puzzled.


"Probably not! Hearts are breaking all over the world! Daily ... miserably! Without question!", he realized bitterly and looked at the waves of the Seine.


"What a sad world we have created!" nodded Harlow more than thoughtfully.


"Come ... let's go for a drink and discuss the details! I agree to the client, and you accept the challenge. Just as I must accept mine!", Milton spoke like a father to his son. The two rose and strode along the banks of the Seine.


"So, when do you want me to go to New York?" asked Harlow as the two strode toward the city.


"As soon as possible!" clarified the photographer.


"I can't leave so soon!" confessed Harlow, thinking of the first anniversary of Aydan's death. That's when he really wanted to stand at his grave.


"Wait and see ... as soon as I get to the studio, I'll call the customer ... then we'll see what he means!" replied Milton. At that moment the phone rang in his jacket pocket and he picked it up.


"Yes? Hello! Yes ... ah, it's you ... yes ... it just so happens ... that I have your dream model here! Yes ... he says to ... exactly! I think so too ... yes! You have to postpone the shooting for three weeks … well it's absolutely no problem! A death ... of course, of course! I yes... he nods, in three weeks is ideal. I will tell him! Sure ... We'll discuss everything else... with pleasure! Sure ... see you then! Thank you!" the photographer said, hung up and turned to Harlow:
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