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For all my friends
and those I love

As we walk,
our eyes discover the path
where our stories keep unfolding…
 

 



Prologue?

End-of-Century Reflections 

The moral man thinks as he should, speaks as he feels, and acts as he wishes. (José Ingenieros)

I wonder if I’ll ever meet —somewhere down the line— that complementary someone, that famous other half who is really just another human being I find attractive, not just physically but spiritually too, and who feels the same way. Seems like the end of the century has a lot more up its sleeve than just time. Or more precisely, some pretty basic things are falling by the wayside. And maybe I’m the one stuck in the past, with my «absurd» beliefs about what being with someone actually means. I’m not talking gay or straight —a real relationship needs the exact same ingredients either way. Desire. Honesty. Patience. Understanding. And above all else: Decision and Commitment. Decision to face everything those two words —short on letters but deceptively loaded— are going to throw at you every single day, whether you’re ready or not. And commitment to yourself and to the other person, to get through something that isn’t easy, that has plenty of roadblocks, but worth every bit of it.

If none of that lands for you, stop reading. I’ll save you the time. The Stone Age is long over, thank God, and if you’re one of those pathetic characters still dragging your knuckles, convinced that a relationship only works when one person calls all the shots, or that love between two men or two women is nothing but a sinful abomination caused by some kind of disease whose only cure is abstinence… or denial, or just burying everything you feel —you wouldn’t understand a word of this, and I’m guessing you’d be pretty offended. Which I promise isn’t what I’m going for. Though honestly, I’m not entirely sure what I am going for. I’m hoping I’ll figure that out by the time I’m done. And if I don’t —well, this is one more shot at letting people get to know me. Which I know isn’t simple —not just for me, but for anyone trying to make sense of a world that’s changing faster than anyone can keep up with, or for anyone whose brain and behavior are at least on speaking terms. And by that I don’t mean consistent in the way most people define it —that thing everybody calls common sense— because frankly I don’t think that abstraction exists. The concept is way too broad for how genuinely different we each are. And besides, the word sense is just one small step from sensibility —and I’m pretty sure we’d never agree on what either one means.

The title deserves its own paragraph. There’s an old saying: «God raises them and the wind lumps them together». Setting aside the whole religious question —whether God is or ever was pulling the strings of everything we call reality, or whether all of that comes down to metaphysics we keep trying to rationalize at all costs— what interests me is the lumping. Especially when you realize it’s something we actually do, consciously or not, every single day. We get lumped. All of us. We’re part of small groups, big groups, groups that together make up what we call society. We may or may not be thrilled about it, but no matter how hard we try to deny them, they exist —and every breath we take mingles with the breath of someone right there alongside us, living what psychology loves to call a «sense of belonging». I’ll dig into that more in a later chapter, where I intend to prove that if human beings were boogers, the world would most definitely be the handkerchief that lumps us all together. 
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To keep going, the truth is I’m not even sure what I want to say, let alone how to explain it —and none of that is possible without going through my own life. The one thing I do know is what I’m after: feeling good. Two simple words that cover so much ground I’m pretty sure one lifetime isn’t enough to get there. To get a sense of the idea, think of a flower —a sunflower, or whichever one moves you most. Play along, let your imagination run wild, and for a moment forget that it doesn’t think, that it has no reasoning capacity —no big deal— and… there it is. It’s fine. It has everything it needs, nothing more, nothing less. It gives exactly what it’s got. But as an example, it probably isn’t the happiest one, since as I said it doesn’t think —or at least that’s what we believe— which is where we have to part ways with the flower. Look, if you thought I was going to wrap this all up with a simple flower analogy, you’re in worse shape than I sometimes think I am. Besides, that would make this one of the shortest biographies ever written, and while I like to think of myself as reasonably original and creative, my originality doesn’t quite stretch that far. 

So, since the flower isn’t cutting it, there’s nothing left to do but dive headfirst into the mysterious world of the human mind, with all its thoughts and feelings, perceptions and beliefs, repressions and vulnerabilities, without forgetting all that baggage we’ve been hauling since day one, that makes each of us who we are, that we call our history, and that relentlessly forces us —whether we like it or not— to be the result of its whims: what we are.

 

 


Introductino (A Tiny Intro)

The Alfa 

You will cross the threshold of wellbeing when you begin to feel satisfied with almost nothing. (Arabic Proverb)

I grew up happy in a family I still consider normal. My childhood wasn’t traumatic. I had a strong father figure. My parents didn’t fight any more than any couple does —by which I mean I didn’t grow up isolated between four walls surrounded by hysterical screaming, and I never felt the uncontrollable urge to bolt out the door because of some internal emotional meltdown—. They’ve been married almost thirty-five years and in every gesture, every word, every look, you can feel the love that’s held them together all this time —and that still seems to have room to keep growing.

I have two siblings: a brother, married with a daughter, and a sister, also married with two. They’re an irreplaceable part of my family. I love each and every one of them. A lot. Bottom line: I’m proud of my family, of how they raised me and everything they taught me to stand for. I’m the youngest. To them, simply Máximo, the baby; to the macho society we live in, the «faggot»; to those who feel different and need somehow to label themselves, the «gay». And why not —to plenty of others I must be the «homo», the «fruit», the «friend of Dorothy», the «nape-nibbler», the «back-door bandit», the «gobbler», or, in most cases, a complete and total stranger.

(Worth clarifying that throughout this book I use different words to refer to a man who is with another man, simply to avoid repetition. For anyone with this sexuality, the name that fits best is simply the one their parents gave them. In my case, I always have been, am, and always will be, Máximo.)

Honestly, it doesn’t matter what anyone calls me. I still belong to a great family, my values are firmly in place, and I know where I come from and where I want to go.
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So why did this «nature’s colossal mistake» happen —ending up with a different sexuality than the one society had in mind for me? Don’t waste your time concocting absurd psychological, genetic or biochemical theories. People have dedicated —and still dedicate— themselves to it, and I seriously doubt any of them have landed on a definitive answer. Doesn’t matter. There’s no mistake. Things always simply are. At most we can dress reality up to fit our comfortable, safe preconceptions about why things are the way they are —and then pat ourselves on the back for finally understanding something the same way everybody else does. But no matter how much we try to explain reality away, it just thumbs its nose at us at every turn and says: see? I still just am.

What I’ll try to do is tell you what pushed me to venture into something so different from everything I knew —something that lived on the other side of what society calls acceptable— and how it all went down.

One of the main reasons, beyond desire, was the need to stop living a lie —with myself and with everyone around me—. If I’d spent my whole life waving the banner of honesty, the time had come to put my money where my mouth was. And so it went…


First Contact

Close Encounters of the Close Kind

The only way to get rid of a temptation is to yield to it. (Oscar Wilde)

It was the tail end of my twenty-fifth year —around September— when I had my first contact with something that until then had been completely unknown to me: another man. It was only a verbal contact, but a significant one. Enough to finally stir a desire I’d been sitting on for years, suffocated by rules I never chose.

Just another weekday. Subway ride home from a friend’s place, tired, ready to be done with the day. Your average dark-haired guy was standing right in front of me. Watching me. At first I didn’t get it. I found myself face to face with his masculinity — and mine sat up and took notice. I quickly looked away, embarrassed. He didn’t. He kept sizing me up for the entire ride.

As we pulled into my stop, he got off at the same station. He parked himself in front of the doors, waiting for them to open. I was right behind him, along with everyone else, waiting for the same thing. The train pulls into the station. The doors slide open with that familiar whoosh and I try to get out. The guy stands his ground, dead still, and my whole front meets his whole back.

All I managed was a «sorry» and got back a low «it’s cool» —with a smile that showed off his white teeth framed by full lips, a look that said «keep going», and clearly in no hurry to go anywhere.

On the escalator he stepped onto the same stair. Deliberate. Halfway up, still working me the same way he had in the car —curiosity, yes, but now something else too. By the top he’d found something to talk about.

My mind: ten thousand RPM. Years of doubt and frustration and the right questions to end all of it had to be somewhere in there. We walked five blocks. Brazilian. Gym teacher. Living with his boyfriend. I walked him to the door of their building, easy conversation the whole way. He wanted to make sure I’d remember where he lived.

«My boyfriend’s home tonight, but tomorrow at the same time I’ll be waiting for you.» As always, I was honest: «No, dude —if I’m going to do this it has to be now. Tomorrow I won’t have the balls to go through with it.»

And that was my first encounter. Verbal only, because I left and never went back. I was scared. It was also my first peek into a world I knew nothing about yet —one that was already telling me that a value like being faithful, which I’d always held (and still hold) close, maybe didn’t mean the same thing to those living (or trying to live) on that side of the fence—. I’d have time to find out. Or not. 

Two months later, November now, back on the subway, I caught a guy looking at me. And this time I read the situation fast. Blond, more or less my height and my age, good-looking and masculine. One stop before mine he shifts toward the doors. And this time I already knew: not missing this train. Almost twenty-six years of waiting —not letting this one go too. I got off with him. Four blocks, side by side, not a word. I don’t remember if he asked for a cigarette, a light, or just said hi. All I know is I couldn’t stop saying it —crazy, I’m crazy, nerves completely shot, fresh out of Bellevue and running. I said it so many times he later confessed he’d started to wonder whether all that crazy talk might actually be true. 
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