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Pink Pistols


"He was finally sleeping, you know," she whispered in between sobs, "It had been so long since he slept the whole night…. I was like, happy that he was actually quiet for once."  


I thought of my sister.  When we had the conversation about her son she just cried, and I sat at my kitchen table, holding her hand, not knowing what to say.  The slow creeping of my sad, broken-down loss, started in my heart, pushed past my throat, and oozed out of my eyes-- the tears dribbling down my cheeks.  “I’m so sorry honey,” I whispered.  I thought of the word sorry, and reminded myself that sorry doesn’t help. 


Nigel and I escorted her to the funeral home, then to the graveyard.  We all held each others’ hands as they lowered the tiny coffin into the gaping mouth of dirt.  How odd that everyone’s stares alighted on Nigel and I, our noticeable partnership a lesser issue than Kathy’s mourning.  Flamey, I thought, yes, I guess you could say that; of course everyone seemed more concerned about Nigel’s dress and heels opposed to our nephew just dieing.  


The wind blew through our clothes; the smell of longing and concern came with it.  As the preacher slowly sprinkled the handful of dirt, crossing over the coffin, spouting off foreign Latin phrases, I was noticing just how deliberately the sand moved.  It looked like grounds of coffee, shards of tiny stone, one by one falling onto a smooth piece of mahogany.  I watched as the dirt fell down and I knew this was real; we were burying our baby, Nigel’s dress was flapping, and Kathy stood lifeless.  

SIDS was a terrible problem that none of us had heard of, yet because of my arrogance I tended to think that Kathy was to blame.  I now know that that couldn’t at all be true, but when we parted after the funeral I never spoke to her again.  Here I was, a soberly dull gay guy, courting and living with my flamboyant lover Nigel, definitely breaking all of the “rules,” but I was such a pompous asshole that I couldn’t even forgive my sister for letting her baby die.  And why is that? I wonder now.  I had everything that I thought I wanted minus a nephew and a sister (plus any other family I could have had.)  Why did I throw so much of my life away?
In San Francisco we were fine, even hopeful.  My Isuzu Trooper barreled over the hilly sun-stroked freeways.  I talked on my phone, all the time chatting about the Victorian era pertaining to interior design; the influence of my troop of cats at home and how they always batted at the streaming water of our enormous pewter bathtub faucet.  Nigel would stop off at Cartier or some other hoity-toity boutique and spend all of my money.  Certainly though, that was then; this is now.

I am allowed to document my life, tapping away at this manual typewriter.  Clunkety-clunk-click-clack-click-click.  I can get up in the morning, rinse my face in the sink, and wait for the warden to release my bars.  I eat three square meals (just enough to sustain life) and tend to my laundry or the floors or the garden across from the Romper Room.  

The day that I was apprehended I was in my closet.  Nigel laid naked across our king size waterbed.  What a beautiful man, I thought, I mustn’t leave him today.  

“Dear,” Nigel yawned, pouting, “Where are flying off to this time?”

I continued buttoning my ecru dress shirt, carefully draping different ties in front of my chin, trying to find the right one to set off my dark skin tone.  I wanted to look extra perfect for this trip.  “I believe we’ll be arriving in Chicago by six,” I mumbled, “Hopefully Henry made sure to get first-class, the last time was totally horrendous.”
“I’m sure you’ll be fine.  It seems that Henry takes extra good care of you,” Nigel called, emphasizing the word “you.”  
Nigel was the type that easily became jealous anytime attention was spent on someone besides himself.  He whined of his parents, of his selfish mother “neglecting to hug or kiss her little faggot son.”  I heard the story so often that it was as if Nigel himself was convinced of her selfishness.  Truthfully, Nigel probably pushed her away.  

“Henry is my boss.  How many times do I have to tell you?” 

“Yes, this is true,” Nigel quipped, rolling over on his stomach; his brownish rear replacing the view of his penis.  “I guess this is ok then huh?  This is all fine, Theo and Henry flying off into the sunset, and I’ll just stay here.  Right.  No problem.”
I could tell he was becoming aggravated even though there was no reason to be.  “It’ll be less than a week,” I soothed, exiting the closet, “I’ll see you on Thursday.”

Collin, our largest Siamese came padding into the bedroom, his tail slowly switching against the drapes by the floor-to-ceiling window.  He pounced on the bed.  The slow bouncing of the water gurgled inside underneath the black silk sheets, and Nigel slowly quivered; jostled by the tiny derailment.  I buttoned my cuff-links as Collin’s silver fur brushed against Nigel’s skin.  I took a few short steps, sitting next to my cat and my lover.
“We’re selling all of my Marlboro stock in case of a blow out,” I explained, caressing Nigel’s shoulder.  “I’ll probably have to do some ass-kissing and then we’ll be through.  Maybe when I come back we can go sailing?”

“Oh, for sure Theo.  I will be waiting right here, staring at our boat until you get back.”

“Good,” I replied, tracing lines across Nigel’s spine, “You might as well stay here pining away for me.  We both know that you love to live in your drama world.”  Nigel flashed a shut-the-hell-up face at me, trying to act mad.
Then our door bell rang.

Next there was a pounding.  The door frame shook down in the foyer.

“Who is here?” Nigel asked, realizing that neither of us was expecting anyone.

“Probably the cab guy,” I said preparing to tell him to wait fifteen minutes in order to “say goodbye” to Nigel.  I stooped closer to Nigel’s face, slowly inching towards him, “Give me just a minute.  I’ll be right back babe.”
Suddenly the sound of our carved-cedar front door resonated through the halls as it crashed open.  The glassware tinkled in the Cartesian cabinet by the wet-bar, and the lower notes of our piano sounded a dull awakening as the jogging of several pairs of feet clambered up our staircase.  “Theodore Lazaro!  Come out with your hands up,” one voice yelled, “This is the San Francisco Police Department!”  I could tell the voice was nearing our room, obviously already aware of where we were sitting.

“What is this!?” Nigel shrieked, “Why—“

Four gunned men with SFPD jackets tore into our bedroom and pushed me to the floor.  My face was ground into the carpet as I stared at the ocean; the waves making no noise through my enormous window.  I wondered what the scene looked like from outside: two men (one naked) being thrown down and hand-cuffed.  “You have the right to remain silent Mr. Lazaro. Whatever you say can be,” the officer started saying as I asked what was going on, “used against you in a court of law.  You have the right to an attorney….”  I tried to collect my thoughts in the mess of Nigel screaming and the others trying to put shorts on his flailing legs.

Now I am sitting in the courtyard.  As I type, I think of my cat and of what has become of him.  Hopefully he is with Kathy or some other nice person.  I dread to think of Collin purring on someone else’s lap, but I know it’s my fault.  I can’t be to upset.  Due to the crime that I have been accused, I’ve been arraigned, indicted, and sentenced. 

The sun is blazing past the razor-wire, bouncing off the asphalt, waltzing on my black skin.  I try not to think of Kathy anymore.  I just continue to type out this essay, reeling away from any baggage that I had left over from before I was in the joint.  The focus today will be concerning the crime that I committed when I was young and arrogant.  From this wobbly table, the Romper Room in plain sight, I’ll tell you why I’m here and why I’ll probably be dead before I get out.

I was driving my Trooper to our country house and I had left Nigel at home as usual.  I didn’t want him along to stir up the guys’ awareness of my “gay tendencies,” because obviously Nigel with his purse in tote was the priss that so many of them loved to stereotype.  So I donned my weekend clothes, making sure to wear things that didn’t scream fag, and I made my way to the edge of Yosemite Park.  

Barry, my shooting partner, met me at our chalet around four o’clock and we headed to the range where we stored all of our guns and gear.  The afternoon gleamed with the excitement that always wandered into your presence when finally reconnecting with the outdoors and the targets.  Familiar greetings of, “What’s up man?” and “How you doin’?” spouted from our mouths, and we quickly gathered our ammo, our yellow-tinted glasses and earmuffs, ready to hone our shooting skills.  

I had belonged to “Pink Pistols” for close to three years before I realized that the men who were avid members were all still very aware of their stature as respectable gay guys.  They could only tolerate so much open expression of sexuality.  If I were to show up with Nigel, or even worse, in a tank top, black chest-hair seeping out of the collar, large gold pendants swinging from my neck, I would be revoked of my membership card and asked to leave.  It was just an innate understanding that no one could be overtly queer.  There were fine lines that couldn’t be crossed in this “civilized” gay shooting circle.

When I first joined, I was happy to finally find some communion with other men, not necessarily trying to find a mate, but elated to wield my .45 and get in some much needed target practice.  There was always a lot of talk about “defending the rights of gay people everywhere” by supporting the NRA and other similar organizations, but I never got very wrapped up in the political mumbo-jumbo.  This was my chance to unload a few rounds, and to have a good time doing it.  I figured the Second Amendment wasn’t an issue that I needed to push advocacy for along with my sexual tendencies.  

“Ready?” Barry asked, loading his handgun.


“Yeah, I’ll take number seven.”


“Great.  That used to be my lucky number.  I guess I’ll stick with four today.”


We shot off a few rounds, feeling the satisfying recoil of our guns, dropping the empty clips when we were through.  The spent piles of shells were scraped to opposite sides of our compartments and we both finished, clicking the switch to whiz our targets forward.  

Barry looked at his target, comparing it to mine.  He laughed, smiling at his tight groupings, “Guess you gotta buy me a drink.”


“Sure,” I answered, “I’m to damn hot anyways.  Do you feel like having a brew at my cabin?”


“Sounds like a plan.”  


I watched as Barry meticulously switched the safety of his gun to the “on” position.  Loading it into its matching felt-lined case, Barry glanced at his watch.  “Kinda late isn’t it?  Maybe I’ll just stay at your place tonight instead of driving all the way back to town.  Does that sound alright?”

“No problem dude.”  I couldn’t see any reason why spending the night at our cabin would be a problem.  At the time I just planned to drive back to our place, put Barry in the guest room, and have some dinner.


Snaking through the mountains, driving a few miles from the shooting range, we neared the southern border of Yosemite.  My Trooper grew closer and closer to an old pickup filled with strips of metal waving in the ninety-degree breeze.  As we neared the truck we laughed at the old man with his window down and the cigarette dangling from his mouth.  The sticker on the back of his cab read: Suckin’ Gas and Haulin’ Ass.  “Sorry bastard,” Barry laughed, “He doesn’t have any air-conditioning.”   We made a kind of counter-clockwise detour; the cabin came into view, and I pulled through the gate in the entrance drive.  


That evening we defrosted some t-bones, cracked some beers, and started watching 

True Grit on TBS.  We were acting like manly men.  It’s funny, but even gay people seem to stereotype themselves at times.  


John Wayne’s voice resonated through my surround-sound television.  His foe yelled, I call that bold talk from a one-eyed fat man! to which Wayne’s character responded, Fill your hand you son-of-a-bitch!  Barry watched, chuckling to himself about the shooting and riding scene.  “This guy can do it all man.  Look at him, he’s not even holding on to the reigns.”  

As my steak settled I kicked back on the sofa, noticing Barry’s collection of beer bottles.  I counted three on the coffee table in front of his out-stretched feet, and four on the radio adjacent the plant stand.  “Dude,” I said, quietly trying to finish my second beer, “You’re staying here tonight aren’t you?”


“Um, I guess I should shouldn’t I?”


“Yeah, it’s a good idea I think.”


“Alright,” he groaned, now obviously drunk, “I’ll just stay right here.”  Barry started fumbling in his pockets, searching for something that he wasn’t even sure of.  “I can’t find my gun,” he whispered.


“Oh, don’t worry man; you left that out in the truck.  Remember you put it away?”


“Uh huh I guess you’re right,” he responded, slowly pointing in my direction.


Around eleven I came back from cleaning my kitchen.  I didn’t want to leave my house a mess.  When I looked in on Barry I realized he had finally passed out, softly snoring on the leather cushions he had propped behind his neck.  I flicked the light-switch and turned off the TV.  Once in my room, I wondered if I should call Barry’s roommate, but I quickly decided not to, realizing that maybe he wasn’t sharing his apartment with anyone anymore.  Funny, I thought, I guess I’ll have to ask him about it in the morning.

Eerily, when I awoke, the house seemed to undulate with the sound of the mountains.  One would not understand the certain echo unless subjected to it on the weekly basis that I was.  Standing in my boxers, already noticing the Santa Anas blowing through the junipers, I observed the special, low-registering hum of the outside world.  

My first thought was coffee, and I scuffed into the kitchen, disregarding my living room.  I didn’t plan to wake Barry for a few more hours (or until I became sick of him drooling on my chocolate suede couch.)  The Jamaican Brew that I pulled from my fridge was neatly encased in a small tin.  When I finally focused my blurry stare on Barry’s silhouette, I dropped the grounds all over the floor, spilling the brown flecks onto my bare feet, leaving my footprints scattered all over the Peruvian tile.  I think I tried to scream or yell for help but my voice wouldn’t register and the blood all over my living room deterred my sense of reaction.  I ran to my truck.

On the highway I went ballistic.  See the man in the truck, who just yesterday was transporting scrap metal.  The bed is empty now.  Maybe he made a few dollars profit.  Work out a scheme of how to do away with the body.  Stream of conscienceness asking questions of what to do and where to go and why he did it and who’ll be looking for him.   Decide that maybe he does have a roommate.  Try to deepen the plot by adding other elements.
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