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LOST COWBOY MOON TIME

 


 


* * * * *

 


When a guy suffering from memory loss wakes
up in a hospital bed, what is the first thing he thinks about? I
think that his mind races to figure out how he got there. That’s
what I’m doing. I am that guy.

Waking up in a hospital bed and not knowing
why I’m is horribly frightening. Gunshot wound to the chest? Knife
slashes to the jugular? Blunt force trauma? Please God, don’t let
it my body be damaged! Adding to my terror is that I cannot
remember my own name!

A young male nurse dressed completely in
angelic shades of white enters the hospital ward where I am in one
of the four beds. The other male patients are all asleep, so I get
the full attention from the nurse. He looks surreal. He is young
with classic good looks like from ancient civilizations. Maybe I’m
dead. Maybe this guy looks so handsome because he’s come to process
me into the afterlife. He smiles at me reassuringly like an angel
would, and he asks in a rich, masculine voice, “How are you
feeling?” He speaks English, not Latin! Maybe he’s human like
me.

“Not injured,” I reply quickly and with
self-assurance. I am happy that apparently I am not dead and that
he is not an ancient being from the underworld. “I’m also not in
any physical pain,” I tell him.

“Very precise answers,” the handsome nurse
says as he draws nearer to my bed.

“I feel okay,” I say to him, trying to
minimize my own fear. “Except for the fact that I cannot remember
my name. And, I don’t know how I got here.”

“Doctor will be in to see you,” the nurse
tells me as he stands near my bed.

“You cannot tell me anything?” I ask him.

“That’s right,” he says like I knew he
would.

“Can I get up and go look at myself in the
mirror in the bathroom?” I ask him.

“Sure,” the nurse says. “I don’t see why not.
If you feel up to it. Let me help you out of bed.” I realize how
strong this man is as he assists me in getting out of the hospital
bed. He points to the bathroom door not too many steps from my
bed.

When I switch on the bathroom light and look
at myself in the mirror, I feel as though I am looking at a total
stranger. Who is that guy looking back at me in the reflection? He
is apparently in his late twenties or early thirties. His dark eyes
seem honest. His smile seems genuine. But, who is he? He hasn’t
shaved in a few days and his curly light brown hair is a mess.

The nurse, who is standing next to me as I
stare at that bathroom mirror, asks, “Any luck?”

I turn to look at him and say, “Not a fucking
clue. Better help me back to my bed. I feel like I might pass
out.”

The nurse holds onto me by both shoulders as
he walks behind me and guides me back to my bed. He helps me get
into bed and then pulls the cover up to my chest and smiles at me.
“Doctor will be in to see you,” he assures me.

 


* * * *

 


A woman standing next to my bed in the
hospital ward awakens me. She is in her mid-thirties and is African
American. She is dressed in expensive business attire that is
perfectly coordinated in gray tones upon black. The impression that
her appearance gives off is one of strong confidence and grace.

“Good evening,” she says to me with a smile
that makes me want to trust her.

“It’s evening?” I ask her. “I still see light
outside through the blinds.”

“Yes,” she says. “It’s about 7:30 p.m. right
now.”

“So, it’s summertime?” I ask her.

“Yes, that’s correct,” she replies. “You told
the nurse that you do not remember your name or how you got here to
this hospital?”

“No doubt this is the first of so many
questions that you have for me,” I say to her.

She smiles at my response and nods to
indicate “yes.” Then she asks, “I am a doctor. Can you tell me who
the president of the United States is?”

I suppose that’s a standard question asked of
people who are hospitalized with memory loss. But, it turns out to
be a question I cannot answer. My brain just will not cooperate. I
imagine that I am supposed to be able to answer that simple
question. All I can say to the doctor is, “I can remember the first
African American president. I also remember the first female
president.”

The doctor does not smile at my answer. She
asks me, “Can you tell me what day of the week it is? How about
today’s date?”

“Sorry,” I reply. “No idea whatsoever.”

“Can you tell me anything that you
remember?”

“Well, I thought I would look in the bathroom
mirror,” I tell her. “Maybe doing that would help me. That’s what I
thought. I saw my reflection. But, I don’t know who I am. The guy
looking back at me in my reflection does not look at all familiar
to me.”

“What about any personal memories?” she asks.
“Think back to anything that you can remember in your life.”

“Well, I can remember our Moon,” I tell
her.

She replies gently, “Tell me what you
remember.”

“I vaguely remember looking out through a
very thick geometrically-shaped window,” I explain to her.
“Spherical triangles. That window looked out upon the lunar
surface. Observation deck many stories above the underground
base.”

Once again, the doctor does not smile at my
answer.

“Okay,” I say to her quickly. “I can tell you
didn’t like my answer in response to your question about the
president of the United States. And, you didn’t like hearing about
my memory of our lunar base.”

“Yes,” she replies. “You are absolutely
correct. Both of your answers concern me.”

“Maybe you can tell me who you are and how
you know me,” I suggest to her.

“Fair enough,” she replies. “I am doctor
Victoria Price. A medical doctor. I also have a Ph.D. in
Psychology. I am 36 years old. And, I am your psychiatrist.”

“My psychiatrist?” I ask her.

“Yes,” Doctor Price replies quickly. “I
realize that you do not remember me. But, I do want you to know
that I am your psychiatrist. You have been seeing me for several
months now.”

“This makes me feel light-headed,” I admit to
her. “Kind of shocking to hear this.”

“I understand,” Doctor Price replies. “That’s
to be expected. But, I think that you’re doing fine here.”

“Can you tell me why I started seeing
you?”

“Sure, of course I can tell you that,” she
replies. “You became my patient to help you cope with difficulties
in your marriage.”

“My marriage?” I ask her. “Wow. I don’t even
remember having a wife.”

“That’s okay, too,” Doctor Price reassures
me. “Her name is Katherine Snowe.”

I shake my head to indicate “no” to her.

“You two met in graduate school,” Doctor
Price explains. “Indiana University. Married for a few years now.
She’s a communication professor at a local university. You remember
where she works?”

“Brown University,” I reply to Doctor Price.
But, I am surprised at how quickly I answered her.

“Very good,” she says to me with a smile.
“And do you know where Brown University is located?”

“Providence, Rhode Island,” I answer.
“Everybody knows that. Is that where this hospital is located?”

“Yes, it is,” Doctor Price replies. She is
smiling at me now.

“Well, it’s just inductive reasoning. I
remember Brown University,” I explain. “I have to believe that
right now we are in Providence, Rhode Island. But, that’s it. I
don’t know how I remember some stuff, but not everything.”

“I am pleased that you can remember Brown,”
Doctor Price says to me.

“Why am I here?” I want to know. “How did I
get here?”

“Well,” she answers. “To be perfectly honest
with you, the why is a bit of mystery to all of us at the moment.
We know how you got here. You just walked in. Right through the
main public entrance. Like it was what you wanted to do. You showed
my business card that you had with you. Gave it to the people at
the front desk. You even told them outright that you did not
remember who you are or why you had come to the hospital.”

“Did I kill my wife, Doctor Price?” I
ask.

“No, God no. You did not kill your wife,” she
reassures me as she smiles at me. I conclude that Doctor Price was
expecting me to ask that question. “She is very much alive. Tell
me: Why did you ask that question?”

I explain to her: “Just a feeling. I now
remember feeling angry. Very angry. I guess what I’m saying is: I
have just started to remember being angry with my wife. Just the
intense emotions. Just the anger. I cannot remember anything
specific. Why isn’t my wife here?”

“Because she’s at another hospital right
now,” Doctor Price replies.

“Is she a psychiatrist, too?” I ask.

My question makes Doctor Price chuckle aloud
involuntarily. She seems embarrassed at her unrestrained reaction.
She says to me, “Uh, no, your wife is a patient. In a psychiatric
hospital. Not far from where we are right now.”

“A patient. Psychiatric hospital. That makes
you laugh?”

“I apologize. Your wife is doing just fine,”
Doctor Price says to me. “In the psychiatric hospital.”

“Is there a story here?”

“Meaning what?” Doctor Price asks me in
return.

“That other hospital,” I explain. “That
psychiatric hospital. How is it that my wife, whom I do not
remember, is in a psychiatric hospital? That’s kind of an important
detail, don’t you think?”

“Yes,” Doctor Price replies calmly, “Of
course, it is a very important detail. But, I think that your
memories will return soon based on what I’ve seen here. You
remembered Brown. You remembered that your wife works at Brown. All
your memories will return soon. I feel quite certain of that.”

“Have I had some kind of trauma?” I ask
her.

“Are you remembering that right now?”

“No,” I admit. “It just seems logical. Like
how a story would unfold. A guy wakes up in a hospital. Doesn’t
remember his own name. Doesn’t know how he got there. Had to have
been some kind of trauma. Physical or otherwise.”

“You used the word ‘story’ to explain this,”
Doctor Price says to me. “What do you mean by that?”

“Like a news story,” I respond without
thinking. Once again, I am surprised at my answer that seems to
have come from nowhere.

“Very good,” she replies.

“I work in the journalism profession?” I ask
Doctor Price.

“Yes, you do,” Doctor Price replies.

“At one of the Providence television
stations?” I ask her.

“Very good,” she replies. “Exactly correct. I
told you that your memories would return.”

“I’m just grasping here in the dark.
Everything is so damn foggy in my head,” I say to her. “I really am
very confused right now.”

“That’s to be expected,” Doctor Price tells
me. “You are correct about working at one of the Providence
television stations. You should know the news business because of
your work in that profession. Your conclusion is that you’re in
this hospital because you experienced some kind of emotional
trauma.”

“You’re only echoing back things I already
know,” I say to her.

Doctor Price smiles and nods to me.

“The trauma,” I say to her, “That has
something to do with my wife being in that psychiatric hospital,
doesn’t it?”

Doctor Price nods to me once again.

“I put my wife in there,” I hear myself
saying. “I had my wife committed into the psychiatric hospital in
Connecticut, didn’t I?”

Doctor Price nods to me yet again.

“You told me my wife’s name is Katherine
Snowe,” I say to Doctor Price. “I seem to only have incomplete
memories. Kind of like the exact same foggy memories of my looking
out from that thick, spherical triangle window at the lunar
base.”

Doctor Price says nothing and just waits for
me to keep talking.

“You know what? I don’t see how a guy who
works at a Providence television station in the news business could
also have memories of being on our Moon,” I tell her. “Makes no
sense at all does it?”

“Probably not,” Doctor Price says to me. “Why
do you refer to it as ‘our Moon’?”

“There are some moons that are not ours.
Orbiting planets not ours. The lunar base of ours is a top-secret
military facility,” I tell her quickly, very surprised at how I
seemed to know what to say to her. “Nobody here on Earth is
supposed to know.”

“Then don’t tell me anything more,” Doctor
Price says as if she is humoring me.

“The president of the United States,” I say
to her. “I just remembered. The president is George Herbert Walker
Bush.”

“Yes,” Doctor Price replies. “That is
correct. Full name and all. Like there is any other George
Bush?”

Her response confuses me, but I say
nothing.

She asks me, “Can you tell me today’s
date?”

“No,” I reply. “But, the elder Bush. He had
only one term. Early Nineties? Is that correct?”

She frowns at me, but says nothing. Rather,
she just waits for me to keep talking.

“I feel like I need sleep,” I say to her.
“Very disoriented right now. Can I please just get some sleep
now?”

Doctor Price nods to me yet again as I feel
myself falling asleep.

 


* * * *

 


I am not in a hospital bed in Rhode Island.
Instead, I am outdoors on a very bright and intensely muggy Indiana
afternoon back in October of Nineteen Seventy-Six. I see my Iranian
friend, Farhad, has propped himself up next to me as our thin
plastic cups are melting in the late fall heat and humidity,
overflowing with cheap beer. We were already buzzed from what
Farhad had deemed the single worst pot he had ever smoked and he
wanted to wash away the bitter aftertaste. So, we left his dorm
room next to mine in Eigenmann Hall to venture outdoors into a
bright Bloomington day in search of liquid refreshment.

Because we had just smoked pot, Farhad and I
should have stayed indoors. Instead, we venture outdoors to a
pre-Halloween bash in the large grassy meadow near Eigenmann. A
heavy-set blonde woman with seriously spooky eyes approaches me. I
initially get a glimpse of her in my peripheral vision. Since
smoking marijuana causes time compression, the woman arrives at my
side faster than I was expecting. Farhad jumps backwards to avoid
getting wet as I inadvertently tipped my beer sideways in response
to her arrival. I hear him mutter something to me in Farsi.

She completes a quick scan of me from face to
crotch to feet to crotch to direct eye contact with me. Then the
very first words out of her mouth are, "I approve of this man." She
says this while addressing me directly and looking me squarely in
my eyes.

I glance in disbelief over at Farhad for
reassurance that he heard it, too. His laughter confirms that he'd
heard it, yes. He silently mouths the word, “Approve.”

I was impressed with her appealing smile, but
the manner in which she had spoken to me in the third person made
me wonder if perhaps English were not her native language. I find
that I feel sexually attracted to her. Was it the beer? I'm young,
single, oversexed and inebriated. An available, unpredictable woman
with spooky blue eyes walks up to me at a college mixer in Indiana
and practically grabs my cock. What I am expected to do? Sit around
discussing basketball stats and Bobby Knight? She gave me a blowjob
that night in her apartment. For me, that was a first-ever
experience for me on a first date.

In Farhad’s room at Eigenmann, he gives me
another literary experience into the writings of his favorite
Persian. Farhad switches back and forth from English to Farsi quite
easily. “A man shall not let himself be guided by his cock,” Farhad
quotes the poet. Then, he returns to several sentences in Farsi.
Such a rhythmical language.

“Just stop,” I finally say to Farhad. I look
out the window and noticed that we are getting another December
snowstorm. Even though we are on the twelfth floor, the wind is
blowing thick flakes of snow against the window. I tell Farhad,
“Katherine and I have done it.”

“What have you done?” he asks.

“Well, I thought that if I used the phrase
‘have done it,’ in your mind, you would automatically substitute
the phrase ‘have fucked.’”

Farhad replies, “Yes, at first I thought
that.”

“At first?” I ask him.

“I mean,” he replies, “that you could have
been starting to tell me that you and her have gotten into some
kind of trouble. As in ‘now, we’ve done it.’”

“I forgot how literary you are,” I reply. “I
may be in some kind of trouble, however.”

“She’s pregnant,” Farhad says.

“No, but I’ve only known the mysterious
Katherine Snowe since around Halloween. Not quite two months. She
tells me that she was seeing a psychiatrist at the university
medical center.” Farhad shook his head “no” to me and opened his
eyes very wide, pretending to be surprised at what I had just told
him.

“And when I asked her why she was seeing a
psychiatrist,” I explain to Farhad, “She answered me without any
hesitation. So, I was not really prepared for her answer.”

“She’s an escapee from a mental hospital?”
Farhad asks.

“You have such a low opinion of her, Farhad,”
I say to him.

“Why was she seeing a psychiatrist?” Farhad
says to me. “It doesn’t really matter. Whatever the reason is, she
should not tell you on the second date, right?”

“When you’re right, you’re right,” I say to
him. “So, the answer Katherine gives me was—. Uh, I would have to
say that the answer Katherine gives me was unexpected.”

“She’s on parole from federal prison?” Farhad
asks. “She’s a convicted mass murderer?”

That makes me laugh at Farhad. “No, listen,”
I say to him. “She says to me,

‘Four days before I met you, I was going to step off the curb
deliberately in front of an oncoming bus."

Farhad laughs aloud, but then seems genuinely
embarrassed at his lack of sensitivity in response to the details I
have just shared with him.

“I cut my journalism history class to get
warm with her,” I explained to Farhad. “It was a very cold
afternoon.”

“And she had the only place in all of
Bloomington where you could you’re your hands,” Farhad says.

“Well,” I reply, “I was hoping to warm my
cock, not my hands. So, we’re in her small apartment. She is lying
next to me under a soft, thick quilted multicolored comforter with
her skillful hands strategically positioned inside my thighs. ‘Oh,’
was my brilliant response as she carefully caressed my balls as she
kept talking of killing herself by stepping in front of one of
those big red city busses. She said, ‘I just got through a rough
break-up. My shrink told me to avoid men for at least several
weeks,’ while gently stroking my cock slowly under the comforter.
Her hands felt so good. ‘I was honest and told my shrink that I had
met you,’ Katherine says to me. It turns out that her psychiatrist
is male. 'Not a good idea,' was the male shrink's response.
Katherine then tells me that she’s unhappy with her shrink, so she
has stopped seeing him. The next thing I know, she’s screaming,
‘Oh, fuck him! Just fuck him!! Fuck him. And suddenly, she switches
to ‘Fuck me!’ And, well, that was the exact moment that I inserted
myself and shot off into her in a frenzied stupor. Like I was a
prisoner who had been denied sexual intercourse for a decade until
just that exquisite moment. And I know at this moment, Farhad, that
you are bound and determined to start quoting that Persian poet to
me again!”

“Was she speaking about you in the third
person again?” Farhad asks.

“Yeah,” I replied, “I had the same exact
question. That whole ‘fuck him, just fuck him’ and then again
another ‘fuck him’ kind of confused me.”

Farhad asks, “She finally does say ‘fuck me,’
right? Meaning you. Not the male shrink.”

“Of course. Like you say,” I reply, not sure
if I agree with him.

“But, you’re worried about personal
pronouns,” he says to me. “You’ve had sex with her now on only two
occasions,” Farhad says to me like I am somehow in need of being
reminded.

“Is a blowjob really sex?” I ask him, trying
to be sarcastic.

“Depends,” he replies. “Did you actually
ejaculate into her mouth, or, somewhere else?”

“Are you serious?” I ask Farhad, unable to
control my laughing at his question.

“You creamed her face,” He says to me. “I
just knew it. So, to answer your question, no. That doesn’t count
as sex. She had to swallow it to be legitimately considered as a
sex act.”

“You get such wisdom from that fucking
Persian poet?” I quickly respond.

“Definitely,” Farhad answers confidently.
“But, it sounds an awful lot more impressive in the original
Farsi.”

I say to Farhad, “Teach me how to say
‘swallow it’ in Farsi.”

 


* * * *

 


When I open my eyes, I am once again the
hospital bed in Rhode Island in the Nineteen Nineties during the
presidency of George H. W. Bush. Doctor Victoria Price is still
standing near my bed.

“You started to doze off,” Doctor Price tells
me.

“Had some flashes of memory. From Indiana.
Like I was dreaming.”

“Tell me what you remember,” she says to
me.

“Now I realize something. Katherine Snowe is
quite unforgettable,” I reply to Doctor Price. “Did I ever tell you
that on our first date, Katherine told me she was seeing a
psychiatrist? Do you think that I should have worried about that?
No, this isn’t the time for that. Listen: I give you permission to
just tell me who I am. Is that allowed? I’m your patient and I give
you the go-ahead, okay? No legal problems here. I’m asking you to
just tell me who I am.”

Doctor Price crosses her arms in front of her
chest as if I have frustrated her. But, she nods, “yes” to me.
Then, she drops her arms down to her sides in more relaxed stance.
She says to me very slowly, “You are Ted Avila. Your full name is
Theodore Joseph Avila.”

“I’ll take your word for it, Doc,” I respond.
What she has just told me does not make the slightest difference in
my apparent memory loss.

“You’re known on local TV as ‘Ted Avila,’”
Doctor Price explains. “Local news anchor. High ratings. High
credibility. Any of this registering with you, Ted?”

“No, unfortunately,” I admit in complete
honesty to her. “Sounds like he’s an interesting guy. Successful,
at least. Good for him.”

“Well,” she says to me. “You’re not
physically injured. No blow to the head or whatever. You do have
some memory loss. Obviously. You need a psychiatrist to tell you
that? But, I believe your memory loss is only temporary. There’s no
reason to keep you here in this hospital overnight. I’m going to
discharge you. I think you should go home and relax in familiar
surroundings.”

“I cannot remember where ‘home’ is,” I admit
to her.

“I’ll write the address down for you,” she
says to me. “Then, just take a taxi. Best for you to be back at
your own place. Not here. This isn’t even a private hospital room.
You should start feeling better once you are out of this hospital
and back in the comforts of your own four walls.”

 


* * * *

 


Well, Doctor Price was wrong. Once I am
inside my apartment on the tenth floor of a Providence high rise,
staring at the man in my own bathroom mirror, I feel just as
disconnected from an identity as I had back at the hospital. My
memories of being inside a top-secret lunar base especially are the
source of worry for me. I easily recall some parts of US history.
The very first time men visited our Moon was in Nineteen
Sixty-Nine. I remember that George H. W. Bush is the president. And
I am fairly certain that during his presidency there were no people
living and working in a secret underground lunar base!

So, what should I do? Mental inventory!
That’s where I start. Okay, whom do I remember?

In the hospital, I remember the male nurse. I
also remember Doctor Price.

I remember Farhad from when I was at Indiana
University. I also remember the first time that I met Katherine
Snowe.

Four people. Great. I only can remember four
people! This makes no sense to me. How is it possible for me to
only remember a grand total of four people in my entire life?

Think. Try to remember others. There must
certainly be others.

What about people from my work? Doctor Price
said I worked at one of the Providence television stations. Why
can’t I remember anybody from work?

And, really, this memory that I have about an
underground base beneath a lunar crater, well, that’s just crazy.
Isn’t it crazy? Of course it’s crazy! How can I know of a base
submerged several stories deep under the lunar crust, and yet, I
cannot remember anybody from work?

Somehow, even though it is crazy, I feel
certain that my memory of that Moon base is real. That memory is
strong. I feel as though my actual workplace is not at some
Providence television station. The memory of working in a
television station seems fake to me in comparison to what I
remember about working in a top-secret military facility.

This is making me crazy. Something has to be
blocking my memories. I feel like something has been deliberately
done to my mind so that I will not remember certain things. Have I
been hypnotized?

I walk from the bathroom to the adjacent
master bedroom. The room has been designed by someone with a crazed
penchant for the African safari motif. There are jungle colors and
jungle animals everywhere. And I don’t have to look very far within
this bedroom to find several artistic statues of African tribal
gods or whatever those skinny figures are supposed to be. This is
not the kind of design that I would choose for my bedroom! In fact,
I find this jungle theme offensive.

The king-size bed looks very odd and
distracts me from the lions and elephants on the wall. Nobody has
touched that bed for a while by the looks of it. Does anybody
actually sleep here? The jungle-theme bedding and pillows are all
perfectly situated as though housekeeping staff from a five-star
hotel had just made up the room.

When I sit down on the edge of the large bed,
it does not feel familiar like my own bed should feel. It feels to
me as though I have walked into this jungle-themed bedroom for the
very first time.

I am supposed to accept in my mind that this
master bedroom is in my home. I am supposed to believe that I live
here in this unfamiliar place with a woman named Katherine Snowe,
whom Doctor Price said was my wife.

I must talk with Doctor Price. She is my best
hope to regain my memories. I know that now. But, how do I reach
her? It must be after midnight now.

I remember what she told me in the hospital:
They were surprised that I just walked in the front door and handed
the receptionist her business card. When I stand up and check
through the pockets of my trousers, I finally find Doctor Price’s
business card. Now I have her phone number!

When I dial Doctor Price’s phone number from
the telephone on the nightstand next to the large bed, all I get is
an answering service. They want me to call back in the morning.
That’s the best that the answering service can offer me
tonight?

So, I stretch out in the middle of the
king-size bed, planning to rest for just a few minutes. It’s been a
frustrating day and I feel exhausted physically and emotionally as
I close my eyes.

 


* * * *

 


When I open my eyes, I have no idea whether I
have gotten any sleep. I feel exhausted. I know for certain that I
am no longer lying on the large jungle-themed bed. I am seated in a
chair. As I quickly look around my new surroundings, I immediately
realize that I am seated in a Providence, Rhode Island bistro that
is both familiar and comfortable to me. My mind tells me something
that I know is impossible: I have gone back in time and I am
reliving a past experience.

Directly across a small round table from me
that is covered with a red and white-checkered tablecloth is a
woman that does not look familiar to me. Then, I realize who she
is. This woman is Katherine Snowe.

My psychiatrist diagnosed me as having
temporary amnesia. As such, I needed Doctor Price’s help to
remember that I married Katherine Snowe. With Doctor Price’s
guidance, I was able to remember meeting Katherine Snowe in
Bloomington, Indiana when I was 26 and she was 23.

The woman seated across from me inside this
bistro looks like she is 40. I feel stunned to discover that this
version of Katherine Snowe certainly looks nothing like the young
woman that I met in Indiana. Can they be the same person?

I would never let this version of Katherine
Snowe give me a blowjob. This is the very first thought I get in my
bewildered mind. I worry that my mind is shattering slowly, one
piece at a time. Soon, my identity will have faded away and I will
be nobody.

This older, unappealing Katherine Snowe turns
me off because of how obese she is compared to the younger woman
that I married. This Katherine Snowe has gained at least a hundred
pounds since I met the younger edition in Indiana. I wonder how
many men will say the exact same thing about weight gain in their
wives?

Katherine Snowe is wearing a black men’s
football jersey bearing a gigantic number “81” on the front, but no
identification of any team. This clothing choice is curious and
seems inappropriate for an adult woman—a Brown University
professor. Why would a female who is a grownup wear a men’s
football jersey? It hangs on her because it is oversized. Maybe
there is some significance that she finds in wearing that gigantic
number on her chest? Is it an abbreviation for the year Nineteen
Eighty-One? What could have happened to her in Nineteen Eighty-One
that she finds so important to display that year on her chest by
wearing a men’s football jersey? I was with her in Nineteen
Eight-One and I do not remember anything significant happening.
But, then again, I have suffered memory loss.

Katherine Snowe also wears blue denim jeans
that emphasize how large her thighs and buttocks are. On her feet
are wooden beach shoes with open toes revealing that she does not
buy into the aesthetic value of pedicures or toenail polish. I am
certain that Katherine Snowe will never be mistaken for a fashion
statement.

I find it difficult to believe that any man
would find this woman sexually attractive. How in the world did I
allow myself to get married to her? Apparently, I was so immature
and foolish when I was in my twenties. Or was I just simply
blind?

Ultimately, the woman that I find so
completely unattractive speaks directly to me. She leans across the
small table and gets very close to my face before she says in an
unnecessarily loud voice, “Do you think you could buy me a drink?
Is anyone actually waiting on our table tonight? I need a real
drink. With lots of rum in it.”

I can only say, “This all seems so unreal.” I
am so upset that I honestly, I am ready to vomit.

“How do you distinguish between what’s real
and what’s not, Teddy?” the ugly woman asks me. “What do you do for
a living?”

I am not sure how to answer her, so I remain
silent.

She persists: “You heard me,” she bellows
loudly. “What do you do for a living? Television. You’re on
television. How real is being on television?”

These first few moments reconnecting with my
wife have convinced me that there was something very seriously
wrong with me for having gotten involved with her back when we were
in Indiana. One blowjob and I throw away my entire life? Is this
the direction I want for my life?

“We’ve been coming here to this bistro for
years,” Katherine says to me. “I don’t really know why you like
this place. Because it’s so near to your television studio? To me,
this bistro is way too predictable. Repeating itself over and over
and over and over again. With us stuck inside. Get it, Ted? All we
have left in our relationship is eating and drinking, don’t you
realize that?” she asks. “Eating and drinking. I must admit,
though, at least the Italian food here is always delicious.”

“Always try to find the bright spot in life,”
I tell her. I’m having déjà vu. I seem to remember that she
previously complained about this bistro using those exact words. Is
this how my memory breaking through will work? Am I really back in
time to the evening when she and I were together at this
bistro?

As always, Katherine is oblivious to what I
have just said to her. “You’re behaving like you’re somewhere else,
Ted. Far away from here.”

“Doctor Price told me I’ve suffered some kind
of trauma,” I tell her.

“Doctor Price is a fraud,” she says. “I told
you that you do not need to go to any psychiatrist, Ted.” Katherine
drinks deeply from her glass of red wine. Her face rapidly is
becoming the same color as the wine. “I’m tired, Ted. Really
tired,” Katherine tells me after a brief pause to catch her
breath.

This is not a mere memory breaking through. I
seem actually to have gone back in time. Katherine Snowe. I
remember that I had this exact conversation on our final night
together in this bistro.

Katherine says, “I’m tired of acting. I’m
tired of pretending to be some other person.”

The waitress, carrying a plate with food,
comes to our table and places our order in front of us.

“Thank you very much,” I reply to the
waitress.

“Don’t thank me, you sarcastic son of a
bitch,” Katherine replies. “I’m pouring my heart out to you and all
you want to do is make your usual jokes.”

The waitress walks away with a frustrated
look on her face.

“I was thanking the waitress,” I tell
Katherine. “Didn’t you see her?”

Katherine disregards what I asked her and
instead says, “Maybe I should go away. You know what, Ted? You’re
cruel to mess with me like you’re doing here tonight. I’m trying to
tell you that I want to be myself and not pretend to be someone
else. I am only one person. I can only be one person.”

“No multiple personalities tonight?” I ask
sarcastically.

“I will not let you push me away,” Katherine
adds. Then, she quickly says, “You think that you can always use
humor to save yourself. Well, not tonight. I don’t find this
humorous at all. I’m telling you this tonight because I am going to
change who I am. Whether you like it or not. I have made my
decision.”

This is the fateful night that Katherine
Snowe and I spent our last dinner together in this bistro. I accept
that I have gone back in time to the worst single event of my life.
Maybe if I pay more attention to my wine glass than to my wife, I
will feel better?

“And staring at your wine glass is not going
to provide you with an answer,” Katherine says. “What’s wrong with
you? You haven’t even touched your chicken Parmesan.”

I can see that the plate in front of me
contains an order of breaded chicken that has been topped with
Parmesan cheese and then smothered in deep red marinara sauce. I
use my fork to prod the chicken because I have lost my
appetite.

“Everything’s okay,” I reply.

“You can’t even be honest with me about
food,” Katherine says angrily. “You say everything’s okay. It’s not
okay. I need to tell you, Ted, that I haven’t been honest with you
about our relationship.”

“You’re fucking some long-haired kid from
your British Public Address class?” I ask her. “After class one
afternoon, he comes up to you and asked you a question. About David
Lloyd George and how he saved the empire during the Boer War in
South Africa. So, of course, you got all excited over some American
guy with long hair who somehow has read about South Africa and also
understands the truth about Lloyd George, so you fucked him right
there on the floor of the lecture hall.”

“Not exactly, Teddy,” she says. “But, it’s a
good anecdote. Historically accurate. You tell a good story. I’ll
give you that.”

“What are you trying to tell me?” I ask
her.

“I chose to deceive you. Deliberately,” she
says. “Because it was part of my act. I have believed for many
years—since we first met—that you could not handle the truth about
me. So, instead, I pretended to be happy. For you. For the sake of
what I thought you wanted in our marriage.”

This is not a surprise to me. I sigh in
frustration because I know every word that Katherine is going to
speak before she does.

“You’ve never done too well,” she tells me,
“with me being depressed all the time. It’s a disorder. You know
that. My shrink prescribed Prozac for me. You haven’t done well
with me being on Prozac all the time, either. You’ve told me
several times that Prozac makes me drink more and you think it
makes me suicidal. But, you’re wrong about all this. I know that
you’re wrong.”

“What do you want me to say?” I ask her. “I
wish you would just stop calling this ‘a disorder’ like you always
do.”

She sticks out the middle finger of her right
hand very near my face and says to me, “I want our marriage to be a
safe haven for me. Yes, a safe haven. That’s what I said. A place
where I can be myself, where I can be depressed if I want to. And I
want you, as my husband, to accept me because you are my husband.
You must take care of me. Our vows said so.”

“Yeah,” I reply to her, “Well maybe there’s
an escape clause in there that we weren’t told about at the altar
on that day. Or, you know what? That priest who presided over our
marriage was drunk at the church that day. Maybe his impaired
condition means that our marriage isn’t legitimate. I think I’ve
read about a Roman Catholic Church law about mental intent that has
been compromised by ill will or chemicals. Something like
that.”

Katherine asks me, “So, you think we’re ready
to end our relationship?”

I feel helpless. Trapped. I have no choice
but to answer Katherine. So, I respond by saying, “Sure. Let’s just
call the whole thing off.”

Katherine pushes her chair back from the
table in anger and frustration. “Take me home, Ted,” she demands.
“Or, I swear to you I’ll drive your car. You know I have a spare
key. Even though I’m drunk, I’m gonna get behind the wheel of your
car! Your life will never be the same.” She gets up quickly from
the table and walks toward the front entrance of the bistro. When I
get up in the obligatory role of the deferential husband who must
go rescue his drunk wife, I see my reflection in one of the mirrors
covering the west wall of the bistro. Who is that guy looking back
at me in the reflection? He is apparently in his late twenties or
early thirties. His dark eyes seem honest. His smile seems genuine.
But, who is he? He hasn’t shaved in a few days and his curly light
brown hair is a mess.

 


* * * *

 


I wake up reclining on top of the large bed
in the tenth floor apartment that Doctor Price said was my
residence. My memories now include my talking with Doctor Price the
morning after that final dinner I had with Katherine in the
Providence bistro.

“I’m afraid,” I remember telling Doctor Price
as I sat across from her in her office as bright but opaque
sunlight poured in through her large tinted windows. “I don’t know
if I’ve done the right thing. Having Katherine committed. But, what
were my choices?”

Doctor Price nodded and said to me, “You did
the right thing, Ted. I know how difficult this must be for
you.”

“At the bistro, she threatened to use her
spare key and take my car,” I explained to Doctor Price. “She had
taken a taxi from Brown to meet me for dinner. Katherine was so
drunk. More than usual. She would’ve killed herself behind the
wheel if she drove my car. Maybe killed others, too. I feel like I
did the right thing.” I could not keep talking with crying.

“The loss feels so strong,” I told Doctor
Price. “My marriage is over. I drove us home. She started throwing
up in my car from all she had to drink. Managed to get her inside
our apartment. Dragged her into the elevator, where she threw up
again. Once she was in our master bathroom, she threw up again. I
could not stand there and watch her throwing up. It was making me
sick to watch over her. So, I left her alone in the master bathroom
and went to use our guest bathroom. I heard a muffled thumping
sound. I knew she had fallen. I rushed back to her and I saw the
aftermath. She had slipped in her vomit. She smashed her fucking
face into the side of the toilet bowl. Everyone would think that I
hit her! That was my very first reaction. How selfish is that?”

As I remain reclined on my back with my eyes
wide open on that king size bed, I start to realize what may have
happened: If I consider myself to be a logical person, I have to
conclude that I suffered some kind of delayed emotional trauma the
following day after I made the difficult decision to have Katherine
committed in the Connecticut mental hospital. This must be what
military veterans know as post traumatic stress disorder.

God, I don’t want to lose my sanity because I
married that woman. I believe now that she’s just not worth the
emotional pain that I am experiencing. I’m sure that no marriage is
worth it if one of the people loses their sanity because of the
relationship.

If I have PTSD and memory loss, how do I
explain having partial memories of living and working in the
future? How do I know while living today in the Nineteen Eighties
that Barack Obama will be the first African American president
starting in the year Twenty Oh-Nine? How do I have memories of
working in an underground Moon base? How can I be aware of a future
that has not yet happened unless I have somehow traveled in time to
this day in the Nineteen Nineties?

To amuse myself, I choose a nickname,
“Science Fiction Ted.” Better yet, that needs to be “Sci-Fi Teddy.”
I hate if anyone calls me Teddy. That sounds immature—a boy’s name.
Not what a man would call himself. I cannot imagine any man would
nickname himself “Sci-Fi Teddy” so what the fuck.

I wonder if anybody from that lunar base will
be out looking for me here in the Nineteen Nineties? I must
certainly have some kind of locator surgically attached to the
inside of my body so I could be tracked over the centuries in my
time travel missions.

* * * *

 


The Moon base is real! I knew it. I am lying
on a flat, leathery surface covered by a shiny silvery sheet that
drapes over my naked body. I’m on some kind of bed in what seems to
be a high technology medical facility. Computerized panels and
blinking lights are everywhere. There are familiar beeps and tones
playing from somewhere deep inside the panels on the walls. I know
where I am. I know I am back at the lunar base. I can feel the
lunar gravity. I know where I am. Someone who has lived on Earth
and lived on our Moon knows how the two very different gravities
feel. It’s unmistakable. Your body just never forgets living in
both of those two gravities.

 


* * * *

 


“Dump her,” Farhad says to me over our second
pitcher of frosty cold beer in the little bar across the street
from Eigenmann Hall in Bloomington, Indiana. He looks me directly
in the eyes and restates his declaration: “Just dump her.”

I shift my weight on the uncomfortable wooden
bench at the picnic-style wooden table in the Bloomington bar.
Farhad has made me feel uncomfortable. The bench adds to my
discomfort. The bench makes a creaking sound as I try to find a
satisfying way to sit there. Farhad just stares at me in silence
for at least two full minutes.

“You know you’re only using her,” he finally
says to me after he gulped down his entire mug of golden beer. He
then leans across the wooden picnic table towards my face and lets
loose an extended burp at me.

“Nice,” I say to Farhad. “Real nice.”

“Only using her,” he repeats as though I am
hearing impaired. He pours himself another fresh mug of beer. “Just
need someone to shoot your load into.”

I look around the bar at the handful of other
customers, who seem to have taken no notice Farhad and me. I say to
him, “Maybe you should repeat that a little louder. I don’t think
those guys over there by the juke box heard you clearly.”

“You know I’m right,” Farhad says as he sips
his beer and stares at me, waiting for my reply.

“Not this whole ‘I know you’re gay’
thing again, Farhad,” I tell him.

He smiles at me and then he finishes his beer
very quickly. “You got it,” he says to me. His eyes are now very
glassy. I will have to help him walk across the street back to
Eigenmann Hall like I have done so many times.

“You Persian men come across as such
experts,” I say to him. “You know who’s gay and who’s not. Is that
it?”

“I know you’re gay,” Farhad says to
me.

“You want me to be,” I reply quickly.
“Because you are.”

“I know you’re gay because I am,” Farhad
corrects me. “I really don’t want you for sex. I know that you
don’t really like that woman. You’re just using her.”

“I don’t really like her,” I hear myself say
to Farhad. I feel relieved to have heard him tell me that he did
not want me for sex. So, I chose to be honest with him. “Yeah,
she’s fucked up. Crazy. And don’t get into that ‘just shoot my
load into her’ again. I think that just cheapens the
relationship I have with her.”

“Cheapens,” Farhad repeats back to me. More
of a question than a statement.

“Yeah, okay,” I admit. “It’s already pretty
cheap. Vacant. Empty. We just have sex in common. Nothing else. How
could it get any cheaper? I know that.”

“Admit it,” Farhad says to me.

“What?” I ask him. “What, specifically?”

“You’re not sexually attracted to her,”
Farhad says with unusual clarity for someone so drunk.

“Guess you’re probably right,” I admit. Then,
I swallow the entire contents of my beer mug and reach quickly for
the pitcher that is waiting there in front of me to comfort me in
my time of need.

 


* * * *

 


I am behind the wheel driving a brand new
Ford Explorer on a two-lane desert highway in Arizona. I am clever.
I know where I am. And, I don’t mean clever about Arizona. I
discover what year I am in by looking in the glove compartment and
reading the cover of the 1991 operator’s manual. I see the odometer
reading is just over five thousand miles. This is a brand new
vehicle that I am driving. But, I do not remember buying this 4x4
truck.

I look behind where I am sitting in the
driver’s seat. The cargo area has been adjusted so that seats are
folded down beneath the floor to create a large, flat space that is
filled with cardboard boxes of various sizes. Packing tape,
hurriedly affixed, holds the boxes more or less shut. I recognize
my block printing in a blue marker pen on boxes promising that the
contents are shoes, gym clothing, books, videotapes, and so
forth—all the worldly possessions a guy needs when he is running
away home.

I want to feel the dry, hot desert wind
hitting me in the face as I drive, so I push a button and the
driver’s side window retracts all the way down. This provides me
with a more authentic experience compared to hiding all day behind
the wheel inside the truck’s air-conditioned cabin.

Above me I can see a vast, cloudless bright
blue Arizona sky was interrupted only by a large California condor
who sails silently in the wind. His huge, eight-foot wingspan with
white stripes underneath play with the breeze relentlessly flowing
over the dessert surface. This vulture's head is pink with no
feathers, but his small, scary eyes commanded my attention. He
looks angry as the soothing and peaceful wind sound around and
under him has been so rudely interrupted by the sound of my
approaching 4x4.

The flying scavenger navigates the skies
above a lonely, dusty two-lane highway that snaked its way through
terribly dry territory where there are more Joshua Trees than
practically any other living thing. The stately cactus plants share
the landscape with scrub brush and an occasional outcropping of
rounded rocks. But, this also is a terribly uninviting environment.
The sun is making its regular arc towards the western horizon, but
continues to bake the dust and dirt that cover my truck that looks
dirty from having been on the road for several days in a row. The
condor sweeps over my truck, and me and then he flies over a sign
on the side of the highway that identifies this lonely stretch of
road as “Joshua Tree Highway.”

When I look in my rearview mirror, I wonder
who is that guy looking back at me in the reflection. He is
apparently in his late twenties or early thirties. His dark eyes
seem honest. His smile seems genuine. But, who was he? He hasn’t
shaved in a few days and his curly light brown hair is a mess.

Highway 93 crosses the desert providing a
back roads alternative to drive from Phoenix to Las Vegas. This is
one very hot summer afternoon. But, when is any summer afternoon in
the Arizona desert anything other than very hot?

Because I was born here in Arizona, I have
enjoyed making this off-the-beaten-path drive so many times in my
life. The terrain looks very familiar to me, but the two-lane
highway seems more primitive and undeveloped than the way I
remember it.

“That’s because you drove on this highway in
your teenage years.” The voice is my own. But, when I turn my head
to look at the passenger who is suddenly seated next to me in my
1991 Ford Explorer, I am shocked. His face is the very same that I
have seen in mirrors. He apparently is in his late twenties or
early thirties. His dark eyes seem honest. His smile seems genuine.
But, who was he? He hasn’t shaved in a few days and his curly light
brown hair is a mess. He’s wearing trousers and a long sleeved
shirt that both are made of the same silvery-blue material. He also
has on thick black boots like you might expect the storm troopers
from Star Wars to be wearing. “And,” he continues, “Your
teenage years were in the Seventies—to be precise, the Twenty-One
Seventies. You look at little shocked right now, dude. I should
introduce myself. I am Sci-Fi Teddy.”

Okay, so I have to accept he is me. What
choice do I have? “Highway 93 looks different because I drove here
hundreds of years in the future,” I say to Sci-Fi Teddy.

“You got it, baby,” he replies. “Those
scrambled brains of yours still work. Well, sort of.”

“How is this happening?” I ask him.

“Fuck if I know,” Sci-Fi Teddy responds.
“What’s important is: You’re free, Ted. You’ve set yourself free.
Now you can live out your cowboy fantasies here in a time long
ago.”

“This is a hallucination I’m having behind
the wheel. Been driving too long. All the way here to Arizona from
New England,” I say to Sci-Fi Teddy. “I’m worn out. In shock from
having committed my wife. I should get off the road and sleep for
several days straight.”

He simply smiles at me from the passenger
seat like he knows something that I do not.

“How did I get here?” I ask Sci-Fi Teddy.

“You get all metaphysical when you’re tired,
Ted. You know that, right?” he says to me.

“I mean, how does time travel work?” I
clarify for Sci-Fi Teddy. “There obviously is some sort of time
machine that has sent me back here to this time period. And, when I
see myself in a reflect, I always look as though I do not age.”

Sci-Fi Teddy puts his left hand on my right
shoulder reassuringly. “I don’t really understand all the science
or technology, okay? It’s just my job. Like the song says.”

“I’m a rocket man,” I quote the lyrics to
him.

“There you go,” Sci-Fi Teddy says. “Except
you’re not, actually. You travel in time. You don’t use any
rockets.”

“Is the time machine deep beneath a lunar
crater?” I ask him.

“That’s classified,” he replied. “You know
all this.”

“I’m lost,” I admit to him.

Sci-Fi Teddy opens up the glove compartment
of my 4x4 and says, “Maybe I can find us a map in here. What do you
think, Ted?”

“Just fuck yourself!” I shout at him.

Sci-Fi Teddy smiles and replies, “Yes,
there’s a fresh idea, man. If I fuck you, I’m actually fucking
myself. It’s every gay man’s dream.”

I pound the steering wheel a couple of times
in anger.

“Maybe we really should stop and get off the
road and have sex with each other,” Sci-Fi Teddy suggests. “You’re
behaving like you haven’t fucked anyone for quite some time.”

“Marriage,” I explain to him. “A real
unfulfilling experience. Especially difficult on a gay man who
persists in pretending that he’s straight.”

“In the future,” he assures me, “This won’t
be a problem for you.”

“A time when I shall live beneath the Moon?”
I ask him.

“You’ll find lots of men there, Ted,” Sci-Fi
Teddy promises me. “Lunar cowboys just like you are.”

“So, I’m right. I never age because of time
travel?” I ask him. “I will always look the same.”

“That’s classified, too, Ted,” he says to me.
“Besides, this works in your favor. Trust me. You always are going
to be sexually appealing.”

“Lost,” I repeat to Sci-Fi Teddy. “Out of
synch. I don’t belong here.”

He shakes his head and suggests, “Reset your
internal clock, Ted.”

“How can I do that?” I ask him.



Sci-Fi Teddy pulls back the left sleeve of
his shirt and shows me a high-tech device that he is wearing on his
left wrist. I could see a spherical triangle face on the device
where numerals are appearing and disappearing and then reappearing
again. This device does not belong here in Nineteen Ninety-One.
Sci-Fi Teddy reaches over and touches the wrist device lightly with
his right index finger. “Oh, look what just happened,” he said to
me with a sarcastic smile, “We were in Mountain Standard Time, but
we’ve just crossed over into Lost Cowboy Moon Time.”




* * * *

 


I am lying naked on a flat, leathery surface
covered by a shiny silvery sheet. I have returned back to bed in
the high technology medical facility within the lunar base.
Computerized panels and blinking lights are everywhere. There are
familiar beeps and tones playing from somewhere deep inside the
panels on the walls. I absolutely know where I am. I know with
utter certain that I am back at the lunar base. I can feel the
lunar gravity.

A man walks up next to me. He is wearing a
completely white medical uniform and thick black boots. He looks
tanned and fit. A thick mustache that is frosty white like his
long, curly hair punctuates his friendly face. He resembles a guy
who was either a Nineteen Sixties rock and roll star or some renown
Shakespearean actor from England who stopped coloring his hair and
has grown a mustache especially so that he would not be recognized
in public. He hands me a thick blue robe and motions for me to get
up from the bed. I examine him as I quickly put on the robe. I feel
two fingers touching my forehead between my eyes. He holds two
fingers there on my temples for a few seconds.

He speaks to me slowly and deliberately with
what seems to me to be an official, British accent: “Welcome back,
Mr. Avila. Tell me how you feel.”

“Dazed. Lightheaded.”

“How’s your memory?” he asks.

“Faulty,” I say to him with honesty. “Cannot
remember my name. I don’t think I know your name. I do know that
we’re in the lunar base. Gravity tells me that. Why did you touch
my forehead like you did.”

“Standard procedure,” he responds.

I ask him, “I must be dreaming? Are you
fucking with me?”

He leans his face closer to mine once again
and I think I hear him says through his accent, “I am most
certainly not ‘fucking with you,’ as you say.” He frowns at me and
continues, “What curious slang, Mr. Avila. Where do people from the
Twentieth Century come up with such puzzling language?”

“Twentieth.” I repeat back to him.

“Oh, yes,” he replies, “We brought you back
to today from the past.”

“How do you know my last name?” I ask
him.

“I also know your first name,” he replies.
“You are known as Ted. Short for Theodore. Born and lived in
Arizona. Also, you died in Arizona, too. If I remember things
correctly. Not that it matters.”

“I don’t really understand what I’m
experiencing,” I assure him.

“Just know that I am here to help,” he says
to me with a smile. “Help you get your bearings. Help you pull your
memories together in some reasonable semblance of order. Then, off
you go to complete your work.”

I never get to ask him, “What is my
work?”

 


* * * *



I could see Katherine Snowe in front of me. She was resting on her
right side by herself in the middle of the king size bed in the
jungle bedroom in Providence, Rhode Island. I am in Eastern
Standard Time and I am standing next to the bed near her. She
cannot see me. Many years have passed since I last saw her.
Katherine Snowe looks like she is now in her fifties. She had long,
silver hair that flows softly around her head on the pillowcase
that is decorated with prominent elephants and tigers. Her blue
eyes are wide open, revealing a deep sadness. I watch her roll over
in that king size bed so that she is facing away from me. She
sniffles as she starts crying onto the faces of those elephants and
tigers.

“You cannot hear me, Katherine. You chose not
to hear me even when you could. I will never see you again. There
are a few things I must tell you:

“I’m happy that I was real with you.
Completely real. Unlike what you admitted to me, I was never in any
‘performance’ when it came to you. I was never ‘acting’ or
pretending like you said you were pretending with me throughout our
entire time together. The way I always deferred to you and to your
needs was genuine on my part. Hooray for me. I would venture a
guess that you saw this trait of deference as a highly desirable
quality in your husband. But, I know now that this caused me
enduring personal pain and suffering. That is until I stopped being
a doormat. I have changed. I chose not to be a doormat the day I
left you. And I never again will be. For anyone.

“I have come to understand that genuine
connection and intimacy was, by definition, impossible between the
two of us. It’s kind of sad to realize this after all the time we
spent together. We never shared equality at any point in our years
together. I believe equality between two people is the foundation
of intimacy. So, why did I choose to be your caretaker? You
encouraged me in that choice for many years. This very inequality
prevented us as man and woman from ever developing a relationship
that would satisfy the both of us. My motto was ‘I will always save
you.’ But, in trying to always save you, I ended up surrendered all
of myself to serving the role of a parent or guardian to you.

"I stayed with you in what I knew from early
on was a terrible relationship. I stayed because I accepted the
role of parent, guardian, caretaker, white knight. All of those
roles. I thought I was being faithful and good. But, what I once
saw as faithfulness produced a strong self-hatred in me. I believe
that no real man would put up with a woman as troubled as
you. The fatal flaw in our relationship was that you chose to
believe you were healthy. You deceived yourself about that. Staying
with you through all your suicidal ideation and self-pity gave me
the proof that I needed: I was not a real man. The good news is
that I got an opportunity to change. I took that opportunity. We
each can do whatever we choose to do. I choose for us never to see
each other again. I have earned the freedom to change. I feel
empowered when I am away from you. Now I can begin the search for
ways to learn how I can become a real man.”

 


* * * *

 


By the time darkness has claimed the entire
Arizona sky, I am back in my 4x4 by myself in Nineteen Ninety-One
in the parking area of a hotel in Kingman just off Interstate 40.
This feels new. Somehow, this does not feel like any experience
that I have previously had on my previous travels in time.

The hotel clerk accepts my Rhode Island
driver’s license and credit card as legitimate. Even though I feel
that I am, indeed, here in Arizona in Nineteen Ninety-One, I
question the logic of it all. I am convinced as a reasonable person
that there is no such thing as time travel. A man cannot
materialize in one place and time and then suddenly be transported
somewhere else in another time.

Yet, when I am inside my hotel room, I start
to consider that I really might just be present here at this very
moment in Kingman, Arizona. How else can I explain to myself what
is happening to me? Into my hotel room I brought only a gym bag
with what I need for a short stay. That gym bag seems like it is a
standard practice for me on my long journey away from marriage. Out
in my 4x4 there are many boxes of my personal belongings, each
bearing handwritten words from me. I know that what’s in the boxes
will be for later—after I have stopped driving all day, every day.
I know that the gym bag is for everyday use as I move from one
hotel to another having abandoned the life I knew in Rhode
Island.

“Where am I going?” I ask myself aloud while
seated at the table in the small hotel restaurant with its Desert
Southwest décor. But, there are few other customers in the
restaurant. Nobody hears my question. A cool drink of beer from a
frosty mug tastes perfect in my parched mouth. The healing
properties of cold beer certainly must be an eternal concept.

The British guy at the lunar base told me
that I was born and died in Arizona. I guess that I really don’t
understand how time flows. But, I presume that someone looking back
from a future date would have an awareness of events in a timeline
that I cannot yet see from my vantage point in the here and now.
But, the way he spoke to me about having died was so casual. It was
as though somehow my death was irrelevant or unimportant. I was
alive when I was there getting up from bed in sickbay at the lunar
base. He interacted with me like I was alive and well. Yet, he
spoke of my having died. How can both be possible?

I fight to stay off the sharp edge of panic
that seems to be welling up inside of me. All the while I know I
must keep pumping myself up emotionally to have faith in the
process. I must keep being positive, doing positive things, and
moving forward. My chief fear is one of not surviving. I have
returned to my native Arizona. Where will I choose to live now that
I am back in the Mountain Time Zone?

I am beginning to accept that my partial
memories must be genuine. I accept that I had Katherine Snowe
committed into a mental health facility in Connecticut and hired a
Boston lawyer to process my divorce documents. I also accept that
the very next day, I was fired from my television job in Providence
and I received a large financial compensation in lieu of notice.
Two life-altering events in two days!

Any person would feel disrupted after
experiencing what I have experienced. I am beginning to grasp the
importance of my trauma-induced memory loss. My identity was
altered. Unmarried. Unemployed. After the severance money runs out,
will I be able to make a living to support myself? My credit card
obviously is legitimate because the hotel clerk accepted it and
gave me my hotel room key. As I sit there in that hotel room, I
fear that I will go broke and starve here. How awful a demise it
would be to run out of money and die in Kingman, Arizona! Nothing
against Kingman, but I believe that there certainly are better
places for a man to die.

I distract myself from thoughts of death by
focusing on the freedom that I earned for myself by leaving
Katherine Snowe where she belongs—under full-time psychiatric
observation and care. I am a man who has always sought out mystery.
That explains how I got involved with Katherine Snowe in
Bloomington. She was mysterious to me. That and she sucked my
cock.

I remember that I have always feared I would
turn out to be merely ordinary. I know, in reality, that I am a
unique person. We all are unique. However, I remember feeling for
many years that I might not amount to anything of significance in
this life. It may be low self-esteem. I don't really know what it
is or what this means to my life. But, my fear of being merely
ordinary is as real as anything I know to be real in my life.

When I first got involved with Katherine
Snowe, I could see how she certainly was not merely ordinary. She
was way out of the ordinary—at least compared to my experiences
with other women. Katherine Snowe was exciting to me. Thunder and
lightning are exciting to me. Fire is exciting to me. Roller
coaster rides are exciting to me. Fast driving in the dark of night
with the headlights turned off is exciting to me. I must admit that
I am an excitement junkie. I crave excitement and adventure to feel
alive. I chose Katherine Snowe for excitement.

In Bloomington, Farhad told me that I was
just using her sexually. He told me that I was not genuinely
heterosexual. He wanted me to accept that I was only pretending to
be straight while I used her for sexual gratification.

As a man who craves excitement and mystery, I
suppose that I could not help but get involved Katherine Snowe. I
was seduced—not by sex—but by the excitement and unpredictability
of Katherine Snowe’s personality and her odd behaviors. While we
were graduate students in Bloomington, I found it thrillingly
exciting the way she would verbally confuse men at parties. Men
could not keep up with her. She would completely befuddle them.
She would talk circles around them. Pity the man or woman who tried
to best Katherine Snowe. They would be left on the floor in shreds
after she was finished with them.

I was living with the poster girl of
mysterious excitement. I had discovered a convenient way to escape
my feelings of being merely ordinary and not really feeling that I
was a real man. I had found a far out, oftentimes off-the-wall
mysterious person who fulfilled my excitement needs. I became
addicted to her because I was addicted to excitement. I could not
live without that level of unpredictable mystery. What I did not
realize was that such levels of excitement could not be maintained
for very long. Nor did I understand that nonstop excitement could
not be mine without my paying a very high price down the road. My
addiction to excitement brought me down. It could have cost me my
sanity. I ended up in that hospital in Providence suffering from
memory loss that I’m not sure will ever completely clear up. I hope
I have learned valuable lessons.

What I brought to the relationship with
Katherine Snowe was a strong tendency toward being a deferential,
nice guy—a caregiver for someone who was weak compared to me. I
learned this behavior at my mother's side, so to speak. My mother
was an emotionally needy woman with a family history of alcohol
abuse and violence. Her father got drunk and killed her mother with
a double-barrel shotgun and then committed suicide with that
awesome weapon. Learning about that was exciting to me! But,
clearly, that permanently messed my mother up emotionally.

I remember growing up in a household of
emotional abuse. My father was not there for me emotionally
probably because of how he had been treated by his own father. My
paternal grandfather was a powerful business executive whose
emotional range seemed limited to disappointment, disapproval, and
anger. My father at least had the honesty to admit to me that he
felt he had been improperly raised as the son of a powerful man. A
scientist would look upon his life with such clarity. My father
apologized to me during my teens for not being there emotionally
for me. It was a rare moment of genuine, honesty that I will never
forget. My alcoholic mother had a bad relationship with my father,
so she turned to me as a surrogate. I was her "little man" and the
one that she chose to save her from herself.

At best, the emotional climate in our
household was lukewarm. I was not encouraged to talk honestly with
my parents about sex, about loving other people, or, about open
communication or other basic components of life. One of the biggest
blows to my marriage to Katherine Snowe was the fact that she chose
to use alcohol so often. She said that she “needed to relax prior
to sex with me” as if I was such a terrible lover that she needed
preemptive sedation. While we were in graduate school, we both
experimented with marijuana. It was the Nineteen Seventies and
everybody in college was using marijuana. Katherine Snowe
occasionally would substitute marijuana for alcohol as a
mood-altering way to relax before having sex with me, the guy with
the worst lovemaking skills in all of Indiana. Because my mother
abused alcohol, I was familiar with unpleasant behaviors that a
person exhibits while intoxicated. I had seen that in my mother. I
saw that in Katherine Snowe. I was horrified that I had married a
woman so much like my mother! A psychiatrist probably would say
that such is fairly common. I do not remember Doctor Price saying
that to me when I was in counseling with her.

Once I realized how similar Katherine Snowe
was to my mother, I could not stand living with her. Certainly, in
my memory, the word "love" does not emerge as the appropriate
description for what I felt for Katherine Snowe. I felt enmeshed
with her, yes. But, I do not look back on what I felt for Katherine
Snowe as "being in love" with her.

She did not meet my sexual needs. Even if I
happened to be the least skillful lover she ever had, I nonetheless
had sexual needs. Having sex with Katherine Snowe was difficult,
troubling, and usually a lot of effort. I thought of this as “the
job of sex” rather than “the joy of sex.” I learned from my time
with Katherine Snowe that my sexual needs could best be met by
myself. Fantasizing and masturbating became the acceptable outlet I
found to fulfill my body’s physical needs. I never slept with
another woman during the time when I was dating or married to
Katherine Snowe. I now feel very foolish for being so apparently
"loyal" and "faithful" to her. And then there was that one
troubling little detail: My sexual fantasies were about men, not
women. Farhad knew me well when I lived on the same floor with him
in Eigenmann Hall at IU. Farhad assured me that I was pretending to
be straight and that I really was a gay man like he was. I never
could admit while in Indiana that he was correct! I hope that I
have learned valuable lessons.

I had grown up socialized to focus on taking
care of others. I was my mother’s caretaker because my father was
not there to do that for her. As a direct result, I never truly had
met anyone stronger than me to nurture me or to watch over me. I
had to be the strong one, the leader, the caretaker. When I entered
the military at age 18, I saw myself as someone who had been born
to be like a mythical knight in shining armor—someone who would
travel the world on missions to fix things that needed fixing.

 


* * * *

 


When I awaken in the morning, I am still
fully clothed. It is clear to me that I fell asleep on top of that
Kingman hotel bed instead of under the covers. As I slowly wake up,
I realize that the insights I had about my life and myself remain
clearly in my memory. Perhaps I can email Farhad and tell him that
I owe him an apology. He was correct about me. Oh, wait. There is
no Internet yet.

I make my way downstairs to the restaurant in
desperate need of nourishment. I choose to sit at the nearest seat
I see as I enter the restaurant—at the very left edge of the
counter where there will be only one seat next to mine. Most people
would choose to sit at a booth or a table. But, I feel the need to
be alone, so I choose that first seat at the counter. That choice
would mean only one person could possibly sit directly next to me
and I will be able to guarantee my solitude. At this early hour, I
feel certain that I will be able to enjoy the peace of eating
solo.

I quickly consume one cup of coffee and a
breakfast pastry to prevent myself from the unwanted side effects
of low blood sugar. That is the precise moment when a cowboy comes
in and sits down next to me at the counter.

I am annoyed that the cowboy has chosen to
sit next to me. There are so many choices for him in that
restaurant. Why did the cowboy choose to sit next to me?

I was born and raised in Arizona and there
were always cowboys around for me to see. But, this guy looks
unlike any cowboy that I have ever seen before. I study him
carefully because he has invaded my personal space.

He is around 20. He also is tall and
muscular. He wears impossibly tight blue jeans that force me to
stare at his midsection. His cowboy boots are faded brown in color.
They looked like they have a lot of mileage on them—as though this
cowboy has just walked all the way to Kingman from El Paso. He
leaves on his cowboy hat, which is, of course, white. I guess a guy
can leave his cowboy hat on indoors in the state of Arizona. Maybe
there’s a state law. Most notably, his torso seems to be trying to
force its way out of a dark red, long-sleeved shirt. His skin is
evenly tanned as if he has spent a lot of time outdoors with his
shirt off. The moment he sits down next to me, his masculine scent
overpowers me. This guy captures my complete, undivided attention.
I forget about wanting to be by myself.

He smiles politely at me as he sits down on
the stool. His bright white teeth are perfectly framed by thick
lips. “Mind if I sit here?” he asks me, revealing a surprisingly
deep voice with a hint of Southern accent. Before I can answer him,
he says, “I’ll move to some other seat if you want to be
alone.”

“You’re good there,” I say to the cowboy.
“You’re not from around here, are you?” I ask him.

“No, sir,” he replies. “I’m from
Louisiana.”

“Ah,” I say to him. “You were in the
military, right? Army.”

He frowns at me. “No, sir,” he says.

I assure him, “No need to call me ‘sir.’
Navy, then?”

“No military service. I was born and raised
in New Orleans,” the cowboy says with the exact pronunciation that
is expected of Louisiana natives. “Mostly worked in my uncle’s
shrimpin’ business.”

“Long way from home,” I say to him.

The cowboy replies, “Wanted to change it up.
Work on dry land. Not on water.”

“Cowboy from Louisiana?” I ask him.

“Just a costume,” he replies. “Truth is, I
play a cowboy. An actor. In a Wild West cowboy show. For tourists.
Out on old Route 66 towards the airport.”

“Well, you certain look the part,” I tell
him, trying not to stare too long at his crotch.

“You’re in the military,” he says to me.

I am so overwhelmed by how sexually aroused I
was getting sitting there next to the cowboy. I just answer him
without thinking, “Yes, that’s right.”

His deep blue eyes grew wider in response
because somehow he knows that I had given him the wrong answer.
“Not supposed to talk about it, are you?” he asks. “Special ops or
something like that.”

I instantly sink into a deeply mortified
feeling. “Forget it,” is all I can manage to say to the cowboy.
“You gonna order breakfast or what?”

“Sure,” the cowboy replies with a handsome
smile. Then, he adds, “I feel like I should buy you breakfast since
I obviously have interrupted your thoughts here this morning.” I
watch him push his white cowboy hat back from his forehead slightly
to reveal thick blond hair. It seems to be a gesture that he has
perfect to draw attention to his good looks.

I have never before felt so attracted to a
man. The cowboy is too perfect, too tempting. He has the look of a
man who has successfully left behind the innocence and immaturity
of teenage life. Yet, he is not yet physically worn down or wounded
by adulthood’s inevitably rough lessons. Why would I want to be by
myself when I could be with someone so fresh and alluring as
him?

“I have a gift,” he says to me quietly just
as the waitress delivered my order of scrambled eggs with sausage.
“I’ll have the same as him,” the cowboy tells the waitress without
taking his eyes off of me.

I cannot break eye contact with him even
though I want very much to look away. “What are you talking about?”
I ask him.

“You should drink your coffee,” the cowboy
says to me like it was more of a command than a suggestion.

I finally break eye contact with him and
drink from my coffee cup. Somehow, I didn’t remember that the
waitress had given me a refill.

“A gift,” the cowboy repeats in the same
exact way as before. “My relatives down in Louisiana. Born with
certain gifts.”

“Good looks?” is all I could think to ask the
cowboy as I focus on sipping from my coffee cup instead of looking
into his eyes.

I hear him reply softly, “Sure, that. But,
not what I meant. Look at me.”

I turn my head towards him in response to
what he had said to me. Once again, I am locked in unwanted eye
contact with him. “Telepathy. That’s what you mean,” I say to him
confidently.

The cowboy makes a slight, almost
imperceptible gesture with his left hand. At that exact moment, I
felt that I am suddenly free to turn away from him. But, I chose
instead to keep making eye contact with him. “Wow,” he says to me
as I continue eye contact with him. “You’re challenging me,
sir?”

I assure him once again, “No need to call me
‘sir.’ And, you can stop poking around inside my head. Or I will do
more than challenge you.”

He looks stunned and quickly turns his face
away from me. “You could feel me reading your mind?” the cowboy
asks me in a decidedly boyish way.

I tried to muster as much authority as I can.
He resumes eye contact with me, but I sense that I am no longer
under his control “Don’t know where you learned to do this. But,
yeah, I could feel you.”

He smiles apologetically. “Most people do not
have the mental skills that you do,” the cowboy says.

I reply to him, “You take advantage of people
with your mind games. That’s why you like working in that cowboy
costume. At a tourist trap. You’re good at what you do. Ripping
people off. They never know what hit them.”

His eyes reveal that I’ve hurt his feelings.
That surprises me. He seemed to have me completely under some sort
of spell. But, now I have broken free.

“You are right about me,” he admits. “You
weren’t expecting me to be honest and say that. I can tell.”

“I agree to let you buy my breakfast,” I say
to him. “You weren’t expecting me to say that, were you?”

He sighs with obvious frustration at me.
“Okay. I’ll buy your breakfast. You figured me out very fast, sir.
Sorry. We say ‘sir’ a lot in New Orleans.” Then, the cowboy quickly
adds, almost like it was an afterthought: “I can read your
thoughts. Your memories.”

“Okay,” I say to him with a chuckle. “Good
luck with that. I’ve been through some sort of trauma. Fucked up my
thoughts. Memories are all over the place.”

He scares me when he replies, “I can see
that.”

The waitress delivers his order of scrambled
eggs with sausage and gives him a cup of coffee. She then refills
my coffee cup and walks away.

“Not that I believe you,” I say to him. “But,
what do you see when you look inside my brain?”

“You hold many secrets,” he says as he
started to eat his scrambled eggs.

“Does that kind of shitty opening line
usually work for you in your parlor games in Louisiana?” I ask him
aggressively.

“Pretty much, yeah,” he says in response with
a self-conscious grin. He stops eating his breakfast and looks at
me more carefully than before. I could tell that he knew he would
have to work harder to get inside my head if he actually could do
so. He says, “Most people do not have sophisticated mental training
like you have had.”

“So, you think by trying to flatter me, I
will be easier to read?” I ask him.

“Look,” the cowboy says, “I’m for real. This
is not fake. You should sense that. “

“Okay,” I admit. “I will stop pushing back. I
thought at first that you were coming on to me. Sexually, I mean.
That was the vibe you gave off when you sat next to me.”

He replies, “You’re right. I was coming on to
you. And, you can easily get me into your bed upstairs this
morning. You weren’t expecting me to say that, were you?”

I can feel my face glowing bright red from
deep embarrassment. “So, somehow you have the power to read my
mind,” I say to him. “Then I’m sure that you can see what a twisted
wreckage there is in there right now.”

“Just relax,” the cowboy says to me. “Let me
see. Make eye contact with me again.”

So, I do what he has told me to do.

 


* * * *

 


I am falling completely naked from a stormy
desert sky at sunset. I can hear deeply masculine voices in the
distance performing Gregorian chant in the original Latin. I’m
fucked. I’m having Roman Catholic fantasies. Below me I see rich,
red powdery soil on the valley floor where soon I will undoubtedly
die upon impact. That must be why the guys are singing to me in
Latin. Where are they? I cannot see them. I spend what surely will
be my last moments wondering whether the valley floor will be soft
enough so that my fall might not be fatal. I do not want to die
like this, not knowing from where I have fallen.

At the point of impact with the valley floor,
I discover that the red powder seems to be more than four or five
inches deep. Somehow, I have survived. The soft powder has
miraculously absorbed the energy of my downward motion. As I look
up from my prone position on my stomach on the valley floor, I am
impressed with how this stunningly beautiful locale reminds me of
Monument Valley, the land of the Navajo people at the very top of
the state of Arizona.

This red valley may not be in the physical
world. It certainly feels like a world not my own—especially with
chanted verses in Latin about giving thanks to God. I also know
that I should have been killed when I impacted the ground even
though there was deep, soft, red powdery soil acting as a cushion.
This may only be how my mind processes what I am experiencing.

 


* * * *

 


Suddenly, I am back in that Kingman, Arizona
hotel restaurant in the year Nineteen Ninety-One seated next to the
very sexy cowboy. He squints at me as though he is having
difficulty keeping his eyes open as he tries to maintain eye
contact with me. He rubs his forehead and frowns as if he had a
sudden, unexpected headache. Then, he quickly gets up from the
counter of that restaurant and hurriedly moved towards the hotel
lobby entrance as thought he had to leave the building.

When I step outside of the hotel to check on
him, the handsome cowboy is on his knees near some bushes at the
edge of the parking lot. He is throwing up like he had just eaten
something so deeply corrosive and painful that his body needed to
dispel it quickly and totally. He holds up his left hand to keep me
at a distance. He keeps on throwing up nonstop for what seems like
two full minutes. Then, he starts sobbing uncontrollably as he
remains on his knees. He cries out like a man who has never before
experienced deep, unrestrained grief. I turn to walk away to give
him privacy. But, the cowboy cries out to me, “Don’t go, sir.” So,
I stand there watching him get up from his knees with his back
turned to me. He takes off his cowboy hat and runs his large left
hand through his thick blond hair. Then, he puts his cowboy hat
back on and turns to face me.

I stand there in silence just staring at this
young man. He looks both highly masculine and yet utterly
vulnerable at the same time. That makes me want to just hug him and
take him upstairs to my hotel room as fast as possible and remove
all his clothing. He slowly walks up to me until he and I are
face-to-face with only a matter of inches between our noses.

The cowboy clears his throat and says to me.
“Mr. Avila, I really need to sit down somewhere.”

I am stunned that he knows my last name. Yet,
I am not entirely surprised because I have come to believe that he
really can read my mind. I say to him, “My 4x4 is parked here in
front of the hotel. Let’s go sit there, okay?”

The cowboy nods and with his large right hand
pointed forward for me to lead the way to my 4x4. I want him to
walk in front of me because he seems so unsteady. I do not think he
will be able to remain on his feet and I want to help catch him if
he suddenly drops to the pavement.

“Don’t worry, I won’t fall down,” he says to
me as he keeps facing away from me and keeps walking.

“How are you going to sit in my 4x4 unless I
show you where it is?” I ask him.

“I got that. Rhode Island license plates,”
the cowboy announces confidently as he keeps walking. “Brand new
1991 Ford Explorer. Cargo area filled with taped-up cardboard
boxes.”

“This is fuckin’ weird,” I say to him. “I
will follow you.” As I walk behind him, I continue to feel the
residual emotions of my terrifying fall naked from the sky into
Monument Valley. But, I want to forget all of that and just take
this cowboy to bed.

The cowboy and I arrive at my 4x4. I take out
my keys and unlock the passenger side door to let him in. Then, I
walk around the front of the vehicle to the driver’s side while
keeping me eyes on him as he is sitting in the passenger seat with
tears streaming down his handsome face.

Once I am inside my 4x4, I ask him, “Are you
okay?”

He cries freely as if he is not embarrassed
to be showing so much emotion to me. He looks at me like wants to
start talking, but he cannot speak because he is crying too
much.

“Just take your time,” I say to him. “You’re
okay here now.”

He regains his composure after a few minutes.
He wipes away the tears from his eyes and looks at me again. His
expression is one of strong sympathy.

“Who are you? What did you see?” I ask
him.

He clears his throat and replies, “Really am
from New Orleans. No bullshit. Lot of folks in my family can do
what I do.”

“Your name, cowboy. Tell me your name,” I say
to him.

“Matthew Lejeune,” the cowboy replies.

“Okay, Matthew Lejeune,” I answer him,
careful to pronounce his last name the same exact way that he had.
“What kind of spooky shit did you find when you went pokin’ around
inside my head like your kinfolk taught you to do?”

He replies with a very uncertain and unsteady
voice. “Was no parlor trick. No mind games. Please show me some
respect.”

“Fair enough,” I say. “I just cannot tell
whether you’re my enemy.”

The cowboy coughs nervously and tells me,
“Your intense mental training far surpasses anything I have
encountered before.”

“What do you mean?” I ask him.

“Don’t know how to explain it to you, sir,”
he says. “Your mind. You’ve had some seriously fucking advanced
training. But, I am not your enemy.”

“Well, what caused you to throw up and act so
stricken with grief out here in this hotel parking lot?”

He looked me in the eyes for the first time
since we left the hotel restaurant. I could tell that he was deeply
wounded emotionally because of what he had experienced.

“I saw you. In this very 4x4 we’re sitting in
right now,” he says. Then, he starts to get tears in his eyes
again. “There was a horrible crash,” he says with hesitation,
obviously having difficulty expressing himself. Then, he starts
talking with more confidence. “A real big explosion. You did not
get out of this 4x4. I watched you go off a cliff in this 4x4. Huge
fireball jumps into the sky. I saw how you died.”

“How old are you? You’re too young to be able
to do this,” I say to the cowboy.

He chuckles nervously and asks, “You wanna
see my ID?”

“Your date of birth,” I reply.

“I was born on the 15th of July in
Nineteen Seventy-One. Just turned twenty.”

“Okay, thanks,” I say to him. “I just don’t
know what to say after hearing what you saw.”

“I saw this 4x4 explode,” he says. “A
horrible way for you to die.”

“Sure it is,” I admit. “I’m just not sure
that what you saw means anything. It could all just be in your
imagination.”

He says, “You look like you’re around 30
years old. But, when I was reading your mind—.”

“I couldn’t get any worse that you seeing how
I die,” I tell him. “Just tell me everything. I’m sure this was
very upsetting to you, but I’m ready to listen to all you’ve got to
say.”

“Freaked me out emotionally,” he says. “I
really can read your mind. Your memories are, as you say, a mess.
But, I did learn that your birthday is June 29th except
your memories are that you were born in the year Twenty-One
Sixty-Two. That was unsettling enough, but when I also saw the date
and time that you died and watched the explosion—. This is totally
fucked up.”

What the cowboy has told me makes me feel
suddenly very dizzy. “What?” is all I could manage to say.

“You have memory loss,” the cowboy says to
me. “Your memories are really scrambled. But, I could clearly get
from reading your mind what your birthday is. Every guy remembers
his own birthday. An easy thing for me to find out whenever I read
minds. I just never read anyone’s mind before who had a birthday in
the future along with brutal images of a fiery death. Couldn’t
handle it. That’s why I threw up. Couldn’t stop crying.”

I just stare at the cowboy next to me in the
passenger seat of my 4x4. “It’s Nineteen Ninety-One,” I say aloud
to him.

“Of course,” the cowboy replies as if I was
trying to trick him. “And I know you were born about a couple of
hundred years or so from now, sir,” the cowboy says to me. “More or
less. But, most people are born in the past. How can it be that you
were born in the future? And what about my seeing this 4x4 explode
with you inside?”

I cannot break away from intense eye contact
with him. “I don’t want to know anything more about my death. I
don’t understand how you are doing this.”

“Mr. Avila,” the cowboy responds. “I don’t
understand, either.”

“You also know my first name?” I ask him.

“Yes, of course,” the cowboy responds. “You
are Ted Avila. From that news show in Providence.”

“You’ve seen me on the news in Rhode Island?”
I ask him.

“No,” he replies. “Never been back east.
Don’t watch much television. Never watch the news.”

“You mean to tell me that you just read my
mind and picked up my full name, my date of birth, and my
occupation, and my supposed death in this 1991 Ford Explorer?”

The cowboy replies, “Like I told you. An easy
thing for me to do.”

“I’m feeling really fucked up right now,” I
say to the cowboy.

“That makes two of us,” he replies quickly as
he smiles in an apparent attempt to be reassuring to me.

“Tell me, cowboy,” I say to him. “Do you
really work out on old Route 66 in that cowboy costume as an
actor?”

“I do,” he replies. “It’s all true.
Everything I’ve told you. Everything. I’m staying at this hotel for
now. Just moved here from the Gulf ten days ago. Haven’t yet found
an apartment I like. Living in Kingman is not at all like living in
New Orleans.”

“So, you were on your way to work today when
you stopped by the restaurant for breakfast?” I ask him.

“No, got time off so I could find my own
place and move out of this hotel,” he replies. “As I passed through
the hotel lobby, I saw you sitting at the restaurant counter.
Something told me to walk up and talk with you.”

“Something told you. Do you always go out
dressed in that cowboy costume?” I ask.

“Why not?” he replies. “This is Arizona. A
guy can get away with dressing like a cowboy here. Easy to do.”

“I know that,” I say to him. “I was born here
in Arizona.”

“I know, I picked that up also,” he says.
“Place has an odd name.”

“Sedona,” I say to him. “A woman’s first
name. It’s about three hours drive east of here. Haven’t been back
there since I was a kid.”

“We should go there today,” he says to me
quickly. “Where you grew up. Maybe if you have me there with you
today, I can help you with your memory loss. Read your mind while
you’re there in the place where you were born. The energy should be
exactly right.”

“Listen to yourself, cowboy,” I say to him.
“You sound like you’re buying this whole crazy idea that I’m some
guy who is from two hundred years in the future. Whose death you
saw. I don’t accept any of this. It’s just not possible! What
you’re reading in my mind must be nothing more significant that the
thoughts of a crazy man. I’m having hallucinations. This obviously
is my mental breakdown, and you’re just playing a bit part in this
tragedy. ”

The cowboy breaks off eye contact with me. He
stares straight ahead out the windshield of my Ford Explorer at the
hotel entrance. He looks as though he is about to start throwing up
again.

“You may think I play a bit part,” he says
with great sadness in his voice. “But I feel that I am connected to
you. Against my will. I cannot stop reading your mind. I want to
get as far away from you as possible. I just cannot do that for
some reason. This has never happened to me in my entire life
before.”

“Your entire life is a couple of decades,” I
say to him. “When you get to be a couple of centuries old like me,
you’ll achieve a better perspective.”

That makes him chuckle.

“Why is it that you want to help me?” I ask
him. “I don’t understand.”

“Simply,” he says. “Whatever psychic
connection you created between us—.”

“Wait a minute, cowboy,” I interrupt him. “I
did not find you. It was the other way around.”

“From my vantage point,” he says, “You pulled
me into that restaurant with your mind. I’ve been zapped like an
insect that flew into one of those bug lights. Except this insect
is not dead. That would’ve been a whole lot easier for me. Instead,
I saw horrible things. And you and I are linked. Our minds are
linked. I believe if I help you regain your memories, I can
disconnect from you. That’s my only option. Like, go on and then
live my own life. You go your way. I’ll go mine. Like in the old
cowboy songs.”

I glance back at his handsome face. He is
telling me the truth. I can tell. I also decide at that moment that
I will trust him unlike I had ever trusted anyone else in my life.
I say to the cowboy, “You got a deal. But, I think maybe my memory
loss is preventing me from recalling any of those old cowboy songs
about time travelers and mind readers.”

 


* * * *



Driving on Interstate 40 heading eastward
from Kingman to Flagstaff at normal freeway speeds occupies around
two hours of time. There is not much to focus upon during that time
except sky, trees, and the relentless ribbon of pavement stretching
out in front of you.

I accept the would-be cowboy psychic from New
Orleans named Matthew Lejeune as my traveling companion on that
Northern Arizona trek after he had retrieves his duffel bag from
the Kingman hotel. He tosses that one canvas bag carrying all his
possessions into the back of my 4x4 on top of the taped boxes
holding my worldly possessions. “Matthew,” I say to him as he sat
in my Ford Explorer’s passenger seat, “We should be on a first-name
basis. I’ll stop calling you ‘cowboy’ and you can call me ‘Ted.’
And no more ‘sir.’”

He nods at me.

“How did you end up in Kingman, of all
places?” I ask him.

“By accident, I guess,” he replies. “I made
the decision to leave Louisiana. Packed this one bag I’ve got.
Traveling real light. Hitchhiked to Dallas.”

“Why Texas?” I ask him.

Matthew says, “This guy from Fort Worth
picked me up hitchhiking in Louisiana. Rode with him a full day
until we got to Dallas. Bought myself this cowboy outfit at a Texas
thrift store.” He grabs for his crotch as though he has the
instincts of an exhibitionist.

“You wear it well,” I say to him. “Easier for
you to pull off your telepathy tricks, isn’t it? Tight, faded blue
jeans. Cowboy vibe. Lot of muscles that you don’t mind showing
off.”

“Something like that,” he admits without any
apparent self-consciousness or embarrassment.

“Sure beats working on a shrimp boat,” I say.
“Now you’ve acquired all this new access to lot of new people. No
more just drifting around all shirtless and pointless in the Gulf
waters. Getting a great tan and little else.”

Matthew does not respond.

“So, you kept hitching rides westward from
Dallas,” I conclude. “More or less a thousand miles of your mind
games. You probably became a very popular fellow along the way. I
can only imagine what you did at every truck stop on the Interstate
from Amarillo to Kingman. And don’t give me that ‘aw, shucks, sir’
bullshit, Matthew.”

“Something like that,” Matthew repeats. Now,
however, he seems embarrassed.

“The thing is, Matthew. You are authentic,” I
tell him. He reacts with surprise and looks over at me as I kept
focusing on the sky and trees and freeway ahead of us. “I know
you’re not merely playing mind games with me.”

“I wish you wouldn’t keep calling it that,”
Matthew finally says to me. “I need to make a living. Any man
does.”

“I get it,” I tell him. “And I predict that
when you see Sedona, you’ll say ‘goodbye, Kingman.’”

“What do you mean?” Matthew asks me. “Never
heard of the place before today.”

“Well, I can’t get a clear focus. My memories
are so jumbled up,” I admit to him. “But, who could ever forget
Sedona?”

“What’s so special about it?”

I explain to Matthew, “Sedona is perceived as
this highly mystical place. A vortex of some kind in North America.
Those of us who were born there heard that when we were growing
up.”

“So, you do remember growing up there?”
Matthew asks me.

“Yeah,” I reply. “Sort of. It sounds crazy to
say it out loud. Red rocks all around. Very strong memories. Nature
and advanced technology in an odd harmony.”

“What technology?”

“In my memories—faulty as they certainly
are—I can see glimpses of my life as a kid. In Sedona. Surrounded
by advanced technology. Scattered throughout the region were
geodesic domes.”

“Never heard of such things,” Matthew
admits.

“Spherical triangles,” I say to him as if
that would clarify. “You’ll see when we get there.”

“Are you moving back home?” he asks. “Is that
why you’re carrying all those boxes here in your truck?”

“Don’t know where I’m going, actually. I know
that I left Rhode Island,” I reply. “Jumped out of a very bad
marriage to a woman I should never have gotten involved with at
all. Got fired from my television job in Providence that same
weekend. Decided I’d just pack up and drive back home to Arizona.
Maybe I’ll live in Phoenix. Got a lawyer in Boston who is handling
my divorce paperwork. I never have to go back to New England.”

“When did your memory problems start?”
Matthew asks.

“A doctor told me in Rhode Island that I had
suffered severe trauma. Not physical. Not like traumatic brain
injury like service members in wartime. But, still very damaging. I
presume that’s what led to my memory loss,” I explain. “Then, this
morning in Arizona, I meet you. Cowboy mind reader from New
Orleans. One short venture into my brain. Next thing I know, it’s
like you suddenly need an exorcist.”

Matthew says nothing in response.

“I’m sure of one thing,” I assure Matthew.
“I’m not a demon. I don’t even believe in such things. Or heaven.
Or hell. I do believe what I saw happening to you. This is not some
parlor game of yours like I originally thought. I’m sure of that.
Just not sure why you do what you do.”

“Well, I’m not manipulating people. I’m not
selling sex,” Matthew says to me. “If that’s what you’re getting
at.”

“What are you selling?” I ask him. I could
tell that I had riled him. He starts shifting his weight in the
passenger seat as though I had made him feel uncomfortable and
threatened. If my 4x4 were not moving at about 70 miles per hour on
Interstate 40, I’m sure that Matthew would have opened the
passenger door to get away from me.

“Look at it from my vantage point,” he says
to me after apparently mustering the confidence to reply. “I was
born with what I think of as gifts. My family members—most of
them—do, too. I use what I’ve got. I make a living. Most of the
time, I just talk with people.”

“I think you’re in denial, Matthew,” I say to
him. “You’re barely street legal in most states. You’ve got
powerful mental skills. Very sexually attractive. Hot and dangerous
combination all together in one man.”

“Speaking of denial,” Matthew replies, “You
find me sexually attractive. But you don’t want to admit what you
feel towards me.”

I pounded the steering wheel angrily. But, I
know that Matthew was correct. “Okay. You got me. I really cannot
hide anything from you, Matthew. I’m not gonna try.”

“This is why I can help you,” he says to me
with obvious sincerity. “No strings attached, either. We won’t have
sex. We’ll just talk.”

“I’ve never had sex with any guy before,” I
say to him. “I’m sure you’ve heard guys tell you that many times.
Just before they paid you to suck their cocks.”

Matthew replies, “Look, Ted. Whatever you
think of me is fine with me. I never got physically sick from
reading anyone’s mind before. It was terrifying. Totally new for
me. Never threw up and sobbed like you saw back there at that
hotel. I’m kind of afraid of you, to be completely honest. So, sex
with you is not what I want. Probably be either completely
disastrous. Or, the very best experience for both of us. No middle
ground. I’m sure of that.”

* * * *



Once again, I am falling completely naked
from a stormy desert sky at sunset. Below me I see rich, red
powdery soil on the valley floor where soon I will probably die
upon impact. I spend what surely will be my last moments wondering
whether the valley floor will be soft enough so that my fall might
not be fatal. I do not want to die like this, not knowing from
where I have fallen. Will someone please tell those guys out there
just to stop chanting at me in Latin?

At the point of impact with the valley floor,
I discover that the red powder seems to be more than four inches
thick. Somehow, I have survived. As I look up from my prone
position on my stomach on the valley floor, I begin to see how much
this stunningly beautiful locale reminds me of where I was born in
Sedona, Arizona.

 


* * * *

 


I know the geo coordinates by heart: North
34.859897 -- West 111.789199.

When I arrive at those coordinates with
Matthew Lejeune, there are no global positioning satellites
orbiting the planet to verify our arrival. Nor do I find that
Sedona looks as it did when I was a kid growing up. There are no
geodesic domes like I grew up seeing in my youth. The physical
landscape looks very familiar to me. Bell Rock in Village of Oak
and the other red sandstone formations that I had seen during my
youth help me to feel the inevitable emotions of sadness and
nostalgia returning to the place of my youth and
upbringing—returning home. But, this is not the kind of homecoming
that I was expecting to find. I need something more. I need
something physical that I can feel with my body. It is not enough
for me to think about being home in Sedona while I am in Sedona.
Thinking about Sedona upon my return has left me feeling empty. I
long to feel at home in Sedona in a physical way.

When I explain all this verbally to Matthew,
he looks puzzled. “What kind of physical feeling are you looking
for here?” he asks me. “To touch the earth here. Run your fingers
or your toes through this red soil here?”

“I cannot explain this,” I say to him. “I
remember so many people flocked to Sedona when I was a kid. Like
they were on spiritual pilgrimages. Seeking something. Expecting to
be zapped into awareness while standing within the Sedona
vortex.”

“So why do you think I would want to live in
Sedona?” Matthew asks me.

“You belong here,” I explain. “Your abilities
probably would be enhanced here. Amplified. I don’t know. Not sure
I believe in all this. I believe in you having natural abilities.
Odd abilities, but they are natural. It’s all just a feeling I
have. Something I think is going to happen.”

“You’re the spooky one,” Matthew says in
response. “Not me.”

I drive to the parking area near the
trailhead where hikers come to explore Cathedral Rock in Sedona.
This massive structure of red sandstone is amazingly impressive to
see in person with one’s own eyes—even if you do not believe in the
existence of the Sedona vortex. Matthew and I take a short hike up
the trail heading in the direction of Cathedral Rock. We do not
speak as we walked on the trail along with about ten other
people.

Matthew loses his footing at the edge of the
trail as the ground beneath his cowboy boots shifted slightly. I am
standing next to him to his left when I notice that he has starting
to slip. So, I instinctively reached out my right hand, palm down,
to Matthew. If he had fallen, he would not have been injured, but I
could not just let him fall without trying to help him.

The palm of Matthew’s large left hand
directly makes contact with the back of my right hand. His hand
crossed mine diagonally so that his thick fingers easily reach over
the edge of my hand. He squeezes my hand to help himself keep his
balance. This keeps him from falling down. I feel that I have
succeeded in helping him.

At the precise moment of our very first
physical contact, I feel an odd energy radiating throughout my
entire body. His very masculine hand gives off a definite warmth
that seems to exceed normal body temperature. But, more
importantly, I also feel a tangible transfer of energy from his
body to mine. I feel suddenly both invigorated and stronger. Time
seems to slow down and then come to a stop. The sound of the breeze
through the low brush near the trail slows down until there is only
an eerie silence. The voices of the other people on that trail
ahead of us are also silenced. My eardrums feel like they will push
outward from my head because of the sudden removal of all incoming
auditory stimulation to my brain. Matthew keeps holding on to my
hand. The energy transfer from him to me continues without
interruption even though I am certain that time had slowed down and
ultimately stopped. As I stand there to his left, I turn my head to
look at him. He is facing me. I look into his intensely wide blue
eyes. I watch his pupils dilate as though he would soon reach the
point of orgasm. I look down instinctively at his crotch. I can
tell that Matthew has an obvious erection that is straining against
the confines of his jeans. I watch his mouth opening as he starts
to form a word that he wants to say aloud.

Matthew withdraws his hand. When we are no
longer in physical contact, I stop feeling any flow of energy from
him into my body. The flow of time returns to normal as well.
Matthew regains his balance as he stops walking on the trail. He
sees that he has an erection, so he positions both his hands over
his midsection. I can once again hear the breeze through the
vegetation and the sounds of tourists talking as they hiked on that
trail. The words that Matthew was forming on his thick lips because
known to me: “Oh, fuck. What just happened?”




* * * *

 


Our little hiking adventure in Sedona was
officially ended by the experience we shared on the trail below
Cathedral Rock. After Matthew and I return to my truck and get
inside, he just looks at me silently. I can tell that he wanted an
explanation. I wanted an explanation, too.

“I am not a demon, Matthew,” I finally say to
him. “I am a human being.”

“Felt like electricity,” Matthew says. “Made
me get hard.”

“Yeah, I was there,” I respond.

“Did you cause this?” he wants to know. “Is
that what’s supposed to happen at the Sedona vortext?”

“The medical term is synergy,” I
explain to him. “When two different things interact and the
combined effect is greater than the sum of their individual—. Oh,
never mind. My medical training was so long ago. I’ve forgotten
much of—.” I stop talking because I realize that I am able to
remember my military training. I also remember that I was never to
talk about any of these matters to anyone other than people who
have the proper clearance. “Forget it,” I say to Matthew.

“I get it,” Matthew responds. “Clearance,” he
says.

“You’ve got to stay out of my head,
Matthew.”

“I don’t belong in there,” he admits. “I told
you I’m not sure how to switch it off. Like a radio that’s been
turned on. Just no off switch.”

“Unplug the radio, Matthew,” I say to
him.

“I’m afraid, Ted,” he says. “Don’t know how
to unplug you.”

“Distract yourself,” I tell him.
“Somehow.”

Matthew responds, “How? What can I possibly
do that would be so distracting?”

 


* * * *

 


I drive us in my 4x4 to a roadside motel. The
old neon sign out front in the parking area above the dozen or so
motel units is in need of a paint job. As I turn off the ignition,
I look at Matthew. He is staring at me. “You saw that I got an
erection back there on that trail,” he says.

“Yeah,” I tell him. “Not the kind of response
I usually bring out in a man.”

“You wonder whether I’m gay,” he says. “If it
matters, I consider myself to be pansexual. You wonder whether I’m
sexually attracted to you. Big yes there. You have had an
attraction to highly masculine males all your life. Started when
you were kid playing cowboy and Indians out in the desert. But, you
just never met anyone in real life like me before.”

“Okay, stop,” I say to Matthew. “Gotta switch
that off. I won’t deny any of it. No point in that. You probably
already know what I’ve fantasized about doing to you.”

“Got it,” he says with a sexy grin. “I will
let you do to me whatever you’d like to do once we get into that
motel. We all only get one chance at a life.”

I cannot reply in disagreement to Matthew
even though I definitely remember classified military information
that could verify how wrong he was about we all only get one chance
at a life. So, I remain silent.

 


* * * *

 


Official Transcript – Theodore Avila Inquiry
– Top Secret

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Mr. Avila, we are
ready to close out the file on Matthew Lejeune. We have read the
text version of your debrief. Now we need for you to give us your
verbal account for the record here tonight. First, let me mark this
recording: Seventeen minutes, forty-five seconds into the tenth
hour, Declension Moon Time. Nine, Fifteen, Twenty-Two Fifty-One.
So, Mr. Avila, please tell us how you recovered from your memory
loss while on Earth?

 


Ted Avila: Yes, sir. I got back my full
capacity to remember. I credit Matthew Lejeune for that.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: We are interested in
learning how Matthew Lejeune accomplished this? How did you meet
him? What qualified him to help you? What procedures did he
use?

 


Ted Avila: Certainly, sir. As I wrote in my
report, I met Matthew Lejeune when I went back to Nineteen
Ninety-One. At a Kingman, Arizona hotel restaurant one morning in
the summertime. He had just turned 20 years of age. Tall and
muscular. Young, masculine body that was just at the point of
perfection—at least in my opinion. The moment he sat down next to
me, I became aware of this young man’s special mental powers.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: You were sexually
attracted to Matthew Lejeune, Mr. Avila. This is clear. Why should
this panel believe that you were experiencing anything beyond
sexual attraction to Matthew Lejeune?

 


Ted Avila: I did not admit to myself that I
was sexually attracted to Matthew Lejeune at first. I wanted to be
alone in that restaurant. He came over and sat down right next to
me. At first, I thought it was a trick. A mind game he was playing
on me. But, I soon had no choice. I had to accept that Matthew
Lejeune had extrasensory powers. He proved to me beyond a shadow of
a doubt that he could read my mind. He knew things about me that he
could only have learned by probing my mind, sir. He knew my full
name. He knew that I was driving a Ford Explorer registered in
Rhode Island. Very specific details that I never verbally shared
with him. This may sound like a joke to you, sir, but to me, it was
all very real. Somehow, without making any physical contact with me
whatsoever, Matthew Lejeune got inside my brain and looked around
for a bit. I have to say that the experience made him physically
sick. He also became very overwhelmed emotionally. He said to me
that I had what he called “sophisticated mental training.”

 


General Marcus Tagawa: I’m concerned, Mr.
Avila, that you did not immediately conclude that you had violated
our security protocols with Matthew Lejeune. He became aware of
your military training. He became aware of the fact that you are a
time traveler. Yet, you did not conclude that he had breached our
security. Why is that?

 


Ted Avila: General, I did not conclude that
Matthew Lejeune had violated our security protocols for one simple
reason: He believed that what he got when he read my mind were my
faulty memories. He concluded that I was not a sane person. I
seemed to him like I had just had a mental breakdown. His logical
mind in the Twentieth Century could not accept that I was genuinely
from the future. He thought that time travel was science fiction.
And, from the way I was behaving from my memory loss, I seemed like
I was not a sane person at all. So, I am absolutely convinced that
I did not violate our security protocols with Matthew Lejeune,
sir.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Your conclusion in
your report is that it was Matthew Lejeune who restored your
memory. Can you elaborate on how he did so?

 


Ted Avila: I’m not clear on that, sir. Not
really. I brought Matthew Lejeune with me to Sedona, Arizona, my
birthplace, sir. When I told him that Sedona was a relatively short
drive away from where we were in Kingman, he suggested that we
should go visit the place where I was born. He believed that if he
went with me to the place where I was born, he might be able to
help me recover my memory.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: That sounds
illogical, Mr. Avila. A farfetched rationale at the very least,
don’t you think? Do you actually believe in the ancient myths of
the Sedona vortex just because you happen to have been born
there?

 


Ted Avila: I does sound farfetched, sir. I
know that. I think that Matthew Lejeune also thought it was a
pretty stupid idea. But, I know, sir, that he genuinely felt he
needed to break the connection with me. And, Matthew Lejeune felt
strongly that the only way he could break the connection with me
was if we both were in Sedona. He had never heard of Sedona or the
Sedona vortex. I was born there and even I don’t accept that there
is any such thing as a Sedona vortex. It exists in the minds of
tourists and others who want to find something in Sedona that is
not actually there. I’m sure of that, sir.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: And yet, Mr. Avila,
you report that while on the trail near Cathedral Rock—the
purported location of the Sedona vortex—that Matthew Lejeune passed
some sort of energy through you?

 


Ted Avila. Yes, sir. I suppose this sounds
contradictory. I cannot explain what happened. I want to say, for
the record, that I do not believe in the Sedona vortex. I am
someone who relies upon science and technology, sir.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Save it, Mr. Avila.
You’re a time traveler. Believing in the existence of the Sedona
vortex would not be such a stretch for someone in your line of
work. Could you answer my original question about the energy that
you felt?

 


Ted Avila: Of course, sir. We were at
Cathedral Rock. On the trail up the inclined slope. The ground was
soft and the soil must have shifted under the weight of Matthew
Lejeune’s cowboy boots. He started to slip, so I instinctively
reached out because I was to his immediately left. As Matthew
Lejeune reached out to me, he placed the palm of his left hand upon
the back of my right hand. Something happened that, to this day, I
do not fully understand. It felt like a jolt of some low-voltage
electricity traveling from his body, through his left hand, down
into my right hand, and then throughout my entire body. It felt
like my brain was—. Well, sir, it felt like a reboot. I immediately
became able to access memories that had been lost to me when I
suffered trauma in Rhode Island.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: A
reboot?



Ted Avila: Sir, I have had lots of
time—hundreds of years—to think about this. Matthew Lejeune
certainly proved that he was gifted. He told me that he was born
into a Louisiana family where extrasensory powers were common in
many of his relatives. I was convinced that Matthew Lejeune was
genuinely able to read my mind. However, I cannot explain why he
got physically sick for a brief while after the first time that he
read my mind. Nor can I fully explain to myself that jolt I felt
the first time that he and I actually had physical contact. What I
have to conclude, sir, is this: The psychic powers that Matthew
Lejeune demonstrated to me were tangible and real. Whatever jolt I
felt the first time that he and I actually had physical contact is,
I would speculate, connected to his body’s natural electrochemical
energy. Now, medical science has made many advances since the
comparatively primitive Nineteen Nineties. But, there is still no
explanation about how the human body’s electrochemical energy—like
Matthew Lejeune’s—might be able to be shared with another human
being through physical contact.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Would you tell us the
specifics regarding the second time you felt that jolt of energy
from Matthew Lejeune’s body?

 


Ted Avila: Of course, sir. I put all that in
my written report, but I will explain it verbally for the record as
well. As I indicated, sir, I felt sexually attracted to Matthew
Lejeune when I initially saw him in the restaurant in Kingman. Even
though at that time, my memory was clouded, I was burdened with the
realization that I had lied to myself, sir, about my sexual
orientation. I had married a depressed woman when I went back to
the Nineteen Seventies. This agency granted me the privilege of
settling into a normal life on Earth in the time period of my
choice with the person of my choice. But, I made the wrong choices.
I accept that. I know now that I am gay.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: In your written
debrief, Mr. Avila, you credited Matthew Lejeune with being the one
person who helped you to accept that you are gay. Is that correct?
You credit him with rebooting your mind and your sexual
orientation?

 


Ted Avila: No, sir. My sexual orientation was
not rebooted. People are born gay. Or straight. Medical science and
organized religion, alike, now accept that—unlike how things were
back in more primitive times. I chose to deny that I was gay.
People still do that. Science and religion cannot help us with all
the choices we must make in our lives. We must learn to make
choices for our own reasons. And, I think our own reasons, alone,
will give us comfort in those choices. I think, sir, that is why I
chose to go back to the Nineteen Seventies—a time when most people
held the false belief that a person could make a deliberate choice
about their sexual orientation. Centuries before that quaint
perception, people thought the Earth was flat. Time travel was
always thought of as mere science fiction. As mankind moves forward
in time, lessons are learned. And ancient perceptions are tossed
aside. The turning point in my life was in Arizona when I went back
and encountered Matthew Lejeune. I stopped denying that I was gay
because I met Matthew Lejeune. That is what I wrote in my
report.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Noted for the record,
Mr. Avila. But, I need you now to provide the exact details of the
second time you felt that jolt of energy from Matthew Lejeune’s
body. Do you understand what I am asking you here tonight?

 


Ted Avila: Yes, sir. I spent only one day of
my life with Matthew Lejeune. We met at breakfast in Kingman,
Arizona. Then, we spent a couple of hours or so riding in my truck
to Sedona. The first jolt I felt was when the palm of his left hand
rested onto the top of my right hand while we were in Sedona hiking
towards Cathedral Rock. During that jolt, I noticed that Matthew
Lejeune had become sexually aroused. I ended up renting us a motel
room.

What happened in that motel room provided me
with the all the proof I needed that I was not living truthfully.
In that Arizona motel room, I discovered that his young, masculine
body naked was just as I fantasized it would be, sir. His cock was
impressive. Real thick. His balls were especially large as if he
always was producing semen 24/7, if you know what I mean. He lay on
his stomach on the motel bed so that I could enter him from behind.
That is what I wanted. He knew that is what I wanted and he
encouraged me to follow through.

I had never fucked a man before. The mattress
squeaked in a stereotypical way as I plunged into him as deeply as
I could again and again. For whatever psychological reasons, I had
pretended that I was heterosexual. So, in comparison, sir, this
moment of complete physical honesty as I fucked this young, highly
masculine man was—. Far beyond my capability to put into words,
sir. I cannot forget Matthew Lejeune. He changed my life
completely, sir.

Even though hundreds of years have passed
since that day, I remember that one day I spent with Matthew
Lejeune like it was only yesterday. In that hotel bed, Matthew
Lejeune had an orgasm brought on by my repeated penetration of him
anally. During his orgasm, Matthew Lejeune had an intense physical
and emotional response that looked to me like it affected his
entire his mind and body. He ejaculated like expected, sir. But, it
was an unusually lengthy duration for an man to ejaculate. His face
was buried in that motel bed pillow and he cried out in
extraordinary pleasure. And he just kept ejaculating. I was still
erect and inside of him, so his extended orgasm caused me to
ejaculate into him.

At the moment of my ejaculation, I felt the
same jolt of energy that I had felt when Matthew Lejeune’s hand
made contact with mine. But, this second jolt was not a momentary
experience like what we felt when we were hiking towards Cathedral
Rock. Like his extended ejaculation, the jolt continued as thought
it would never stop. My orgasm was normal. It was over after a few
seconds. So, I pulled out of him. His orgasm stopped after I pulled
out. When I was no longer in physical contact with his body, I felt
the energy flow subside in me. I helped Matthew Lejeune flip over
onto his back. Even though I was once again in physical contact
with him as I helped him turn over, the jolt did not start up
again. Or, so I thought.

As I stood there at the side of the motel
bed, stunned by that jolt and his extended orgasm, Matthew Lejeune
started having another orgasm. But, this time, the duration of this
second orgasm was unfathomable, sir. His body’s shuddering and
shaking would not stop. His full erection remained strong. And he
just kept ejaculating hands-free! I concluded that the jolt must
have apparently been switched on in his body somehow. He ejaculated
over and over and over again. He kept on shooting until there was a
blood mixed with his semen flying into the air and dropping back
down onto his body. Matthew Lejeune’s entire body shook and bounced
on that motel bed like he was being electrocuted. Wave after wave
of ecstatic pleasure consumed his muscular body. I stood there next
to that motel bed as I watched his body experiencing deep and
penetrating pleasure. He writhed and arched his back over and over
and over again. His toes curled and uncurled, then curled again and
again. His large hands seemed to be completely uncontrollable
through the spasms. His fingers splayed and relaxed repeatedly, I
could see the muscles in his biceps rippling with pleasure. His
erect cock flapped up and down, back and forth, side to side. His
semen and blood splattered everywhere as this orgasm lasted for
what seemed to be ten full minutes. His once large balls looked
like they had shrunk in size. Matthew Lejeune cried out my name
just before he went unconscious. It was as though he wanted my help
to stop his orgasm.

Even after he had passed out, his body
continued to shake uncontrollably like minor aftershocks of an
earthquake. Somehow, his eyes remained open the entire time, but he
was not conscious. The expression on his handsome face through such
an extended period of repeated orgasms was unlike any man’s face
that I have seen before or since. He lived in a jolted state of
pure bliss. I was afraid that the jolt would restart within me, so
I avoided physical contact with him. But, I decided to touch his
forehead between his eyes and above his nose. I did not feel any
current running from his body to mine. So, I applied slight
pressure to his chest, but I could not stop the aftershocks. I
could not stop his spasms with only light pressure to his body.
Finally, I pounded upon his chest above his heart, like I was
giving him CPR. But, I could not stop his spasms. At that point, I
climbed naked on top of his chest facing downward towards his lower
body. His cock and balls bounced around wildly through these
continuing aftershocks. I put my entire body weight on top of his
chest and dug my legs down around his torso as tightly as I could.
It felt like I was riding a wild bucking mustang.

Matthew Lejeune eventually bounced me off of
his chest as he continued to experience those involuntary spasms. I
landed on the motel room floor. When I got to my feet and stood
next to him, he finally was perfectly calm at last. I made sure
that he was still breathing. I could feel that he had a pulse—quite
elevated. I concluded that he was so young that his body would
survive such an incredible physical experience. I showered, got
dressed, and stood there watching him lying there on his back on
that motel bed. His erection subsided as I watched. His pulse
dropped to near normal. His face told me that he was lost somewhere
in his mind and I knew that he would not be able to interact with
me in that motel room.

That was when I reasoned that I could not
cause a security protocol breach by interacting with any other
person in response to what had happened in that motel room. Even if
I had wanted to interact with other persons, I could not reasonably
expect to explain to anyone that I had just saw Matthew Lejeune
have multiple orgasm that lasted a quarter hour or so. Anyone would
have concluded that I had a damaged mind. My cover needed to be
protected. Nobody would ever know what happened. Nobody would ever
know that I was in that motel room because I paid cash and signed
the register with his name. Matthew Lejeune was alive when I left.
He definitely was alive. He just lied there naked on that bed with
his eyes open, staring up at nothing. His blood and his semen
covered his chest, midsection, and much of that hotel bed. I
watched as his pupils returned to normal. But, he showed no eye
movement whatsoever even after I clapped my hands directly over the
bridge of his nose. His young and naked muscular body was inactive,
but very much alive. I wanted to stay there. I felt that it would
be wrong for me to just go. In fact, I needed to stay with him more
than I needed anything else in my life at that time. But, my duty
was to come back home here to base. Duty first above all else,
sir.




General Marcus Tagawa: Noted for the record,
Mr. Avila. You are one of our most valuable agents. Your record of
successful missions is impressive. To say the very least. That is
why we are going to protect you from further inquiry into this
matter on Earth concerning Matthew Lejeune. We accept your
explanation that duty kept you from potentially creating any breach
of security protocols had you interacted with anyone after you left
Matthew Lejeune in that hotel room. We also know that you never
communicated with anyone over the years about your experiences with
Matthew Lejuene. But, you have thought about him. You have wondered
what became of him. Mr. Avila, we can tell you this officially:
Matthew Lejeune survived. He never married and was not known for
having any relationships at all. He went on to develop quite a
prominence in Sedona. There he gave lectures and wrote two
best-selling nonfiction books on the subject of mind control. He
lived a very full life for 89 years. He died in his sleep in the
year Twenty Sixty.

 


Ted Avila: Yes, sir. Thank you, General
Tagawa for telling me this. I would not have otherwise known—. I’m
feeling emotional, sir. But, I thank you for your generosity here
tonight.

 


General Marcus Tagawa: Well, Mr. Avila, hold
on. We are not finished here tonight. I will tell you that you are
not yet out of the frying pan. We value you as one of our top three
agents. This agency intends to keep you on servicing missions to
Earth. You’re providing a crucial service that benefits our entire
planetary civilization by repairing timelines in the past. However,
we believe that your memories have become a source of potential
problems for this delicate line of work that you do for us. So,
this won’t hurt a bit, as all good doctors always say to their
patients. But, our medical team is going to perform a brief
procedure on your brain to partition off memories that we deem may
interfere with your successes on subsequent missions. When you wake
up, Mr. Avila, you will not remember this inquiry. Perhaps you will
also be unable to remember your interaction with Matthew Lejeune.
For that, I express my apologies to you since I know that memories
like that are valuable to you and to your personality. But, those
constitute only a few hours of your life. And, this agency and its
needs must always come first ahead of any agent’s personal life.
Thank you for service, Mr. Avila. The attending physician for your
missions, Doctor William Oswald, will take good care of you. Good
night. Pleasant dreams.


* * * *
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I want to say “Thank You!” to you for
choosing to read this eBook, which is the prequel to my earlier
work entitled DARE NOT ASK THE DEAD. I invite you to connect with
me online at www.MondoMacho.com.

I completed LOST COWBOY MOON TIME in early
2012. I felt compelled to write LOST COWBOY MOON TIME because I
felt that there was much more of the story about the character Ted
Avila that I had to tell. I presume that readers may have read DARE
NOT THE DEAD before reading LOST COWBOY MOON TIME because DARE NOT
ASK THE DEAD originally came out in 2010.

I want readers to know that the order in
which you read these two eBooks really does not matter. I wrote
them both using episodic storytelling that does not present a story
in a straight line.

Perhaps someday I may consider writing a
sequel to DARE NOT ASK THE DEAD. If that happens, it will mean that
the overall story about the character Ted Avila would become a
trilogy.

Thank you again for your interest in my
fiction writing.

 


* * * *
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