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New Yorkers have a way of pitying those people who choose to move away. “Can’t hack it in the big city, 
eh?” As if the person is giving up, too defeated to live and die for the hustle. I didn’t feel this pity toward 
Talia when she announced she was quitting her successful casting career and moving home to Kansas 
City. “I’ve got so much potential I can’t use here,” she said. “I’m over being stifled by the cost, by the rat 
race. I want a house, and a family, and quiet.” I felt disillusioned. She was once indefatigable. And now, 
quite logically, Kansas made more sense.  

Talia waited until our lease was done to uproot herself. Leases, like subway delays, take people hostage 
here. This left me a clean break to get a new roommate on the lease or to find my own place. I opted for 
the latter. I had just negotiated a raise at work, and knew that in a year or two, finding an affordable 
studio in Prospect Heights would be impossible. And without question, I had to stay in Prospect Heights. 
I owed my sanity to these brownstones, to the park, to the best-of-both-worlds feeling one gets from 
living in residential Brooklyn.  

Our landlord owned a few other buildings in the neighborhood, and fortunately had a garden studio 
available on Underhill just two blocks away. She even cut me a deal on the place since we had good 
rapport from my four years as her tenant. It still meant I nearly doubled my rent, but I would finally have 
my own place. “Wow, Eric, I’ll pay a third of that on my mortgage each month in Overland Park,” Talia 
reminded me. My response: “Don’t be that person who suddenly convinces herself she was never happy 
here. Just be happy for me.”  

Talia was surprised and overwhelmed that nearly 50 people attended her farewell party in Park Slope, 
having been certain that a central Brooklyn location would keep things small and more personable. But 
that’s just it—Talia was personable, and people were sad to see her go. There were a few big time 
casting directors and agents—her boss even teared up upon saying goodbye. That was what confused 
me: her life here was set. She was on one of the biggest platforms in the world and stepped off of it. She 
made New York look easy, and walking away even easier.  

We spent Talia’s last full day together. A morning jog in Prospect Park. Then bagels on Vanderbilt. Then 
we boxed up our lives while sipping seltzer, sent her things on a moving truck and pushed mine into the 
living room. I would rent a pickup truck the next day to move myself around the corner. The big task of 
the day was painting the walls white. Each stroke felt like one more memory we were clearing away. 
Picnics in the park. 4 a.m. taxis. Stories of shameless hookups with cute boys. Talia finally broke down, 
with half a blue wall to go.  



I called a car for Talia early the next morning. Our goodbye stretched out for 10 minutes as the driver 
waited patiently. “You’re the only reason I stayed as long as I did,” she said. “You’re the only reason I 
came in the first place,” I replied. I hugged goodbye the person who got me my job, who spent four 
years as my roommate, who introduced me to my first boyfriend, and who helped me through my 
mother’s death. “Will you miss me?” she asked. Honestly, I just wanted her to be gone already.  

New Yorkers are assholes. If you aren’t one when you arrive, you become one to survive. Or else you 
move away, because you’re too sweet and too levelheaded to tolerate all of the assholes. I quickly 
moved my stuff into the new studio, called up Bart and Peter, and made plans for a night out in East 
Village. Talia texted me that evening: “At my new home. Can’t believe it’s real. Miss you.” I didn’t text her 
back til the next morning, because I kind of pitied her. She had all the potential in the world, and she 
failed to use it. 
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I’m always hurrying to work. Nobody knows I’m late—it’s 
just my boss Sam and me. He’s in by noon, when our LA 
counterparts start their day. But I’ve got to cover 
phones, emails, and scheduling for our actors from the 
start of the New York morning. I’m a master of the 
snooze button, and am just never eager to turn on my 
work alter ego, Eddy. Sam already had an assistant 
named Eric whom he hated, so he had me go by my 
middle name—Edmond—and then Hollywooded it. He 
seems to like me—as Eddy, of course—enough to keep 
me for three years. It’s the longest relationship either of 
us has had. 

Our actor clients are mostly high maintenance. They’re all insecure, no matter how successful, 
needing constant fluffing and reassurance, which is a large part of my job. “The casting director 
looooved you” or “I think they went in a different direction, but they said you were easily the best” or 
“I think this Broadway role was revived for you.” On this particular day, I had to reschedule one 
actress’s auditions because she had “morning voice” and didn’t want to sound raspy on tape. I 
called each director, found afternoon time slots—apologizing profusely—then called her back. 
“Everyone is so happy to give your voice the time it needs.” 



Sam came in around 1, a bit later than usual. “Get Marissa on the fucking phone, now,” he said, 
without any “Hello” or “How are you”. I handed him his drink—a grande skinny latte, extra foam, 
splenda stirred in by me, not by the barista—and dialed Marissa, one of our better known clients 
who was the lead on a cable network cop show. We had heard rumors she was switching managers, 
so Sam was playing defense. “Hi Marissa, it’s Eddy. I’m well thanks, how are you?” From Sam’s 
office: “Stop with the fucking Midwest manners and send her through to me.” 

Marissa and Sam were on the phone for an hour. She did have new representation lined up, despite 
Sam plucking her out of college and getting her more than two dozen roles in TV and film. Chances 
are, the new guy had better contacts or was a better negotiator—she wouldn’t say. Sam was madder 
than I’ve ever seen him. I shared some good news about another client who had been picked up as 
a series regular on his show. “Eddy, not now. Jesus. You know—if you had made her feel more 
desired here, then this might have never happened.” 

There is a 15-minute window each day where I sneak away for food. It’s around 3, when LA is out on 
lunch meetings. It’s Sam’s least favorite part of the day because it means he’s on phones and doing 
scheduling, both of which he put behind him after his assistant days. I spend each lunch break 
crossing Madison Square Park, going to a simple cafeteria-style place nearby where there is a 
cheap buffet. Even if I bring my own food, I take the 15 minutes, mostly to remind Sam that he needs 
me. He’s always nicer when I get back. 

I moved to NYC thinking I’d work in film production, but a series of events derailed things for two 
years, and then Talia heard about Sam’s opening and referred me. It’s a good gig, and I’ve proven 
skilled at preventing and putting out fires, understanding people’s priorities and needs and personal 
politics. I think I’ll be a great talent manager but just hope I don’t end up like Sam—he’s good at it 
but seems miserable. And his temper shifts constantly: “Have a good night, Eddy. Another awesome 
day from you. Best assistant I’ve ever had,” he said as he left at 6. He always ends the day with 
positive reinforcement. I’ll still work another three hours to coincide with LA, telling myself that it’ll pay 
off soon. 

I get to be Eric from the hours of 9pm and 9am, shedding Eddy as I leave the office. Despite being 
perpetually exhausted, I walk through a calm, brightly lit Manhattan for 30 minutes before getting on 
the subway, and then go right to my gym in Park Slope to work out before it closes at 11. I have to 
stop any hurrying, to see my city slowed down and to hear its soundtrack of traffic and conversation, 
before sweating away the day’s stress with a soundtrack of Top 40. This routine clears my head and 
reminds me that I am in control of my own well-being. I have to end each day with this positive 
reinforcement. 
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“Thanks for coming, guys. As always.” Joanie 
hugged Bart and me before her opening set. Bart 
chuckled in response: “Well, I work here, so you 
shouldn’t thank me.” Really, though, it was Bart 
who often booked Joanie, despite her band’s 
mediocrity. It wasn’t hard to support her—she was 
good enough to be something big. Her voice has 
this folksy sincerity, this heartbreaking earnestness. 
But for some reason, she wasn’t taking off, despite 
years of trying, and a Berklee degree to boot. 
Thankfully, Bart could keep booking her, to the 
venue owner’s chagrin. 

The audience filled up toward the end of her set, 
the people arriving for the main act. Joanie, who went by her full name (Joanie George) on stage, 
always picked up a new fan or two, but never saw things snowball. In the cab on the way home, she 
broke out into sobs. “I’m sorry to be your charity friend. You don’t have to keep coming. I should just 
give up.” Given her talent, her focus, and her lack of any applicable work skills, I assured her that 
she wasn’t wasting anyone’s time, especially not her own. 

I got an email from Joanie the next day, asking about how I juggled my work persona, Eddy, with my 
actual self. My reply was a bit heavy: while I would like to just have one identity, being Eddy gave me 
a dissociative disorder, which allowed me to do things that I didn’t feel Eric would do. Mostly, Eddy 
had thicker skin and was a better bullshitter. He was a businessman, born and raised in New York. I 
worried that parts of Eric were falling away—certain Midwest charms—but Eddy was responsible for 
Eric’s well-being, if not also threatening to absorb it entirely. So ultimately, a balancing act. 

My doorbell rang at 8am that Saturday. I spoke groggily into the intercom: “Go away, Witnesses of 
Jehovah.” Then, another ring. “What? Who is it?!” Joanie’s voice responded: “Eric, it’s me.” I buzzed 
her in. She looked drastically different: Her once long, auburn hair was now bobbed and bottle 
blonde. Despite the morning hour, she looked ready for a night out, with dark eye shadow and a 
short black cocktail dress. I still saw Joanie in there, except she seemed ten years older. Suddenly, 
her email inquiry made sense. “And who are you?” I asked, matter-of-fact. “Saturant,” she replied, 
smiling with confidence. “Okay…okay,” I said, keeping eyes locked, nodding in support. 



“Joanie wants you to manage her? She’s fucking crazy.” Bart was skeptical, and assumed that I 
agreed with him. “Bart, she’s good enough. You know she is.” He wasn’t having it: “Is this some 
phoenix-rising-from-the-ashes metaphor? It looks desperate. What’s her big plan? Her band still 
sucks. And do you know the first thing about managing musicians? It’s a helluva lot different from 
actors.” “Maybe,” I replied. “But isn’t she just acting anyway? It’s a character. And I’m good enough 
at my job that I could learn the rules for music.” Bart didn’t buy it. I’m not so sure I bought it either. 

Sam was surprisingly supportive when I asked for his blessing—I would manage Joanie in what little 
free time I had. He said I would have to start my own side project, and that he wasn’t going to stop 
me from helping my friend, especially since her work wouldn’t conflict with our clients’. “Just be 
mindful of the friendship,” he advised. “These things rarely end well.” He asked for a copy of her 
music. I sent him two songs she had recorded acoustically. He called me into his office after 
listening to them. “You’ve got gold here, Eddy. Let me know where I can help.” 

I met Joanie at a rehearsal in Clinton Hill later that night. She was ecstatic that I would help her, and I 
was equally ecstatic that she trusted me. I wasn’t thrilled, however, that aside from her Saturant 
transformation, everything else was the same. Moments into the first number, I cut the group off: 
“The band needs to go.” Obviously, the band was none too pleased. “‘Scuse me bro?” said the 
drummer. “But who the fuck are you?” Joanie turned to me: “Is that Eddy in there?” “The band is 
gone,” I said, knowing this was what Sam would have done, too. The bassist spit in my face as they 
exited. 
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This wasn’t the first time Jack had canceled our 
evening plans. He needed a night alone, which I 
understood. I often did, too, though I hated 
knowing that our once promising romance was 
slowly wilting away. We were averaging one night a 
week together lately, but only ever on my 
prompting. We took a rain check for the upcoming 
weekend, where we would surely have incredible 
sex, conversation, food, and sex again. Our 
relationship—whatever it was—was intoxicating, 
passionate, but not without frustrations. I had told 
him multiple times that I wanted to be his 
boyfriend. And the dance worked like this: the 

more affection I showed, the less he reciprocated. 



I met up with Bart and Peter for dinner in Crown Heights instead of seeing Jack, a nice consolation 
to be with my best friends. Peter had just been dumped by his boyfriend, kicked out of the 
apartment they shared. He moved to be closer to the two of us, which made for many frequent 
dinners together. We chatted briefly about Jack. I made excuses for him. Bart’s phone buzzed—he 
got a message on Scruff, his preferred hook-up app for its more hirsute users. He used a photo of 
his torso on his profile—to stay somewhat anonymous—and had just received an invitation from a 
pouty-faced Jack, asking him over for anonymous sex. 

“Do you want to run with this?” Bart asked, as my stomach churned. I did. I did want to run with it. 
Bart handed over his phone. Peter was more cautionary: “He’s not your boyfriend, just remember. 
Don’t make this harder on yourself.” Jack had no idea he had propositioned one of my best friends. I 
flirted a bit with him through the app, which prompted him to send a picture of his crotch. I laughed 
in disbelief. “He told me three months ago he was seeing me and only me. Yet he’s on here, not-so-
secretively using a photo of his face. And now his junk.” 

Jack requested a face photo, so I screenshot some other guy on the app and sent it to him. Then I 
got him to give me his address—yep, that was certainly his address—and told him I was on my way 
over. At this point, Bart and Peter were having their own conversation about Bart’s recent fling, and I 
finally returned his phone. They stared at me silently, as I pouted and flattened my pinto beans into a 
mush. “Eric. Sorry.” Bart put his hand on my thigh. Then I texted Jack from my own phone, asking 
him how his night was going. No response. 

I confronted Jack about his Scruff profile that weekend, saying that a few friends had seen him 
online. “You’re embarrassing me, as I go around telling people we’re exclusive.” “We aren’t 
boyfriends,” he said, echoing Peter’s sentiment. “Right,” I responded. “But three months ago we 
agreed to only date one another, so I guess I thought we were on our way to being boyfriends.” His 
retort: “I’m not going on dates with anyone else. I’m not looking for dates on Scruff.” He said it like it 
made perfect sense, like I was in the wrong. “Now, Eric, let’s go to bed and I’ll make you feel better.” 
It felt wrong to oblige—rather, when I obliged. 

After two hours together in his bed, Jack spent the evening unknowingly reminding me why I was 
holding out for him: he made dinner at his apartment in East Village, surprised me with tickets to a 
concert, and then laid me down once more when we got home—fully clothed, but with German 
chocolate cake in tow. I thought it was one big blanket apology, until he rolled over on his side and 
said “I can’t believe it’s been six months. Happy anniversary, babe.” I choked on a piece of cake, 
thinking it was a joke. But he was completely serious, adding: “I really love every second with you.” 
Finally, a change. 



I made breakfast the next morning while Jack showered. His phone buzzed beside the stove, and I 
saw a text from someone named Kev Scruff: “Hey handsome. We still good for noon?” Then, another 
buzz: “Craving you.” When Jack was finished, I asked if he wanted to see a movie. “Yes, let’s,” as he 
checked his phone. “Oh, wait… I forgot, I’m seeing a friend this afternoon. Maybe sometime this 
week?” I left his apartment at 11:45, but I didn’t leave the building—I sat on the stairs one floor up. At 
11:58, a text from Jack: “Always the best time with you. xo.” At 12:01, I peered around the corner to 
see a stranger knocking at his door. Short. Muscled. Like a running back. Like a punch to the gut. 
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“Please please please introduce me to James 
Thurston,” Peter begged as our cab pulled up 
outside the premiere party. James Thurston was 
one of Sam’s clients—he had two Tonys, an Oscar 
nomination, and movie star sex appeal—and we 
had just seen the opening of his new Broadway 
play. His husband Ken was a big playwright, 
making them quite the power couple. “I brought 
you because I figured you wouldn’t be star struck,” 
I said. “But not because I’m your best friend?” he 
joked. “OK, that too,” I replied. Coincidentally, 
James cornered me at the party later: “Who’s your 
friend? An introduction, please?” 

Peter and James spent most of the evening chatting, and their flirtation got a few people talking, 
especially after Ken joined the conversation and started touching the small of Peter’s back every few 
minutes. “Eddy, should I be worried about your friend?” Sam asked. “I can’t have a PR situation, and 
those two faggots aren’t smart enough to avoid it themselves.” Sam’s boyfriend Jeff mouthed “Sorry” 
following the slur—he was always apologizing for Sam. “He’s fine,” I assured Sam. Mostly, I was 
happy that Peter was getting the attention he deserved—his broken heart needed healing, and I 
figured some A-list affection might boost his confidence. 

I cozied up at the bar for a seltzer, tired of shaking hands and talking small. These receptions were a 
necessary part of the job, and I had to drop Sam’s name whenever I could, especially around actors. 
Turning my back on it allowed me to be Eric-not-Eddy for a few minutes. An older man parked 
himself on the stool next to me, asking if he could buy me another. “It’s just a seltzer,” I responded. 
He flagged down the bartender. “Just a seltzer. And for me, an old-fashioned.” He turned to me: “But 
I’m not old-fashioned. Don’t get the wrong idea.” 



He was the show’s producer. I knew his name—Simon Stephens—since he had called the office 
numerous times during development. He had this thick Scottish accent like Sean Connery, and I had 
pictured him as such. He was more of a Roger Moore in person, which still had me blubbering like 
an idiot. “So you’re the famous Eddy?” he asked, giddy. “I never knew you were so handsome. 
Telephones do you few favors.” “Oh, so my phone voice isn’t sexy?” I laughed. “Not really,” he said, 
bluntly. “It’s stunted….It’s…frustrated.” We locked eyes as I stirred my drink, frustrated that we were 
in a public place. 

“I assume you’re single,” said Simon. “Since my hand has been on your thigh for five minutes and 
you haven’t moved it.” Ha—so it was. At this point, we had covered where we grew up, upcoming 
travels, and after I revealed my real name, spent a good 15 minutes ragging on Sam (Simon wasn’t a 
fan… most people weren’t.). We finished our drinks and he squeezed my inner thigh as he stood to 
leave. “No doubt you have my number on file?” He pecked my cheek and left. I turned to locate 
Peter, catching his eye as he flirted in one corner with James and Ken. I threw him a thumbs up and 
an “Is everything fine?” expression. Everything was fine, though my heart was racing. 

“Eddy, where have you been?” Sam quizzed me as the room thinned. Thankfully he hadn’t seen 
Simon and me flirting. “I’ve been here. Was chatting at the—” “Whatever,” Sam said, cutting me off. 
“Listen, I’ve got a noon meeting with Connie at ICM tomorrow, so I’m just going to work from home all 
morning. You got things covered? Who am I kidding? Of course you do. Thanks bitch.” His boyfriend 
Jeff mouthed “Sorry!” as they both skirted away drunkenly. I left alone since Peter was about to get 
doubly lucky. I passed Simon on my way out, and we made plans for a noon lunch. 

I caught the 2 train back home. As I popped in my earbuds for the journey, a breathless Peter 
saddled up beside me. “Hey Eric, trying to ditch me?” “Oh, hi. Sorry—I thought you would go home 
with James and Ken,” I said. “They asked me to,” he replied. “But they probably do that all the time 
since they can get away with it. No thank you.” We rode the rest of the way without a word, and I 
could tell he was upset. When we emerged onto Eastern Parkway—with the Brooklyn Museum as 
our dramatically lit backdrop—Peter broke the silence: “I’m not over Dale,” he said of his recent ex. 
“And because of that I lost out on an Oscar-nominated threesome.” That got a good laugh from me
—and from darling Peter, too. 
  



E P I S O D E  6  

It’s funny how quickly things unfold. I went to a 
premiere party and met Simon, the charming 
producer. I asked him to lunch and found out he 
owned a music venue in Lower East Side. He had 
a headliner in two weeks without an opener. I had a 
new—no, re-newed— performer in need of an 
audience. He had three glasses of wine at just after 
noon. He agreed to let Saturant play, without even 
hearing a beat of her music. And then he paid for 
lunch. “I can tell you’ve got it in you,” he said. “I 
trust she’ll be great.” 

“Are you sure we’re ready for a show just yet?” 
Joanie asked at rehearsal. “I’m not so certain I can 
do a gig unless I recycle some of my old music.” I 

replied: “Reusing music wouldn’t be the worst thing. It’s good material and…pardon the honesty but 
I’m not so convinced that people will remember it.” She flipped me off lovingly: “Pardon THIS, dick 
head. Besides—what about the drummer?” She was referring to the fact that we had recruited two of 
her former classmates as keyboardist and bassist, but nobody yet on drums. “I’ve got someone in 
mind,” I lied, trying to keep her calm. “We’ll be just fine.” Note to self: find a drummer—fast. 

I got dinner with my friend Mads the next night, and things unfolded quickly again. I told her about 
Joanie’s new project and how I was helping out. “My colleague’s boyfriend is a freelance drummer,” 
she said as she beckoned for more cabernet. “I don’t think musicians refer to themselves as 
freelancers,” I remarked. “But I’d love to call him in.” The next day, he joined rehearsal, looking and 
sounding perfect for the part. It was obvious that Joanie felt confident with her three teammates. Her 
posture had this prowess to it; I couldn’t wait for the crowd to see her in this new light, but was 
mostly just proud of her measurable progress. I wish I could have said the same for myself, because 
after rehearsal, Jack spent the night. My getting over him wasn’t unfolding very quickly. 
When Jack wanted to fool around the next morning, I was in no such mood. My mind kept thinking of 
Simon, and each time Jack would kiss me, I just imagined how Simon’s were better. More sincere. It 
was relieving, knowing I was capable of detaching from Jack when he was not 100% attached to 
me. Over breakfast we prepared him for a job interview, and I conducted it in my underwear to make 
him feel better, but also to flaunt myself without giving him any reward. He made a dumb joke about 
it being a “blow job interview” and grabbed at my butt. It was kind of cute, so I gave in. 



Joanie and I were walking through SoHo the day of her show, elbowing our way past every idiot ever. 
“Look at all these jackasses,” Joanie remarked. “It’s like they’re in character, trying to be discovered 
or something. Taking themselves so seriously. How does anyone else take them seriously?” I gave 
Joanie a real disapproving stare, pointing out her skintight, acid wash overalls, saying “I take you 
seriously, don’t I?” “Please,” Joanie replied. “I’m the biggest offender here. That’s why I’m 29 and 
virtually starting over. Who wants to start anything over at 29? I want to warn these jackasses not to 
turn out like me.” 

Saturant’s first show was better than all of Joanie George’s shows combined. Simon had strategically 
not announced her as an opener, and so the crowd filled up thinking they would see the headliner at 
9, which is when Saturant took the stage. She sold 22 CDs that night—we made 25 wondering who 
would possibly buy a CD these days—but since her stuff wasn’t online yet, people paid in person. 
Joanie was bewildered: “Eric, half of these songs are the ones I performed before. This is 
outrageous!” It was good to see her finally feeling validated. “I’ll bet she sells out the venue next 
time,” Simon predicted. “As a headliner. These people talk.” 

“I’ve got you a car out front,” Simon told me after the show. “Except it’s going to my house, and I’ll be 
in it.” His eyes begged for the company as he looked at me intently, adding: “You don’t need to 
sleep with me to get what you want, since it seems I’ve given you that already.” I was a bit put off 
that he would say anything like that. “I’m coming over because I want to come over,” I said, pinning 
him against a wall. “And tonight is when you’re going to give me what I want.” We had terrific sex, 
made terrific because I thought of Jack the entire time. 
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I always need to be moving forward, in the literal 
sense. Rather, I get anxious standing still. If I miss 
a train, nothing is more painful than helplessly 
waiting for the next one to arrive. I prefer walking 
30 minutes someplace if it means not standing on 
a subway platform for 10 minutes—even if the 
subway would still get me there faster. I don’t feel 
like there is any destination so important in New 
York that I need to get there quickly. Instead, I just 
need to get there on my own accord, fully 
controlling when I start and when I stop.  
Control—that’s what we like here. 



To get by in the city, you really must embrace the fundamental civil liberty: do whatever the hell gets 
you through the day, so long as it doesn’t impede others from getting through their day. Everyone 
has an odd respect for the proselytizing nutjob on the morning commute who feels compelled to 
chant Bible verses—you let her do her thing and turn up the music in your headphones. Similarly, 
whenever I’m coy with someone, I get nervous about holding hands on the sidewalk, or walking 
slowly side by side—both are major hindrances to pedestrians needing to pass. My puppy love 
shouldn’t cause someone to miss his train. 

In this manner of self-awareness, New Yorkers look out for one another. They’ve got great peripheral 
vision, and the best ones step aside when somebody is steamrolling past them. One night I got 
stuck on a Gramercy sidewalk behind a rotund Midwestern couple, clearly visiting town—we know it 
when we see it. They easily heard my approaching footsteps but never yielded, so I stepped off the 
curb and breezed by them. “How rude!” the woman exclaimed. “Why not just say ‘excuse me?'” Had 
I bothered to acknowledge her, my (now rehearsed) answer would have been: “I’m being polite by 
not bothering you. You were being rude by not moving for me.” This is also why I walk terribly fast: if I 
move quicker than everyone else, I will always be honoring that fundamental civil liberty. 

If you want to truly understand the rhythm of New York, go to Grand Central Station at rush hour. 
You’ll see hundreds of people weaving, side-stepping, anticipating at such a high pace, but never 
running into one another. Cooler yet is two packs of pedestrians, crossing the street toward each 
other when the light turns green. They merge into one, everyone communicating with subtle eye 
contact or body signals, then the mass separates again, nobody having crashed. I am proud to be 
part of this rhythm, and try to never disrupt the synergy—I hate knowing that my existence might 
send some other being bouncing slightly off of his or her intended course, or that I am actually a 
variable to one’s success and another’s failure. 

Affecting someone negatively—this is the fear I had knowing that I was helping Joanie with her 
career, and about calling the shots the way Sam has to. It’s easy to take direction, harder to give it 
when it involves telling someone to turn left, or to stop, or to move faster. You control that person’s 
liberty. You set the rhythm. In talent management, if your plan fails, it might mean he or she can’t 
make rent or pay loans or has to go back to waiting tables, and it certainly discredits your future 
directives. I hope I will always be Midwestern in this way—aware that I am capable of hurting 
someone. 

I was losing ground on preserving this sympathy—or at least on being able to please everyone. 
Firing Joanie’s former band mates was a good example: they were in the way of her success, and I 
knew she needed to drop them. I saw them as faulty instruments, not as two men who needed to 
support themselves and who ran in the same social circles as Joanie. She informed me that her core 
group of friends—which included these two men—had stopped inviting her to dinners and parties, 



and had ceased coming to her shows. My demand robbed her of her best friends. She told me so 
casually, as if she got over it pretty quickly. I mulled on it for a week, wishing I could make things 
right for her, if only to feel better about myself. 

More and more, I was finding myself making commands. At work, Sam was trusting me to coordinate 
major meetings for his mid-level clients without him being on the call. For Simon’s birthday I ordered 
a carrot cake, but the bakery wrote “Happy Birthday Simmon” in icing, and I refused to accept it, 
even when they offered it for free. A year ago, I would have found it hilarious and paid full price, error 
included. Peter was going through it at work, too—he had fired a publishing assistant and knew she 
would have to move home to Milwaukee. She left his office in tears, and he closed the door behind 
her, before weeping into his Brooks Brothers pocket square. 
  

E P I S O D E  8  

After her debut, Joanie took me to a fancy dinner in 
Brooklyn Heights. We were celebrating a few key 
placements I had pursued—Billboard called 
Saturant an artist to watch, and Idolator did an 
interview with her. I was getting a miniature lesson 
in music PR (along with the trial-by-fire 
management I was employing), and it was starting 
to take a small toll on my work with Sam. He wasn’t 
entirely pleased, either, especially after he caught 
me making phone calls from the office when he 
had his door closed. For the first time, however, I 
got a glimpse of opportunity outside of Sam’s reign, 
and was surprised to discover how much he had 
taught me. 

It was easy for me to promote Saturant, since I had been friends with Joanie for nearly 20 years and 
knew she had both the talent and drive. How wonderful that I was in a position to help her, and that 
she continued to trust my judgment. She had already recorded a couple singles, but Simon got us a 
free studio session for an EP, and so we began rehearsing songs for her first big launch. Joanie was 
extremely anxious that the EP would flop, despite things working out quite rapidly in the last few 
months. “I’m past due for a fuck-up,” she said. But truthfully, 29 years in the making, she was well 
past due for a payout. 
I convinced Joanie to go home to Kansas City for a long weekend. We had the five songs picked out 
for the studio session, but I wanted her to relax for a few days before we poured everything into the 
recordings. So, she went to see her parents and sisters in the suburbs, visited her grandmother in 



the nursing home, and was Talia’s first houseguest. She returned somewhat shaken—her family had 
no idea about Saturant, which seemed impossible to me given how quickly word spreads in one’s 
own circles. But sure enough, Joanie went home, was asked no questions about her livelihood, got 
unsolicited feedback on her “albino boy” haircut, went to church—for “novelty and nostalgia”—and 
never once mentioned Saturant. 

Joanie’s absence gave me time to focus on my actual job. I had some atoning to do, and Sam had 
just signed a hot new triple threat out of Carnegie Mellon and was submitting the kid for a few 
leading roles. This guy was just 22 and looked like a 5’9″ Hercules, and the attention he was getting 
out of the gate had other managers terribly jealous of Sam. Every other call I got was to see if Tyler 
Weiland could audition—walk-on roles, small movie parts, Off-Broadway plays—but Sam was 
lobbying for a golden nugget: a musical adaptation of “Julius Caesar.” 

When Tyler signed on to play Brutus, I phoned my dad to tell him the good news. Dad owns a small 
insurance agency in Olathe, KS, and since being widowed, has been running marathons and 
brewing his own wheat beer. He is glad to hear when I find potential love, or that work is going my 
way; he even spent a couple hours researching Tyler after we signed him. I updated Dad about 
Joanie’s recent fortune as Saturant—”Her parents must be so proud of her,” he said before I 
explained otherwise—then he recounted his last hunting trip, where he got a big deer and made 
jerky for his employees. We average three calls a week, which never feels like enough. 

I met with Joanie and her band for her recording session a couple weeks after she had returned 
from Kansas. We put down the five tracks in a day-long session, and then before wrapping, she 
asked if she could record one last song, “just to try something.” Her band was caught off guard, but 
this song only required the keyboard, which she played herself. It was called “Kansas” and was 
without question the best song I had heard from her: “You raised me up like prairie grains // But after 
harvest only dust remains // I am not in Kansas evermore.” 

“Kansas” was Saturant’s lead single off her EP of the same title, and after NY Mag likened her to 
Lykke Li and Zola Jesus, I knew we were set. We tripled her booking fee, and sold out three shows in 
coming months—the first would be at Bart’s venue, followed by Providence and DC. Joanie called 
me crying, ever grateful for the pushing and prodding, though I assured her it was her talent that got 
us here. My dad called me, too—he learned how to set up Google alerts and had read a couple 
reviews, even downloaded the EP himself. Joanie celebrated in her circles, I celebrated in mine—a 
fancy dinner with Simon, plus a night out in Williamsburg with Bart and Peter. There were two parents 
in Kansas who should have been celebrating their daughter’s success as well, but knew nothing of 
it. I worried how hurt they would be when they heard about that particular song, and I worried more 
how little Joanie would care. 
  



E P I S O D E  9  

Bart and I went out in East Village one Saturday. 
Having just deleted his various dating and hookup 
apps, he was hell-bent on meeting a guy in person. 
I was his proverbial wingman, though he was really 
just counting on me to deliver someone to him: 
“You’ll probably know a dozen people at the bar, so 
maybe you can introduce me to the cute ones? 
Except none of those Broadway gays. I can’t stand 
those queens.” As if on cue, a tall, lanky mess of a 
drag queen sauntered over. “I can barely stand in 
these shoes, much less walk.” It was Peter, who 
must have been seven feet tall between the red 
heels and Dolly Parton hair. 

“Your makeup is terrible,” Bart said bluntly, examining Peter’s first attempt at contouring. “Are you 
going to a costume party or something?” Peter wasn’t having the criticism: “Are you worried you 
won’t get laid with Miss Walnut Creek hovering over your shoulder?” I spit out my seltzer, wheezing. 
“Is that your name? Miss Walnut Creek?” “Sure as fuck is,” Peter responded, adjusting his stuffed 
halter top. Peter was from Walnut Creek, near San Francisco. “Good call,” I said, patting him on the 
butt. “And, you know, those Chinese-Scandinavian cheek bones of yours take the blush quite well.” 

Miss Walnut Creek was a hit. It didn’t matter that her makeup looked like finger paint—she was 
taking photos with everyone in the joint. Bart was still a little put out: “Is everybody going to change 
personas overnight? Are you going to be Miss Walnut Creek’s manager now, too?” He downed his 
ginger beer and ordered another, just as I noticed my friend Damien walk in with the most handsome 
Middle Eastern man. “How about him?” I nudged Bart and pointed to the bearded beefcake. “I know 
his friend, let’s go chat.” Bart trailed nervously behind as we squeezed our way through the bar. 

Peter was busy entertaining strangers while Bart and I mingled with Damien and his friend Yusef. 
Damien and I had met at a New Years party a few winters ago, and we inevitably run into one 
another every few months. He knew what was up when Bart and I came over, and seemed intent on 
helping make magic happen. Yusef was new to the city from Turkey, studying fashion design at 
Parson’s. He was polite and charming, though clearly more interested in his phone than he was Bart. 
“I think he’s on Grindr,” Bart whispered to me. “I keep seeing him open it and smiling as he texts 
someone. I should have never deleted my apps!” 



Yusef clearly signed on the dotted line with somebody, as he kissed each of us goodbye and hurried 
away for his hookup. Damien left thereafter, and Bart scanned the room, disappointed. “This is 
harder than it’s supposed to be. I’ve probably chatted with half of these guys through my fucking 
iPhone, yet we’re too afraid to interact in person. Or at least I am when I’m sober.” I slurped the 
melting ice from the bottom of my drink, and didn’t have much to add—I agreed entirely. Then Peter 
pranced over: “I’ve got to go. I’ve been grinding this Turkish delight named Yusef, and he’s heading 
to my apartment so I need to get a cab and shower, fast.” Bart could only laugh: “In drag or not, at 
least he’s getting over his ex.” 

Bart and I were four paces out of the bar when we ran into Jack on the street. I was heading to 
Simon’s, so Bart took the immediate cue to catch a cab home. “Goooood luck,” he uttered as he 
climbed into the taxi. “Haven’t heard from you in a couple weeks,” Jack said. “It’s a little experiment,” 
I replied. “Because I haven’t heard from you either, and I’m tired of being the sole instigator.” He 
invited me over to his place, which was just up the street. “I’ve been seeing someone,” I told him. He 
wasn’t expecting this news, as evidenced by his stammering search for a response. 

I finally got Jack to crack open, only now I didn’t need him to. “But—you told me I was the only one 
you were seeing,” he said. “I thought we had a good thing?” “You never gave me the reassurance I 
wanted, Jack, even when I asked you for it.” I was surprised that he reacted so defensively. 
Whatever modern twist on relationships and intimacy Jack possessed, I had still been his key holder. 
My phone began to buzz in my pocket—it was most certainly Simon, wondering what was taking so 
long. How nice that he noticed when I wasn’t around. 

E P I S O D E  1 0  

My phone’s alarm went off one late September 
morning, reminding me to call home. It was the 
5-year anniversary of my mother’s car accident, 
and I knew my dad needed to hear from me, just 
as I needed to hear his voice. The call always 
starts the same once he picks up: “Eric. Buddy. 
Happy anniversary.” He says this because the 
day my mother died was also the day I moved to 
New York. I dropped most of my bags into my 
crappy Bushwick sublet, quit the production job 
I hadn’t even started (but for which I had 
moved), and for the next month was back in 
Kansas with my dear old man, spending every 
minute together with barely a word between us. 



“It still counts,” he says of my technical move that day. “You’ve got the rent check to prove it.”  

Talia and Joanie came home for the funeral, and texted, called, or emailed every day thereafter 
making sure I was coming back to New York. Talia assured me she could get me another production 
job, but I said I would take anything to get on my feet. Joanie had a friend who worked at a gay bar 
in Hell’s Kitchen, and he gave me a decent bar back job five nights a week. I liked my coworkers, 
probably because I had no other gay friends to compare them against. They introduced me to 
numerous drugs—cocaine was my staple—, and I drank myself senseless every night. Per the 
schedule, I rarely saw Joanie and Talia, who frequently checked in to see how I was coping with my 
loss. 

I batted away any job interviews that Talia arranged, certain I would get a bartending shift soon. I 
did, however, go on a date she coordinated with her casting director friend Yates, to whom she 
pitched me as “a great video journalist making ends meet until a decent production job comes 
around.” That description was three months expired, really. Nowadays, I wonder what Yates was 
thinking when we became boyfriends. I was broke. I was living in a windowless bedroom in some 
beatup Bushwick warehouse. I was always drunk or high or asleep at 2 in the afternoon—and 
showed zero signs of rebounding. His friends certainly despised me. “He’s Yates’s numb piece of 
ass,” I once overhead them say. 

My relationship with Yates lasted only three months. I think fate gave me a boyfriend just to make me 
endure being dumped: “I really thought you had potential, Eric. I still do. But I’ve earned every right 
to not hold your hand as you unravel this knot…this whole ‘figuring out your shit’ thing. I need to date 
someone who’s earned his way here, who’s got this out of his system. Also, please please please 
stop shaving your chest.” I called my dad that night and told him everything, from alcoholism to drug 
abuse to breakup. He suggested joining a support group, even searched online and found one 
exclusively for gay men. He sent me an email with a link to their site: “You might consider this place. 
I love you, but you’re embarrassing your mother to lie helplessly and wastefully in her wake.” 

Dad’s expressed disappointment was my fulcrum moment. I traded the bar for a cafe in Cobble Hill 
and worked daytime hours. The support group met twice weekly, and suddenly I was friends with 
men of all ages, each of us sharing the same obstacle and desire to overcome it. One of the guys 
was Bart. He was beardless at the time, 50 pounds heavier and far less cynical than now. Bart had 
been drinking generously since his college fraternity days, and it only accelerated after he moved to 
New York. It’s weird to have met my best friend near rock bottom, but our foundation is quite strong, 
seeing as we embarked on the upward climb together. 

Talia and Joanie’s lease was up in Greenpoint, and Talia got the blessing to find a place with me. 
She did all the groundwork and within a week we signed for the apartment in Prospect Heights. My 



dad lent me the broker’s fee, moving expenses, and deposit. I had enough for first and last month’s 
dues and paid him back within a year, thanks to the stabilized rent at the time. Talia came home one 
day to tell me about a talent manager who needed an assistant: “He’s an ass hole, but I think he’s 
desperate so your lack of experience may not matter. It could be the best place for you to begin.” I 
started with Sam two weeks later. Ever grateful, I hoped it was one of the last favors I would need 
from Talia. 

From the very beginning, the job with Sam was torturous. I had to adopt my new name (Eddy) plus 
condition myself to the long hours, mediocre pay, and Sam’s flip-a-quarter personality. But Talia, 
knowing I was slowly adjusting, would call me each day at the office, pretending to schedule a 
casting appointment, and ask: “Are you better off today than you were yesterday?” The answer was 
yes, every single time. And now, four years later, I wish I could call up Yates—though he married a 
German banker, moved to Berlin, and fell off the grid—to tell him that I had earned my way here, that 
all of those increasingly better days had piled on top of one another and I turned out OK. Also, that 
my chest hair was pleasantly unruly. Oddly enough, I felt really proud of that. 

E P I S O D E  1 1  

The boys gathered for a sunny Saturday picnic in 
Prospect Park. It was an Instagram-ready kind of 
afternoon, with hundreds of other New Yorkers 
surrounding us: dog owners, Frisbee throwers, 
sunbathers. I got a text from Tyler Weiland—the 
new actor we were representing—asking what I 
was up to, followed by: “Sorry, maybe it’s weird to 
ask my boss’s assistant, but I don’t really have 
friends here yet.” Funny, because every casting 
director in town wanted to be his best friend. 
Funnier yet, I couldn’t peel him away from a doe-
eyed Bart all afternoon. 

“Bart’s suddenly into the Broadway type, eh?” Peter 
remarked as we trekked to the restroom. “Think this 
kid needs buttering? Bart isn’t one to fuel an ego.” Having sent “this kid” Tyler out on a hundred 
calls, I knew he was lower maintenance than anyone else on our acting roster. “He’s fine,” I said. 
“Confident, real gracious. And how’s Yusef with the—sorry, how did you describe his ass?” Peter 
grinned: “A fuzzy magic lamp.” “Ha! Make any wishes?” “God, my wish already came true, I could 
rub it forever,” he said. “And he’s good. Great, actually. Doesn’t want a relationship, doesn’t want to 



top. How’s Simon? You said he was coming?” Simon had promised to join, but canceled with a text: 
“BK just too far today, bub. Errands aplenty, sorry. xx” 

As evening neared, I got a text from Simon inviting me for dinner and a sleepover. I was feeling bitter 
that he deemed Prospect Park too far for a picnic—just a 20-minute subway ride, and a chance to 
meet my best friends—so I immediately turned to Peter, Bart, and Tyler: “You guys want to cook 
dinner at my place?” I invited a few others from the neighborhood—Mads and Joanie and a nice 
couple from upstairs. Then, I texted Simon: “Having friends over here. Come? I’ll take you for brunch 
in the morning.” I knew his response before it arrived, and instead had a perfectly lovely evening not 
socially coddling a man 20 years my senior. 

When Saturday’s final minutes crept away, I got a text telling me that Jack was in the neighborhood 
and “just seeing if I could say hi in 20 mins.” My gut said no, but I felt confident enough in my 
decision to break things off with him, so I feigned exhaustion and sent everyone on their way. Bart 
and Tyler were last to leave—together, totally smitten—and soon after, Jack was in my living room, 
calling me “furball” and looking handsome like he does, apologizing for “never listening, never ever 
listening.” “I thought you just wanted to say hello, Jack,” I said. He finally made eye contact instead 
of speaking to the floor: “Every morning of every day.” Woof. If his line had been better, I might have 
given in. 

I am very grateful for my sobriety, which is especially useful for making sound emotional decisions at 
1 a.m. on Sunday mornings, a prime hour when others would fall victim to lessened judgment. I sent 
Jack home to Alphabet City, despite every urge in my body to suck the melodrama from the air, 
straight from his mouth, with me atop him on the kitchen floor. Instead, I sat on the cold tiles, ate half 
a jar of chunky peanut butter, and watched two mice scurry back and forth from my cupboard to my 
stove. They were frequent nighttime visitors, and since my food was safely stored, their presence 
never bothered me. The half-full jar of peanut butter was my own companion, joined by the half-
empty flask of vodka at its side. 

The shame I felt on Sunday morning was crippling. All of the support I had been shown, the 
promises I had made, for nothing. For stupid Jack. I stayed in bed til noon, hung over and angry. 
Going against every principle of my recovery program, I had tucked away that “emergencies-only” 
beverage for more than three years, even from Talia when we shared an apartment, and had 
refrained from using it so many times. I kept it to feel empowered knowing how close it was, and how 
easily I could resist temptation. I threw the flask into a trash bin once I finally went outside. My 
biggest fear was falling back to a place where I needed welfare from anyone, especially those who 
had worked so hard to make me strong. I would tell nobody of this. 



Simon and I met for dinner in Chelsea, and he ordered two appetizers, three sides, two entrees, and 
dessert, all to share. Despite my best acting, he knew I was upset about him bailing on our Saturday 
plans. He said he got nervous to meet my friends, worried they might judge him for being so old. 
“You didn’t even give them a chance to like you,” I said. “And instead they saw me disappointed, 
which didn’t help your cause.” “OK, so let’s atone, Eric. I can have them over for dinner this week. I’ll 
even invite a few of my friends.” It all seemed too convenient for him—not having to downgrade to 
my level. When the check arrived, I insisted we split it, despite his assumption that he was solely 
responsible. 

E P I S O D E  1 2  
 
In five years of trying, Joanie George never sold 
out a show, nor could she have headlined a 900-
person concert hall. After just three months, 
Saturant accomplished both at the same time. The 
“Kansas” music video had been released a few 
weeks prior, which gave us added press as tickets 
went on sale. The gig was at Williamsburg Sound, 
where Bart managed the floor, and now he was no 
longer critical of her re-branding. “I’ve never seen 
this buzz for someone so new. I can’t believe this is 
for Joanie, after all this time. How soon can we 
book her again?” “I love where your head’s at,” I 
said. “But let’s just wait and see how she does 
tonight.” I wasn’t totally convinced that she would 
impress. 

Backstage, Joanie was nauseous. Nervous. I had to remind her that all of these people liked her 
music. They trusted her talent and as such, she should trust it too. “You’re only adding to the 
pressure,” she said. “This is all some wild accident. I’m just waiting for them to realize I’m a fake, so 
that I can go back to sucking at music. I was so good at sucking at music!” The stage manager 
gave us a 30-minute warning, and in a flash, she snapped into character, her confidence fully 
restored. She joined her band and they toasted vodka, with Joanie—no, Saturant—coaching: “The 
audience trusts us, and so we should all trust ourselves. Let’s do this!” 

I went out into the crowd to watch the show, meeting Peter, Tyler, and Mads off to one side. Simon 
texted that he would arrive soon…”damn traffic getting over the bridge,” he cited for his 
tardiness.Then, I heard Sam’s voice: “Hey Eddy. Packed house, way to go.” And there he was: my 
boss, at a concert for my client. He noticed Tyler—one of his clients—and looked confused, saying a 



bit defensively that he hadn’t realized the two of us were “mixing business and pleasure.” I assured 
him it was just as friends, that Tyler was dating one of my best friends. “Bad for business, Eddy,” he 
said, slurping his vodka soda. “Bad. For. Business.” 

Tyler seemed uncomfortable with Sam around—the two of them got on just fine, but Sam was a great 
manager, and not a great person. “He won’t let me publicly come out of the closet,” Tyler whispered 
to me. “He says I have crossover appeal and that that would kill any chances.” I was surprised to 
learn this—after all, Sam’s client James Thurston was very much out to the world. “Yes, but James 
only plays gay characters, or hoity toity villains,” said Tyler, adding: “I think Sam kind of has a point, 
don’t you?” There was no agreeing or disagreeing necessary. The whole topic was just miserable. 

The crowd erupted in cheers as Saturant took the stage. Joanie looked bashful and bewildered by 
all of the support. Mads and Peter couldn’t contain themselves—that was our Joanie! We all hugged, 
tears of pride welling in our eyes. Then, Sam, lingering behind us, soured the moment for me: “What 
is Simon Stephens doing here? Probably trying to buy the place? Blech.” I realized I might now have 
to tell Sam that Simon and I were dating, which would probably cue another “bad for business” 
finger waving. As Simon neared us, Sam made things even more uncomfortable: “Jesus, he’s 
coming this way. He’s the one-night stand I can’t escape.” 

Thankfully, Sam skirted away so as to avoid Simon, allowing me to avoid an explanation to him. 
Simon, however, wasn’t off the hook. I immediately confronted him, shouting over the music: “Why 
wouldn’t you tell me that you once slept with Sam?!” I could tell he was surprised with this being my 
“Hello” for the evening, and he could tell I was hurt. “You never would have given me a chance if I 
had,” he said. “Right?” I nodded, my eyes widening: “No, of course not.” “Precisely,” Simon said. “So 
it seems like I made the right choice. Of course I was going to tell you soon, but too early and it 
would have tainted your impression of me. Now, can we please watch the show?” He gripped my 
hand in his. My whole body relaxed, as the sound of Joanie’s voice calmed each muscle, each 
nerve. I nodded to Simon, smiling, squeezing his hand back. 

Saturant gave her crowd a secondhand high, everyone mellowed and tingly by the end of her 
encore. “We’ll be booking her again soon,” promised Bart. “Very soon.” Simon said he would also be 
after her for more shows at his venue, and we toasted champagne and seltzer backstage as Joanie 
spoke to reporters and bloggers. We hailed a few cabs to get us home, with a plan to continue 
celebrating well into the morning. The gang all filed into the first two taxis, then Simon and I hopped 
into a third car. “West Village,” he said, as if that had been the plan all the long. “No no, Prospect 
Heights,” I corrected him. Without hesitation, Simon shouted up to the driver: “We’ll be making two 
stops.” 



E P I S O D E  1 3  
 
A few Sundays later, I was at Atlantic-Barclays in 
Brooklyn waiting for the N train into the city. My 
bag was packed for an overnight at Simon’s, and I 
was baking in the underground oven as three R 
trains passed before an N finally arrived. “Piece-
of-shit R train,” I muttered every time one clamored 
by. The R train runs super local, inching its way 
through Brooklyn, Manhattan, and Queens; the 
sluggishness makes it worthless to most. However, 
I would have just hopped aboard to avoid 
standing and waiting on the platform, but the train 
was undergoing longterm Hurricane Sandy 
recovery. This prevented it from traveling between 
Brooklyn and Manhattan, haunting commuters and 
bi-borough gay lovers alike. 

“Why didn’t you just take a cab?” Simon asked as I dumped my bag on the floor and parked myself 
in front of his air vent—central air, in a New York apartment, how fantastic! “Because I can’t spend 
$30 on something I can do for free just as easily.” (I was two days from payday thus scraping the 
barrel…$22.23 in checking.) Simon stared at me disdainfully: “Seems worth it to me—you look 
miserable,” he said. I had already reminded him a hundred times about the disparity in the 
relationship: “That’s two hours of work, Simon. Let’s eat, shall we?” Then we went to dinner, and he 
paid—with no fight from me— since it cost $200. I would have been fine boiling pasta at home. 

After meeting Simon at the Saturant show, Peter and Bart had differing impressions of him. Simon 
picked Bart’s brain about how to handle an inattentive floor manager at his LES venue and Bart all 
but begged him for a job. Peter, who worked in publishing, was hard-pressed to find much 
professional common ground with Simon, but had still hoped to make a good first impression since 
he knew it was important to me. Until, of course, Simon asked Peter if he was “the drag queen one.” 
“Yep,” grumbled Peter. “I’m the drag queen one. Not Eric’s best friend or anything. Just…the drag 
queen one.” 

I had better luck meeting Simon’s friends. He doesn’t spend a concentrated amount of time with any 
particular group of people, but I went to dinner with some guys he had known for 25 years—”Since 
before you knew your alphabets, kiddo,” one reminded me. I could tell Simon was nervous to 
introduce me, mostly because of the age difference. But I held my own. I had a moment alone with 
his friend Charlie, a dentist and born-and-raised New Yorker. “Simon has always dated young 



prospects like you, Eric. But that’s all they ever are. Just prospects. Just dumb kids. It’s good to 
finally hear him say that he feels confident about someone. He sees a lot of potential in you.” 

As well as it went with Simon’s friends, our are-we-or-aren’t-we relationship was feeling more aren’t-
we of late. Whenever I invited him to do something with my friends, he would decline. But if I didn’t 
invite him, he would feel hurt and ignored. I was expected to attend any event or dinner with him, 
however, and had to navigate conversations about timeshares and summer homes and 
colonoscopies. We bumped into Sam and his boyfriend Jeff at one fundraiser, and confessed to 
dating each other. Sam found it hilarious, which was mostly a relief. “How are my sloppy seconds?” 
he asked, once Simon was out of earshot. “Has he ever done that thing to you, where he takes his 
thumb…” Jeff mouthed “Sorry!” from behind Sam, ever embarrassed. 

“You won’t even come to my neighborhood, see where I live, and let me take you to my favorite 
places,” I argued to Simon after dinner one night. “Eric, Prospect Heights is not on the way to 
anything. Everything is here in Manhattan, it’s central. It just makes sense that we do things in the 
city. Is your place even big enough for two people?” I gave him a cold stare. “You’ll get over this 
crush you have on Brooklyn,” he said confidently, not realizing he was criticizing the very place that 
gave me my bearings and adulthood. “People who live in Brooklyn need contrast from Manhattan, as 
if they aren’t cut out for the fast, honest tempo of things. But people in Manhattan only need one 
thing—this…frenetic harmony—and I see in you the potential to be on my wavelength soon. You 
won’t always be this dependent on, I dunno, whatever it is you think is so charming.” 

I walked to the subway knowing I had done both of us a favor. I was a good many paces behind 
Simon, if even on the same path. My attraction to him was perfectly reasonable: he is a handsome, 
(mostly) charming man whose lifestyle I would happily emulate. But more than anything, I wanted the 
20 years between me and that lifestyle, presented to me one milestone at a time—but I also wanted 
to remain open to the possibility of leaving this all behind. I was finally starting to understand what 
Talia felt when she left New York: that our standards here are so dangerously self-deprecating. I’m 
sure that Talia felt as bad for me living here as I did for her living in Kansas. And who could blame 
her? I was the one waiting for an N train back to Brooklyn for 20 minutes, pitying myself as two 
piece-of-shit R trains clamored by. 
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Bart handed me his phone. His boyfriend Tyler was 
on the other end, anxious for his Broadway 
premiere later that night. “Professional counsel 
needed,” Bart proclaimed. “Hi Tyler, buddy,” I said 
to my nervous client—well, my boss’s nervous 
client. “Yes, I know every important person in the 
theatrical world will be there tonight, but you forget 
that you’re one of those people now, too. They 
aren’t there to critique you, they’re there to support 
you.” After the call, Bart asked if I could start giving 
Tyler relationship advice too. “Dating a 22-year-old 
actor is really goddamn tough,” he said. “He’s 
great, but I can only coddle so much.” 

Joanie was my date and Peter attended with Bart. They found our row as I located Sam to check in 
and see if he needed anything. “Just a drink, Eddy,” Sam said. “Have you any booze? Oh wait, ha! 
Nevermind. I keep forgetting about your problem.” Unamused, I looked around for his always-
apologizing boyfriend: “Where’s Jeff?” Sam gave me a scowl: “We’re through, not that it’s your 
business.” I sauntered back to my seat to find James Thurston—another client—flirting with Peter. I 
knew his efforts were futile, as Peter had been happily dating a charming young doctor for a few 
weeks. James departed, but not before telling Joanie he loved her music, making her blush. “That’s 
my best celebrity fan moment yet,” she said. “Including when Raven-Symoné tweeted at me.” As I 
sat down, I got a text from Sam: “But seriously, can you get me some wine?” 

A few minutes before curtain, Bart pointed down the aisle. “Those are Tyler’s parents, and his sister 
Amelia.” He stood to introduce himself, then beckoned for my company. “I bet they’ll want to meet 
you, too,” he posited. Tyler was from Dallas, and his parents had a warm southern charm about 
them. “Mr. and Mrs. Weiland,” Bart started. “I’m Bart. It’s so wonderful to meet you.” They stared 
back blankly, clearly having no idea who Bart was or why he stopped shy of explanation. Behind 
them, his sister gave us a big “Stop what you’re doing!” expression, interjecting: “Mom and Dad, 
Bart is Tyler’s best friend.” Suddenly Bart understood. He was speechless, so I took the reins: “I’m 
Eddy. I’m on Tyler’s management team. But also a friend. Lovely meeting you all. Your son is so very 
talented, and a pleasure to represent.” 

“It’s so appropriate that he’s playing Brutus,” Bart said aloud once Tyler made his appearance. 
Joanie wasn’t about to let Bart’s mood ruin the show, whispering: “You didn’t come out to your 
parents until last year, so shut up and shut the fuck up.” By intermission, Bart seemed more settled, 



even praising Tyler for his performance. “I have the most talented boyfriend in the whole world,” he 
proclaimed. From behind us, a voice: “And I have the most talented brother.” We whipped around to 
see Amelia there. “Listen, he hasn’t told them yet, Bart,” Tyler’s sister said. “Not about you, and not 
even about himself.” “Yeah, I got that,” Bart pouted. “But,” continued Amelia. “If it’s any consolation, 
he’s told me everything about you. Four or five times. And I wanted to thank you for being so great 
with him, and so patient with him.” Joanie chimed in: “This shit is even better than the play!” 

The usual suspects were in attendance at the after party: agents, managers, publicists, casting 
directors, actors…and Simon. I hadn’t seen or spoken with him since I called off our romance, and 
he came over to say hello as I mingled with other industry folk. “Your kid Tyler is great,” he told me 
after a polite embrace. “Sam is lucky to have snagged that one. Tyler’s the guy dating Bart, right? 
Where’s Bart?” I looked around—Peter was handling himself just fine, Joanie had located some 
musician friends, Tyler was surrounded by fellow actors—aha, there he was, alone at the bar. I 
explained to Simon that Bart was a little upset he couldn’t act like Tyler’s boyfriend tonight. He also 
wasn’t one to make small talk at these types of receptions. “Well maybe a job offer will cheer him 
up,” Simon responded. “I need a new house director.” 

Simon joined Bart at the bar—ordering him just-a-seltzer, of course—and I was finally able to get 
Tyler’s attention. He was with his agent, Eva. I knew her well, but she was confused when he called 
me Eric. I explained my dual-name situation to her. “Sam’s a real dick,” she replied. “You should 
come work for us—if you’ve ever thought about being an agent. We could give you some young 
clients.” “I don’t think I would stay with Sam if you left,” Tyler said. “Plus, right now he’s not putting 
me up for the new J.J. Abrams film since it interferes with my contract here.” “He’s not?” I said, 
shocked. “They’ve called me 100 times asking to get you on tape. Practically begging. The casting 
director is here. Let’s go find her.” I looked around, making sure Sam wasn’t watching. I knew this 
could get me in a heap of trouble. 

Opening a Broadway musical was one of just a few big things on Tyler’s plate that night. He booked 
an appointment to audition for the lead role in the Abrams blockbuster, and still had to formally mend 
things with Bart. His boyfriend was surprisingly healed, though, having just received a huge job offer 
from Simon. “What a weird night,” Peter remarked on our way to the restroom. “Poor Bart has 
spanned the entire emotional spectrum. And now he gets to go home with his almost-famous 
boyfriend for some celebratory hanky panky.” Sam followed us into the bathroom, blocking the door 
and throwing his pint glass into a mirror: “Who the fuck do you think you are, booking out my clients 
and so blatantly defying me?” 
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Sam was right to be angry that I had scheduled Tyler 
a major audition without approval. He called me the 
day after the premiere, a Saturday: “I have a good 
relationship with the director of this play,” he 
explained. “And Tyler needs to understand that if he 
makes a commitment, he will stick to it. His 
professional reputation is mine to manage. Mine. 
He’s headlining the hottest Broadway show right 
now; isn’t that a good start to his career? I’m not so 
sure you’re ready to be a manager, especially if 
you’re going to disrespect my decisions and 
encourage this behavior.” Sam gave me my biggest 
vacation to date—three weeks’ paid leave, to see if 
he could get by without me. 

Luckily, my leave overlapped a few Saturant shows that we had scheduled regionally. “Kansas” was 
enjoying a steady climb up the Adult Contemporary and Streaming Songs charts, and her sold-out 
shows in Boston and Providence were proof that word had spread. Joanie gave me a cut of each fee
—which I hadn’t been taking until now—understanding that I might soon need the cushion, and that 
our relationship would have to continue in such a manner in order for me to stay involved. “You’re 
due this,” she said, giving me a generous 20 percent. “You’ve helped me get the fans. Maybe now 
you can help me get a boyfriend?” I found a one-night boyfriend for myself in Boston—a Harvard 
senior and vocal fan. I wanted to see how easily I could get him into bed after introducing him to 
Joanie. Pretty easily, it would turn out; I had quite the vocal fan that evening, too. 

Sam sent me a text the morning our mini-tour arrived in DC: “What is the login to order office 
supplies?” That was the first I had heard from him in a week. I waited an hour to respond, to make it 
seem like I wasn’t desperately needing his attention, and so that he would spend the time waiting for 
and needing my reply. “Already found it,” he wrote back after I texted. Bart and Peter arrived in DC 
that same day. Bart was between jobs—he had accepted Simon’s offer to oversee operations at the 
Lower East Side venue (The Sweetener), which meant smaller but more prestigious shows. Usually a 
pessimist, he was suddenly full of encouraging professional advice: “Why don’t you just start your 
own management company? Tyler has said he would leave Sam. And you’ve got Joanie. With your 
contacts, I bet you could get others.” 

Peter surprised us that night by bringing out Miss Walnut Creek. Even Bart was thrilled to have the 
towering mistress along for the evening—I credited that to his sudden security of having a boyfriend 



and worrying less about what cute guys might think. Joanie was the most delighted, offering a shout 
out during the show: “Hello hello to my tallest, most leggy and beautiful fan, Miss Walnut Creek. My 
queen, my dream. So confident you are. I feel as if you understand me best. Naturally, you stand 
taller and more poised above us all.” She waved to us as she began a new song, and Peter’s hand 
waved back, some three feet above the next tallest head. We took to the gay District bars that night, 
and we danced beneath our queen, our rock, our confident darling Peter. 

Joanie and I escaped the group the next day, walking to the National Mall for old time’s sake: We 
had traveled there together on our 8th grade class trip. I still have a framed photograph in my 
bedroom of Joanie, Talia, and me smiling over the Potomac next to the Jefferson Memorial, looking 
pleasantly pubescent, with acne, braces, and baby fat each taking one of us victim. “Has it really 
been 15 years?” I asked. “We’re more than twice as old as we were back then,” Joanie added. She 
turned to me, grinning widely: “I don’t feel old, Eric. I feel very young. Like there’s so much more to 
come, like ten million good things could happen, each one an opportunity.” She squeezed my hand 
as if to transfer me that same assurance. We sat quietly for a moment, admiring the tranquility. Then, 
as we got up to leave, I took out my phone: “Let’s get a photo, and send Talia some love.” 

We took a late train back to New York, and Joanie could tell my mind was racing. I had convinced 
myself that Sam would fire me—like when two people are the verge of a breakup and first decide to 
“take some time apart.” “Would that be the worst thing?” she asked. “You despise him.” “I don’t 
despise him,” I corrected her. “I owe him a lot. I despise what he has let himself become. People say 
he used to be nice. Besides, he has always trusted me, for the most part.” She shook her head. “I 
think he’s been robbing you of other opportunities, and a lot of money. And you know he won’t fire 
you; he couldn’t get by without you.” An hour later, a text from Sam: “Come get your things tomorrow. 
I’ll pay out two weeks and severance.” 

I walked into the office the following morning, unsure whether I was Eddy or Eric, or someone in 
between the two. I wanted to get there early, before I would have to confront Sam. My things were 
already neatly arranged in a box, and so I took a moment to peek through the desk in case there 
was anything else. Luckily, I had emailed myself all of the addresses and phone numbers of any 
value—I was glad I had thought of that. The door opened suddenly, and a young woman entered. 
She was short, chubby, maybe 23. “You must be Eddy,” she said. “I’m Sam’s new assistant, Erica.” I 
shook her hand, confirmed that that was her actual first name, and stared angrily into her eyes. My 
stomach turned over, and I could hear Talia’s voice in my head, asking me: “Is today better than 
yesterday?” The answer was no. 
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I kept thinking about Sam’s tirade—him throwing 
his pint glass, shattering it plus the mirror as he 
screamed at me in front of Peter. Numerous guests 
heard and called for security and he had to be 
escorted out. He went quietly, even apologizing to 
me under his breath. I hadn’t meant to hurt or 
undermine him. “His rage just got to him,” Peter 
surmised at the time. “You know, we all want to 
explode sometimes, over every little thing. Maybe 
he just maxed out, on you.” He defended his theory 
a couple days later, once I had been let go: “Sam 
had to fire you, so it looked like you were at fault. If 
he kept you around, everyone at that party would 
think he was in the wrong, and Sam wouldn’t let 
that happen. But don’t worry, Eric. You’ll be fine, 

because people like you. You’re honest, and you work hard.” 

“We all want to explode sometimes, over every little thing.” Peter’s excuse for Sam summarized most 
of my days in New York. Anybody who breaks that fundamental civil liberty—go about your day 
without impeding others—contributes to my ever-expanding impatience. Aimless walkers, subway-
seat hoggers, bikers and taxi drivers who ignore traffic logic: in a given day, we are all tested dozens 
of times. Throw in a long commute, cruddy weather, tiring work hours, and a high cost of living, and 
it’s a surprise more of us don’t unleash our compressed rage on a regular basis. We’ve got a high 
tolerance for bullshit, plus a solid grasp on what is and what isn’t important. What is important: a 
strong, composed, protected mind. 

How does one keep his mind guarded? The smartest practice is to treat everything functionally, with 
little attachment to trivial things like new restaurants, fashion trends, or celebrities. A manager must 
treat his high-profile clients like completely normal people, or else would be bad at his job. A good 
fashion designer cares less about wearing her remarkable gowns than she does about the quality 
and care and artfulness in creating them. Also, why should anyone wait an hour for a table at a 
crowded, flash-in-the-pan restaurant, when there are thousands of places he could get into 
immediately, with just as good of food and a quiet ambiance? Isn’t dinner about filling one’s stomach 
and enjoying the company of others? I think many New Yorkers lose track of what is important, what 
is functional versus what is frivolous. 



My dad could sense that I was losing track of something—perhaps sleep more than anything—so he 
offered to fly me home for a week as I sorted out my next steps. “No reason you can’t be in Kansas 
while you make phone calls and write emails,” he pointed out. “Anyway, I think you could use some 
peace and quiet, and I wouldn’t mind having my best buddy home for a few days.” I agreed, so he 
booked a flight a couple weeks out. For a while now, I had been letting Joanie’s song “Kansas” keep 
me from missing home (plus we were both profiting off of the single), but I knew a visit to the 
landlocked state could keep me centered. I would get to see Talia, too, which guaranteed I would 
return to New York feeling relaxed, calmed, reassured. 

I wanted to have a plan of attack for when I went home. The goal was obviously to clear my head 
and figure out how to get back into working with actors. I was open to more than just management, 
so I called Eva—the agent who said I could work for her team at Gersh Agency—to see how I might 
be an asset for them. “To be completely honest, I’m not so certain I could hire you right now,” she 
said. “We all know and love you, but we need to keep a good relationship with Sam since he and I 
share Tyler as a client. And, I think you should know that he’s been making calls about you, telling 
people not to hire you since you’ll just do the same to them.” Feeling slightly threatened and mostly 
annoyed, I buried my face in my palm: “That is the dumbest thing I have ever heard.” 

The next day, I walked into Sam’s private office, right past his new assistant Erica as she stammered 
and tried discouraging me. I closed his door behind me and blocked it with my foot as she 
aggressively tried to open it from the other side, screaming “Sam, I’m sorry, he just waltzed past 
me….” Sam and I stared quietly at each other for a moment, like a standoff. I went first: “What the 
hell is your problem? Are you so afraid of me that you have to sabotage my chances of getting a new 
job? You shouldn’t hire assistants if you don’t want them to learn how the business works. What harm 
will it cause you to see me succeed?” To which he smiled coyly, responding: “No harm at all. I’ll just 
take great pleasure in watching you fail. I created you, so you’re my mess to dispose of, Eddy. You 
embarrassed me in front of a lot of important people, and now I’m simply returning the favor.” 

I couldn’t sleep that night. I stared into the blackness, reassuring myself of many things: people like 
me. I am honest. I work hard. That’s important. People like me. I am honest. I work hard. That’s 
important. Sam dislikes me. He is a miserable human. His opinion is not important. Sam dislikes me. 
He is a miserable human. His opinion is not important. His opinion is not important. His opinion is not 
important. It’s not important. It’s not important. It’s not important. People will trust me. People will 
work with me. His threat means nothing. His threat is not important. His opinion is not important. It’s 
not important. It’s not important. It’s not important. 
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Peter was entertaining a job offer at Condé Nast 
and leveraging it into a promotion with his current 
publisher. Bart had just started his new gig 
managing Simon’s music venue, an obvious fit and 
hard-earned upgrade. I was thrilled for them, but 
my happiness was slightly clouded for obvious 
reasons. “Your luck will change, too, Eric,” said 
Bart over dinner as he read my silence. “At least 
you get unemployment and severance. And I bet a 
lot of people would hire you, regardless of what 
Sam says. Anyway, how long before you can start 
poaching his clients?” I thought for a second—I 
had never signed any papers. No non-competes, 
no nothing. “Eric,” said Peter upon learning this. 
“You could take everything from him.” 

I consulted with a few experts about the likelihood of building my own client roster from some of the 
actors under Sam, and the consensus was that I could and should. I planned to go after just a 
couple of his actors—the ones I figured would trust me wholly, and only those few who felt a greater 
allegiance to me than to him. In the very least, I would get Tyler, who had promised to help recruit 
others once I had an official firm and could formally book him some auditions. What a blessing, to 
have a vote of confidence from someone who could easily land a headlining role in TV or film. I 
blame his youth for trusting me so blindly. “But will you be Eric, or Eddy?” he inquired. I really wasn’t 
sure. 

One cold, rainy fall weekday, I woke for a run through Prospect Park. It’s calming to see the park so 
deeply blue, and running in the rain always feels empowering since few people even consider it. We 
all smile at one another—a rarity in New York—as if to say “Hey, I see you’re crazy too!” In high 
school, my soccer coach would make us practice whenever it rained, to condition us for the chance 
of a downfall on game day. There we were, sliding for the ball in the mud, our cleats filled with water, 
our mothers dreading the next laundry load. My junior year, we won the state title in the pouring rain 
in a 6-0 shutout. The wincing grin on my face in Prospect Park this morning recalled the day I 
hoisted that trophy over my head. 

I feel most confident when I run. Any anguish is leveled, and only the most self-assured thoughts rise 
to my head. As I buckled past the fowl-dotted lake, I thought of Sam. I felt angry. I felt defensive but 
also assertive. I was a firefighter running into a burning building as others hurried out. I was a soccer 



player—the captain—who was responsible for his team’s success in a pivotal match. There, just in 
front of me, the ball. And 20 paces ahead, the goalie with no time to calculate my attack. I choked 
for air as I sprinted full speed up the final hill, my mind focused and impregnable to anything around 
me. To earn my livelihood here, I had worked hard, I had been nice to everyone, I had spent years 
managing my own reputation, all as an investment. The endorphins crested atop the hill and I, 
soaked with rain, felt taller and more confident than ever: I would rip Sam Goldstein into a million 
goddamn pieces. 

It’s important for gay men in New York—and any place, I suppose—to stay civil with past lovers. We 
are experts at saving face, and we each feel a lifelong, intimate attachment to our ex-boyfriends and 
boys du jour. Our worlds overlap in ways that no heterosexual person could understand: when you 
can all have sex with each other, you have to manage your trail. We become friends with our 
hookups, we set up our friends with our exes, we refer our exes for jobs: “He found my prostate, thus 
I offer my full endorsement…or something.” Simon was the first person I called for help as I started 
anew. “Wow, one past flame asking me how to best steal clients from another past flame. Lucky for 
you, I’ve got some ideas, Sam is a terrible human, and I’m honored to help.” 

“Stealing Sam’s clients” wasn’t my actual goal. I needed a client base, and naturally they would 
come from people who knew and trusted me. “Stealing Sam’s clients” would be my fun way of 
looking at it. The ones I was targeting had spent more time on the phone and getting casting 
directions from me than they ever had with Sam. Plus, I needed them to succeed in order for me to 
succeed, whereas Sam had settled into a comfortable rhythm with his major money makers like 
James Thurston. I knew of a few unsigned actors that I would pursue as well, hoping for a starting 
roster of at least 10 people, plus Joanie, of course. Simon helped with legal stuff as I handled the 
mum’s-the-word phone calls to agents and casting directors. Their collective feedback: “We’ve been 
waiting for this to happen. Let us know how we can help.” 

“What do you want to call your company?” Simon asked. I was staring at the paperwork—
government forms and official documents. I had a web-designer friend ready to buy a domain for me 
too, but hadn’t settled on a name. I felt like I had to come up with a name at that very moment, so my 
mind raced. Something aspirational? Too cheesy. Maybe something about Brooklyn, or about 
Kansas? No—I liked the idea of being sentimental, though. Then, Talia’s smiling face popped into my 
head, and I grabbed the pen from Simon, filling in the blank spaces with “Fortalia Management.” 
“OK, kind of sounds like ‘genitalia,’ but it’s not my call, great,” said Simon. “And now, sign here and 
here.” I signed “Eric Condor” on each page, but a swelling power in my head knew that that was just 
for the official papers. I was suddenly confident about one more thing: I would again be Eddy 
Condor. 
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“Eric. Buddy. Hi!” Dad picked me up at the Kansas 
City airport, taking my duffel and handing me a 
large coffee. “I got you a Starbucks,” he said, even 
though it wasn’t from Starbucks. (That’s how he 
refers to any kind of coffee.) We drove to Olathe 
with Billy Joel’s greatest hits playing in the 
background as I quizzed him about things like 
hunting, work, and even romance. He had been 
giving online dating a try: “Just one date the other 
night,” he said. “My first one since Mom.” I stared 
at him, anxiously awaiting his assessment. “She 
was friendly. Also a widow. It’s weird how there is a 
whole dating pool made up of people who have 
lost their better half. I think she wanted me to be 
like her husband. That’s unfair, don’t you think? 

Anyway, I sent her a nice text message the next day, but she never responded. Come to think of it, 
I’m guessing that was her landline.” 

Dad likes to visit Mom together whenever I come home. “Carol, here’s your son. Here’s Eric. He’s 
making us proud. Doesn’t he make you proud, Carol? He’s off in the big city. But you’re there with 
him aren’t you? You’re keeping our boy safe, right? He’s meeting all these famous people, so you 
better keep him grounded. Keep his heart full and his head right. He’s still a good kid, don’t worry 
honey. Remember what we talked about last week? About his friend Joanie? He’s helping her with 
her music, so he’s being real generous. And he’s gonna land on his feet with a new job, just like what 
we’re praying for. We raised him good, Carol. You raised him good.” I stand back, because I’m in 
tears within minutes, realizing he does this each and every day. 

When I landed in New York City for the first time, I had two voicemails. One from my mother, telling 
me she was excited for me and that she missed me already and that she was planning to visit soon. 
The next, from my father, telling me Mom had been in a pileup on the interstate and I needed to 
come back home. I accidentally deleted the first voicemail two years later, and I wept so hard, you’d 
have thought my mother had only just then died. These days, her death was more fact than feeling, 
as if having a dead parent was some milestone I had experienced and could talk about without 
much sadness. There was a week in late 2013 where I didn’t think of her until Wednesday afternoon
—I went three whole days without thinking about my dead mother! I hated myself for considering 
that a good thing. 



My father thought it was weird that I had dated Simon, since Dad was only a few years older than 
him. “Aren’t there plenty of hot guys your own age? What if he had become your boyfriend? What 
would he and I talk about? It’s like if I started dating a 30-year-old woman. Wouldn’t that be strange 
for you?” I had to explain to my dad that my dating preferences weren’t tailored to his norm: “Dad, 
I’ve dated older, I’ve dated younger. Some born in the 90s, some in the 50s. Everyone has 
something to teach and something to learn, with totally different emotional offerings. I think we gays 
have a good grasp on that. It’s kind of fun, really.” His response was terse and unexpected: “Eric, 
fine. OK. I get why it’s fun. I just wish you weren’t gay.” 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Dad said. “I’m happy for you and I don’t want you to change a thing about 
yourself. But do you sometimes wonder how your life would be different if you weren’t gay? Like, 
maybe you wouldn’t have felt compelled to leave Kansas. Maybe things here would have been good 
enough for you. I know it’s not the most appealing place to be a gay man. Or even a gay kid. But 
heck, you were a good gay kid here! Brave enough to come out at 16. Coming out wasn’t even cool 
in 2001! And now, being gay in Kansas still isn’t cool, and I wish you would just, I don’t know, stick it 
to the man again and be gay here. Or that you were never gay at all, so that maybe you could have 
just settled for what you had here, without feeling like you had to go searching for something else to 
make you happy. I lost you and Mom at the same time, and all I can seem to blame is distracted 
drivers and hot metropolitan homosexuals.” 

I outlined for Dad my precise plans to start the management company, and assured him that I could 
get the clients I would need in order to pay the bills and build a sound reputation. “I’m excited for 
any young actor who gets you as a manager,” he said. “If anyone knows how to go from nothing to 
something, it’s Eric Condor!” I corrected him, stating that I would keep calling myself Eddy, just for 
business continuity. “This is probably your only chance to start clean,” he said. “So why not just wipe 
out any trace of Sam altogether? It sounds like you want some sort of comeuppance, but why not 
take the high road, be yourself, and kill him with kindness?” 

Dad took me out to dinner on one of our last nights together. “You suppose anyone here thinks we’re 
on a date?” he joked, making a jab at me having dated Simon. “You know I’m kidding,” he said. “I’m 
just glad that nitwit Jack is out of the picture. Promise me he’s out of the picture? He wasn’t good to 
you. He probably would have wanted an open relationship or something.” “But Dad, I sometimes 
think I could do an open relationship, like longterm. Not with Jack per se. They seem to have their 
perks, though. I used to think otherwise, but it probably saves a lot of relationships.” That silenced 
him for a few minutes as he chewed his steak. Then: “So, you love one person entirely, but you still 
get to sleep with other people without attachment, just for fun?” I nodded. “Part of me suddenly 
wishes I could be gay,” he said. “Wait a second, my widower dating outlook just got so much better!” 
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“I’m getting fat,” Talia said, deflecting my 
compliment that she was looking great. As far as I 
could tell, she was precisely the same weight, 
though she claimed that her skin “felt loose.” Our 
visit was marred by the fact that she expected me 
to harshly judge every aspect of her new life, 
though she did all the judging herself. “I bought a 
TV finally, and I can’t believe I watch like 12 shows. 
How disgusting am I?” and “You’ll have to meet this 
guy I’ve been dating. He’s super sweet, but I don’t 
think I would have ever dated him in New York. 
He’s an 8 here, maybe like a 4 there.” I asked her 
why she kept shooting herself down. Her reply: 
“Because I’ve slipped a bit. Nobody here tells me I 
can do better, and I guess it’s my way of reminding 
myself that I can.” 

The truth is, I was most certainly critiquing every aspect of Talia’s new life, just as she had expected 
me to. I hate that I bring home this air of superiority, just because I wear clothes that fit me, or that I 
consider two miles a walkable distance. On the opposite side of the coin, I tolerate having mice in 
my kitchen and pay twice as much money for a fraction of the space. Talia had been quick to 
dismiss the good things about New York when she moved, but now she was dismissing the good 
things about Kansas—or rather the good things about leaving New York. I wondered where we 
passed each other on the confidence spectrum, because she had forever been my example of a 
sound mind and intentional decisions. 

We visited Talia’s younger sister Rachel, who was the mother of an infant and a 2-year old. Talia was 
grateful to be close to her family again, and it was wonderful seeing the two of them bonding as 
grown women. Rachel slipped into the bedroom to breastfeed her newborn daughter, so Talia and I 
entertained the toddler son while his father prepared lunch. Talia tried coloring a picture with him, 
directing him on how to draw the eyes and mouth of a man’s face. The kid just scribbled, laughing 
about nothing and expecting Talia to find him humorous as well. She turned to me: “The more time I 
spend with him, the less I want kids. Why would anyone volunteer for 25 years of raising children? 
Parenting is kind of like that old phrase about professors: ‘those who can’t do, teach.’ I moved home 
to be less selfish, but I would rather live my life than teach someone else how to live his.” Ah, the 
Talia I knew! 



Talia was especially curious about Joanie. Talia said that Joanie hardly gave her the time of day on 
her recent visit home. It had felt like Saturant was visiting, not Joanie, as if she came into the visit 
looking for more reasons to hate the place. And now that Saturant’s critical-of-it-all EP “Kansas” was 
taking off (with a lead single written about that visit home), Joanie had her middle finger pointed 
sternly at everything here. “She sort of sold out her past to find success,” Talia said. “This place is 
who she is, and she can change and grow and distance herself from it, but foundationally, she can’t 
change a thing. I wish she would embrace that a little more. It leaves a bitter taste, you know?” She 
paused for a moment. “But I’m sad to be missing her big break. She has certainly worked hard for 
this spotlight.” 

Overall, my time with Talia was a delight. For me, it felt as if I was dropping in for an inspection, with 
a checklist of items I wanted to scope out. I needed to see that everything was good for her, that her 
life was fruitful and her outlook positive. She had a long way to go on the outlook part, but between 
her new house and job and the proximity to her family, it was all heading the right direction, and she 
would certainly readjust to the world in which she was raised. As she introduced each aspect of her 
new life to me, I had to try very hard every time to act happy and excited. I was certainly happy for 
her, but it all seemed so plain, so not-for-me. As we hugged goodbye, it hurt to know that my 
direction was very different from hers, that this wasn’t a joke and that we had finally hit our fork in the 
road. I knew she felt it too. 

My dad’s comments earlier that week got me thinking a lot about how my sexuality so strongly 
frames my comfort in certain places. I could block out maybe 80 percent of the United States as 
places that would leave me entirely miserable as a gay man (all thanks to the people who reside in 
each). I think Kansas City is mostly fine, but as I walked through downtown KC one night carrying a 
tote bag, two different women commented snarkily on my “purse.” The second one was about 200 
lbs. overweight, and I regret that I quickly reminded her of “all that baggage you’re carrying around, 
butterball.” I’m such an ass hole, but at least it comes from being jaded and not from naïveté. I have 
only been called a faggot twice in New York, once by tourists and once by a Staten Island guido, but 
no trip home to Kansas is complete without a few such remarks. I’ve always known that Kansas and 
Missouri wouldn’t easily allow me to grow with my set of variables, so part of growing up meant 
counting down the days til I could run away forever. And, while I miss Dad and Talia, I have to side 
with Joanie on my general feelings toward this place: it doesn’t deserve my prolific and dynamic 
pursuit of happiness. 

Business resumed once I returned to Brooklyn, and I chatted with Tyler’s agents and lawyers about 
leaving Sam and working with me. I was less and less shocked by Sam’s bad reputation in the 
industry, because nobody seemed concerned that we were doing this behind his back. I felt a little 
sad for him, especially since I couldn’t be doing any of it without the years of his insight and trust. 
“You’re surviving,” Simon told me. “This is what you need to do, and you have to get over the fact 



that it’s going to affect him.” Still, I felt guilty, dirty, disrespectful. I felt like Sam, really. I decided 
though to heed my father’s advice: Kill him with kindness. Be a good man. Be Eric… and so I would 
be, after all. 

E P I S O D E  2 0  

It wasn’t long before New York had me back to my 
aggressive self. “Sorry, cash only,” said the bagel 
shop clerk, as I held out my debit card. This is a 
very frequent occurrence around Brooklyn—rarely 
Manhattan, though—and it always sets me off. 
“WHY. Why cash only? That is so inconvenient for 
the customer.” She pointed to an ATM behind me. 
“No, I’m not going to pay a two-dollar fee so that I 
can buy a two-dollar bagel. Why don’t you just 
accept cards and charge a 50-cent fee or 
something? God damnit. Are you guys trying to 
avoid paying taxes or something?” She stared at 
me, annoyed: “Are you buying the bagel or not?” 
“No. I refuse to support your inconsiderate 
business practices.” “So, what am I supposed to 

do with the bagel?” she asked. “Throw it away, for all I fucking care.” She shoved the bagel at me: 
“Here, take it, ass hole. Put it in that trash hole you call your foul mouth.” 

“Eric, what has gotten into you?” Peter asked, after I recounted the story about the bagel clerk. 
“These past couple months you’ve been so touch-and-go.” I didn’t have to think hard about what 
was getting under my skin: “There’s just so much up in the air right now. I feel unsettled not knowing 
how the pieces will fall into place, and how long it’ll take til I’m coasting with this.” I had one major 
thing going for me, though: Tyler had officially left Sam, and was signed with Fortalia Management. 
And on our first official day as manager and client, I put him on tape for the J.J. Abrams picture. “I 
have a lot of things resting on the shoulders of a rookie actor,” I said to Peter. “Thank God he’s 
beautiful, and thank God he’s sleeping with our best friend.” 

Tyler’s departure from Sam wasn’t easy, of course. He got a few threats about career sabotage, then 
Tyler’s agents called Sam and said he had better dial it back, as they would gladly woo their other 
clients away from him. That’s when I started getting calls from him, too. First, a couple voicemails, 
one threatening physical harm, the next one apologizing, but still promising to end my career. I had 
never had a nasty breakup, but that’s precisely what this one felt like. I called Sam when I felt ready 
to talk. He mostly screamed at me, asked why I was after him like this, and said “I should choke you 



underwater,” at which point I laughed aloud, because it was kind of funny. Then I shared some news 
with him: “Sam. Tyler got the Abrams part! We start press next week.” Sam hung up, but his 
assistant Erica remained on the line. I could hear her breathing nervously. “Call Eva at Gersh if you 
want a better life,” I said before hanging up. 

Within a week I had five clients: Joanie, Tyler, a commercial actress I also wooed away from Sam, 
plus two of Tyler’s unsigned college classmates I had wanted Sam to pickup. I had emails coming in 
from a few others since Tyler’s recent casting news had been announced, and suddenly I found 
myself busy making calls with publicists, agents, casting directors, and more. I grew tired of asking 
everyone to call me Eric-not-Eddy, but knew that in time it would all be an afterthought. The big 
hurdle right now was getting Tyler out of his stage contract, and luckily Simon and his lawyers kept 
close. Things with Simon felt better than ever; we had weekly lunches at his apartment so he could 
answer my millions of business questions, and to catch up on our convenient, no-strings-I-swear, 
casual sex. 

Peter and his doctor beau Alex were getting rather serious of late. I knew Peter’s heart was guarded 
and afraid to open up to someone just yet, but Peter knew that Alex was a gem of a man, and that 
timing might not give him the chance to wait things out. One night, when Bart and I joined them for 
dinner, Alex got called in for a surgery and had to rush away. Bart and I stared at our darling Peter 
from across the booth, as he was completely lost in thought. “Peter, he’s perfect. You know that 
right?” said Bart, somewhat poorly timed. “And he’s crazy about you.” Peter said nothing as he 
stirred his decaf coffee slowly. I noticed he was wearing the watch his ex-boyfriend Dale had given 
him for their second anniversary. It was the same watch he had returned to Dale when they broke 
up. 

A week later, Peter’s worries were realized: Alex had proposed becoming boyfriends. Peter did the 
most Peter thing possible and made a T-chart of pros and cons. “None of that matters,” I told him. 
“He can be a doctor, a dreamboat, our age, a gentleman, all of it. You’ve kept him around this long, 
which is well above average for any of us. You like him, right?” Then Bart said what he and I were 
both wondering: “Are you seeing Dale again?” Peter looked up at Bart, his eyes wide as if he had 
been accused of murder. “So what if I am?” he said defensively. “As if either of you can cast the first 
stone. Eric’s still sleeping with Simon.” “OK, stop pretending like you’re Jesus,” said Bart. “Also, Eric 
was never in love with Simon, and they dated for like five hours. At this point, seeing Dale is a habit. 
And as much as we all liked him, it’s officially a bad habit. So stop. And stop making a fool of poor, 
perfect Alex.” 

As soon as he was honest with himself (and with us), Peter ended things with Alex. “I just let a really 
good one go,” he said as we shopped for dinner ingredients. He had also called it off with Dale once 
more. “It just felt safe, and familiar, and I don’t want to play that damn dating game again, but I still 



want attention like anyone else… I need some time away from men.” Then, five minutes later: “Why is 
timing so important to these things? Alex was perfect, but how inconvenient to find him when I did. 
Why not a year from now, when my head is cleared out?” We went to pay, and the clerk apologized 
because the card readers were down. “We can only take cash,” she said. Peter could tell I was 
going to explode, and quickly handed her a large bill. “Just Venmo me,” he said. “And start carrying 
some goddamn change for once.” 

E P I S O D E  2 1  

It doesn’t take long for single, gay, active men to 
build a cadre of ex-lovers—one timers, short term, 
long term—, each of them contributing to his 
perspective. I imagine that over time, the volume of 
experiences and sanding-down of expectations 
and hang-ups gives us all a similar outlook. 
Everyone has a Jack, everyone has a Simon and a 
Yates, and each of us is someone else’s Jack, 
Simon, or Yates. This makes it very difficult for 
certain people to settle down, since the collection 
of men is always dynamic, exciting, and 
unpredictable. A lot of New Yorkers (not just gay 
men) always believe they can find a better option 
than the one they’re currently sampling, seeing as 
there are so many: “He’s really handsome and 
smart and talented, and the sex is incredible, but I don’t feel ambitious around him. So I’ll keep it 
casual.” Truthfully, I think it’s that we’re afraid to abandon the variety, the gamble, the ability to break 
someone’s heart with very few consequences. 

Quinn. Four months in 2011. And a few more sleepovers in 2012. We met on Grindr, but told 
everyone we met through mutual friends (since it’s impossible to not have mutual friends here). For a 
good while, I thought we were headed to Title Town, but was underestimating the fact that he had 
just been dumped by his boyfriend of three years. I chalk it up as bad timing, but he had a new 
boyfriend a couple months after we ended things, which meant he probably just categorized me as 
a layover. His relationship lasted a year maybe, after which I revived my role as rebound. I felt pretty 
self-loathsome, but he smelled good, had a nice apartment, and the sex was B+, so I tolerated the 
psychological abuse. 



Hector. A one-night stand in 2012. Mostly unremarkable but significant in that I kicked a beautiful 
Mexican man out of my bed on very good principle. I got home from a long day of work, was 
needing attention and just coming off two or three months of feeling asexual. (This happens at least 
once a year, which is good for productivity and bad for the ego.) I downloaded every hook-up app I 
could think of, prowling for any cute boy to take the bait. I had a couple leads, but Hector was first to 
propose transaction. He biked over from Carroll Gardens at midnight, tiptoed with me into my 
bedroom as Talia slept soundly, and refused to reciprocate anything, then had the temerity to 
propose a sleepover. He slept in Carroll Gardens that night. 

Kevin and Kevin. Three weeks in 2010. Talia and Joanie were appalled, and Bart was pretty jealous. 
I met the Kevins at a charity dinner, and without realizing they were hitting on me, gave them my 
number after they said “It would be fun to hang out with you sometime at our apartment.” I thought 
that that was pretty harmless, but I got there and realized very suddenly that I was being courted, 
helping them keep things interesting in their relationship. Luckily, I had the hots for Kevin 1, so I 
swallowed my hesitation and went with it. Then when Kevin 2 asked if he could see me 1-on-1, I 
knew it was time to call it off. But first, a solo week with Kevin 1 when Kevin 2 was away for business. 

Josh. Two months in 2012. We had the perfect New York meet cute: our delivery guy mixed up our 
food orders, and we both called in to report the mistake. Turns out we lived around the corner from 
each other, and the restaurant arranged for us to exchange meals in person. Josh was a year 
younger, totally settled into his job and life here, and made it clear from the start that he wanted a 
relationship. I was anxious that he laid it out there right away, and overlooked how easy it was for us 
to integrate one another into our everyday lives—he lived in my neighborhood AND our friends all 
got along AND our sexual chemistry was terrific. I told him I needed a couple more months to get to 
“boyfriend” status, and that I felt good about it and was being monogamous, but he pressured me to 
make up my mind then and there. I cut him loose, and am reminded of it every time I see him and his 
current boyfriend hand-in-hand around Prospect Heights. 

Drew. Two weeks in 2012. Met on Grindr. Completely physical. He was probably the biggest 
meathead I’ll ever know, but he served one purpose to gay mankind and performed his duties 
perfectly. I still can’t believe I got him in my bed; a guy like him—no body fat, all muscle, shapely 
beard, piercing eyes and perfect smile—will usually ignore anyone unlike himself. When I need to 
feel proud, I go through my phone and look at scandalous pictures he sent me. It’s a reminder of my 
achievement. Also, Drew gave me scabies, which sucked a hell of a lot and turned me asexual for a 
few months. But, believe it or not, those little mites are the reason I met Peter, so I guess Drew 
served more than one purpose. 

Each of these experiences is shaping the idea of who it is I want to love. I hate that I consider these 
encounters “experiences,” as if they aren’t each human beings with a point of view, with hearts and 



minds and pulses. I worry I am too selfish to fall in love with the right person, as I have turned some 
men away for no reason except that I wanted to pursue more men. I pity people who marry their first 
love and have nothing to contrast it against, but I do admire that they can say “I love you” at all. 
Yates was still my only New York ex-boyfriend, but I learned that lacking a title with anyone else 
doesn’t lessen the significance; every man I’ve encountered is significant, and I will be forever 
grateful to have experienced their company, to have connected with them so intimately. I like 
knowing that the pursuit has purpose and offers perspective, that a little promiscuity and 
meandering will ultimately shape me into a better, wiser, more appreciative man. 

E P I S O D E  2 2  

I met with Tyler’s publicists to discuss his 
upcoming press conference for the Abrams movie 
“Peril.” It was a psychological thriller about a young 
but brilliant scientist who is murdered by the 
government, but his brain is transferred into the 
body of a cage fighter who is injured and deemed 
brain dead. He wakes up in his new body, thirsty 
for revenge. Certainly a high-concept Hollywood 
idea, and getting lots of buzz because the studio 
was planning a Bourne-esque franchise and Tyler 
was a hot new face on the scene. He would be 
starring opposite a Victoria’s Secret Angel as well, 
and was anxious but excited to play her romantic 
interest, given the very intimate scenes that were in 
the script. “OK, so the gay thing,” said Mary, one of 

his publicists. “We have to hide it. Deny it to the public and the studio. Eric, you’re his friend and his 
manager. You talk to him about it. Make it disappear.” 

Bart had never been happier than he was with Tyler. And Tyler, as young and in demand as he was, 
had no romantic distractions; he was tunnel-vision in love with my beefcake friend. Bart was always 
quick to remind me how grateful he felt for my introducing the two of them: “It’s easy to fall into a 
negative rhythm in New York,” he said. “Where you just think that you’ll be better off loving people 
peripherally. Gathering them and discarding them and merely experiencing the surface level while 
only sharing that of yourself. Thanks for giving me something more, Eric. I think about him day in, 
day out. I want nothing else. Noone else. Only Tyler.” And Tyler, not to be outdone, would drop his 
broad shoulders and blush his Paul Newman face whenever Bart would enter a room. Nobody ever 
did that for Bart before. 



“You can’t ask Tyler to keep that a secret,” Joanie told me. “He has been plenty public with his 
sexuality until now, and besides, there’s a hierarchy to your relationships: you are Bart and Tyler’s 
friend before you are Tyler’s manager.” I wasn’t totally convinced, though: “Yes, Joanie, but he isn’t 
even out to his parents yet, and Broadway is far more isolated than Hollywood. So it’s not like he’s 
going to just come out to Entertainment Weekly without first tending to his own family.” “Let him make 
that decision, then,” Joanie advised. “It’s not your job to interfere with people’s private lives. Well, 
maybe it is. But let that bitch publicist do it. Screw her for thinking she can pawn it off on you. And 
shame on you for not having the courage to point her in the direction of hell.” 

Tyler and I met for lunch the day before the press conference. He could hardly eat because he was 
so nervous to be introduced to the media on such a high platform. His casting had been announced, 
and since the studio was planning a franchise, bloggers and journalists were at Tyler’s door already. 
“Are they going to ask about my love life?” he asked. “I can’t have people knowing I’m gay. They 
might not come see the movie. They’d never believe a supermodel would date me. And I’d never get 
cast in this kind of role again.” He looked to me for confirmation of this, and so I shrugged, unsure of 
whether or not I agreed. But I shared his concern. Tyler wanted a high profile, which I always knew. 
And it was my job to get him there—and to get myself more clients like him. With that in my mind, we 
agreed on a decision. 

I kept waiting for a love-life question during the conference. Sure, reporters were asking about more 
legitimate things like his preparations for the part, or his current experiences on Broadway and his 
excitement to break into Hollywood and work with Abrams. I imagined what it must be like to own the 
room from Tyler’s perspective: every word is documented, all body language analyzed, everyone is 
focused on your looks, your words, your presentation. I didn’t envy him for having that at 22, with 
things still so formative. I worried that he might be forever preserved as a 22-year old, as if his 
experiences from this point forward would be less genuine and all for show, forever cementing him in 
his current state. Suddenly, a very direct question from a reporter: “Mr. Weiland, rumor has it you’re 
gay. Do you think this will affect the box office?” My heart sank. The room went silent except for the 
clicks of a dozen cameras, each pointed at the youngest person in the room. 

“Wow, I didn’t think I’d learn something about myself at my own press conference,” Tyler said 
jokingly into the mic. Everyone laughed, though it was palpably uncomfortable. “When you work on 
Broadway, you naturally have lots of female and gay friends. Almost all my best friends are gay, and 
I think life would be pretty good if I was too. But, don’t get me wrong, life is really damn good, I 
mean, I’m up here talking about this picture with you guys, so, I’m on cloud nine. And, I guess to 
answer your question, sir, I’ve been told that my, uhh, sexuality, if you will, is going to play a big part 
in the box office for this film.” His co-star took the reigns: “We’ll do our best to spice things up for 
you.” More laughter as they turned to one another and blushed. And from me, one big sigh of relief. 
He was every bit the terrific actor I needed him to be. 



Tyler and I agreed that he had to buy himself time. We set a date—roughly two weeks after the film’s 
Independence Day release—that he would make some sort of non-announcement confirmation of 
his sexuality. Bart would have to accept the limitations on public affection for the time being, and 
once the film had enough buzz and a couple weeks of box office muscle behind it, his bankability 
would be slightly more cemented. Tyler wanted to come out to his parents in the next week, as it was 
high time he told them the facts. He also had originally suggested breaking up with Bart, just to 
“make things easier on everyone, since it was going to happen inevitably.” I scolded him for saying 
something so naive and close-minded and definitive. He apologized instantly, swearing me to 
secrecy and promising that it was just a joke. He wasn’t so eloquent when the journalists were gone. 

E P I S O D E  2 3  
 
New York got a pre-holiday blanket of snow on the 
shortest day of the year. It was also the most 
beautiful morning of the year prior to any thawing 
and slushing, with everything quietly coated in half 
a foot of shiny powder. I was up early to go to the 
gym, and trudged slowly down the middle of the 
street since there was no traffic. Everything felt so 
symmetrical from the center of the road, as if the 
brownstones, trees, and parked cars were framing 
a photo for my own private, beautiful New York 
minute. I took out my phone to capture it, but the 
picture looked shitty by comparison. I pocketed the 
phone and stared in every direction, breathing 
long, cold breaths. I welcomed the breeze and 
relaxed my tense muscles. On the shortest day of 
the year, I felt a rare rush of calm, a minute of unwavering confidence and untold potential. 

Joanie had been writing songs for another EP, and we were working with a lawyer to prepare her for 
meetings with labels. A few had shown interest and it felt like an obvious next move given the finite 
buzz and critical acclaim she had been riding the past couple months. We sat together in her living 
room one morning as she strummed her guitar and I looked over paperwork. “Eric, what kinds of 
people do you not trust? I am making a list for a song called ‘People I Trust More Than You.'” I 
thought for a second. “Parents who push strollers while they jog.” “Oooh, good one,” she said. “I’m 
definitely including that, maybe right before ‘weave snatchers.'” “Wow, I can’t wait to hear this song,” 
I smiled as my phone buzzed. It was a text from Sam—the first I had heard from my estranged boss 



in three weeks: he sent a photo of himself shirtless and smirking in the mirror…of Jack’s bathroom. 
And behind him, naked and silhouetted onto the shower curtain, the man who was my Kryptonite. 

There wasn’t much I could do to retaliate. After all, this was Sam’s way of retaliating for my stealing 
his now-A-List client, and I would much rather have Tyler as a client than Jack as a bedfellow. I 
responded “Cool, have fun” to seem blasé about it, and since he would have felt sinister and 
victorious if I had left it unanswered. I hit “send” and within five seconds, my phone started ringing. It 
wasn’t Sam, though. It was James Thurston, Sam’s most acclaimed client: “Eddy—err, Eric, sorry, I 
keep forgetting—um, sorry for calling so close to the holidays, but I wanted to, uh, chat with you 
about something.” “What is it, James?” “I’ve been seeing the press for Tyler and I know you’re 
largely behind all that and I think it’s time for some business decisions from me. You know, some big 
moves. Are you accepting new clients?” Like a Christmas miracle, I had my Tony-winning, Oscar-
nominated retaliation. 

Dad came to New York for Christmas, to be with the “holiday orphans” as he put it. Peter was home 
in the Bay Area, but Joanie, Bart, and Tyler stayed back. Tyler was still closing out Julius Caesar, and 
his parents were licking their wounds upon news of his sexuality, so he was in no rush to visit Texas. 
Bart stayed in New York to be with Tyler, and his parents would be visiting the following week 
anyway. Lastly, Joanie figured it would be hypocritical to go to Kansas so soon given her critical (and 
critically acclaimed) single about our home state. Dad and I agreed that it would be more fun if he 
came to Brooklyn, so like Santa Claus, he brought gifts for all four of us, and I hosted a Christmas 
Eve feast. Dad popped a few bottles of “kids’ wine” (his word for “sparkling cider”) to celebrate “four 
very wonderful, inspiring young adults who create opportunities through love and support.” Here, 
here! 

I took Dad to the Christmas showing of Julius Caesar, and we got to go backstage to Tyler’s dressing 
room. Dad said he felt “like a fancy prince” meeting everyone who was part of the production. He 
bought two CDs of the cast recording, too: one for him, and one for “this gal I’m seeing. Lynnette. I 
think this will win me some points.” We got supper at our favorite diner, Chelsea Square Restaurant, 
where we always eat when he visits. The Christmas crowd was older, but to me they all seemed like 
a bunch of orphans yet. I wondered where their families lived, or if everyone had moved away or 
passed on. Dad was on the same wavelength: “They’re like the New York version of me, yeah?” I 
saved the moment from turning sour: “No, because you’re here with me, and you’re a fancy prince.” 
Dad responded with a chuckle and “You smart ass.” 

James Thurston wasted no time leaving Sam. He did the deed right after the holiday, and called me 
immediately to officially hire me as his manager. “Woof. Sam is not pleased. I would avoid him at all 
costs,” James advised. “I think he was more upset that you were getting me than he was about just 
losing me.” We spent a few minutes covering official business, and I agreed to schedule certain 



casting appointments for him the following week. His main goal was to land a television pilot this 
year. Getting one would be easy for him, but landing the right one would be tough, and that’s where I 
would be helpful. Dad was beside me during the entire phone call. After we hung up, he said: “You 
sounded so confident navigating all that. The nasty politics. Landing a Hollywood pilot. Booking 
appointments. Almost terrifyingly confident. I’m sure you’re a gentleman—at least I hope so—, but I 
wouldn’t want to be on your bad side.” 

Once Dad was on his way home, I turned my full attention back to my growing client roster. James 
introduced me to a young actress out of Juilliard—Alexa Gordon—who was primed for leading lady 
status. We got coffee following a late lunch I took with Evan Condos, a UCB-trained comedian with a 
well-streamed web series. Both seemed excited about signing with me, and I felt the same of 
working with them. It was dark by the time I got back to Prospect Heights for dinner. I strolled quietly 
down Park Place, pausing for a minute in the middle of the street as I crossed. It was just as quiet as 
that snowy Sunday earlier in the week, but everything had turned to slush and ice. I relaxed my 
muscles to welcome the breeze and soak up the calm, but a Toyota Prius came behind me and laid 
on the horn. Shouted the driver: “Move aside, dumb ass!” 
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In midsummer 2012, I was sitting in my doctor’s 
office, scratching my ankles and arms anxiously as 
I waited for Brenda, the nurse, to call me in. We 
had spoken on the phone and she immediately 
diagnosed my symptoms as scabies. “It’s nothing 
to be ashamed of,” she said. “It’s not an STD, 
though a lot of adults get it from a sex partner, so 
it’s kind of like… a sexually transmitted parasite. 
Totally different.” As I sat in the waiting room, she 
emerged from her office behind a tall, handsome, 
baby-faced man. “Eric, good to see you,” Brenda 
exclaimed. “Oh, gosh, do you know Peter here? He 
has scabies too! Maybe you both got it from the 
same guy!” Peter and I looked at each other, 
instantly bonded and together mortified. The man 

in the chair next to me moved over one spot. 

After I left my appointment, I found Peter waiting outside the office. “Brenda isn’t the best with 
privacy, is she?” he joked. “No, yet I continue giving her my business,” I said in good humor. 
“Anyway, sounds like we’ve got a shared nightmare on our hands. Or, on our arms and legs.” “And 



stomach,” Peter added. “And back. And ass.” I grimaced for a second, before realizing I was in no 
place to judge. “Let’s go fill our prescriptions, then get a coffee?” I suggested. “Only if we’re quick,” 
he said. “I can’t take one more minute of this going untreated, so I need to hurry home and get a 
start on avoiding intimacy for the next few weeks as I purify. I feel revolting.” I’ve no better story for 
meeting a friend than this one, and I’ve met no better friend than darling Peter. 

“Do you know how you got…scabies?” I asked Peter over coffee. I was whispering, embarrassed 
obviously. He shrugged: “Brenda assumes it was from a sexual partner. I’ve only had two recently. 
One is a guy I’ve been seeing for a couple months—Dale, this total sweetheart, potential boyfriend 
material. The other was a guy I hooked up with last month, complete meathead. Hottest guy I’ve had 
sex with, hands down. Let me show you a pic…” He took out his phone and sure enough, there was 
the guy I had been sleeping with as well. “Drew Rieger,” I said smiling. “I think I know where we both 
got these bugs.” I showed him photos of Drew on my own phone. “Unbelievable,” Peter said. “This 
town is too small. Send me that naked one, will you? For my memories.” Over the next weeks, we 
spoke everyday as we both got rid of our unwanted guests, growing too close to fall out of touch. 
How lucky that this town is so small. 

Peter, Tyler, and I were out in the Village one Saturday while Bart worked a concert. Peter, who was 
wearing a full Miss Walnut Creek ensemble, had recently leveraged a job offer at Condé Nast for a 
promotion at his current publishing house. It was timed nicely with the departure of an associate 
publisher. At 30 years old, he was young for the role, and his boss routinely reminded him of his 
“dumb luck” that had him in such a senior position. “He can be an ass if he wants,” Peter said at the 
bar as he stirred his vodka tonic. “He’s 55, is still completely married to print, wears pleated pants, 
and questions why someone so young is creeping up on him. I’m getting paid real nice, too, so I’m 
happy to take his punches for the time being.” He paused. “But most days, I would really love to 
break his nose.” I imagined 7-feet-tall-in-heels Peter punching his boss in Miss Walnut Creek drag, 
all in the name of respect. I guessed it would be terrifying to be on the receiving end of that fury. 

Tyler and Miss Walnut Creek were a couple drinks deep and doing this funny sing-along bit at the 
bar, when the bartender set three tequila shots in front of us. “You’ve all got a fan,” he said. I refused 
mine politely, as was my obvious custom. A voice from the other end of the bar yelled out to me: 
“Don’t you know it’s rude to turn down free drinks?” …Sam. “This town is too small,” I uttered as Tyler 
and I turned away from him. “Cowards,” he said sternly as he walked over. “Both of you. Traitors. 
Ingrates. Trying to tear me down, when I’m the very thing that built you up.” I could smell whiskey on 
his breath, and I knew it wasn’t worth trying to debate him on any accusations. I just wished he 
would disappear, forever. 

Sam honed in on me: “You stole James Thurston, too. You took my calling cards, my best clients, you 
twat. And you—” he pointed at Tyler. “Biggest mistake of your career.” “What,” Tyler barked back. 



“You mean getting the lead in a blockbuster franchise?” People started to notice the commotion. “I’ll 
take my chances with Eric.” “Oh, right, it’s Eric now,” Sam wailed. “Seems you’ve got a healthy case 
of dissociation as you set my whole career up in flames.” Then, he got real close into my ear, to 
whisper: “You know, whenever I’m inside of Jack, I think of you and smile. Then he smiles back as he 
moans my name.” Just as I felt a swelling in my head—this intensity and pain and anger and 
sadness and heartbreak—a fist flew past my face and clocked Sam square between the eyes. And 
suddenly, Sam had a 7-foot drag queen atop him, punching him over and over and over and over 
and over. 

An ambulance took Sam away, and the NYPD took Miss Walnut Creek for questioning. “I’m not 
sorry,” Peter told me as they ushered him out. “I love you, Eric. Nobody treats you like that. Not if I 
can help it.” Tyler and I got kicked out of the bar too, which was fine because Tyler was drunk and 
confused. I sent him home in a cab and texted Bart to meet Tyler soon. I walked slowly to the police 
station so that I could collect darling Peter once he was free. I knew I also had to help Sam 
somehow, or at least show him I wasn’t the enemy he wanted me to be. My reputation would be at 
stake, too, as would Tyler’s if anybody caught wind of this. I finally got to the police station and they 
said it would be another hour. I was tired of all the questions circling in my brain, so I decided to get 
a couple answers instead. I took out my phone and called Jack. 
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Jack was a few blocks away when I called, so I 
asked him to meet me. I wanted to give him the 
chance to explain himself in person. “Please tell 
me why you’re at the police station?” he asked 
when he showed up. I told him what had happened 
at the bar, what had been happening with Sam this 
whole while, and how Jack had been used as a 
pawn in all of it. “Eric. I had no idea he was Sam. 
You talked about him all the time, but I never had a 
face with the name. And he told me his name was 
Evan. Yeah, we fooled around. Once. But we didn’t 
have sex. And I never would have touched him if I 
had known it was Sam.” “OK,” I said, slightly less 
alarmed. “But how did he know who you were? 
And that we had history?” Jack thought for a 
second: “It was coincidence at first. But he saw a photo of you on my desk. He asked about it, and I 
told him how important you were to me. He pressed me for details, so I told him that you and I still 
love each other.” 



A recap of my history with Jack: we met on Scruff, a hookup app. But we set up a proper date. With 
dinner came a very charged conversation. Then, kissing outside the restaurant. A few more dates to 
the same tune—the slowest I had ever taken things. Then suddenly, we spent nearly every night 
together for two months. I lost interest in seeing other people pretty early on, and when I told him so, 
he only ever responded with “That’s so sweet of you.” But I stayed close, knowing he would one day 
reply that he also was turning off any distractions. From then on, a tango. If I retreated, he would 
want me back. I had been “the Jack” for other people, too, and for that I blamed the cadre of men I 
had collected over my years here. So, while I was confused by Jack’s tug-of-war with my heart, I 
knew the diagnosis. He was addicted to men, addicted to the dynamics, afraid of a settle. 

We went around the corner to get milkshakes. Jack walked two paces ahead of me. We were both 
silent, and I studied his face. What I wouldn’t do to shake my thoughts of that face, just for peace of 
mind. Then I studied the rest of him, recalling everything that was underneath those clothes, 
remembering how I would fall asleep on his chest while listening to his heartbeat. Even after he 
retreated, when we saw one another less frequently, I would let his pulse send me to sleep, trying to 
synchronize myself with it, desperate to understand him better. I snapped out of my trance as he 
went to pay for the milkshakes, quickly throwing my cash on the counter to cover my own. “Babe, 
what was that all about?” he asked as we walked back to the precinct. “Jack. Please take that photo 
of me off your desk. Please don’t talk about me to the men you have over. And… please go home.” 

Peter was finally released around 3 a.m. He had lost his wig, and his makeup was smeared. “Thanks 
for waiting,” he said. “I’m… sorry. I think everything caught up to me, including the tequila.” He 
looked lost in thought, and pretty ashamed. “You OK, Miss Walnut Creek? Or are you Peter right 
now?” I asked. “I can’t tell since you’re kind of a mashup of both of them.” “God, I can’t wait to see 
my mug shot,” he joked. “And yeah, I’m fine. Perfectly fine. I just feel bad that I did that to Sam. I 
hope he’s alright.” We caught our taxi back to Brooklyn, and I quickly fell asleep, leaning over onto 
Peter as he gazed quietly over the Manhattan bridge. His heart was racing, though I could feel it 
slow as I gripped his hand and closed my eyes. 

Sam was quietly watching TV when I entered his hospital room the next afternoon. His eye was 
bruised, his nose broken. He glanced at me and immediately looked back to the television. “Well 
well well. One person comes to visit me, and it’s you. How lucky I am.” “Sam, I didn’t come to 
perpetuate whatever grudge you have. I’m sorry this happened. It shouldn’t have, and Peter was 
totally out of line. I also talked with Jack.” Sam sat there sheepishly, still pretending that he was 
focused on the TV. Then: “So what the hell are you here for? To torment me? I’m not pressing 
charges. And don’t you have all my best clients at this point? Are you here to pay my bills with all of 
the income you stole?” “No. Sam. I’m worried you’re ruining your own career by coming after me. I’m 
not going anywhere. So stop trying to mess with that. I’m not going to tell anyone this happened. Nor 



will Tyler. So just… stop. Please.” “Eddy. Please take your head out of your ass. Stop trying to make 
yourself a hero in this situation. And… please go home.” 

I got a call from Tyler’s agent Eva a few hours later. “Is it true what happened with Sam?” she asked 
sternly. “Eric, you need to tell me about these kinds of things, especially when my client is involved. 
He could have been injured. Arrested. We don’t need this kind of press before the movie.” I agreed 
and apologized. I was always apologizing, it seemed. “Who else knows?” I asked. “Everyone. 
Everyone knows that he followed you out last night. That he’s been threatening you.” “Eva, that’s a bit 
of a stretch. I talked with him today at the hospital and—.” “Nobody’s going to work with him now,” 
she said. “Not in my office. Not at ICM, either. Our agents are telling his clients to bail on him. You 
may as well poach the rest of his roster. I’ve already snagged his assistant. Eric—Sam’s career is 
over.” 

I had a restless night wondering what Sam was thinking about, and how much he must hate me. I 
was mad at Tyler for not keeping his mouth shut, but I was tired of tracing footsteps and trying to 
mend something that was well beyond my ability to repair. Sam would be home from the hospital by 
now, alone with his certainly poisonous thoughts. His clients were dropping like flies—I had received 
a few calls and emails from some of them, asking if I was taking more clients. I declined each of 
them, even the ones who were booking jobs steadily and would have been easy and profitable to 
manage. I decided to watch a movie called “Gracie Manor,” which James Thurston had starred in a 
few years prior. It was the first big project I got to see a client complete, and I remembered Sam 
teaching me everything as we sent clients out on calls and sent James on numerous press tours, 
helping them and him build their own futures. I fell asleep during the end credits, cradling my pillow, 
searching for its pulse. 
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My guilt was still great—I couldn’t help it—, so I 
took some lilies to Sam’s office and left them 
outside the door that Monday morning, before he 
arrived. I knew that he would have a rough week 
ahead of him, and I certainly didn’t want him to 
know that the gesture was mine. Sam loved 
flowers—especially lilies—and I had inherited the 
adoration as well, stopping weekly at a corner 
store on Flatbush to take a bundle home. I never 
told him that he had influenced me in this way 
because it felt like it would give him some stupid, 
pointless victory. Even since our fallout, I would 
get my weekly replenishment. It was primarily out 
of habit, but also to remind me of Sam—of his 
teachings and of his threats, and of something so 
pure that a hardened heart could love. 

“You’ll never shake that Catholic guilt, will you?” Joanie asked me at a recording session an hour 
later. “Stop pretending like you’re wearing some crown of thorns. Sam has his burdens, he can carry 
his cross. Besides, your burden right now is to get me an opening gig on someone’s tour. So, vamos, 
vamos!” Joanie had been getting a bit more aggressive with her requests of late, and rightfully: with 
a second EP approaching, interest from multiple labels, and hundreds of bloggers and critics kissing 
her feet, she was a few breaths away from the breaking point. I studied her quietly as she recorded a 
few lyrics. How confident she had grown in six short months. Not just as Saturant on stage, but as 
Joanie too. She trusted her gut, she stood taller, she dressed more simply, she spoke with 
conviction, she acted intentionally. Six months of positive reinforcement had given her a spine. 

James and his husband Ken had me over for dinner to discuss a new pilot I had been helping 
negotiate. It was being produced by the CW, and for a veteran stage actor like James, it felt very 
young. He was closing on a lead villain role, encouraged largely by Ken to step out of his stuffy 
stage and BBC parts to pursue a new audience and network. Ken was a proponent of James 
leaving Sam for my guidance: “Eric, you’re a modern man. And we need modern dollars,” he said on 
multiple occasions. James confessed that they were hoping to start a family and buy a home in the 
West Village. Such burdens! Their priorities were as far from modern as I could imagine for myself in 
this city, but I was happy they saw me as a means to their end. 



Alexa Gordon looks and dresses like a Middleton, and I knew when I signed her that she would do 
just fine for herself on Broadway. She was classically trained and still reeked of her Oxford roots. We 
had a couple options to explore: there was an offer for a lead part in an Off-Broadway play, but she 
was more focused on a supporting role under Chris Cooper in a buzzed-about Broadway bit. Alexa 
was going to have to gamble on the supporting part, though: timing would force her to reject the 
other offer before hearing anything. “You’re sure this is what you want?” I asked. “I think you need to 
take what you can get right now. You’re turning down silver and praying for gold.” “I’m in no hurry,” 
she said confidently. “I want to do roles that I want to do. I needn’t grab at the first thing I am offered. 
So… make some calls, darling Eric.” That confidence—and right out of the gate—would send her 
far. Also, the family money that allowed her this luxury. 

In business, there’s a good result when you mix Midwest Nice with New York Forward: it’s a sincere 
curtness, no bullshit. I think that’s why Sam was largely threatened by my presence and ability to 
steal some clients from him. My gift was working the phones. You don’t need specialized training in 
talent management; it’s all from experience and interpersonal skills. When I called in to discuss 
Alexa’s audition with the casting director, he stopped me in my tracks: “No need today, Eric. Jessica 
Chastain took the part.” I could feel the stress building in my head, nervous that Alexa would be 
upset by something out of our control. Then, after a few more minutes, I had her all but signed away 
as an understudy. I phoned her agent and then we dialed her in: “It’s not gold, Eric, but that’s some 
brilliant silver lining. Thank you, let’s do it.” Phew. In a perfect world, my former boss would be proud 
of me. 

At the end of my hectic work week, I received a vague text from Sam: “Can you come by my office? I 
have something to give you. Totally sincere, I swear.” I was just south of there, underground at the 
23rd Street N/R subway, so I hiked back up past Madison Square Park to my former post. When I 
arrived, the door was ajar and the office completely dark. I turned on the lights and saw my old 
desk, bare except for an envelope and a vase of lilies. “Sam? Hello?” No reply. The lilies were wilting 
away. One petal had fallen onto the envelope, on which Sam had scribbled “Eddy. My Eddy.” 
I looked around, still wondering why Sam had summoned me here. I slowly opened the envelope, 
glancing over my shoulder, entirely uncomfortable. Inside, a handwritten note: “When you have one 
thing, and it is taken from you, you are nothing. My advice: Never have just one thing. And if you do, 
play smarter than I. [Signed] Evan Samuel Goldstein”. Then the post script: “May this burden forever 
be one of your many things.” My heart skipped a beat and my head swelled with pain as I realized 
what this meant. I reached for my phone to call the police, just as dozens of people were doing the 
same outside of the 23rd Street N/R subway station. There, a helpless, defeated man had thrown 
himself in front of an oncoming R train, and it ripped him into a million goddamn pieces. 
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A lot of people felt really terrible after Sam 
jumped in front of that train. Peter wished he 
hadn’t hit him. Simon worried that he had pulled 
the rug beneath Sam’s feet by helping me. Tyler 
and James—who both dropped Sam as a 
manager and came to me—felt responsible for 
his professional demise. His ex-boyfriend Jeff 
called me crying multiple times, regretting he 
had ended things on a sour note, and 
apologizing to me for the emotional grief it might 
cause. And then there was me. Sam wished 
upon me the burden of his death. He knew I 
would carry the weight of it on my shoulders, 
probably forever. Sam got the last laugh, really. 

As one would expect, things were uncomfortable 
on the professional front. People started treating Sam like a victim—the same people who ran as far 
from him as possible when he most needed support. A couple of those individuals had the rashness 
to assign some blame to me. As if any blame needed to be targeted. As if I had pushed him in front 
of the train. I called each of my clients, talking with them directly about what had happened, what 
they were feeling, what I was feeling, making sure they still felt confident working with me. I asked 
that they communicate any uncertainties or concerns. They were all supportive, especially those 
who once worked with Sam. They were also each supportive of my taking the next week off, to 
disappear for a few days. Pilot season was coming up, and I needed to clear my head of all the grief 
and poisonous thoughts before a couple months of tireless work. 

I only told Dad where I was headed, just so one person knew where to imagine me. Everyone 
guessed I was off to someplace tropical, what with it being the middle of winter and the expanse of a 
beach so helpful for peace of mind. Instead, I wanted to surround myself with just as many people 
and relax knowing I could remain completely anonymous, to feel alone and unnoticed the same way 
I loved to disappear into the crowds of my own city. I wanted a parallel existence, minus any 
familiarity. So I went to Chicago, where, until college, I had always imagined myself settling down. I 
rented a studio in Lincoln Park, and not two hours after I landed, a blizzard enveloped the entire city, 
trapping me indoors with a book and takeout. Dad texted: “I know I’m not supposed to bother you, 
but I saw there was a blizzard and are you doing fine?” “I’m OK,” I wrote back. “Just upset I didn’t 
pick Puerto Rico.” 



The next day I went to a Bulls game, though I watched the athletic trainers more than I actually 
watched the game. I had been a big Bulls fan growing up, for no precise reason except that Michael 
Jordan had converted anyone my age to his temple. I had also wanted to be an athletic trainer for 
many years, and this was where I imagined myself being one. I had this whole life planned out: travel 
around with the Bulls, have my lawyer wife—which quickly changed to a lawyer husband—back in 
the city, close enough to my Kansas home but far enough that it always felt like an occasion to get 
there. At one moment I looked up, and there I was on the Kiss Cam, plus the woman next to me. 
Awkwardly, her girlfriend or wife was seated on the other side of her, but out of frame. They both 
laughed, and she leaned in to smooch me. Then, introductions. They were Reina and Maggie, two 
teachers from St. Louis. I was George, an athletic trainer from, uh… Milwaukee. 

“What’s a cute guy like you doing at a basketball game all alone?” asked Maggie. “Oh, I’m here on 
business, thought I’d catch a game,” I said. “Always been a fan.” “What’s Milwaukee like? Probably 
lots of chunky people eating grilled cheese?” I laughed, and nodded, since I really had no idea what 
the city was like. “Do you have a girlfriend?” Reina prodded. I figured it made no difference to lie 
entirely, and so I seized the opportunity: “Yeah, a fiancé. Marrying in June. And we’re expecting, due 
in April. A girl.” It felt kind of thrilling to make all of this up, knowing it mattered for nothing. I loved 
having the clean slate for a brief moment. “Well shoot, we better celebrate!” Reina said as she 
summoned the beer guy. “Oh, no thanks,” I told her. “None for me.” “No beer for the man from 
Milwaukee?” she exclaimed. “No, but thank you.” I would spare the truth on that one; I guess it’s 
impossible to get a totally clean slate. 

At lunch the following day, my waiter Theo got flirtatious since I was sitting alone. He wasn’t my type
—a little too clean-cut and all-American—but it seemed harmless to banter with him. I gave him my 
phone number when he asked for it. I was still pretending to be named George, though now I was an 
ad director from Manhattan. When he brought back my receipt, he said “You didn’t have to lie about 
your name, Eric. It’s here on the credit card and receipt.” I blushed, apologized, and said it felt kind 
of hot to pretend with a stranger that I was somebody else. He came over after his shift, where he 
became my type (and less of a stranger) for two terrific hours. I mistook Theo for a bottom, so when 
he positioned himself otherwise, I was surprised and excited to let him take control. Our eyes locked 
intensely as he laid atop me, and there, with a man who knew only my name, my contentment and 
trust were anything but pretend. 

Throughout my visit, I kept seeing Sam. I would notice him out of the corner of my eye, only to realize 
I was projecting him onto various strangers. I had to accept that this was going to happen for a 
while, especially back home in New York. I was too connected to Sam to be unaffected by his 
suicide. And, to be completely honest, I did feel a lot of responsibility for what happened. I was at 
the grocery on my last night in Lincoln Park, determined to cook and enjoy some final alone time. A 
man bumped into me, and I dropped my jar of marinara onto the floor. I looked up, and saw Sam 



again before his face dissolved into that of the stranger’s. “I’m so sorry,” I said as I looked down at 
the mess. My pants and shoes were covered in tomato sauce. “No, it’s not your fault, I’m the sorry 
one,” he told me. Chicagoans are so polite. As the tears welled in my eyes, I corrected him, still 
staring at the floor. “No. I’m sorry. Really. I’m sorry….” 
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There was no time to rest when I returned to New 
York, because Joanie and I were quickly 
summoned to Los Angeles to meet with Windish, a 
big agency that we had been entertaining. Others 
were interested, but we knew from the start that 
Taryn Thomsen at Windish was the agent we most 
wanted, as she had always been a vocal fan and 
laid out the best growth plan for Saturant. If things 
were to go as promised, Joanie would be signed to 
the label of her choice shortly thereafter, fresh on 
the tails of her second EP launching. Windish 
booked us in first class, and it was the one time I 
had ever flown up front. “This is where we belong,” 
Joanie said, as she sipped a mimosa. I looked 
around. It felt like a waste of space and money, 
and nobody else in our section seemed very pleasant or relatable. 

Like most things that had happened for Joanie since her Saturant rebrand, our meeting with Taryn at 
Windish Agency progressed quickly. After just two hours, we had covered every base: touring, 
finding a label, and making an LP. Taryn eased Joanie’s concerns about losing any creative freedom, 
too: “You’re a singer-songwriter,” she said. “Your artistry is your angle. You should feel free to evolve, 
push buttons, say whatever you want. We’ll be sure you’re nobody’s puppet.” I could tell Joanie felt 
very secure, very confident, which in turn calmed me. We got our lawyer on the phone, and by 
meeting’s end, a contract was being drafted. “Don’t let me screw this up,” Joanie said as she 
hugged me in the lobby. Funny, because I had no idea what I was doing—all this music talk—and I 
was worried I was the one who would screw things up. 

Taryn helped us book a sold-out show while we were in town. It was further validation that we were 
past due for signing with a label. A lot of industry execs turned up, and I collected more business 
cards and friends than any other three-hour window of my life. After the show, I noticed Joanie 
getting especially cozy with a handsome, bearded fellow. She summoned me over. “This is my 
manager, Eric Condor. Eric, meet Dixon Reid. He’s with Glassnote, in New York actually.” Glassnote 



Records was one of two labels that we really wanted (the other being Republic). “Pleased to meet 
you, Mr. Reid. Joanie, can I have one moment with you?” We stepped aside for privacy. “OK, he’s 
cute, and I know you’re in a dry spell. Just… don’t let him influence our decision.” “You mean my 
decision,” she responded. I crouched low to be eye level with her: “Look me in the eyes and tell me I 
don’t have your best interests in mind.” She couldn’t respond, so I cracked a smile. “Now go get 
laid.” 

I had lunch alone with Taryn the next day, and asked her what she knew about Joanie’s new crush, 
Dixon. “I’ve worked with him on a couple clients,” she said. “He’s a charming guy, Eric. And not 
stingy in negotiations. Don’t worry too much about Joanie’s feelings. There are enough stakeholders 
here that we’ll all get out just fine.” That was a relief. Taryn was also sure that a label could help us 
book Saturant as an opener for some other big act by spring, which she said would be the real 
mainstream launching point. “I assume you’ll be with her on tour, since she’s your only client?” “Oh, 
no, I’m not able,” I said. “I manage actors, too, and usually have to take meetings in New York. I’ll 
attend the northeast shows, of course.” Taryn looked a little disappointed, as if she questioned my 
dedication. 

The blogs picked up that we had signed with Windish, so I leveraged the press by also announcing 
Saturant’s second EP, which further magnified the buzz. Taryn phoned me that afternoon saying that 
we had been offered a cush spot at South by Southwest, which overlapped the March 17 EP 
release. I wanted to buy a lottery ticket, I was feeling so lucky. Instead, I scheduled a few meetings 
with casting agents in LA, in order to get a bi-coastal jump on my pilot-season ass kissing. Then, I 
opened Grindr back at my hotel, landing a 21-year-old Israeli film student. Per feeling lucky, I got 
myself another jump. Or two. 

My casting meetings the next day reminded me that I was about to get very very busy with work. 
Pilot season is when most of the year’s television casting takes place, or at least the major parts on 
all the big new shows. Not everything is guaranteed to get picked up, but there’s money involved 
just for booking a part, and then they film the pilot to see how the network responds. There are all 
sorts of strategies for landing your clients where they want. One year with Sam, we had a pregnant 
client who wanted to land a bad pilot, so that she could get paid out without any concern of 
longterm work. As a manager, though, I would be spending the next couple months telling casting 
directors why my clients were so obviously right for each and every part. I had six clients who would 
be pursuing pilots, including James Thurston. That alone was manageable, but I also had Joanie, 
Tyler, and Alexa to look after. So it hit me: I needed an assistant. 

Joanie was texting Dixon nonstop ever since they met at her show, and he had spent three nights in 
her hotel room despite having one of his own. “I can’t believe he lives in New York,” she gushed as 
we boarded our flight back home. “We’ve already got plans for the next two weeks.” I was happy for 



her, especially since he seemed like a stand-up guy, but it still made me nervous considering he 
worked for one of the labels that was pursuing her. On the other hand, it could be very good for us to 
have someone at Glassnote vouching for us on the inside. “Eric,” Joanie said as the plane took off. 
“Thanks for arranging everything this weekend. I feel very protected, but very valued.” She took my 
hand and we smiled to each other. My first-class seat felt a little more deserved this time around. 
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I hadn’t seen my friend Mads for a while, so she 
suggested we meet for a StarCycle class. She had 
a guest pass for me, which was requisite since I 
was above paying a lot of money for something I 
could do for free at my own gym. “Oh, but it’s 
nothing like a spin class,” she promised. It was 
exactly like a spin class, only the lights were dim, 
and the instructor told us 50 times that we were all 
“beautiful, inspiring people,” and everyone spent 
ten minutes doing this weird head-banging thing 
which was supposed to be transformative but 
made me worried that I might slip a disc. 
Afterwards, Mads hurried away to a brunch, so I 
moseyed toward the subway. Then, a tap on my 
shoulder: “Hey, was that your first class?” I turned 

to find a very handsome and sweaty man. “You looked a little out of place,” he said. “I felt the same 
way. Like, how silly is it that people can’t get the same high from a run in the park?” His face, 
beautiful. His rationale, inspiring. My heart, racing. 

His name was Omar. We routed ourselves to a bagel joint—likely the only StarCycle riders who 
followed their class in such a way. The girl in front of us ordered a scooped bagel with cream 
cheese, and I knew I adored Omar when he turned to me and rolled his eyes: “Yeah, because 
there’s no guilt-free meal like a gutted-out bagel filled with fat.” We sat to eat and I watched him 
inhale the largest chicken sandwich I had ever seen (which I weirdly found sexy). “I can’t believe I 
didn’t notice you in class,” I said. “It would have been so nice to not feel alone, like the only one who 
understood the joke.” “I was behind you, which meant I had the best seat in the house,” he said. It’s 
like he couldn’t say or do anything wrong. “Tell me where you live,” I commanded. “Prospect 
Heights,” he replied. I choked on my bagel; as a single Brooklyner, proximity was my fantasy. “Me 
too,” I said. His eyes widened, as did his smile. 



Omar and I took the 2 train back to Brooklyn. I wanted to take him home, but I also felt like this could 
be something bigger than a hookup. “Let’s see each other this week,” I said. “I was going to suggest 
the same,” he responded. “How’s Thursday?” Joanie had a concert that night, but I had a few extra 
tickets, so I proposed that he come see her show. “Wait, you manage Saturant?” he said. “She’s like, 
the hottest thing right now. My company is trying to sign her.” “No kidding. Which label?” “Republic. 
Wait, have we spoken on the phone? We totally have. Eric Condor, right? I’m Omar Hasani.” I 
laughed, and couldn’t believe the coincidence. Then, I immediately realized the conflict at hand: 
Republic was one of two labels we were considering. The other was Glassnote, where Joanie’s new 
lover Dixon worked. 

In a flash, Omar felt off limits since he worked for Republic. “If we’re in business talks, we should 
probably, you know, keep things professional for a while, since we’re both so rational. I wouldn’t want 
this to influence any of our decisions.” Omar understood, but asked if he could still attend the show 
with some other execs from his office. “Please, yes, please come. I’ll introduce your crew to Joanie 
after the show, and we’ll all meet next week to discuss your offer. And…you’re OK if I play down my 
connection to you, right? I don’t want Joanie being suspicious.” “Suspicious of what?” Omar said. 
“We haven’t done anything but eat bagels together.” That’s when I realized I had followed him up to 
his apartment. He pulled off my jacket, then his. He walked me to the bathroom and turned on the 
shower. 

The Saturant concert was the place to be that Thursday night, and Joanie delivered another terrific 
performance. She debuted new music off her next EP and gave both Republic and Glassnote even 
more to fawn over. We were expecting to pick a label in the next couple weeks, so I made sure that 
Joanie got face time with both teams after the show. Glassnote was easy, since her almost-
boyfriend-seriously-they-were-moving-fast Dixon was part of that team. I studied the two of them as 
everyone mingled, and they played it nice and coy, not making it obvious to anyone that they were 
practically nesting. I had to play it equally cool around Omar when we chatted with the Republic 
team, perhaps making it too obvious when I purposefully mispronounced his last name as I 
introduced him to Joanie. I got an eye roll from him, and later a text that said “You’re cute, but a bad 
actor. Let’s make this happen.” I thought he meant signing with Republic, but maybe he also meant 
“let’s make the two of us happen.” 

Joanie invited me to dinner at her apartment the following night. It was just four of us: Joanie, Dixon, 
Mads, and me. I was unfairly trying to dislike Dixon, but it was impossible: he was perfect in every 
single way. He cooked a roast, refused any help cleaning up, asked Mads and me all kinds of 
thoughtful questions, and was quite the intellectual conversationalist. On top of all that, he and 
Joanie seemed crazy about one another, and she didn’t need to ask me aside how much I liked him, 
because it was obvious: the guy was unparalleled. If I hadn’t been falling for Omar, I’d have asked 
Dixon to write up a contract for Saturant on the spot. 



Omar and I met for a run in Prospect Park that weekend, blessed with mild winter weather and the 
same kind of newfound affection that Dixon and Joanie were enjoying. We reached the final hill of 
the 3-mile loop and raced each other to the top. “Loser buys bagels!” he said as he took off. I won 
by a good distance, turning and slow clapping for him as he rounded the final curve. “I let you win,” 
he huffed, smiling. “Oh how sweet of you. Hope you brought cash for the bagels.” We devoured our 
carbs, then each other. Twice. I could feel something—the same thing I felt for Jack—that very 
elusive feeling that is one’s heart being taken captive. I felt more guarded than I did with Jack, but 
Omar was special, I knew it. And, in the race between labels trying to sign Joanie—with Dixon and 
Omar as the respective Glassnote and Republic poster boys—I was pretty certain I would let Omar 
win. 

E P I S O D E  3 0  

The day I met Omar, I excitedly told Bart and Peter 
about him. They responded with indifference. To be 
fair, we had all repeatedly fallen in love on first 
meeting, and it rarely failed to crash and burn. 
“What kind of attention does he require?” Peter 
asked. This was our way of saying “What kind of 
persona does he show on social media, and does 
it make him totally off-putting?” I had, of course, 
already searched for Omar on Instagram, and 
found nothing. “That’s like a jackpot!” said Bart. 
“He’s got a nameless account, if he even has an 
account at all.” In other words, it meant he doesn’t 
solicit feedback from total strangers for duck-faced 
selfies or suggestive, shirtless, “candid” bedtime 
shots. “He acts his age,” said Peter. “So he can 
stay.” Bart chimed in: “Meanwhile, my juvenile boyfriend is still acting his age.” He displayed Tyler’s 
somewhat smutty—and very public—Instagram account. It reeked of youth, of needing intervention. 

One thing Sam never did with his clients was supervise their social media accounts, which I thought 
was a big oversight. I got in a sparring match with Tyler over his own shirtlessness that was smeared 
across his Instagram. “Every other person is doing it,” he said. “Plus, I’ve worked hard for this body, 
and I like when people remind me that I look good.” “But you know you look good,” I told him. “Why 
are you building a foundation of validation from total strangers, and, to be quite frank, creepy 
perverts?” I showed him a few examples of comments. One said “ohhh, yah, wish u were in dallas so 



i culd lick lick lick that mmmmhmm.” Another: “damn boyy, makin this hunny wanna slurp.” It was 
hard to keep a straight face after reading those: “Why is it that you invite this into your life?” 

Tyler thought Bart would side with him, but the truth was, Bart was half the reason I got so adamant 
with Tyler about his online presence in the first place. He had called me one afternoon, furious after 
Tyler posted a photo of himself wrapped in bedsheets. The caption said “waking up alone. want to 
make me breakfast?” “I was in the kitchen, making him breakfast,” Bart exclaimed. “And he doesn’t 
understand why this is an issue.” A couple pop-culture blogs had picked it up, and even worse, the 
tumblr-sphere. So I pounced on Tyler: “You will not be taken seriously as an actor if this is your 
fallback. You’ve got a good role, and it’s supposed to be your first real impression for people. Do you 
think the studio wants this kind of buzz around you? Don’t you think the people who see you as a 
piece of meat will have a hard time taking you seriously as a dramatic actor? How do you WANT 
people to perceive you? Fix it. Now.” 

My friends and I are very skeptical of social media anymore, because so often we know the real 
story that counters what someone is telling the world. When you work in film or theater and know the 
basics of character development, you know that each person has three dimensions: how he views 
himself, how others view him, and how he THINKS others view him. It is these three things that 
formulate an individual’s point of view and shape his behavior. Social media is creating a fourth 
dimension: how we WANT people to view us, and it blurs the first three dimensions. The sad truth is 
that it works, it fools people. You can send an optimistic status update or post a perfectly juxtaposed 
image, only to get heaps of support and validation from your friends and followers, earning positive 
reinforcement for something that may not be authentic. But there, just cropped out of frame, or 
filtered away, or tucked between your words, is the stuff you would never share. It’s that which we 
don’t want validation for—the ugly side of that fourth dimension—, and no fake social currency will 
obscure it from the depths of one’s own mind. 

Aside from knowing that Tyler wasn’t ready to tell his followers that he had a boyfriend, Bart’s main 
frustration was that Tyler didn’t seem to appreciate the encouragement that he, Bart, was providing: 
“I compliment him almost daily about his fitness progress, and Lord knows how much I have to 
pamper him when we rehearse his lines. And yet, nothing in return but a simple ‘Thanks,’ as if to say 
‘Yeah, I know. You’re stating the obvious.'” I reminded Bart that this was a common complaint from 
people who dated actors. “Sure, but actors should be good at giving compliments, right?” Bart 
replied. “Or at least giving fake ones, since they hear them enough. Why won’t he compliment me 
the same way? I’m in great shape, I can hold court with him no problem. Maybe he’s so used to all of 
those disgusting Instagram catcalls that mine feel too plain and obvious? I’m not about to tell him 
‘damn boyy, makin this hunny wanna slurp.’ I’m not.” 



The honeymoon was over for Tyler and Bart, but everything was fine in the grand scheme. Bart was 
patient but more vocal with his requests of his boyfriend, which only echoed my own. Gradually, in 
place of Tyler’s somewhat desperate selfies were photos of cast readings from the film set, or shots 
of his hairdresser’s dog, or a sunset run on the pier with Bart in the frame: “Jogging and talking life 
with my best friend Bart,” it said. Every client presents a unique set of problems, and this had simply 
been one of Tyler Weiland’s. It was my job to notice progress, and to validate each of them 
accordingly. Even if it was as mundane as a supportive comment on an Instagram photo: “Jealous 
you went on a run in this brisk weather. Beautiful night though, and also jealous of your company. I 
love both of you guys!” Terribly, in fact. 

While it may be unfair to draw conclusions about somebody per his or her online presence, I think it’s 
an entirely rational way to approach dating. I was all the more excited to date Omar, seeing as he left 
no public trail of solicitation, or of any possible fourth-dimension baggage. For once I couldn’t draw 
any conclusions aside from actually spending time with him. “Why not just stop researching people 
online before you get to know them?” my dad asked over the phone. “Because I have to assume that 
he’s going to search for me,” I said. “And, since I’ve opted into these social networks, I carefully 
curate what it is people see, so I want to hold someone to that same standard.” “Then you’re guilty of 
it too,” Dad said. “You post what you WANT people to see.” “Of course I do,” I replied. “It’s not about 
IF someone does it. It’s HOW someone does it: who is the person he wants to be perceived as, and 
is there authenticity to it?” Dad cut me off: “I don’t envy your generation one bit.” 

E P I S O D E  3 1  

With pilot season in full swing, the phone was 
ringing nonstop. I had a few clients pursuing 
shows, and it entailed sending them out on 
numerous casting calls each week. This was like 
boot camp for some of the fresh faces, seeing as 
they would be rejected 20 times before that first 
callback—even some of the vets would face that 
as the TV networks bulked their lineup. With the 
added commotion, I rented a small office space in 
Fort Greene and hired my very first assistant. His 
name was William, and I let him keep it that way. 
And, like when I started out with Sam, William knew 
not one thing about the business. Of everyone I 
interviewed, his manners were best, and his 
gestures most sincere (he was from Wisconsin, 



after all). I’m not sure why I responded to that over the work experience that others would have 
provided. He reminded me of a kid who got a shot a few years back, and who was calling the shots 
now. 

William’s first couple weeks were frustrating yet promising. I had to explain ev-er-y-thing, though he 
rarely needed anything repeated. He was stellar on the phones, and I got numerous compliments 
about him from clients, agents, and casting directors alike. “Someone’s a proud papa,” said Peter at 
dinner, after I spent a good ten minutes boasting about William’s progress. “I just feel like he’s going 
to save my sanity,” I replied. The next day, William’s girlfriend Mara came by to say hello. “I’ve never 
seen William this happy since we moved to the city,” she said. “He says he found his ‘career job.'” 
“Mara, stop,” William blushed. “You don’t need to kiss his ass.” Mara turned back to me: “I know it’s 
early, but I owe you many thanks. It is a terrific pleasure to meet you.” 

“Sorry for Mara’s weird gratitude speech yesterday,” William said the following morning. “I thought it 
was so cute,” I replied. “I really appreciated it. She’s too sweet. And, it’s good to know you’re happy 
so far. I intend to keep it that way. I’m very happy with your work as well.” “Thanks,” he said, blushing 
more. “I took a lot of heat for quitting advertising, and for taking a pay cut. My parents were mad. 
Even her parents were mad. Everyone thinks I’m just grabbing at straws since I hated my last couple 
jobs, but I feel like I finally found something worth investing in. And Mara’s been the only supportive 
one.” “Thank God your girlfriend is the supportive one, right? Wouldn’t do much good if it was the 
bodega guy instead.” That got a small chuckle from him. “And, screw advertising,” I added. 
“Everyone in advertising in this town is miserable. Who wants to say New York made them 
miserable? I love this place too much to ever risk hating her.” 

While most of my clients were running around to casting calls, two of the rookies were happily under 
contract. Tyler was a couple weeks into filming “Peril,” and he gushed daily about the shoot, which 
was his first film (not to mention a blockbuster starring role). I was already getting calls about him 
doing more films, though we were going to be picky. As for my other rookie: Alexa Gordon texted me 
to say that Jessica Chastain had come down with mono. While I was sad for Ms. Chastain, it meant 
Alexa would graduate from understudy and make her Broadway debut. I got a ticket to that night’s 
show. Before the performance, everyone grumbled that the A-lister was ill. After curtain, their 
consensus: Alexa Gordon was going to be a star. 

I met Simon at his apartment before our routine let’s-catch-up dinner, which was preceded by some 
routine let’s-really-catch-up sex. Over Italian, we both shared our ongoing hurt for Sam’s death, and I 
told him about Omar. “I’m hoping for good things,” I said. “Shoot,” he replied. “Sounds like I might 
lose this privilege of your intimate company soon.” “Nobody’s rushing into anything,” I said. “He’s 
gotta earn it first.” “What’s ‘it’ that he’s got to earn?” Simon asked. I thought for a second: 
“Assurance. And, I totally realize it’s two ways. I’d be turned off if he wanted to just throw himself at 



me, too. I hope he’s out dining with his ex-lover right now also.” “Be careful what you wish for,” Simon 
advised. “Just… be careful.” 

An actor of James Thurston’s prestige doesn’t have to take whichever random pilot comes his way. 
Instead, his agent and I would send him scripts we liked, knowing that he wanted something that 
would last a few seasons. Unfortunately, the CW show we were sure of bagging had folded. We were 
searching for new options, and he liked a hospital drama from NBC. I called the casting director and 
expressed interest, and she said they would only consider him if he auditioned. James declined: 
“They know what I’m capable of,” he said. “Audition?! That’s so disrespectful to me. Do they want 
their show to get picked up or not?” “James, we’ve got more options, but please let the record show 
that you cut that last one loose,” I said. “From now on, you’ll do what’s needed.” James jumped in: 
“Need I remind you of my numerous honors and—” That’s when I hung up. This one needed re-
conditioning. 

I have no patience for people who are above earning their keep. James’ insistence that he was too 
prestigious to audition told me that he wasn’t hungry enough, that to him, his past opportunities 
automatically made him better than someone who was actively trying to get there. That’s not the type 
of client I was willing to fluff to casting directors and producers, and it told me that he would only 
make more unreasonable demands on set. I saw hints of it showing in Tyler already, and jumped 
quickly to stifle those. I felt especially protective of him, very responsible for his future. I think a lot of 
New Yorkers share my sentiment: we hustle every day, living on top of each other in expensive shoe 
boxes and with little to show. But it’s not about show: it’s about pride in oneself for having earned his 
or her securities. Gone is the ego, and strong are the heart and mind. 

E P I S O D E  3 2  

It seemed that Glassnote and Republic were going 
to make us similar offers. Bart was the first to realize 
my predicament with Dixon and Omar at their 
respective labels. “There’s only one right answer,” 
he said. “Let Joanie decide.” “But she’ll pick Dixon, 
for the same reason I’ll pick Omar.” “OK, maybe so,” 
Bart replied. “Then let her agent decide. After all, 
you can claim ignorance and defer to the agent’s 
expertise.” It did seem like the least controversial 
way out of this. I called Joanie’s agent Taryn and let 
her know she had the lead, which she took a little 
offensively (I guess she figured it was obvious). 
Lastly, I called Omar. I told him all of the additional 



things he would need to offer Joanie in order to get a definite “yes.” He said it would require 
buttering up some big execs, but that he thought it was all feasible since she was gaining so much 
steam. I didn’t feel bad for leveraging my connection. Relationships aside, it meant that our careers 
would benefit from the obvious decision. 

“Eric, Republic can get me an opening on Lorde’s entire tour,” Joanie said over the phone the next 
day. I could hear her voice crack, then the levee broke. Her sobs said that she couldn’t believe the 
position she was in. “How can I turn that down? And they said that they could get her on my album, 
plus I could get a feature on Eddie Vedder’s new album. They said he’s a fan. Eddie Vedder is a fan! 
And—all that plus an LP by late June, and a campaign for my new EP.” “And what about Glassnote?” 
I asked. Joanie hesitated: “An LP by January. An opening show for Mumford & Sons in Salt Lake 
City.” She trailed off. Glassnote’s offer was even less than Dixon had suggested. “Eric… Taryn says I 
should go with Republic. And it seems obvious. But what about Dixon?” “You’ve worked hard for this, 
Joanie. Throw this one hurdle in your way with Dixon, and I’m sure you two will work hard to get past 
it just fine.” This was far easier than I had imagined. 

Omar sent me a bouquet of lilies the next day: “Thanks for the help, xO,” said the note. I thought 
things turned out well, ultimately. Joanie got a sensational deal—artistically and financially—, plus a 
great signing bonus. It’s as if Glassnote never had the ammo to begin with, and as if my meeting 
Omar was supposed to happen just to elevate Joanie to her rightful platform. “I had to fight to get 
her all of that,” Omar told me. “But I think she is gonna be huge. I know she is. It’s a win across the 
board. And, although it goes without saying, I did it for you.” That was both flattering and a gut 
punch, because I’d hate for Joanie to know I was in bed with Republic like this. Also, this wasn’t a 
win for Joanie and Dixon: he was so embarrassed by the offer his team put together, to the point of 
not wanting to see Joanie for a few days. He did, however, send her a bouquet of roses, and an 
apology: “What’s best for you is best for us. Forgive me, my love.”  

Joanie and I went to Republic with Taryn the next day, making official their signing Saturant to the 
label. I mostly listened and let Taryn handle everything, trying to absorb as much music lingo as I 
could. It was one of those truly surreal moments, seeing one of my lifelong best friends autograph 
papers that validated years and years of rejection, persistence, and hard work. Republic seemed 
thrilled to have Joanie aboard, and best of all, Omar was there cheering the most. “We’ve got you in 
a South-By showcase in Austin in a few weeks, right off your EP release,” he told her. “Press 
announcement goes out this afternoon for all of this.” He kept looking at me, smiling. And Joanie 
noticed: “That Omar guy likes you, I think,” she said after the meeting. “You should ask him out. We 
could both date music guys, how cute would that be?” Given her blessing, I felt like an evil genius, 
with only the best intentions. 



“Would you gamble my relationship for your own benefit?” Bart asked me soon thereafter. “Seeing as 
my boyfriend’s career is in your hands, I think it’s justified that I ask.” He was right to call me out, but 
I wasn’t about to tell him that his boyfriend Tyler once contemplated dumping him, and that I had 
talked some sense into the kid. “Eric, can I be blunt?” he said. I nodded, yielding to whatever 
criticism I was about to receive. “You’re a sociopath sometimes. You did all that because you have a 
crush on Omar. Yet you aren’t even committed to him. You’re still sleeping around. So if it wasn’t for 
him, and it wasn’t foremost for Joanie, then what was the point?” “She got an incredible deal, Bart. 
Better than she would have without the side talk.” “You never had that foresight,” he snapped back. 
“You got lucky. You’re a shitty friend.” 

I wasn’t always a shitty friend. Or even a shitty person. I had a reliable moral compass for most of my 
life, and I still relied on it now and then. But there were a few notable slip-ups in the last couple 
years, after the compounding days of my New York eat-or-be-eaten outlook had finally altered my 
operating functions. Bart wasn’t one to preach about morality, but he had known me long enough to 
understand how and when I had changed. The thing was, I didn’t know if I wanted to change back. 
Every single day, I do what makes the most sense on that day, in each moment. Add those infinitive 
moments together and that’s what has shaped my decisions and motivators. If the result is that I am 
a callous man, then I need to be a confident callous man, since each decision along the way is or 
was the right one to 
make. Being a good friend has to sometimes—though hopefully rarely—take the backseat. 

I kept thinking of Sam’s envelope: “Eddy. My Eddy.” Sam had given me that name, and he had 
trained me to be like him—hard-nosed but confident—, although I hadn’t noticed the day-to-day 
changes. But because I felt hard-nosed now, it just made sense to label this persisting version of 
myself as “Eddy,” since it was under Sam that I felt most anxious, most pressured to succeed, most 
unlike the kid who grew up polite and humble in Kansas. Eddy prefers to move efficiently, to have 
few emotional attachments, to push and shove. Every 
day, he does what is best for business that day. There 
are some when I feel nothing like Eddy—such as the 
one I hired my assistant William—but the fact of the 
matter is this: I am changed. And embedded in this 
change are both my losses and gains, the lessons that 
are unique to me and give me my perspective. So, 
although I dropped the name Eddy outwardly, 
inwardly I was still him, and I saw no need to change 
that once more. 



E P I S O D E  3 3  

I went in for a routine health screening with my 
nurse Brenda. “Eric, how’s Peter this week?” she 
asked mid-blood draw. “Fine I think,” I said as I 
winced and looked the other direction. “Why do you 
ask?” “He called for a Zoloft prescription two weeks 
ago, and I also referred him to a therapist. You 
know, since he got laid off, and the whole thing 
about your boss dying and him getting arrested. 
Your life is so crazy! Oops, I drew two vials too 
much. I was distracted, sorry.” She was terrible at 
the whole patient privacy thing—and maybe the 
nursing thing too—, but I was grateful that Brenda 
tipped me off. I didn’t want Peter to go this alone, 
nor did I want to approach him without Bart, so I 
called my bearded buddy first. 

Work had been so hectic for me lately, and Omar was a welcome distraction in my free time. The 
same went for Bart: his nighttime work schedule had him sleeping at odd hours, plus he was trying 
to fit in time with his even busier boyfriend. We both cleared our schedules that night for Peter, and I 
invited my two best friends over for pizza. That’s when Bart and I told Peter that we had heard about 
his being laid off. It took darling Peter a minute to find his words: “Classic Brenda,” he said. “Who 
needs Facebook? I should just start using her to disseminate all of my life updates.” He paused 
again. “Sorry I didn’t tell you guys. You’ve both been so tunnel vision lately, and it seemed rude to 
bring you both down with my silly distractions.” He was too ashamed to make eye contact and 
fought for each word, seeming very defeated. 

“Eric, I didn’t want you to blame yourself for any of this either. I’m being hard enough on myself for 
what happened to Sam, and I know it’s weighing on you.” Peter was being very careful with his 
words, though it seemed he had rehearsed this a few times. “My boss finally got his wish—they gave 
him budget cuts and so he took out middle management. Or rather, just me. I got good severance, 
at least. So I’ve been laying low. I just have no idea what to do next. Maybe jump ship from 
publishing too, you know? I don’t really like that it exists almost wholly in New York. Maybe I don’t 
even want to be here my whole life. I should do something more universal, more adaptable.” I 
understood him there; I really felt like New York and LA were my two options with talent 
management. “Stick with us, Petey, please,” Bart said. “We’re your best friends, the best support 
system. Take your time and find new footing here. Yeah?” Now, no words from Peter. He hadn’t 
rehearsed this part. 



The evening ended on the cliffhanger of Peter contemplating an exit from New York. I didn’t take him 
too seriously; after all, this was his first real disruption in a while, aside from a breakup the year prior. 
“This is the only time I’ve hated New York,” he texted both of us before bed. Bart texted back: “Think 
of it as a relationship, you and NYC. It’s your first big fight, and you can’t jump ship. You’ve got to 
iron it out, add complexity to the relationship.” Then I chimed in: “And remind yourself what you love 
most about this place, and why it’s worth the worry.” Then, darling Peter texted a photo of the three 
of us. It was from the photobooth at Brooks Brothers near Union Square. We had all been shopping 
for ties in late 2012 and popped into the booth for some goofy photos. “This is what I love most 
about New York,” Peter wrote. “Thank you, boys.” 

I called Talia the next morning, wanting her two cents on everything. She was no stranger to hating 
and loving New York. “Poor Peter,” she said. “He’s in a fight that he will probably win, but he will lose 
it if he allows himself to.” “Well, it’s not like we move here with the intention of staying forever, right?” I 
asked. “Of course not,” Talia replied. “We go there to prove something to ourselves. We all came 
from nice nests, and abandoned that security to feel bigger and taller. Maybe he’s hit his ceiling. I 
suspect his ego is just deflated, though. Let’s assume it will pass. I regret every day that it never 
passed for me.” As we spoke, I stared out the window at the snow, rain, and slush. I prayed to God
—a lifeline I rarely ever took—for sun and high spirits, if only for darling Peter. 

Peter took a page out of my unemployment book, flying home to see his family and to clear his head 
and hopefully miss everything here in the meanwhile. I got a text from him on Day 2: “Miss Walnut 
Creek is not enjoying her homecoming tour. Overbearing Chinese mother won’t shut up about finding 
a new job. Gonna stay in the city for a couple days.” That made me nervous, because Peter loved 
San Francisco more than he loved putting on a pair of heels—and he had plenty of high school and 
college friends who could validate his presence there. “Operation smother darling Peter is in full 
effect,” I texted to Bart. “Time to play some major defense.” 

Ten restorative “look-how-lovely-life-is-in-San-Francisco” Instagrams later, Peter landed back in cold 
New York late one Saturday night. Aside from some maternal naggings, it seemed like he’d had the 
best time out west. This was why Bart, Tyler, Joanie, and I broke into his apartment with the spare 
key he had given me, awaiting his arrival. He shrieked upon entering, with the four of us standing 
there in full drag. Tyler called in a favor to a makeup artist, and we looked real goddamn fierce. We 
got Peter dolled up in his Miss Walnut Creek garments, and had our own five-person dance party in 
his studio. Thankfully it was a first floor unit, because four sets of heels and one pair of army boots 
made quite the commotion. We hardly said anything, leaving the words to the Rihannas and 
Madonnas. I caught darling Peter’s eyes during Beyoncé’s “End Of Time” and together, as we 
pushed the hair out of our faces, we mouthed the words: “I’ll be your baby // Promise not to let you 



go // Love you like crazy // Say you’ll never let me go // Say you’ll never let me go // Say you’ll never 
let me go.” 
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Client payouts were coming in. Finally, finally, I had 
financial breathing room. I was paying William a 
competitive salary, renting the small office space 
and my own apartment, and trying to build up my 
savings account to a somewhat respectable 
amount—I dreamt of it being five figures, and 
laughed at the thought of achieving this as I 
rounded 30. How far off it had felt since moving 
here. And finally, finally, I felt like an actual adult, 
like what I always thought I would feel at 25, and 
what a lot of my 30-year-old friends would have to 
wait another 10 years to feel. I was perfectly happy 
without money for many years, but how nice to 
finally get a taste of graduation, of security and 
good fortune. 

On the other end of the money spectrum, a jobless Peter was feeling the pinch. “I’ve got a decent 
cushion,” he assured me. “But it’s not like I’m in a hurry to burn through it. Trying to live off 
unemployment money really sucks, and it’s killing my dating life.” “Just say you’re a publishing 
consultant or something,” I told him. “Fake it. Everyone else is stretching the truth, too. I once dated 
a guy who said he was a merchandiser at Macy’s, and it took me four dates and two penetrations to 
realize he just kept the Herald Square bedding stocked.” Peter laughed: “And I bet you wouldn’t 
have dated him upfront if you knew he was a retail cashier,” he posited. “Totally false,” I said. “You’ll 
recall that others took a chance on me when I was less presentable on paper…and in real life.” 
“Yeah right, I can’t fathom you bringing some retail pup to the premiere of a J.J. Abrams movie. 
Status is important to everyone here, which is why I feel like shit.” 

Until recently, I had only just gotten by in New York. Any raise I received got me something small: a 
couple guilt-free taxis home at 3am, slightly higher payments on my credit card, or keeping up with 
any rent increases. A raise doesn’t make you richer, it makes you less desperate. I’ve always seen 
New York as a game where I’m competing with wealthy people like Simon. Not for jobs, but for 
housing and quality of life. My incremental steps ahead were never steps ahead at all; they only 
meant I was falling behind less rapidly than I was the day prior, because the richest people—paired 
with the sheer volume of all the city’s residents—kept driving up the cost of living. I could always 



swap my solo apartment in Prospect Heights for a shared bedroom in Bushwick if I truly wanted to 
save money. But a fruitful, gratifying life for most New Yorkers has little to do with how well you save 
money. Instead, it’s got everything to do with how smartly and you spend it. 

I wondered what would change most quickly now that I had some extra income. I didn’t want to 
upgrade my wardrobe or hire a personal trainer or go to a trendier barbershop. Instead, I fantasized 
about all the conveniences I would start using—things like grocery deliveries, laundry drop-offs, and 
(yet again) more frequent late-night taxis. All of these would make my life easier and just… save 
time. That’s how I saw it: I could spend money to save time. No more picking up my take-out food at 
11pm; I would pay for delivery fees. I would abandon the piece-of-shit R train and take a hiked-fare 
Uber if it meant getting home without stress or strain. I wouldn’t miss the two-hour shifts at Laundry 
City as I waited for my clothes to wash and dry; I would hire that out, too. Instead of dollar signs in 
my eyes, I had little hourglasses, and I could see them turning over to give me added hours in each 
week—for sleeping or television or reading or scratching my butt. It all seemed like a victorious, 
lavish upgrade, and money smartly spent. 

Bart and Tyler were discussing moving in together in April. Bart was spending most of his evenings 
at Tyler’s Chelsea apartment (where Tyler lived alone), and it made sense to consolidate. Peter and I 
were sad that he would likely leave Brooklyn for the city, and Bart himself was especially torn: “Life is 
so good here. I wish Tyler could move to Brooklyn, and so does he, but his call times for work are so 
early or they wrap so late, you know? And I get out of work so late. It just… seems smart to live 
closer to it all. And to save time lost on commuting to see each other. God, six months ago I’d have 
laughed if you told me I’d ever be in this predicament.” Then, under his breath: “It’s really just about 
money, to try and get ahead of my debt, maybe save some pennies so I don’t have to rely on my 22-
year-old sugar daddy in other departments.” 

For my entire life, the idea of investing money seemed like an obvious measure, yet it was a foreign 
language. If I knew how to gamble my extra dollars for guaranteed returns, I would certainly do so. 
My major hurdle was the often-said “you need to have money to make money,” which didn’t exactly 
apply to me. “Don’t worry, Eric,” Dad told me. “Mom and I put some away, and I’m still saving more. 
You’ll get it after I die.” I felt bad that Dad automatically assigned his earnings to benefit me and not 
him. I asked him to instead just teach me how to invest. “I’d be honored, buddy. But it doesn’t 
change the fact that you’re getting my money one day. I don’t need it.” In a weird way, I felt like my 
father had crossed some sort of line: of course I would inherit his earnings when he was gone. But it 
felt like charity how he phrased it, as if I didn’t need to be aggressive and responsible, because I 
had some sort of safety net for any fall. I blocked it from my mind: no cushions below me, only 
concrete. 



“If a guy has money, are you more attracted to him?” Peter asked one night. “Well, money isn’t 
unattractive,” I replied. “It implies security. But it depends on how he got it. Like Simon, he earned it 
himself. I thought that was so sexy.” “Right,” Peter replied. “But when a 24-year-old editorial assistant 
has his own 1-bedroom in Gramercy…” I finished Peter’s sentence: “…He finds you unattractive for 
being 30 and living with two roommates in Prospect Heights?” “And unemployed,” Peter added, 
understandably still hung up on the matter. I admired that he was trying to date in the middle of a 
professional identity crisis, and even gambling on 24-year olds who “spent” more on rent than they 
made in a month. “I’ve worked every day of my adult life,” he continued. “But here, output doesn’t 
match the input. Have you ever ridden the train at 6am? Lots of those commuters are on their way to 
12-hour blue-collar work days from the periphery of Brooklyn. Laboring longer, commuting further, 
supporting families. This city is all they know; they’d never think to leave. I, however, am tired of 
pretending my pampered, unrealistic version of happiness is possible here.” 
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Pilot season was ending, and James Thurston was 
still without a contract. “Eric, I came to you 
because you made it very clear that we could land 
something.” “Yes, and that requires a little humility 
on your behalf,” I said. “You’ve either got an issue 
with the way a role is written, or you want more 
money, or you refuse to audition and assume they’ll 
hand you the part.” His response was cowardly: 
“Sam always got me out of auditions.” I snapped: 
“Well your career will end up just like his if you 
don’t get with the program.” That was an equally 
awful thing to say, and we both paused for a few 
moments. “James, this isn’t your first lap around 
the track. We’ll be fine, even if we come up empty 
handed without some cruddy TBS pilot.” We hung 

up, and I turned to Joanie, who was sitting beside me in the airport terminal. We were Austin-bound 
for South by Southwest. “Trouble in TV Land?” she asked. I let out an exasperated sigh: “Please 
never expect royal treatment, Joanie. Because you won’t get it from me.” 

This was a big week for Joanie: she was playing a hyped-up set at SXSW to help launch her second 
EP. We teased it online with the lead single “People I Trust More Than You,” a cheeky but brooding 
breakup song that gave her a little synth-pop crossover appeal. Her new publicist Claire had 
arranged more than a dozen interviews in Austin, and we would announce her supporting the Lorde 



tour with Billboard to cap the week. My poor assistant William was manning the office all by himself 
back in New York, forwarding endless calls and emails and messages about Joanie and my actor 
clients alike. It was good trial-by-fire exposure for him, though it kept me somewhat distracted from 
the action right in front of me. “Eric. Eric!” Joanie elbowed me during a business dinner as I was lost 
in my email inbox. Then, a hushed aside: “You could probably afford to learn a few things about 
music. Pay attention.” 

Omar and a few Republic people joined us in Austin the day the Saturant EP dropped. Omar lied to 
his travel coordinator and said he would be staying with friends, but really he was with me in my 
hotel room. This was awkward when we ran into Dixon and Joanie in the lobby—Dixon and Omar 
knew one another, and Dixon recoiled a bit when Omar said “We’re so excited to rep your girlfriend. 
She’s our next superstar, I know it.” Poor Joanie was especially in the middle of it all, excited by this 
speak but sensitive to the fact that Dixon’s label had tried signing her, too. As Omar and I left, we 
heard Dixon say to her under his breath: “Don’t you think they got cozy really fast?” Then, Omar to 
me: “I feel kind of bad for him, don’t you? I hear his role at Glassnote has been in flux and they 
needed him to land this deal. We stopped him from signing his own girlfriend…!” 

The release show for Saturant’s EP “Fade to Gray” was one of the festival’s centerpiece draws. Half 
of Williamsburg must have flown down to Austin as I recognized every third person from her other 
shows, and Brooklyn’s gay bars. I also saw a few celebrities—Penn Badgley, Greta Gerwig, Mo 
Rocca, Liv Tyler, and that unimpressed gymnast from the 2012 Olympics, though she seemed to be 
enjoying herself quite a bit, erupting in cheers as Joanie sang “Kansas.” I noticed Dixon in the 
crowd, mingling with a few friends. Since Omar wasn’t with me, I waved and started inching that 
way. He subtly shook his head and then cold-shouldered me as Joanie sang the first few lines of her 
new single: “My loser high school boyfriend who cheated on me // The man with binoculars outside 
my rearview // A very pregnant woman in a very liquor store // Just a few of the people I trust more 
than you.” 

I got a call from my client Alexa the next day: she had been upgraded from understudy to lead in her 
Broadway play. Lucky for her, Jessica Chastain was leaving to pursue new projects. Alexa was 
dropping her agent and wanted me to handle all negotiations, which were happening that day. It 
was the same day as Joanie’s big press push in Austin, and since her publicist and agent seemed to 
have everything under control, I politely excused myself so that I could help Alexa. At least Joanie 
understood: “Eric, do what you have to do. I know you need to prioritize certain things on certain 
days. We’ll be fine.” Alexa was so giddy on the phone, and I regret that I couldn’t be fully excited in 
that moment. I really just wanted to be with Joanie to show my support. Not as a manager, but as her 
best friend. 



We toasted champagne and seltzer that night to celebrate the big week. The new Saturant single 
was charting on a few pop and indie lists, and the Lorde tour announcement gave us a huge 
impression. “Saturant is a household name by summer,” Taryn predicted, as Joanie blushed from 
flattery and alcohol both. I was chatting with a producer by the bar, watching Omar from across the 
room and smiling. Then I overheard a conversation beside me between two clearly-Los-Angeleno 
gays: “There’s Omar. The Republic guy I told you about.” “Oh, right. He’s hot, for sure. When are you 
two going out?” “Tomorrow night. He said he has friends in town tonight, but tomorrow he’s gonna 
stay at my hotel.” I rolled my eyes—tonight was my last night in Austin. I was evidently Omar’s 
“friends in town.” 

I slipped outside to text Peter and Bart for advice. Peter must have been preoccupied, but Bart was 
fast to reply: “You and Omar haven’t established anything yet. Plus, you’re still sleeping with Simon. 
And haven’t there been others?” He was right. I couldn’t hold anything against Omar. For all I knew, 
we could get tired of one another in a week, and he would have lost a perfectly good chance to 
enjoy the company of that handsome guy from Los Angeles. A few hours later, a couple texts from 
Peter trickled in: “You can’t trust anyone these days. Just trust yourself, E. And us. And a very 
pregnant woman in a very liquor store.” Then, from Bart: “Peter’s here with me. He’s drunk. We love 
you. Go lay Omar to bed and have fun. You like him a lot and he likes you. Just trust in that. xx” 
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Just as I still thought of Sam at every turn, I also 
kept Jack top of mind—which is why my heart was 
guarded. My former lover had left two major 
impressions on me: first, he proved what I could 
feel toward another human being. He unlocked in 
me that standard of passion I had read about or 
seen in films, and which I now expected my next 
significant mate to exceed. As such, he also gave 
me a fear of committing myself to anyone who 
could raise the bar as high or higher, because what 
a letdown it was to have such a large space 
evacuated and hollowed. That void would be hard 
to replace with one person, so in theory it seemed 
safer—for the heart and mind—to replace with 
quantity. 



Since meeting Omar, I had been with three other men. There was Simon, of course, with his 
cautionary tales despite still inviting me over. I averaged one night a week with him, even updating 
him routinely on my relationship with Omar. We were both fully aware that our shacking would stop at 
any exclusivity agreement with O. Then there were two others—via Tinder and Scruff—which I 
justified as “contrast to Omar” just to assure myself that I found my steadiest man most attractive. I 
proceeded this way fully assuming Omar was doing the same. I had evidence, after all, and most 
curious to me was that I wasn’t jealous of his outside pursuits; I knew I liked him more than anyone 
else—far more—but it felt really empowering that we kept coming back to one another after each 
and every distraction. To me, that felt like the healthiest foundation for eventual exclusivity. 

I had a difficult time articulating the benefits of my situation to everyone, even Bart and Peter. My 
friends all seemed pro-Omar (Bart even called himself “promar”), and I gathered that they all felt like 
I was stuck in some repressed sexual state, that I had intimacy issues carrying over from my distrust 
of Jack. My Skype catch-up with Talia went down this path: her perspective was tainted by the fact 
that she was now in a very serious relationship in Kansas, inching daily toward the life her parents 
always imagined for her. She even sounded more like her mother each day, practically quoting the 
words she used to hate hearing: “You’re almost 30, Eric. So why are you acting like you’re 22? Do 
you want a life alone or not? Stop thinking with your penis.” Though, to be fair, Talia’s mother never 
once accused Talia of thinking with her penis. 

This whole situation did have me wondering what lasting effects Jack might have on me. Could 
Omar—or anyone else, really—still sneak in, help me turn off distractions, and build something 
significant? Or was this the beginning of my permanent self expectations for dating? I Carrie 
Bradshawed on the idea for a few weeks, landing on the fact that this was all circumstantial to the 
recent events in my life. Each meeting with Omar was, effectively, just as passionate as any I had 
had with Jack. The void was filling, and I suspected our exclusivity discussion was somewhat near. I 
would happily commit myself to him, too. However, since that discussion had yet to occur, I wanted 
to fit in as many extracurricular pursuits as I could in the meantime. 

I opened Scruff one night while walking home from Fort Greene. There, a message from a cute 30-
something couple: “Hey stud. Hosting here. Unlocked our photos for you.” I thumbed through their 
album, excited at the idea of being with both handsome men. I took the bait, and rerouted myself to 
their place. They had a cute brownstone apartment, though I’d have expected the double income to 
permit slightly nicer bedsheets and curtains. I realized quickly that one of them wanted me there 
more than the other. During our post-coital tea dialogue, I asked how long they had been open. 
“About seven years now, out of our eight together,” said the taller one, Miguel (who had been less 
interested in me). “But we only play together,” said Alan, the shorter and beefier. “That way we’re 
always on the same page.” It hadn’t seemed that way. 



Omar texted me that night, asking me to stay over. I showered very thoroughly to remove any 
remnants of Miguel and Alan. I felt cheap and dishonest as I trekked to his apartment, knowing he 
would want intimacy and I had just expended it all onto two strangers. I covered by ordering Indian 
food and picking it up en route. “I’m starving,” I told him as I settled in. “Let’s eat now. Oh, but should 
we fool around before we get full—or maybe we do it in the morning?” Omar smiled: “Food now, sex 
tomorrow,” he said. I thought to myself “You’re such a genius” as he grabbed plates and silverware. I 
stepped into the restroom to wash up, looking at my reflection as I finished. That’s when reality sank 
in: I really hated myself in that moment. 

“Handsome, are you doing ok?” Omar pried before bed. “You’ve felt a little distant since you got 
here.” I was a terrible actor, and figured it best to just rip off the bandaid and address our 
relationship status. So, I propped myself up and took his hand: “I’ve loved every second with you,” I 
told him. “And I have to admit, I’ve been seeing a few other people since you and I met, but I’m just 
curious if you think that we’re going down a road where maybe I can stop seeing other people. Like, 
where maybe we only…see one another?” He seemed flattered, and took a few seconds to process 
my words. “I think we’re on that path,” he said. “But I don’t think I’m ready to be exclusive for a while. 
Sounds like you’ll be just fine too if we keep taking it slow?” 
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With his lease expiring a few days later, Bart moved 
his things into Tyler’s apartment over the weekend. 
They were braving the next step, and Brooklyn was 
losing one of its best guys to the mad island. You’d 
have thought he was moving out of the country by 
our behavior: before the afternoon move, we shared 
one final workout on Flatbush, one last bagel on 
Vanderbilt, one more stroll down Eastern Parkway 
into Grand Army Plaza and upon Prospect Park. 
“Barty, it’s all still here, whenever you need it,” Tyler 
told him. “I don’t understand why you’re so 
nostalgic moving just five miles away.” After we 
packed up his things and said our tearful goodbye, 
I walked very slowly down Park Place, looking at 
each earth-tone row house and soaking up the 

silence. I hated whichever future version of myself would decide to leave this behind. 

Most days, I was in a Brooklyn holding pattern: I would walk half a mile between my home in 
Prospect Heights and my office in Fort Greene. I sometimes avoided Manhattan for a week at a time, 



breaking only for business lunches or an overnight at Simon’s. Now with Bart in Manhattan, Peter 
and I would likely find ourselves taking frequent social commutes. “It sucks he had to move to 
Chelsea specifically,” Peter commented on one such Q-train ride into the city. “Do you think he’ll turn 
tacky and wear really ugly jeans and eat at Cafeteria or Elmo?” We both laughed at the thought of 
him assimilating to the 8th Avenue scene. However, our jokes of Bart changing were soon turned to 
genuine concern: we arrived at his apartment and he greeted us at the door, freshly shaven. “Why. 
The hell. Would you shave. Your beard?” Peter shrieked. “Your beautiful. Perfect. Beard…!” 

“The move just felt like the right time to change things up,” Bart said. “You know, like how some 
women dye their hair or cut it really short after a breakup. Or like how Joanie did the same thing 
when she became Saturant. Transitions are good for these types of things. Plus, I can’t stand one 
more New York summer with a nest on my face. The rest of me gets sweaty enough.” My shock was 
mostly for show, but Peter seemed genuinely angry: “Some of us can hardly grow four dots of 
stubble and yet you’ve got this gift, and you just…throw it away.” Bart laughed: “I didn’t know our 
friendship was so conditional. I guess Manhattan has really changed me.” He excused himself to the 
restroom, and Peter threw me a disgusted look as he mouthed the words “What the hell?” Then Bart, 
from the bathroom: “I can hear you, baby face.” 

There was one more noticeable difference following Bart’s move: He was spending more time with 
Tyler’s friends. The film shoot was wrapping for an expedient summer turnaround, and Tyler was 
freed up to see all of his college pals who had migrated to the city for their own shot at acting. “I 
have to admit, I feel like I am aging backwards,” said Bart. “Not only am I surrounded by 50-year-old 
Chelsea men who act 22, I’m surrounded by 22-year-old boys and girls who act 22.” I noticed Tyler 
would tag along less frequently with all three of us, too, which Bart chalked up to “Just him 
embracing being young, and maybe keeping a slightly bigger professional separation between 
client and manager. But don’t worry, he still loves you.” Yeah, enough to promise all of his punk 
friends that I would manage them. His recent distance was probably a result of my rejecting every 
goddamn one of them. 

Manhattan was a happier place for me for the time being. Back home in Brooklyn, it seemed like 
everyone was licking their wounds—myself included. I was still seeing Omar, but with slight 
reservations given his hesitation to my exclusivity proposal. I didn’t mind the freedom to still hook up 
with other men at my free will, but by no means was it a victory for our union. Peter was buckled 
down on his expenses (“Thank God my two best friends are sober! I’m going dry for a while, too.”) 
and Joanie was feeling pressured by Dixon’s request to move in with her after just a couple months. 
“It’s a good thing I really love him,” she said. “He’s got this way about him, I just can’t say ‘no’ to 
anything he suggests.” Her tiny studio would be so cramped with both of them there; she had me 
feeling very grateful for my unattached status. 



“Someone’s been spending lots of time in Manhattan lately,” Simon said at one of our overnight 
hangouts. “Yes, but it’s an empowered decision,” I responded defiantly. I certainly wouldn’t admit to 
him that Manhattan was finally charming me. “You’re as much of a borough snob as I am,” he would 
always say; I was happy to avoid any more of that conversation for the evening. Our night was 
instead taking an adventurous turn after He proposed inviting a third person—to be determined by 
Grindr—to join us. I kind of like the idea, so we opened the app and started browsing. We were 
courting a prospect, but then the guy ruined the mood: “Can I sleep over after? Since I live in Jersey 
City,” he asked. Simon and I looked at each other. I turned off my phone; it would be just the two of 
us tonight. Not because of the proposed sleepover, either. I mean, Jersey City? No. 

Whenever I was at home or work in Brooklyn, everything still felt cozy and safe. I did begin to 
wonder how sustainable it would be having my desk so far away from every agency, casting office, 
and theater. For the time being, it felt perfectly fine; I trusted that I would know when it was most 
appropriate to uproot the office or even my own apartment. I felt a weird allegiance to Brooklyn, 
though. The idea of leaving it for Manhattan felt very LeBron-going-to-Miami. If I was going to sell 
out, I may as well move to sunny and more-for-my-money LA, not bleak, traffic-jammed Manhattan. 
Brooklyn—and specifically the Prospect Heights neighborhood—had given me the escape I needed 
from being Eddy. Brooklyn was where I was Eric, where I felt like the grown-up version of my 
childhood self instead of someone completely off target. I wanted to stay loyal to Prospect Heights 
for the same reason I wanted to help Sam after he tried sabotaging me: you must never turn your 
back on the thing to which you owe your success. 

E P I S O D E  3 8  

Facebook was kind enough to alert me of Jack’s 
updated relationship status one Sunday morning: 
In a Relationship with Rob Finnegan. Through my 
occasional cyber stalkings, I had noticed the two of 
them hanging out, suspecting it was a more-than-
friends thing, and now I had proof. Rob was 
handsome, though it looked like he should have 
had braces but never did, or that he shopped 
exclusively from J. Crew Factory. Generic, if you 
ask me. But otherwise he seemed fine. Well, 
actually, he looked a lot like me, with worse teeth 
and a lessened sense of individualism. I “liked” the 
status update just so Jack knew I knew. So he 
would think “Oh, the person who recently rejected 
me is noticing my consolation prize.” 



Just two minutes after my acknowledgment, Jack messaged me: “Ha, I figured you would see that I 
changed my relationship status. Hope you’re well, and that you’re sharing your company with some 
sweet and very lucky man.” I contemplated, then replied: “All is well, thanks. Yeah, seeing a great 
guy. Works in music too. Rob looks cute. How’d you meet?” “OK Cupid,” he typed. “I really wanted a 
boyfriend after we ended things. Was sad it didn’t work with us, but Rob is really awesome. So funny, 
and smart. He does cancer research.” I didn’t actually care to know this much about Rob—though 
he sounded like a catch—, but mostly felt an odd satisfaction about Jack disclosing it all to me. The 
messaging app told me he was typing something, and I watched the notification come and go, as if 
he was drafting it but then deleting it, over and over. Then finally: “Maybe I’ll get to see you around, 
Eric. I’ve changed, I hope you know that.” 

I went out with Omar and his friends, making a conscious effort to intertwine our lives and perhaps 
finally pin him down. It seemed like the best way to “work on the relationship” seeing as we had both 
expressed interest in growing it. This was the first time I was meeting his closest buddies Nathan 
and Raj—his idea to do so—and they were very inclusive all evening. Their trio was getting a little 
tipsy, and I asked Omar to slow down since I knew it would save me the pain of watching after him. 
Three beers later, he sprawled backwards across my lap in our cab home. He started mumbling 
something as he fell asleep: “Isn’t Eric nice? He’s nice.” It was cute. I chuckled: “Yeah, Eric’s a nice 
guy. Do you want to be his boyfriend?” He smirked: “Maybe. He’s nice. And I like having sex with 
him. But I like having sex with you more.” My ears perked. “Who, me?” “Yes you, Nathan. Silly. Like 
before dinner tonight. Silly Nathan.” 

“How many chances do I give him?” I practically yelled at Peter over breakfast. “He’s clearly 
sleeping around. And so am I, but half the reason I’m still doing it is because I know he’s doing it, 
and I’m not about to cuckold myself like I did with Jack.” “Well, maybe it’s time to give him an 
ultimatum?” Peter said. Omar was away for work, and Peter proposed bringing it up upon his return. 
“For your peace of mind, if nothing else,” he added. “Honestly, it sounds like you’d be fine without 
him. Which is a good sign, I think. You were crazy about him, but you gave it time and energy and 
kept dating other guys and you’re slowly arriving at the conclusion that he may not be ready. No 
need to chase him then, right? I don’t think he’s going to change for you.” Maybe he wouldn’t, but I 
knew someone who would. Someone who had, in fact. 

Jack opened his door slowly, the same adorable way he always had when we dated. There was the 
familiar, slow creaking noise, and he peeked his face through the opening, raising one eyebrow as if 
to say “I’ve been expecting you, my concubine.” He seemed different, though, once I was inside. 
Nervous, even. “I never thought you’d come back here,” he said. “Me either, Jack.” We talked for a 
few minutes, about work, about family, and about his boyfriend Rob. After the topic had simmered, I 
pinned him on the bed, looked him in the eyes, and asked him if Rob was a top or a bottom. Jack 



stared back, panicked and thrilled. “He’s a bottom,” Jack said. “Then I hope he won’t mind what I’m 
about to do,” I replied. 

“Cheating on someone who has committed himself to you,” I said to Jack as we dressed. “You 
haven’t changed at all. You were never loyal to me either, although, to be fair, you never promised to 
be.” Jack sat on the bed quietly. I could tell he was very upset with himself once the coital high was 
gone. “Why would you say that? You’re the one who contacted me. This meant a lot to me, and now 
suddenly it feels like it was for nothing but to risk my relationship. Maybe I haven’t changed, Eric. But 
you’ve changed a lot. Only not in a good way.” 

Omar and I had plans to get bagels and go for a run around Prospect Park, and I was going to 
present him with my ultimatum. He had landed from his work trip before dinner the night before, so I 
was forgiving of his sleeping in a little late. I made coffee and downloaded the Times, but checked 
Instagram before reading the news. I noticed that Jack posted a photo; it showed Rob at a 
restaurant, holding up an empty dish. “Bae cleared his plate, time for seconds. #bottomlessbrunch”, 
it said. My thumb hovered over the “Like” button, unsure of whether or not to acknowledge it, to send 
Jack some subtle cue that I was present in his life. Just as I was ready to click it, a text from Omar 
came through: “Crashed at Nathan’s house since it’s closer to Newark. Will probably do breakfast 
with him in the city. Maybe see you later? Sorry babe.” I sat there, angry and hurt, wondering if the 
current would ever send me ashore. I re-opened Instagram, found Jack’s profile, and unfollowed 
him. No need to drag him further downstream with me. 

E P I S O D E  3 9  

“I wrote a new song for the LP! One of my favorites 
yet,” Joanie texted me. It was always exciting to hear 
Joanie’s new stuff, but since she rarely boasted 
about her own songwriting, I knew this one must be 
special. She called it “Off Script” and posited that it 
could be a lead single, should Republic agree. “It’s 
about things not going to plan, trusting your gut 
when the wind changes. Kind of aligns with my 
outlook these days, since all this seems to have 
happened out of nowhere, whereas I used to try and 
plot everything to the last detail,” she added. “I 
recorded a lil demo, too. Remind me to send it to 
you.” Then, the next morning, another text: “Dixon 
was fired from Glassnote. :( “ 



The speculation was true: Dixon had been in hot water at Glassnote, and he wasn’t generating 
enough new business to justify staying around. A lot had been riding on him securing Saturant for 
their roster, which of course fell through after Omar and Republic came in with a much more 
impressive offer. Dixon’s boss had been as brash to say “If you can’t even land your own girlfriend, 
then I think it’s time for us to part ways.” Now he was grabbing at air, emailing every reliable music 
contact he had in this town. He even emailed Omar, who in turn promised to cast a net, to try and 
help. “It’s the least I can do, right?” Omar texted. (He was still away for business, further delaying my 
ultimatum proposition.) “I kind of feel like we broke the camel’s back here. I’ll see what I can do.” 

Peter was still looking for work, too. Bart was able to give him some bartending shifts during 
concerts—and paid him in cash, to avoid compromising any unemployment benefits—but the career 
search was coming up dry. “I feel like I have asked everyone for help already, without seeming too 
desperate,” Peter said. “Yet I’m definitely desperate. The big problem is that I’d probably say ‘yes’ to 
the first half-decent offer anyone gives me, and in any industry. It’s all just as well, isn’t it, when you 
don’t care what it is you do, so long as you stay afloat and preserve all the happy parts of your life? I 
actually kind of envy Dixon’s position right now; he’s forcing himself to look within the music industry, 
needing to justify the foundation he’s built. And maybe that’s an easier existence. I certainly feel 
opposite about a life in publishing. I hate that having a secure and linear future feels so dictated by a 
career decision I made in my early 20s.” 

I woke up on April 15 to texts from all my best friends: “Happy Jackie Robinson Joins the Majors 
Day!” said Bart. “Happy 103rd Anniversary of the Titanic Sinking!” said Peter. Then Talia: “Sad 150th 
Anniversary of Lincoln Dying. Womp womp.” And Joanie’s turn: “Happy Birthday Emmas Watson 
and Thompson!!” I sat up in bed, laughing at them all. It was my 30th birthday, and for some odd 
reason this had become their tradition each year—to wish me a happy day without ever saying 
“Happy Birthday.” I chuckled again as I re-read each one, wondering how the hell I ended up here, 
in this Prospect Heights garden studio, with this as my reality, self-employed and with the best 
friends I had ever known. Nothing at 30 was what I imagined it would be during those first 29 years. 
Yet here I was: Confident. Evolved. Happy when I allowed myself. A few minutes later, I got a call 
from Dad: “I always knew you’d turn out OK, Eric. All part of your mom’s and my plan. Happy 
birthday, Bub.” 

Omar was acting dodgy and I sensed our demise was imminent. However, that charmer Simon 
ventured to Prospect Heights so we could eat at my favorite restaurant for my birthday. We retired to 
my apartment, which I realized was the first time we had ever done so in our eight months of 
whatever-this-was. That alone got him the dessert he wanted, and it also meant I got to take him out 
for bagels the next morning. He departed for the city thereafter, and I worked only half the day. I 
wondered what was holding me from committing myself to Simon, when here I was spending so 
much time wasting energy and emotion on Omar, my Jack 2.0. The more I thought about it, Simon 



was my idea of a Man: intentional, vocal, transparent. What I saw was what I got, and I couldn’t find 
that in anyone my age. I had a lot of my own maturing to do, but Simon was the definite standard, 
and perhaps the best gift I got in my 30th year of life. 

I was walking through Greenwich Village on Saturday and remembered that I hadn’t yet heard 
Joanie’s new song. I texted her: “Send me a demo of ‘Off Script,’ already. The suspense is killing 
me!” Then my phone rang—Joanie was calling. She wanted to meet up, so she came into the city 
since I was going to Tyler and Bart’s apartment soon. We met in Washington Square Park, and she 
looked ethereal with her slicked-back hair and leather jacket as she walked towards my bench. She 
was quick with her news: Dixon had been hired at Red Light Management—thanks to an introduction 
and endorsement Omar provided—and would be taking on new clients as a manager. With her 
agent Taryn’s encouragement, Joanie would be leaving me and joining Dixon’s roster. I said nothing. 
I couldn’t even look at her. I imagine she looked just as celestial as she disappeared into the 
concrete framework, taking with her all the color from my world. 

An hour must have passed before my brain and body reconnected. I just sat there, frozen on the 
bench as the sun crept west toward New Jersey. I canceled my plans with Tyler and Bart, walking 
instead to the subway station at 8th Street. The R train came first, which had been my hope; I 
wanted a long, rickety ride back home. I checked my email before the train came to a stop, and 
there was a response from Joanie, sent before we had met—and she attached the demo of her 
newest song. Although I knew better than to salt my wounds, I put in my earbuds and listened. Then, 
in her sultry low register, my lifelong friend sang to me: “This wasn’t what we planned // For our life 
together // I’m going off script // I’m breaking your heart // I’m going off script // I’m tearing our future 
apart.” 

E P I S O D E  4 0  

It’s like I fell into my own trap, and it confused me to 
think of the series of events leading up to this: Because 
I was sleeping with Omar, I had pulled strings to help 
him sign Joanie to Republic. It benefited all three of us, 
but it in turn lost Dixon his job at Glassnote, since he 
had failed to sign the lowest hanging fruit (his own 
girlfriend). Then, per his guilty conscience, Omar 
helped Dixon find a new job—he landed one in talent 
management—and Dixon then took Joanie off my 
roster. I kept stepping it through my mind, trying to 
gauge where I could have intervened. I still didn’t feel 
bad about getting Joanie in at Republic because it was 



best for her career. But now Joanie was gone. There was no warning, no “I’m thinking of leaving you 
since you don’t know as much about music but thanks for getting my career started and supporting 
me for my entire life, especially these last few years where I was desperate and depressed and 
didn’t even trust myself.” Nothing. 

And nothing from Omar, either. I figured I would let him reach out, since any effort on my end would 
seem like a cry for explanation, for apology, for solace. I was too proud to do that, and too hurt to 
salt any wounds. But all I wanted was an explanation, an apology, some solace. I tried imagining 
what he must be thinking of me right now: “Poor Eric. He never meant for this to happen. Nor did I. I 
should see how he’s taking it, especially since I came out ahead, and since we’ve been sleeping 
together for a couple months now. That seems like the right thing to do.” But who was I to expect this 
from Omar, to assume that any of us was keen on doing the right thing? It felt like a really cowardly 
way to let things end, with me sinking slowly—and then totally—out of his view. 

Of course, I wasn’t going to be hurting for work. I had plenty of actor clients who were doing fine, but 
this was my first taste of having someone leave my care, and I found myself wondering which of my 
clients saw me as a stepping stone as opposed to indispensable. “Eric, your work will be defined by 
the careers you launch,” Simon reminded me over dinner. “More than it will be by the careers you 
merely sustain. Joanie is the first of many breakups, many heartaches.” Simon asked me to stay over
—per the usual plan—but I had no energy, much less any libido. I kissed him goodnight, and I 
suddenly knew in that moment that this was also our goodbye as lovers. I think he felt it, too. Our 
bowed heads stayed pressed together for a few seconds as I thought to myself that I would rather 
be alone than be with him casually, or anyone. We didn’t say anything as I left. Addressing it would 
only be another hurt. 

“What should I tell people who contact us about Saturant?” William inquired. We were getting emails 
and calls regarding Joanie still, even though Red Light had issued an announcement about her 
management shift. “They’ll figure it out,” I told William. “I don’t want to say anything. That was always 
our practice at Sam’s office. If a client leaves the manager, you just say we no longer represent that 
artist.” “But, like, why can’t I just tell them that she’s with Red Light now?” “No. They took her. They’ve 
got to deal with the transition, not us.” “Seems like it would be easy to tell them that she’s with Red 
Light,” he argued. “William,” I said sternly, commanding his attention, if not stirring a bit of fear. “You 
are to say nothing. We will not be discussing it anymore, thank you.” I knew that, to him, this rule 
seemed absurd, if not unprofessional. But to me, everything was still too personal, and I needed time 
to forgive Joanie. 

I read in Variety one Thursday morning that JK Simmons had vacated a much-buzzed-about 
comedy pilot on Netflix. The casting director was looking to replace him immediately, so I phoned 
her after confirming James Thurston’s interest. I spent ten minutes arguing James’ case, and an hour 



later she called me to offer him the part—no audition needed. I spun around in my swivel chair, 
twinkling my toes inside my sneakers. Then I called James to tell him the good news. He was elated, 
nearly in tears: “First of all, Eric, I’ll hold my tongue regarding my needing no audition. More 
importantly, I don’t know what to say to express my gratitude. You promised to find me something, 
but this is far more than I expected.” “Don’t say anything, James. Except maybe just remind me that 
I’m good at my job.” I was half serious in my request. “You’re bloody great at your job, Mr. Condor, 
and that even goes without saying.” 

Talia called me to see how I was handling things. It really did feel like a breakup, like I had been 
dumped by Joanie and all of our mutual friends had to deal with the fact that we weren’t talking. 
Peter and Bart were obviously in my corner, but Talia was lifelong friends with both of us. She had 
reached out to Joanie after hearing what had happened, only she wouldn’t tell me what Joanie said. 
“Eric, I’m not your go-between here. You’re both taking it hard, OK? She feels pretty shitty too, but 
that’s for you to discuss with her when the time feels right. What I care about is that you’re feeling 
better today than you did yesterday.” “Well, yesterday my most famous acting client landed a big 
pilot, so it’ll be hard for today to top that,” I stated coyly. Talia said nothing on her end, unamused by 
my humor. “Yes, I feel a little better every day. But only a little. And thank you.” “Good. And you’re 
welcome.” 

I was spending most of my free time alone, or in near silence with Peter. It felt all too similar to three 
months prior, when Sam jumped in front of that train and I wanted to retreat from society, be a 
nameless, faceless nobody and run from the problem. Everything felt lonely lately, even the most 
mundane things: brushing my teeth, riding the subway, reading a book. These weren’t things that 
required another person, nor did they remind me of Joanie or Omar. But everything I did felt 
isolating. Or maybe isolated. Before I fell asleep each night, I would sit on the edge of my bed as the 
voice in my head convinced me that I was a terrible man, with selfish ambitions and a broken moral 
compass. “She doesn’t need you. She doesn’t want you. She’s better off without you.” Funny: so 
many people in my life were withholding information or leaving things unsaid, and here was an 
opinion I couldn’t suppress. 



E P I S O D E  4 1  

I have forever wanted to fill a room with past 
versions of myself. Sit us all around a dinner table, 
and let each one spew his perspective on the 
world, whatever his banner outlook is at that stage 
in life. Each year, the current self would host, 
soaking up all that he has learned, all the ways that 
he has changed. It would provide this overhead 
view of things—very “Boyhood” actually—and I 
think I would feel an overwhelming sense of 
gratitude toward each of them for getting me here, 
for being dynamic enough to experience so many 
ups and downs. Probably best to seat the youngest 
versions at their own kids’ table, and let the 14-
through-30 crowd enjoy the adult company. At this 
table, there are a lot of bad haircuts and pimples, 

but plenty of proof that this Eric guy will grow into his own. After each one highlights his year and 
summarizes his outlook, the host—and oldest—says “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” Then all 
together, very cult-like: “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” 

Fourteen-year-old Eric is naively confident and unshaken. His worldview is landlocked, and he’s still 
in the closet (though, despite his efforts to find a girlfriend, is starting to get called “faggot” at soccer 
practice by some dipshit, most-likely-to-get-a-girl-pregnant-before-graduating teammates). He is 
sure that he will land in Chicago—as an athletic trainer for the Chicago Bulls, of course—but that 
ultimately he might move back to Kansas so his kids can be near their grandparents. But he’s got a 
good 10 years before that point, so for now he’s focusing on getting into a solid athletic training 
program for college, even though he’s just 14. “I like to plan ahead, since you can make anything 
happen if you plan it out,” he explains. There are a few eye rolls from the others. … “Thank you, Eric, 
for your wisdom.” 

Seventeen-year-old Eric is proud to be gay and his parents don’t make him go to church anymore. 
He painted to them a really good argument about how he isn’t even wanted there as a gay person; 
so why should he have to go sit with a bunch of people who judge him when he is only being 
himself? Plus there are probably 50 closeted gay people in the congregation anyway. Also, Kimmy 
Ellingson’s parents are swingers and everyone knows it so why are they at church celebrating the 
sanctity of marriage and family and everything? “Everyone is hypocritical,” he says. “Nobody lets 
you see who they really are, and everyone seems ashamed of who they actually are.” The highlight 
of the year is that he got a blow job from another soccer player in the bathroom stall after practice 



one night, but the guy dates a hot cheerleader so it was just a one-time thing, and now that guy 
ignores Eric, but it was still pretty cool and Joanie and Talia were jealous because they always had a 
crush on that guy. … “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” 

Twenty-four-year-old Eric is the most optimistic of the bunch, and not blindly so. He’s two years 
removed from college, and he’s finally going to get out of Kansas. His entire life has been spent 
within an hour from home, and having broke the news to Mom and Dad, he’s packing up for New 
York City. He just put in his notice to the small commercial production company where he’s been 
working, and couldn’t be more excited for a new life with Talia and Joanie in Brooklyn. “I’m very 
scared,” he tells the table. “But I think I will regret not doing this, not challenging myself and not 
experiencing more than just…Kansas.” I wish I could tell this eager young man to hug his mother 
every day until he leaves, to say “thank you and I love you and you were only ever supportive of me.” 
She’ll be gone soon, and so will the optimism. … “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” 

Twenty-five-year-old Eric is a study in how much can change in one year. His ambition has never 
been lower, and he wonders if he should just move home to Kansas, to be close to his widowed 
father. But money is good at the bar lately, and he would hate to sacrifice that and go back to his 
lame production job in Kansas City, much less turn it in for some shit-paying PA job here in New 
York. “It’s good to have friends who understand where I’m at in my life,” he says of his nightlife 
crowd. “Joanie and Talia are great and all, but they don’t know what’s good for me.” He’s started 
dating an older friend of Talia’s named Yates—apparently she thinks Yates would be good for him—, 
but he feels inferior in the relationship, and judged for his youth. He hesitates before admitting his 
addictions to the group, disclosing that he has tried nearly every drug. There is a drastic difference 
in how the older Erics react versus the younger Erics: compassion versus disapproval. I say it 
loudest this time, very stern and supportive: “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” 

Twenty-nine-year-old Eric is in a steady rhythm. He’s well into his talent management career, and 
hopes that his boss Sam will let him take on a few clients soon. Eric works many 12-hour days, but 
“that’s all fine since these are the years when I really need my hard work to compound into 
something great,” he says. “And plus, I’m surrounded by the best friends I could possibly ask for: 
Bart, Peter, Joanie, and Talia.” He spends a few minutes talking about Jack, too, and how he thinks 
he now knows what it’s like to be in love, based on the range of emotions he is finally tapping into. “I 
want to freeze time, and soak this year up forever,” he beams. The other Erics have an expression of 
relief, as if this is the happy ending toward which they’ve worked. I’m the only Eric in the room who 
finds it all a bit naive, but it’s a necessary reminder yet. … “Thank you, Eric, for your wisdom.” 

A gathering like this would be emotionally overwhelming for the current self. He would sit through 
dinner wishing he could scream “Don’t waste your time!” or “Hug your mother!”, trying to protect all 
of the younger versions, wanting to make things easy for them. But really, their errors and lessons 



are important parts of the trajectory, so above all, he feels a huge sense of gratitude. Then, of 
course, is the obvious fact that there are many more dinners to be had, where 30-year-old Eric will 
be but one perspective in a long series of them. He’ll have to highlight all of the things that have 
happened in the past year. If he—sorry, if I—had to summarize it now, I think the disappointments 
would overshadow the good things. “No achievements will come without pain,” I would say. “For you, 
or for someone else. There is an emotional equilibrium in this world. There is also one in your own 
mind, so all you should care to do is keep that balanced. I recommend blocking it off to the outside 
world.” I hope future Erics will appreciate that wisdom—whether they agree or not—and be grateful 
for this year. 

E P I S O D E  4 2  

Once or twice a year, I get into a very introspective 
state—far more than the usual overprocessing—and 
render myself sexless, unattractive, repulsed, all of it. 
The idea of pursuing anyone gives me a headache, 
as I think of all the wasted hours I spent chasing, 
being chased, rejecting, being rejected…only to end 
up back where I started. These decompressing 
periods are never planned, but they naturally arise, 
and it’s a good time to wipe clean any slate and 
remind myself that I have very important pursuits 
independent of my libido. The funny thing is that I still 
think about sex and relationships constantly, but in a 
more reflective way: why do I base my own self-worth 
on how successful I’m interacting with other 
ambitious, liberated, vapid men? And why, when these social cocoons arise each year, do I feel 
most fulfilled? There is such satisfaction in getting off alone—so I suppose I’m never totally sexless
—, then going to sleep, and worrying not one bit about how I will catalog the experience, nor how I 
will be cataloged by the beating heart asleep beside me. 

“How’s dating yourself going?” Bart asked snarkily over lunch. “It’s kind of the gay dream, isn’t it?” 
Luckily, I had darling sulky Peter on my side of the table: “Don’t get all holier-than-thou, Bart,” he 
said. “How many times did you claim to be done dating and totally celibate? Nothing about this 
game has changed since you got in a relationship.” “I’m only off the radar for the time being,” I told 
them both. “You know how it goes. Calibrating. Preparing for the next round of batterings.” Bart 
chimed in, done with his banter: “I know, I know. Whenever my self-confidence was lower than usual, 
I had to protect myself from the constant judgment.” “I never said my self-confidence was low,” I 



said defensively. Bart stared at Peter and me silently from across the table. “Oh, my bad,” he said. “I 
guess I mistook your empowerment exercise for pouting. Promise this has nothing to do with Omar 
and Joanie?” He saw right through me. 

Peter stayed late at my apartment that night; I was sending work emails and he lounged about, not 
wanting to go home. “How’s Grindr, my dear?” I asked, assuming that’s what had his attention as he 
stared into his phone. “It’s annoying,” he responded. “So is Tinder. And Hinge. And Scruff.” “You’re 
hitting it hard, huh? Weren’t you the one feeling undateable as an unemployed person?” “Well, I’m 
not looking for dates right now,” he replied. “Though I can’t say much for my luck getting laid.” I 
saddled up next to him, scanning the Grindr crowd. “Wait, why are you a torso?” I asked, pointing 
out his headless, shirtless profile photo. “If someone says hello to me and I don’t think he’s cute, I 
feel less guilty about rejecting him, since I’m faceless,” Peter said. “He can’t assign any hatred to 
me.” “How thoughtful of you,” I replied. “That way, he can just hate himself a little more.” We both 
chuckled, having been there too many times. 

Dad called me on Wednesday for our routine checkin. He had just finished a solo camping trip to 
New Mexico and gave me all the highlights. Then, he asked about Joanie: “I hope you don’t hate 
her. Do you?” “Not at all,” I said. “She’s growing too fast, and I don’t know enough about music to 
help her. But I’m disappointed that there was no conversation leading up to it. The way she handled 
it kind of sacrificed our friendship. I just hope she’ll be her usual self when we finally come back 
around.” “If you would have held her back, then she probably made the right decision,” Dad said. 
“And I’m guessing she’s not proud of how she handled things, either. I bet she’s thinking she burned 
this bridge. Don’t forget what you told me just now, kiddo. I know you think you’re all hard and selfish 
these days, but you aren’t letting the bridge burn, and most people would be too proud to ever let 
her back in—most people would happily let it go down in flames.” 

Before he hung up, Dad’s tone got very serious: “Eric, do you think you should see someone? A 
professional. You’ve really been through it this year. First Sam, now this with Joanie. Maybe you 
could try to sort it all out, prevent yourself a breakdown maybe. Or at least get a highly certified 
neutral opinion on what’s good for you.” Admittedly, I had considered it before, mostly as a casual 
ongoing thing since a few friends spoke highly of their own therapists. Peter had been seeing one 
primarily to make sense of his professional identity, trying to figure out his purpose, or to be content 
with not figuring out a purpose. “She’s great,” he said of his. “What seemed like a dead end feels 
open now. I can ask her to recommend someone for you… what should I tell her is your main 
problem?” I didn’t know I needed a “main problem,” and I really didn’t want someone else to 
diagnose one for me. 

“It just seems silly that you don’t think therapy would be useful given all the shit you’ve endured,” 
Bart said. “Honestly, I’ve worried about you a lot this year. We all have. Why are you too proud to ask 



for help after these things? I mean, you just ran away to Chicago to live a pretend life after Sam 
died.” I didn’t understand his concern; to me, coping with loss on my own was a greater victory than 
relying on other people—much less paying a stranger—to help me through it. Bart, whom I met at 
rock bottom, recalled a certain 25-year-old version of me, though, and he dialed in a favor. I got a 
call later that day from someone I hadn’t spoken to in nearly two years: my AA sponsor. 

“E, you’re being a little short-sighted here,” Bart laid out. “You didn’t cope with your mom’s death 
alone. You postponed it an entire year by falling into addiction, and then you joined AA. AA is where 
you started accepting the loss. You needed other people, just like I did, and just like everyone in that 
group did. It’s community, man. Support.” Then, a proposal: “Look, I’m sorry I asked Greg to call 
you, but I think you would be a great example for some of those new guys in AA, like for how they 
can turn their life around. And being vulnerable with them would probably give you the outlet you 
need. Let’s start going back. Together.” I didn’t have a rebuttal; it kind of made sense. “Why would 
you need to go with me, Bart?” “Because I’m your best goddamn friend, you idiot. Again with the 
short-sightedness. Plus, I kind of miss that crew, and I owe them a lot. Hell, maybe you’ll meet a hot 
sober guy who can get you out of your stupid, self-imposed chastity shroud.” That remark got him a 
playful smack across his rosy, beardless cheek. 

E P I S O D E  4 3  

I woke to my phone ringing and groggily answered 
the call. “Bart? What’s up? Why the phone call?” 
“Eric,” he said frantically. “You need to talk to Tyler. 
He’s on US Weekly. No, I mean, we’re on US 
Weekly—him and I. In our apartment lobby, from 
outside. Someone took a photo of us kissing and 
sent it in.” To summarize: People had been 
speculating about Tyler’s sexuality, but we wanted 
him to be fully out on his own terms, not on the 
media’s. We weren’t entirely precious about 
keeping it a secret since he wasn’t a household 
name. However, since he was starring in a summer 
blockbuster in a couple months—and we needed 
red-state, consumer-happy middle America’s 
support—we wanted to first bank on his acting 

chops before adding the gay variable to the public’s knowledge bank. Bart put Tyler on 
speakerphone: “Hi Eric,” Tyler said, sulking. “You ready for this, buddy?” I asked him. “I guess I have 
to be,” he replied. “I’m in charge,” I told him. “You do nothing without my permission.  



Got that?” A pause. “Got it.” “And Bart, same goes for you.” Another long pause. “Uhhh. What does 
that mean?” Bart asked blankly. 

The Internet has changed everything. The gay blogs picked up the Tyler scoop, and the emails I 
was getting from editors implied that he was the new gay Messiah. Tyler was getting 1,000 Tweets 
an hour from anyone with an opinion, both supporting him or shaming him. People—mostly 
teenagers—were Instagramming the photo of Bart and Tyler with the hashtag #BarTyler4Eva. “These 
kids who are behind him aren’t the ones buying tickets to R-rated films,” Eva pointed out. “Their 
support is cute, at best.” To me, it was just more speculation, and all one big headache. A bigger 
one yet was the dreaded headline on various outlets: “Can a Gay Up-and-Comer Open the 
Summer’s Biggest Blockbuster?” Numerous “experts” were weighing in, contemplating his chemistry 
with his female costar, questioning his masculinity for such a “male-driven” film. We—his PR team, 
agent Eva, and I—had been hoping for headlines in July to say “Newly Minted A-Lister and Box-
Office King Tyler Weiland Comes Out as Gay, Sorry Ladies.” The sub-head: “Already Has a 
Boyfriend, Sorry Gays.” We would have no such luck. 

Bart wasn’t giving me any rest, either: He was lavishing in his own trending hashtag: 
#BartQuinnGetAtMe. “My 15 minutes!” he gushed. “I’m trending!” I laughed at how much had 
changed in a few years: Bart was nearly 30 and only two years into being fully out, and now he was 
the subject of standalone articles across the web: “Meet the Man Who Made Tyler Weiland 
Comfortable With His Own Sexuality” and “Who is Bart Quinn? A Sexy Display of Machismo, That’s 
Who.” One Buzzfeed post rounded up 20 photos of Bart tagged to Instagram, ranking his “looks” 
from “Least Bangable” to “Most Bangable,” with every single one of them falling into “Most 
Bangable.” “I’ve never felt so attractive,” he exclaimed. “I’m getting texts and Facebook messages 
from guys who thought they were too hot to trot, suddenly asking me out or if we would ever invite a 
third guy to hang out. It’s disgusting, but I love this fleeting sense of mass appeal.” 

Overall, Bart kept a good head on his shoulders, mostly fascinated by the phenomenon and keeping 
concern for his boyfriend’s peace of mind. “At least Tyler’s getting a laugh out of the added 
absurdity,” he pointed out. “He needs the distraction. Some reporters knocked on his parents’ door 
in Texas to ask them about whether or not they support his being gay. That didn’t go over so well, in 
all aspects.” Sam was especially good at handling these types of things. “I do not envy our clients,” 
he would say. “But I do pity them. We have to protect them from the mind poison that comes with the 
scrutiny, and decide what the next professional move is that will endear them to everyone if it’s not 
already the case. We keep them relevant so that what seems like a loss becomes a big win. And 
above all, treat them like a human. Nobody else is going to do that, and that otherwise starts to 
compound negatively.” A lot of people had bad things to say about Sam, but he sure was good at 
his job, at protecting his assumed family. 



Tyler didn’t need to do any interviews, because everything he said or did on social media gave 
journalists enough to discuss; a photo of Bart making dinner (“He cooks, too!”) got its own headline 
on Towleroad, and a tweet that said “Never been so happy!” got 4,000 re-tweets within the hour. 
Everything he posted was purposefully upbeat, and came through his PR team and me. “We won’t 
always have to hover in this way,” I promised him. “It’s only while strategy and messaging are 
imperative to your career. You’re handling it very well.” And I meant it. James Thurston—my other 
high-profile gay client—emailed me one evening, marveling at this all: “My, how times have 
changed. I know 100 leading-men types who are prisoners in their own fame. Thank heavens for him 
and the Zach Quintos, NPHs, etc. Tyler is a worthy bearer of this torch.” 

“How are your parents?” I would ask Tyler every few days. I knew that was his main concern in all of 
this: They didn’t ask for the attention, and were coming to terms with his sexuality independently of 
the media contacting them for quotes, digging for stories. Mrs. Weiland gave one moderately 
supportive quote to a local paper—despite usually ignoring them outright—and suddenly the two of 
them were unofficial PFLAG poster parents against their own likely wishes. “They’re as conservative 
and Baptist as it comes,” Tyler said. “I promise you they aren’t happy with this predicament. My 
sister even said my dad expects a formal apology because his friends think he’s ‘gone blue,’ and 
that my public presence is soiling their reputation at church. How absurd is that? It’s just funny that 
Amelia and I feel like their parents in all of this. Maybe they’re the ones who need a manager,” he 
chuckled. “Though that’s probably what they think Jesus is for? I’m sure He is being super 
responsive to their prayers for privacy.” 

The media attention steadily decreased, though the lasting effect was that Tyler was a household 
name and people knew he had a blockbuster movie opening in a couple months. The studio 
embraced the buzz and put up an early campaign for “Peril” around the city. A bespectacled Tyler 
and his leading lady Katerina were pictured embracing while a building burned in flames behind 
them, with both of their names printed boldly across the bottom. Naturally, a few punks would draw 
penises or write the word “HOMO” across his face at various stations, but I presumed his multi-
millions payday and the more-positive-than-not reactions protected him from too much anguish. I 
even arranged a few readings and auditions for more big-time features, none of which seemed a 
step down from A-list caliber. The movie hadn’t even premiered and Tyler was a media and industry 
darling. His week-ending text brought me great satisfaction: “Why Joanie would leave your care, I’ll 
never know. Thanks for looking out.” 
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“Some guys in AA can be mean toward people who 
stopped showing up,” I said to Bart as we shuffled 
toward our first meeting in two years. “They’re not 
always open-armed when you decide to come 
back.” As with most group-oriented settings, 
anyone who leaves can be perceived as holier than 
thou. “Eric, sure, some guys might be that way, but 
most won’t be,” he replied as we walked in. “You 
know that as much as I do.” On cue, our sponsors 
Greg and Chuck hurried over to welcome us back. 
Maybe two dozen familiar faces—plus a few new 
ones—shook our hands or embraced us as we 
found our seats: “We really missed you guys.” “It’s 
good to see you boys again.” Had I made up that people would be cold to us? I was so used to gay 
men being catty and exclusive. Instead, we were received with camaraderie from men of all sizes, 
ages, ethnicities, and professions. I knew of no other community that was so free of judgment. 

In early 2011, I ended a shift at the Cobble Hill cafe and rode the 2 train to West Village, where my 
AA support group met each Tuesday. I was but three weeks into my sobriety, still finding my footing 
in the group. After my first meeting a few guys came over to introduce themselves and welcome me. 
I thought it was funny how the three of them were the same age as me, and even similar “scene,” as 
if what I needed most was to relate to someone as close in outlook as possible. I recognized two of 
them from the nightlife crowd, though we had never formally met. I would later learn that this greeting 
ritual was unspoken custom: if someone was new and they seemed to “fit your category,” it was 
understood that you would introduce yourself. Ideally the newcomer would relate to you and feel 
enough sense of belonging to return each meeting. And, not three weeks into my attendance, at this 
particular early 2011 meeting, I made my first introduction to a new member: a very frightened, 
though not-so-sceney Bart Quinn. 

Bart wore Sperrys and Croakies and couldn’t have stood out more with his pastel color blocking. He 
looked like any closeted fratino I had ever encountered, and everything about him (not just the 
clothes) screamed “Let me out of here!” However, he was the same age as me, and it was evident 
that he needed a friend as desperately as I. So, I figured if he had it in him to overcome his alcohol 
addiction, he could also overcome his awful, terrible, embarrassing taste in clothing. (Ironically, my 
fake Kenzo hat and Topshop wardrobe weren’t exactly screaming “tastemaker” but Bart had to take 
what he could get.) I didn’t learn much about him until his second meeting, when he got up to 
address everyone: “Hi. I’m Bart. I’m, uh. I’m gay. I guess that’s obvious since I’m here. But it’s the 



first time I’ve said that out loud…” Before he continued, I could feel every person in the room 
immediately assume an increased sense of responsibility. 

“I, um. I…” Bart was struggling to tell his story to the group. Fighting tears, he slowly shared some 
details: “…I have used alcohol… to hook up with men for the last…six, no, seven years. I’ve always 
been, I dunno, homophobic, since I’m gay and tried to hide it. So, I would, um, use booze to hook 
up, with guys, but then tell myself I wasn’t, you know, gay or whatever, since I was always blacked 
out. But like, I had, um. I had sex with three of my pledge brothers in college. And four other guys in 
the house. Funny, two of them are best friends. I don’t even think they know it about each other. They 
both got married and were each other’s best man and that sort of made me really upset. I don’t know 
why. Anyway. Um. Since I moved here, I’ve been doing the same stuff. And I just want…I just want to 
not rely on alcohol anymore, to be comfortable with myself. I want to make friends who relate to me. I 
want to meet gay men aside from anonymous sex. So. Yeah. That’s why I’m here. Thanks for, you 
know. Listening.” 

Once this new meeting had begun—the two-year absence entirely glossed over by all of our old 
friends—Bart nudged me and pointed to a young 20-something in the back corner. “I bet that kid is 
new,” he said. “He looks completely terrified.” I made eye contact with the guy and quickly cranked 
my neck back around. “He looks like he hasn’t slept for the past week,” I added. “And he knows 
we’re talking about him. Let’s say hello afterwards.” The kid said nothing the entire meeting, and Bart 
had to chase after him once we had concluded. He caught him—Charlie, all of 21 years old—and 
invited him to join a group of us for dinner. “Nobody’s going to ask you anything you don’t want to 
answer,” I promised Charlie quietly. “Sit next to me, OK? Hell, don’t say anything, but just give us all 
a shot.” Charlie was silent throughout dinner, seemingly lost in thought. He didn’t seem too thrilled 
about being there. But he was there, at least physically, and I knew that mattered for something. 

Bart and I walked Charlie to the subway after dinner. “How was your first meeting?” Bart asked. “It’s 
not my first,” Charlie replied. “It’s my fourth. My fourth first meeting.” “Wait, how old did you say you 
were? 21?” Bart and I were thinking the same thing: this kid was struggling to pick himself up. “Let 
us give you our phone numbers,” I told him, as we took his phone and typed in our contacts. “Call or 
text us any time of day or night, and we mean that. And we’ll see you at next week’s meetings. 
Yeah?” Charlie, with his sunken, terrified eyes, could only nod back, too afraid to make eye contact 
or speak. Bart and I looked for him at the next few meetings, but Charlie never returned. We wished 
we had gotten his number instead of giving him ours. I used my rare lifeline to God or Jesus or 
whatever, asking and praying that Charlie find the confidence or support to reach his full potential, to 
get the fruitful, happy, healthy life that he deserved. 

My sponsor Greg encouraged me to speak to the group at one meeting. “You obviously don’t owe 
anyone any information,” he said. “But a lot of guys are curious why you came back. If you’re 



comfortable talking about it.” At the following meeting, I stood above everyone and introduced 
myself to both strange and familiar faces. “Hello. I’m Eric. I’ve been sober for four years. Well, except 
one time late last year, which I never told anyone about. That was a moment of bad judgment. 
Among many….” I paused, caught Bart’s eye, and in a flash, thought how selfish it seemed to tell the 
group that I was only back because times got tough. I had left them when times were good, and yet 
there were people like Charlie who would have benefited from my being there, and sticking around 
could have prevented me from becoming such an ass hole. I was suddenly ashamed, but still had to 
finish speaking: “I missed you guys. That’s all. Thank you. My friend Bart and I…we’re happy to be 
back.” When I sat back down, Bart took my hand and squeezed it, as if to tell me he was proud or 
happy or supportive, or whatever. 
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Hurricane Saturant had struck land: she was 
playing all of the nightly talk shows to promote 
her forthcoming LP “Buffer,” as well as her 
summer tour with Lorde. Posters for the album 
were plastered up around the city (and LA, I was 
told), showing Joanie as a dead ringer for Sharon 
Stone in “Basic Instinct.” And there she was on 
the cover of Billboard, head to toe in leopard 
print, flanked by children dancing beneath the 
rain of a fire hydrant as the sun beat down: 
“SATURANT: Summer’s hottest act is also its 
coolest.” I hadn’t spoken with Joanie in a month, 
and I now presumed I may never speak to that 
person again, even once things cooled between 
us. After this much attention and name 
recognition for Saturant, I think “Joanie” as I 

knew her was gone for good. 

“This has been one helluva year,” Joanie told Billboard. “Last summer I was still performing under 
my given name, really lacking confidence and thinking about quitting. Then Saturant came to me…. 
Mainstream was never my aim, but to think that I could reach people back home in Kansas, wow…. 
I’ve been really critical of my state and how backwards I think a lot of it is. It is important to me to 
disconnect myself from that place’s core ideology as an adult. This has made me very dissociative, 
to feel so opposite of everyone and everything I grew up with. That’s a big reason I was reborn as 
Saturant. I had to absorb all of this new culture and become a totally new person, which took years 
of just… being alive, you know? I didn’t realize it was happening, but I basically broke myself down 



in order to build myself back up.” She sounded a bit uncoached to me, but overall, it rang true. That 
was my Joanie. 

Saturant’s new Diplo-produced single “Stop at Nothing” premiered to equal buzz. It featured a verse 
and hook from Lorde, almost cementing its odds at topping any and every chart. The video had 
more views in its first three hours than all of her other videos had ever accumulated. “Can we already 
call it the song of the summer?” asked Entertainment Weekly. In the video, Saturant leads a viking 
ship out to stormy seas, and what follows is a Tarantino-esque affair once the ship is raided by 
pillagers. Captain Saturant and first mate Lorde lead the defense, slaughtering anyone who nears. 
And playing over it all, her words: “I would steal for this // Go to hell for this // I would give my 
firstborn // I would kill for this // I would sell out my friends // I would sell my own soul // I would stop 
at nothing // I have made this my goal // Do not stand in my way // Do not slow me down // I will 
stop // I will stop // I will stop // At nothing. 

My work phone and email were erupting with calls for Saturant, and it now made sense to forward 
them along to Red Light, seeing as it would spare us the blocked lines and inbox crowding. I was in 
this better place with everything too; sure, part of me wondered what kind of money I had lost out on 
by not being part of Saturant’s explosion, but there she was, getting everything she could have 
dreamed up, if not more. I never helped her for the sake of getting rich, though she was about to 
become very very rich. What worried me most about our cutting ties was all the new people she 
would meet in the industry along the way: I think I would have been good at filtering those who were 
using her for the money, away from those people who genuinely wanted to see her succeed for her 
own good. 

Saturant gave a pre-tour concert on a hot spring night. It was on the West Side Highway, set back on 
a pier, and the weather was pristine. For the first time in my life, I paid money to see Joanie perform, 
and I felt safe tucked in the crowd of two thousand people. Bart and Peter tagged along, and I could 
have sworn that Joanie noticed us among the masses due to Peter’s towering above everyone else. 
All around me, people were holding up their phones, FaceTiming their friends in other cities or 
snapping Instagrams so that they could boast of seeing music’s newest sensation. “Thank you, New 
York. You are my home,” Saturant told her adoring fans after the encore. Then I swore she looked me 
straight in the eyes, never mind my being 30 yards away: “I’ll be back soon. Thank you. Thank you. 
Don’t miss me ok? I love you!” 

Peter, Bart, and I shuffled back toward Chelsea after the concert. Everyone around us was buzzing 
about how incredible it was, and I heard a couple people desperately trying to pretend they knew 
Joanie or had always been fans: “My cousin used to sing in a choir with her. He says she is so nice, 
like, everything you would expect her to be.” “Whoa, that’s awesome. Has he talked to her recently?” 
“No, but she favorited one of his tweets a couple weeks ago where he said he liked her EP.” “That’s 



so cool. She’s so cool.” The three of us chuckled as we angled toward Bart’s apartment. Ten minutes 
later, Peter was the first to actually say anything: “She did really well, didn’t she?” Bart and I both 
nodded and hummed our approval, then we walked in continued silence the rest of the way. 

“How was it?!” Talia texted. “Her best yet?” I phoned her back instead of texting: “Hey Talia. Yeah. 
Her best yet, no question. Better than her South-By performance, even.” “That’s so good to hear!” 
she replied. “And how are you feeling?” I had thought plenty on this already: “I’m fine. Proud of her, I 
suppose. Just weird to be a fan and not helping her. I’m sure Dixon’s doing a good job, though. I 
mean, clearly he is.” We caught up for another 15 minutes as I readied for bed—Talia was excited to 
see Saturant and Lorde perform in Kansas City later that summer—and I ended the call by saying 
this: “I just hope she’s still Joanie in there. That she would turn her head at the sound of her real 
name, and treat us the same in five, ten, or twenty years.” “Me too, Eric. Me too,” Talia added. When 
we hung up, I noticed I had missed a text while on the call. It was my first in a long time from one 
Joanie George: “Thanks for being there tonight, Eric. Really.” 
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Peter had been temping around the city to make 
ends meet, and he was getting good insight into 
industries like advertising, merchandising, and event 
production. “I feel like an intern again, in a refreshing 
way,” he said. “Mostly because I get to charge them 
40 bucks an hour since I’ve got all this work 
experience.” He was seeming more like his usual 
optimistic, lighthearted self—a version of him we 
hadn’t seen much over the past year, as he had 
navigated a bad breakup, being arrested, and 
getting laid off. It had an effect on me too: coupled 
with the summer sunshine, I was feeling less 
concerned about my losses and instead grateful for 
all that remained. I liked the uneventful nature of 
things, that life felt normal, and that in this staid happiness, nothing seemed like it could be 
threatened. 

“Tyler and I don’t have the same electricity we did for the first eight months,” Bart told Peter and me 
while we lounged in Sheep’s Meadow. “It just feels…normal. Unexciting.” “Just wait til the press tour 
for ‘Peril,'” I said. “Your first dose of the red carpet will spice things up. He’ll get exhausted and 
lonely from all the traveling and interviews, and you’ll get to miss him and have terrific sex every time 
he comes home, knowing he’s more and more desired by the general public but you’re the one who 



gets to fall asleep with him and pluck the hairs off his shoulders and do all sorts of boring, uneventful 
things.” Bart managed a smile and a “Yeahhh, you’re right” as Peter and I stared out into the sea of 
bodies, both tired of doing nothing with nobody. 

“I can’t believe I’m that person who wishes he was in a relationship,” said Peter. “If only I had felt this 
way when Alex had come along.” Peter was referring to his doctor crush from a half year earlier. Alex 
had wanted to be boyfriends with Peter, but my darling friend wasn’t yet over his ex, Dale. “What’s 
Alex up to?” I asked. “He was crazy about you. Maybe he would take you up on a date?” “He has a 
boyfriend now,” Peter lamented. “I don’t think it would go over very well if I reached out, ha.” I bit my 
lip; I had never told my friends about what I had done to my own “ex” Jack a few months prior. 
“Besides,” Peter added. “I should probably get my professional identity sorted out before I bring 
somebody else into the picture. What I wouldn’t do to go on a really nice and uneventful date, 
though. You know, to have someone I love sitting across from me, not expecting sex. Just thrilled to 
be across from me.” 

I downloaded “the apps” again that night. I never stay away for long, too curious about who’s new in 
the neighborhood, who’s new to the single life, who’s opened their relationship, who’s willing to talk to 
me, who’s willing to show me a private piece of himself, who’s cute or coy or alluring enough to get 
the same from me, and who’s going to outlast the others and end up in my bed or invite me into his. I 
uploaded a friendly, smiley photo to my profile, sent some “hey theres,” ignored a “yo bro” and an 
“umm yummy,” flirted with a man name Jono even though I had no intentions or desires reserved for 
him, and noticed that Omar was approximately 2,432 feet away, according to Grindr’s GPS. My 
instinct was to block him, to literally take him off my radar, but then I realized I felt nothing toward 
him, save for a bit of disappointment about his own cowardice. I closed the apps, put on a Rufus 
Wainwright vinyl, readied for bed, and plucked a few errant hairs off my shoulders before falling 
blissfully asleep. 

“Google just asked me to interview!” Peter texted me and Bart excitedly. “It’s exploratory, but they 
have lots of communications and PR roles that might be a fit.” Things really were turning around for 
darling Peter; the introductory interview turned into a lunch meeting with a Vice President, and she 
already had a vacancy in mind that he could fill. “She asked my salary needs, and even laughed at 
my request,” he said. “In that they would pay way more. It’s like a communications director role, I 
think.” We toasted seltzers that evening before Bart scurried home to cook supper with Tyler. “Peter, 
let me take you out to dinner, for good fortune.” I told him. “And, you know, to have someone I love 
sitting across from me, not expecting sex…just thrilled to be across from me. And I’ll be thrilled 
you’re there, too.” He blushed a little, and smirked: “You spoil me, Eric Condor.” 

Peter and I ordered an enormous prime rib and six sides, and I reminded him that this was all on my 
tab—I was taking him on the date he deserved. “I haven’t even gotten a job yet,” he said. “We aren’t 



celebrating anything,” I told him. “This is an uneventful, just-because kind of thing. We sit around 
waiting for big occasions, and we let all these nights go by without treating ourselves to any 
lavishness. This city takes enough out of us, so let’s just soak up the fancy. Besides, after you land 
this job, you can take me out to dinner, and then we’ll really celebrate.” Peter hesitated, and I could 
tell there was something he was afraid to say. “Peter, what’s up?” I prodded. He pursed his lips 
sheepishly to one side, and looked nervously at me: “The job isn’t in New York, Eric. It’s in San 
Francisco.” 
“You can’t take the job, Peter. You can’t. Tell them right now that you’re not interested. There are 
thousands of jobs you could have and love here in New York. Google probably has a dozen you 
could do here. You can’t move. You can’t move to San Francisco. You don’t want to live that close to 
your mother, do you? She drives you crazy. And you’d have to commute every day to Mountain View 
on one of those Koolaid buses they make their employees ride. And, besides, what about me and 
Bart? What are we going to do? Peter, you’re supposed to be here, with us. I lost Talia, and Joanie. 
Sam’s gone. Jack and Omar. Simon. I can’t let go of anyone else, especially you….” That’s what the 
panicked voice in my head was saying. Peter stared at me, desperate for my actual response. “We’ll 
cross that bridge if and when it’s a reality,” I said. “Let’s enjoy our just-because dinner, shall we?” 
Impossible, now. 
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I got the strangest phone call from a lawyer 
named Terrance Tompkins asking me to please 
come by his office in Gramercy. A quick web 
search told me he mostly handled estate matters, 
which is more than his voicemail even implied. 
When I went by his office that Monday, he was 
yelling into his phone but waved me in. He 
covered the mouthpiece on the receiver and 
barked at me: “Is it Eric or Eddy? Sam had you 
listed as Eddy so it took me a helluva long time to 
find you.” “Find me for what? I’m sorry, I’m a bit 
out of the loop here.” He grabbed a small 
wooden box from the drawer of his desk. “This 
belongs to you, per Sam’s will. Please take it out 
of here; it’s been very weird for me to have a 

cremated body just sitting inside my desk.” 

Well. Now what? I walked ever so carefully down Lexington, holding the box in front of me like it was 
a tray filled with hot coffees. I figured it needed to stay upright, but mostly because I imagined a tiny 



Sam in there being tossed and turned if I made any sudden movements. Also—what the hell? First 
he wished me the burden of his death in his suicide note and then he gives me his ashes? What was 
I supposed to do with them? And, what about his family? Why wasn’t any one of them a likelier 
candidate to handle this matter…to handle HIS matter? “You’re an ass hole,” I said aloud to the box 
in my hands. 

On the subway back to Brooklyn, I wondered how much of Sam they were even able to cremate, 
considering he got pretty beat up by the train that hit him. The only time I had seen any cremated 
ashes was in high school when Joanie’s labrador had died, and even then they fit her remains into a 
tiny little pocket tin. So, out of sheer curiosity—and I’m surprised I didn’t do this right away—I 
opened the latch on the box and peeked inside. There was a small plastic bag containing maybe a 
tablespoon of dust “That’s it? That’s all you are now?” I said out loud. The woman next to me seemed 
to halfway understand what she was witnessing: “Who’s in there?” she said with an anxious 
expression. “My old boss,” I replied. “Or maybe, like, half of him.” “You must have been close?” she 
guessed. “Well. Sure I suppose. Only because we worked together. He was a miserable man, 
though. I don’t even want these.” “Then throw that shit out,” she said. “Nobody needs that emotional 
burden.” 

I started listing all the ways I could dispose of Sam without feeling too guilty. Maybe put him in some 
potting soil, and plant lilies in it? They were his favorite flower—and mine—and it seemed a nice 
tribute from a protégé for his former superior. However, then the plants would become the new 
object of my agony. Or maybe I could scatter them on the beach, or in the park? But which beach? 
Which park? Isn’t the point of scattering ashes to let that person eternally rest where he had his 
fondest memories? Honestly, Sam probably would have wanted to be scattered in his office. His 
work was his life, and although it made him miserable, it also gave him great security. And for a long 
time, I think my own growth made him really happy, too. It gave him purpose. Maybe that’s why he 
assigned his remains to me: I was one of his persisting successes. 

The guilt of Sam’s death still hadn’t left me. Or Peter. Or Tyler. Or James. Or Simon. We all felt the 
anxiety of having contributed something small or large to his suicide. It was a more magnified 
version of my general anxiety: having the ability to affect someone else’s life so significantly that it 
reroutes or compromises their own personal pursuits. I was in the wrong city, the wrong industry, 
born the wrong person, if I was going to continue being afraid of that kind of crossfire. I just wish 
Sam hadn’t killed himself. I wish he had had friends or family or doctors to help him. “Sorry I called 
you an ass hole earlier,” I said to the baggy of ashes as I gripped it in Fort Greene Park. 

There was still no way I was going to keep Sam’s remains, so I opted for the least dramatic, least 
ceremonious method possible. I opened the plastic bag and stared at the ashes. I can’t be blamed 
for sticking my finger in there, fascinated that I once had a job interview with this person, and little 



did he know that some day I’d be cupping him in my hands and scattering him in the dirt in central 
Brooklyn. I pressed that small amount of ashes between my thumb and finger, let out a “Sorry, Sam.” 
followed by a “God damnit!” as I emptied it out and some of it blew across my white sneakers. I 
wiped my fingers in the grass, threw away the bag and wooden box, and told myself that what I had 
just done mattered for nothing. 

I strolled home after working for a few hours, still lost in thought about Sam. Finally, though, some of 
the pain felt transferred or released. I felt no less guilt for having compromised his business, but I 
pitied how pathetic his funeral had been—that it was his fired assistant dumping him in the grass in 
some random, meaningless park. I had always admired Sam for being good at his job, but that 
admiration too felt released. It suddenly didn’t seem so remarkable when nobody in the whole world 
cared to send him off properly. He probably thought it was sinister and funny to assign me his ashes 
after first assigning me blame for his death. Well. Fuck you, Sam Goldstein. Fuck. You. 
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The four of us went to Jacob Riis Park to bask in 
the weekday sun. Peter had accepted the job at 
Google in California, and since I was my own boss 
and neither Bart nor Tyler had day jobs, it meant 
we could all make Peter’s goodbye as drawn out as 
possible. As far as I was concerned, he would not 
be leaving my sight for the next two weeks. “Ew, 
don’t look at me,” he shrieked as he peeled off his 
shirt. “I haven’t worked out in months, trying to 
save money. And, of course, being moderately 
depressed.” I was in the same boat, staring down 
at my flatter-and-looser-than-usual chest and 
somewhat bloated belly. The previous two years I 
spent building mass seemed wasted on the fact 
that I had worked out maybe twice since February. 
We were a sad pair next to the Hollywood heartthrob and his protein-packed boyfriend, who were 
now both down to speedos and oiling one another. “Screw them,” Peter huffed as he slathered 
sunscreen across my pale, fuzzy back. 

“You’re lucky,” I told Peter. “San Francisco gays don’t care about muscles as much. I mean, they’re 
all healthy of course. It is San Francisco after all. But in general, their head is in the right place. It’s 
not about being tight and beefy and untouchable.” “OK, but I don’t want to work out less just 
because the gay culture doesn’t demand it,” Peter replied. “Sure, I always felt the pressure here to 



have less than five percent body fat so that my inguinal tendons pop up past my pubes, but isn’t that 
also what New York has going for it—that it forces us to be the most optimal version of ourselves? 
I’ve never been out of shape, and since living here, it’s rare if I’m not in great shape.” “Well, the big, 
simple question,” I said, “Is WHY? We could all just eat oatmeal and run twice a week and be fine. 
WHY do we care so much about size and bulging muscles?” We looked over to see Bart and Tyler, 
side by side, holding hands and staring at each other playfully. “It’s sex, isn’t it?” I said. Peter 
nodded. 

“I have never had great sex with someone who cares more about his body than about his intellect. 
Never,” I said. “That’s a lie,” Peter replied. “You’ve entertained plenty of meatheads solely for the 
thrill, without any care for their backstory or intellectual opinions.” “Fine fine fine, Peter. But they’re 
precisely that: sex objects. Anyone I’m going to fall in love with—or anyone I want falling in love with 
me—is of course going to be healthy, but it’s going to be a healthy mindset about fitness and muscle 
mass and dieting and what’s actually sustainable. A six pack tells me his priorities are in the wrong 
place. Nobody actually needs a six-pack stomach, and it just means he’s spending an hour a day 
doing stupid crunches at the gym simply for show. And half these guys are on dangerous 
substances. I pity anyone who thinks softball-sized biceps are worth having raisin-sized testicles.” 

I recalled Bart from a couple years prior: just out of the closet, slightly pudgy, and less chiseled 
around the hips and cheeks. He was far less confident. And here he was now, soaking up the sun as 
his perfectly sculpted, hamburger-shaped pecs sat motionless atop his chest. And he had Tyler—a 
slightly leaner, much less hairy version of Bart—sprawled out like a payoff for all the hard work at the 
gym. With social status in mind, however, I wondered if Tyler would even consider dating a less built, 
less sexually desirable Bart. Their level of fitness required them to stay that way, to play defense over 
their domain, less they graduate into a doughier dating class. I wished I cared enough—honestly, I 
wished for that feeling to return—so that I might get back to the gym soon and try to optimize my 
own physique, if only to exercise deeper confidence in a shallow dating pool. 

Similar to any downswing in dating, these breaks from working out also feel rewarding. They’re a 
mental calibration, the perfect excuse to slack off and question my motives. I always knew I could hit 
the gym again and eat less chocolate and get more rest and buy some protein bars, and that I 
probably would do all that within the year—before inevitably losing interest six months later. But 
these unintentional breaks were reminders: where other men would humble me with their size and 
prowess and lack of interest in my body, I was forced to question why I would even want to pursue a 
man with such priorities, seeing as the time and energy and superiority complex required can only 
steer one away from proper reflection. I wondered how many future versions of myself would laugh 
that I ever cared so much about muscle, that I equated it to higher worth and hotter encounters. If I 
have to project any long-term partner from my mind, his body is never his defining trait. He’s got a 



healthy self-image. He is fit because he knows its importance, and sexy because he believes he is 
so. I hope that’s where my mind—and body—land too, and for good. 

I wanted to get to some sort of mental stasis where I looked disdainfully at muscled bodies, where I 
felt bad for people who worked out for anything but an endorphin rush or to validate bagels. This 
would be the truly optimal version of myself. I cursed the circles I ran in that perpetuated my 
physical insecurities. Even the AA crowd is fit beyond belief—it’s a common anti-drug—and I’d go as 
far as saying that many of them turned one addiction into another. Bart himself was toeing the line; 
he had most mornings and afternoons wide open since he worked nights, and it gave him quiet, 
uninterrupted hours at the gym lately—but who wouldn’t do the same in that scenario? And, since 
groups of friends are often crafted by physical appearance, would we drift apart as he replaced me 
for meatier, dopier guys (ones who would not approve of my company since I would bring down their 
collective hotness)? I hated that I sort of liked the challenge—that I promised myself I would get 
bulkier just to ensure I wouldn’t lose my other best friend. 

I figure it all stems back to that need for validation. Some of us overtly ask for it on our social media 
channels, while others want it in the form of glances on the train, at the beach, or in a bar—really, we 
all want the latter. Muscle is a very measurable way of showing that you’ve put effort into something, 
into becoming “more optimal.” And, with sexual desire being the reward—in our sexually driven 
community, no less—, it’s hard to deny the benefits of getting bigger, faster, stronger. I could tell you 
on any given day how confident I am, but this insecurity will always be there, sometimes manifested 
as muscle and sometimes as love handles. But never as a six pack. Nobody actually needs a six 
pack. 
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Ever since Peter, Bart, and I became inseparable, I 
wondered what force of time or love or occupation 
would tear us apart. And, to my dismay, Peter was 
more sweet than bitter to the fact that he was 
uprooting his life here. “I feel this weight just…gone,” 
he told me as we packed boxes in his apartment. “I 
always wondered how things would come to an end 
in New York, you know, just afraid of ever letting my 
momentum stop. And now, it’s over. It ends with you, 
and Bart, and Tyler, and, well, that’s perfect. Part of 
me worried I would be stuck here for 50 years, 
incapable of giving it up. Thank God I got my ticket 



out when I did. Maybe I’ll be able to afford a house in Berkeley and have a family and send them to 
public school and have a yard and be on the school board. I feel like I have a more sustainable life 
ahead of me, finally.” His sentiment and projection certainly left me feeling more bitter than sweet. 

Losing Talia to the midwest was a warmup to this. Heck, it was a warmup to losing Bart to 
Manhattan, and now this was the granddaddy of gut punches. My darling Peter, the loyalest of them 
all, felt no loyalties to his investments in the most vast, lush forest that was our city. To see him 
balance nostalgia with excitement was sobering and humbling. Selfishly, I worried about my own 
ability to replace him. He and Bart were the true loves of my life, more than any bedfellow could ever 
be. They knew my faults and I knew theirs, and my late twenties were fruitful because they were by 
my side. I wanted to go to Peter’s old office and knock out every tooth of the guy who laid him off, the 
same way Peter had pounced on Sam in my defense a half year earlier. I worried what my fragile 
mind would do without Peter to ground me. Where Bart is a wolf—good for brutal honesty, quicker to 
the punch—Peter is a guard dog. He is patient, selfless, observant, and loyal. Once a wolf myself, I 
was a lamb of late. I needed that guard dog. 

Peter hosted a small goodbye party in Williamsburg, mostly per our nagging him. “Besides you 
guys, I don’t see anyone regularly enough to have them see me off,” he said as he created the 
Facebook event. While clicking through his list of invitees, he hovered over one name: Dale, his ex. “I 
should have un-friended him after the fact,” Peter said. “But I wanted to see if he would do it first, 
and he never did. He ‘liked’ my status update about moving to San Francisco, which I took as 
support instead of good riddance.” I could tell Peter was trying to rationalize inviting his ex. “I think it 
will be safer to not include him,” he concluded, now scrolling through Dale’s photos. He landed on 
one of the two of them, dated 13 months old—just before they broke up—looking blissfully happy. “I 
hope it’s sooner than later that I get to find this again,” he said. 

The going-away party was small, and very manageable for Peter to relax without having to entertain 
everyone with the same transitional small talk about his new life. It was mostly our peripheral gay 
friends, plus a few of his old coworkers and classmates. I was somewhat relieved that Joanie was 
traveling, to spare our melodramatic reunion happening here and now. Peter seemed indifferent to 
the whole sendoff. “That was nice,” he said in the taxi home. “But I feel like I did that more for other 
people than I did for me. So they know I care about them without vanishing. You know, give them the 
chance to validate the friendship by formally saying goodbye. Whatever… wow, I sound terrible, 
don’t I?” I shrugged. “Maybe you’re just eager for that next step,” I said. “Since right now it’s 
dangling in front of you. Drawing out the goodbye is agonizing. But keep in mind that some of us do 
need that validation before you disappear. I wish I could draw it out another 20 years, Petey.” I 
squeezed his hand, and rested my head on his shoulder. 



“Great news!” I texted Peter the following afternoon. “After the film premiere in LA next week, we 
have an extra day where we can drive up to San Francisco. Bart, Tyler, and I can fly home from 
there.” He sent back a text with 30 grinning emojis. We would get to see his new world as it started 
to unfold, maybe help him unpack his Nob Hill apartment and find a couple cool restaurants, even 
though he was well acquainted with the city. Mostly, I just wanted to check in, to see that everything 
seemed safe and happy and upright, and to maybe better understand his excitement by 
experiencing the newness with him. I wanted to quietly approve of his new life before accepting my 
own. 

We had our true sendoff for darling Peter the night before he flew out—just the four of us. It doubled 
as our goodbye party for Miss Walnut Creek, so we dolled her up and went out into the humid 
summer night for a final hurrah. “This is my retirement party,” Peter—nay, Miss Walnut Creek—
exclaimed loudly as we “turned down for what.” “What! You’re not going to bring her with you to SF?” 
I replied. “The drag culture there is so much better. Plus, it’s her homecoming—she’s a Bay Area 
Beauty Queen!” Peter widened his stance and grinded low enough to be eye level with me (while 
wearing heels, no less). “No, she was born here. She gave me the escape I needed this past year. 
She had thicker skin, but I’m gonna try that without the disguise now. I think it’s important that she 
stays here forever, that we put her to rest.” Before we got in the car home, Peter hurried to the corner 
trash bin outside the bar, discarding his wig and heels, then sprinted barefoot back to the cab. “A 
few less things to pack,” he huffed. “Now I need to get out of this dress.” 

The day finally came. Bart and Tyler rode to Prospect Heights from Chelsea, and we had less than 
two hours before a car would retrieve Peter and steal him away forever. We got bagels and coffee 
one last time, and walked to Prospect Park to eat them in Long Meadow. Two hours felt like fifteen 
minutes, with hardly anything profound to say. The four of us were at loss of words, but Peter was 
strongest and bravest, even though he was the one going away, and with so much undefined ahead 
of him. It kept the three of us calm to see him confident. At long last, the moment came, and we 
helped pile his bags into the black car. He hugged each of us goodbye, and the words he 
whispered in my ear—as tears poured down my face, rendering me totally speechless—will forever 
linger in my heart: “I hope it’s sooner than later that I get to find this again.” 
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Bart and I inched our way off the plane in LA, stuck 
in economy while Tyler got put in first class. “How 
was your flight, princess?” Bart sneered as we met 
Tyler at the gate. “It was so amazing. I could get 
used to this,” Tyler said, totally appreciative. I knew 
he’d be jaded by this soon—movie premieres and 
press junkets around the world—but I soaked up 
this moment where my star was still grateful for 
every little thing; it made me grateful, as well. The 
following day, Tyler’s excitement turned into nerves 
as we suited up for the big red carpet blitz. Bart 
rubbed his boyfriend’s neck, looking handsomer 
than I had ever seen him. It was another moment of 
gratitude, seeing Bart so changed, so loyal, so 
confident in himself and his relationship. I pushed 
them out the limousine as the crowd roared—here was America’s new darling. I lingered a few paces 
behind, not entirely sure what to do as Tyler spoke to reporters and the pair posed for photos. 
Mostly, I felt numb. A good numb. Gratitude. 

The best part of the weekend was not the premiere nor the terrific critical reception that “Peril” was 
receiving. The best part of the weekend was that, after the hoopla, the three of us rented a car and 
drove to San Francisco to see Peter in his new habitat. I felt like Steve McQueen as I crested every 
peak of Peter’s Nob Hill neighborhood, and then I had to parallel park at a 45-degree angle before 
landing in his arms. Just a few days removed from New York, he already looked different; his hair 
was shorter and he seemed better rested, or maybe just at ease. He was starting work the next day, 
and he knew the city well enough to give us a very quick tour—burritos in the Mission, a stroll 
through the Castro, sunset at Crissy Field. “Thanks for driving all the way up here,” he told us as we 
sat in the sand of Crissy. “I hope you like my setup.” To see darling Peter so…relieved… yeah, I liked 
this setup, as much as I hated to admit it. I felt optimistic; if he could bravely start over without us, we 
could try the same. 

It was a big week for clients and former clients alike: Tyler’s film “Peril” was opening wide on Friday, 
and Joanie’s LP “Buffer” was released Tuesday. Her reviews were mostly favorable; a few critics 
remarked that she had the talent but just needed the time to grow into it. Overall, it was a promising 
first album, with terrific production behind it. Joanie released her next single at the same time—the 
title track. It was slower and more restrained than her last single, the imposing, Lorde-assisted “Stop 
at Nothing.” This one highlighted her vocal range; it was just her and a piano, ever vulnerable, ever 



pointed: “I’ve wanted to say sorry for so long // But saying sorry feels so wrong // When I haven’t yet 
forgiven myself. // And until I grow a spine // Please know we’ll soon be fine // So long as you’ll 
forgive me one day too. // This buffer hides the pain // But builds me up again // I dream of us 
together in the end.” 

After “Peril” made its New York premiere, Tyler had to fly back to LA to do a couple talk show 
appearances. I stole Bart for a day trip to Fire Island Pines, a gay-centric corner of an island out past 
the Hamptons. We planned to tan ourselves on the sweeping beaches, surrounded by beautiful, 
vapid men. It didn’t take long for me to feel out of place—no surprises there—, and I quickly wished 
Peter could be there to give me attention, seeing as Bart was the one getting all the stares today. I 
turned off the meter in my head that cared about any of that, and closed my eyes to relax in the 
sand. “Eric, you should rotate,” Bart said, poking me after an hour. “You’ll fry your furry tummy. Get 
some light on your back too.” I stubbornly flipped over; I had been intentionally hiding all the razor 
burn marks from my hasty back shaving earlier that day. “Oof, that looks so painful,” Bart remarked 
as he put sunscreen on me. “You should have just left it. Some guys love back hair!” “I appreciate 
the concern, Bart,” I replied, annoyed. I could feel the sun hitting the razor burn, reminding me of my 
foolishness. 

Late in the afternoon, we went by the AA house to see some of our friends who had a time share for 
the week. There were ten guys staying in the house, but a good 30 or more mingling by the pool and 
on the deck. Bart hopped into the water to catch up with some buddies, and I took a moment to post 
a photo to Instagram. Then a comment came from Simon who said that he, too, was out in the Pines. 
A text followed. He was staying the week and invited Bart and me for a quick hello, but we were 
pressed for time. I told him we should instead catch up back in New York. Suddenly, some kid—
maybe 23 or 24 is all—tapped my shoulder and introduced himself. He was cute-ish, though his 
eyes were at different latitudes and his hair was thinning. But he was clearly a charmer, which 
worked in his favor. “Rob, sober for a whole week,” he said upon our handshake. “Who would’ve 
guessed I’d get to chat with the most attractive man here?” I looked around and counted maybe ten 
or fifteen guys who easily had me beat, but suddenly Rob himself seemed a lot more appealing. 

Rob and I spent an hour flirting, and it was right about the time Bart wanted to head back to the ferry 
and catch the train home. He read the situation and asked if I wanted to stay longer—I looked to 
Rob, who smiled and nodded, essentially inviting me to sleep over. Bart hugged me goodbye while 
whispering “You’re back in the game!” in my ear. With that, he was on his way. We all cooked dinner, 
then Rob and I walked along the beach in the moonlight back to his house. He pulled me into the 
bedroom and immediately disrobed. His body was maybe two percent body fat, and totally hairless. 
I climbed atop him on the bed, thankful to finally be out of my slump. He peeled my shirt up over me, 
but then let out an audible groan as he pushed me off of him. “Woof. Have you ever heard of a 



razor?” he said, disgusted by my chest hair. “That’s kind of… too much for me. And I thought maybe 
you’d be in better shape…” 

“Have you ever heard of Rogaine?” I snapped back at Rob. “At least I can grow it up top. And—by 
the way, you’re like a 5. And your dick is a 5, too. If that.” I held up my thumb and pointer finger to 
mock his short member. “Congratulations on sculpting the one thing you’re able to change,” I said of 
his muscles as I put my clothes back on. “It’s a shame you can’t do a thing about the rest of it, 
especially your bird dick.” I hurried outside before realizing that the last ferry had already left. I was 
stuck on the island, and I now had nowhere to go. I marched 100 yards before finally getting a signal 
on my phone, then texted my SOS to Simon. “Sorry, kiddo. I have someone over,” he responded. I 
yelled at my phone: “That’s the wrong response! Simon! Frick.” Then, another text from him: “245 
Bay Walk, past Holly Walk. Side entrance. I’ll make up the couch.” A numb sense of relief—and of 
gratitude—washed over me. 
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It was very weird to crash at Simon’s house 
knowing he had a man in his bedroom, and I’m 
sure it was just as strange for Simon, too. When I 
had arrived, he let me in without a word, looking 
somewhat annoyed. The couch was made up with 
sheets. I only managed a “thank you” before he 
crept back into his room. Luckily I couldn’t hear 
anything from the other side of his door, even as I 
tiptoed past to the bathroom. In the morning, I 
heard his door open, followed by footsteps 
tiptoeing toward the exit. Once the man left, I 
peeked out the window, just for confirmation that I 
didn’t know who he was; I was relieved to not 
recognize him. “A nice man from Philly,” Simon 
remarked from behind me. “Walking back to his 

time share since, you know, most of us come out with proper planning.” I felt like a puppy being 
scolded. Some of Simon’s house mates—his friends I had met the previous year—were making 
noise in the kitchen. Said Simon: “Go tell them how you like your eggs. And the coffee’s on. We’ll go 
for a walk on the beach after breakfast.” 

“I hate this place,” I told Simon as we walked down the beach together. “That’s a bold statement, 
considering this view,” he replied. I corrected myself: “What I mean is that it’s such a pressure 



cooker of ego and sex and testosterone, since it’s only gay men here. It makes me glad that straight 
people exist. Also, gay men are really terrible to each other. We project our insecurities onto one 
another and perpetuate every shallow part of our culture.” Simon remained quiet, so I continued: 
“Being gay is such a gift. We get to reclaim our identity and defy stupid, senseless traditions, but 
then we act like teenagers for our entire lives. You’re one of the few who actually acts his age. How 
have you tolerated this for so long?” “I just have low expectations,” Simon explained. “I operate 
under the assumption that everything will disappoint me, which means I’m often surprised when 
something—or someone—has a pulse and a perspective.” We walked a few paces as the tide flirted 
with our feet. “You know I’m talking about you, right?” he said. “Yeah, I got that,” I replied, unsure of 
what to add. 

After a few minutes of silence, I continued my train of thought: “I’m just worried that I’ll become like 
these guys,” I said. “They just fuck, rinse, repeat. I’m vapid enough now, but I feel like my excuses 
are more than used up. I feel like I’ll suddenly be 50 and nothing will have changed about my life in 
20 years.” Another pause. “Everything feels like it’s changing quickly right now, though, and it has 
felt like this for the past few years. But I know that’s going to feel less and less so over the next few. 
Suddenly I’ll be able to afford more things, and not just my studio apartment rent. My friends won’t 
move as much. Everything will settle into permanence. I’m afraid of what that permanence will be. 
And Simon, I want it to look like your life. Or maybe even a little more Kansan than I originally 
thought. You know—a couple kids, get married.” “That’s entirely in your control,” Simon said. “I don’t 
think you realize how just an ounce of self-awareness about this stuff will save you. But, I’d like to 
add that if you were to ‘end up’ like these guys—whatever generalization you’re making—it will be 
because it makes the most sense each step of the way. And I bet you’ll still be happy.” 

I disagreed with Simon. “If I ‘end up’ like these guys, it means I’ve entirely lost sight of who my 
parents raised me to be,” I said. “It means I’m selfish beyond saving, it means I’m still thinking with 
my dick, it means the many versions of me between 30 and 50 DO change in that I would gradually 
grow more and more callous to this shallow lifestyle. I want to know which of those versions along 
the way is ideal, or if he’s already come and gone.” I tapped a nerve: “Enough already with this idea 
that there are so many versions of you,” Simon said sternly. “Stop pretending like you’re a different 
person every day. This whole Eric and Eddy thing—it’s bullshit. You’re Eric who grew up in Kansas. 
Your mother’s death, your drinking problem, your shitty job with Sam that gave you the great 
existence you have now…those experiences all belong to one person. Your perspective is because 
of the millions of things you as an individual have encountered. Not the millions of versions of you 
who encounter one thing apiece. You need to reverse your thinking here. As a 30-year-old man, you 
should know by now how aging works, how perspectives change. You can do it without the 
dissociation. Trust me.” 



“You want to know something?” Simon continued. “I…I think you are absolutely perfect. I wish I could 
have been like you at your age. Instead I was doing a bunch of coke and had a dead-end 
relationship that I drew out for seven years. You’re well ahead of where I was. So if you want to be 
like me at my age, that’s great. I don’t think it’s half as amazing as you project it to be, and let’s not 
overlook the free pass you’re giving me. I proposed threesomes with you, and you were keen on the 
idea; doesn’t that contradict everything you just said? Listen, I’ve got nearly twice as many 
experiences and days as you, so I think I’m qualified to tell you that you’re as good as it gets, kid. 
You were brought up by good parents who have always supported you, even when you strayed far 
from the path. And you recovered tenfold from that low point. You have a great job; you’re your own 
boss. Your friends are sensational and they love you dearly. You’re so sexy and smart and rational 
and—ugh, it just kills me to hear you think otherwise. You can have all the happiness in the world at 
the very moment you decide. At the very moment you stop and realize how good your life is, and 
how much of that you owe to yourself and your decisions and the people you love. You already have 
it all.” 

“YOU think I’M perfect?” I asked Simon. He nodded: “You’re worried about how you’ll turn out when 
you’re my age, yet I hardly know enough men my age who can engage me the same way you can,” 
he told me. “You’re intentional. You’re self-aware. Maybe to a fault, but that’s far superior to the 
alternative. You’re doing just fine, kiddo; I wish you’d give yourself a break from the overanalyzing, 
though. Just let life happen. Be open to changing and evolving. That’s all part of growing up, even in 
our gay utopian Neverland bubble. I have missed you so sorely since we stopped seeing each 
other. I needed you in my life, as a reminder that I was setting the bar high for the right reasons. You 
cleared it, kid. You soared right over it, and I’ve got 50 years of perspective that you’re competing 
with.” We stopped walking—we must have been going for an hour without turning around—and he 
kissed me. “Simon,” I said. “I don’t know if we should be together. We’ve tried for so long.” He 
smiled: “I don’t want to be with you, Eric. I think I deserve someone who’s already there, don’t you? 
You’ll be better off with someone who also needs to grow into himself.” 

We lightened the mood on our walk home, gossiping about Simon’s housemates and laughing at my 
assumption that he wanted me back. He also spared me the train ride to New York, driving me all the 
way to Prospect Heights, where we grabbed dinner and concluded the weekend. Bart texted me 
before bed, wanting an update on the rest of my Fire Island sojourn. “I had a really lovely time,” I told 
him. “No sex. Just good company.” “That guy Rob seemed kind of…below your bar,” he said. “Kind 
of basic, I guess?” “You should have said so yesterday,” I texted. “Tell me when I’m not living up to 
my standards, you know?” “Sure,” he replied. “But I was mostly just happy to see you getting back 
on your feet. You’re an adult and can make those decisions. I just hope you’re feeling better. Really 
really.” I was. I really really was. 
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Sometime in the last year, life felt perfect. I think it 
was right before Christmas; I had just started 
gathering my own clients, Joanie’s career was 
taking off, Sam hadn’t jumped in front of that train 
yet, I was in good shape, and had a healthy, 
steady sex life. And, of course, Peter was still here. 
It’s silly to assume that life will ever stay static—in 
good times and bad—when the variables are so 
fleeting. I don’t know what I will do, though, if I ever 
have to leave this dynamic place. Even when the 
bad days stack faster than the good ones, I like 
that each New York year has such propensity for 
change, for elation and for heartbreak and for 
reflection and for gratitude. Maybe my worldview is 
narrow, but I’m not sure many places could give 
me that same unpredictability, that thrill. I have come to realize that I can never feel too bad for 
myself knowing that everything is, to some degree, temporary. Life didn’t seem very perfect of late, 
but the variables were there to make it so. 

Tyler was out in LA shooting a Calvin Klein campaign, and with a pretty paycheck on the way, he 
now had Bart’s blessing for posing in his underwear. Tyler’s absence meant that I should have seen 
more of Bart over the course of the week, but his social calendar had been filling up quickly of late. 
He had some new buddies from CrossFit and was spending a couple evenings with them, then I saw 
on Instagram one night he was hanging with Tyler’s “Peril” co-star, the supermodel Katerina 
Kalashnik. He was always vaguely inclusive when I would reach out, but I didn’t want to impose on 
his budding friendships, and certainly understood that this was all his new reality. I did at least get 
him once a week for AA meetings, and our chemistry was just like it always had been. I wasn’t losing 
a friend by any means; life was simply altering our routes. 

I saw a somewhat familiar face at our next AA meeting. I nudged Bart and pointed across the room. 
“Isn’t that Charlie?” I whispered. “No, no way. He looks too good,” Bart replied, squinting. “But is it?” 
We had met Charlie briefly, earlier in the year. He was young and volatile and had failed numerous 
times to clean up his act. After this meeting, Charlie came right up to us, albeit nervously. “Bart 
and… Alan, right?” “Eric,” I corrected him. “It’s good to see you again, Charlie. You look great…
healthy.” He nodded. “I was in Hazelden. The 30-day program,” he said. Hazelden, MN had a rehab 
center that many gay men attend, and a handful of our friends had started their recovery there. 
“Welcome back,” Bart said. “We were worried about you.” Charlie squinted his face and looked 



away sheepishly. “Yeah, I was too. I guess I still am.” I saw another familiar face in that moment: 25-
year-old Eric. “Well, you’ve come this far already,” I pointed out. “Taking control of yourself and 
everything…you’re already succeeding.” Bart and I treated him to dinner, eager to learn more about 
our new pal. I couldn’t wait to witness his blossoming, his growth, his surging confidence. 

Peter’s Instagram told everyone that things were 
really taking off in San Francisco. He was going on 
pub crawls with some of the Googlers, dancing in 
the Castro, running in Crissy Field and shopping at 
the farmer’s market, and on our occasional phone 
calls he would gush about it all. I was a little 
jealous. By no means was my life bad here—I was 
eating healthier, squeezing in some Prospect Park 
runs, prospering at work, going on the occasional 
date—I just kept quieter about it all of late, 
because nothing felt particularly noteworthy or 
showy, and admittedly I was lonely, especially 
since I was seeing Bart less. I couldn’t help but 
wonder which hours of my day would have been 
spent with darling Peter, were he still here. Finally, 

after seeing a photo of him and his pals at a Giants game, I had to stop and scold myself: I’m the 
one who craves control, who crafted this give-me-the-reins outlook from living in New York. So, I 
texted a couple guys I knew peripherally to make weekend plans. I couldn’t replace Peter, but I was 
certainly responsible for filling that void. 

Talia and Dad both attended Saturant’s performance in Kansas City, on her tour supporting Lorde. 
Said Dad of Joanie: “She seemed so angry up there. So emotional. But good, yeah. Very artsy and 
well rehearsed.” He even ran into her parents at the show, and he said that they were having a blast. 
That was so unlike them—to let loose, and heck, to even show much rousing support of Joanie—but 
Dad swore he saw them twirling around, a few drinks deep, enjoying their daughter’s show. Talia was 
equally ecstatic, and was in shock since she got to go back stage and meet Lorde, who 
complimented her earrings and lip stain. “And Joanie is a legitimate rock star,” Talia beamed. “She 
said they’re about to announce a solo tour across Europe and South America.” This was news to me, 
but really no surprise. 

I woke early that Saturday for a run, but my leg was sore and I didn’t want to risk injuring it. Instead, I 
walked to the flower shop to get some lilies. “We’re fresh out,” the vendor said. “Someone just 
snagged the only bunch. Sorry.” It clearly wasn’t a morning for little victories, but I was nevertheless 
perfectly content as I meandered back. I took a small detour to appreciate the earth tones of each 



row house, and the bright green trees that lined every street. Prospect Heights could still slow 
everything down, calm every concern, and give me a profound sense of accomplishment. This was 
my home. This was where I grew confident. I returned to my apartment, put on a Billy Joel vinyl—
Dad’s favorite—and brewed some coffee. Then the doorbell rang. I walked barefoot to the intercom: 
“I’m not interested in your religious fantasies,” I yelled into the speaker. Then, another ring. “What? 
Who is it?!” I said angrily. A familiar voice responded: “Eric, it’s me. It’s Joanie.” I pulled my finger off 
the speaker button, completely paralyzed, and anything but calm. 

I opened the door to see that very familiar face. “I didn’t think you went by the name ‘Joanie’ 
anymore,” I said on first glance. “I’ll always be Joanie,” she replied, looking very nervous. “Just like 
you’ll always be Eric.” “Shouldn’t you be on tour?” I asked. “We have a long weekend off,” Joanie 
said as she handed me a bouquet of lilies. “Here 
are some dead plants to express how sorry I am 
for, you know, being a bad friend. Can I come in?” 
In a few short seconds, I thought of all the reasons 
I should slam the door in her face, and how much 
satisfaction it would give me to shut down her 
apology, considering the huge knife in my back 
and the big paychecks she was receiving. How 
easy for her to come by now, now that she was a 
household name, a global headliner. “Please, 
Eric?” she begged, understanding the conflict. 
Another pause. Then: “Okay…okay,” I said, 
keeping eyes locked, nodding in fear and 
forgiveness and humiliation and gratitude. 
Because, well, you can’t always be an asshole if 
you want to survive—here, or anywhere. Only 
recently have I understood that, and I’ll forever have my 30-year-old self to thank for the little bit of 
wisdom. 

— T H E  E N D —  


