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Last Will and Testament 

 

I never thought I’d make it this far.  Please don’t mistake my astonishment for 

discontent – my life is, and for quite a while has been, fundamentally good. I am 

happier, in fact, today, than I’ve ever been, at any point in my life.  

 

So of course, naturally, I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop. 

 

******* 

Every morning I lie beside you 

and commit you to my memory. 

I trace the laugh lines etched into your face;  

I set my own internal clock to your  

rhythmic breathing in and out; 

I inhale the scent of last night’s wine on your lips  

and cum on your belly... 

And when I am full of you,  

I draw close to you   

and I whisper in your ear,  

“Beyond these walls,  

I am at war. 

The battleground is my body. 

They fight with saturated fats and cigarettes,  

hookers and heroin,  

blood clots and bullets. 

You are my only defense. 

Your love is my armor. 
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This is how I make it through the day. 

This is how I survive.  

But 

If I do not make it home tonight 

please remember –  

always remember –  

that I lived because you loved me,  

and because I loved you,  

I have lived.”  

******* 

 

I view my continued existence as a series of battles.  The battleground? My body, 

always my body.  Forces both within and beyond my control are constantly 

conspiring to beat it into submission. It’s a game of odds – craps, it feels like – no 

less or more than a throw of the dice.   

 

A bright spot amidst the deluge: at the age of 47, I’ve crossed a threshold, into a 

group of Black males for whom homicide is not one of the top five causes of death.  

It’s the leading cause of death for Black males aged 15 to 34, and the third leading 

cause for 35- to 44-year-old Black men.  For my cohort – 45 to 54, as categorized 

by the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, or CDC – it’s number seven, no 

longer anywhere near our greatest threat. Relatively speaking, barely even a threat 

anymore.  

 

Relatively speaking. 
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Maybe now I can stop holding my breath every time I drive past a police car.  

Police shootings of civilians fall into the homicide category.  From a medical and 

legal standpoint, homicide means no more than this: the intentional actions of one 

person (say, a police officer) directly caused the death of another person (say, a 

man selling loose cigarettes, or a kid playing in a park with a toy gun, or a man 

sitting next to his girlfriend in a car with his hands exactly where someone, say a 

police officer, told him to put them).   

 

The designation of a death as a homicide doesn’t presume innocence or guilt, or 

whether the death is justifiable. It presumes nothing. Except, in the case of a police 

shooting, that an indictment is unlikely, even improbable, and a conviction near 

impossible.   

 

I cautiously declare victory in this battle. But I will nevertheless remain vigilant – 

because while my odds may have improved, the risk has not entirely disappeared. 

Physical, psychic or otherwise. 

 

Similarly, my risk of a painful, undignified AIDS-related death has diminished 

greatly. That’s another bright spot. This is in large part due to the astonishing 

effectiveness of AIDS drug treatments nowadays – AIDS has nearly moved into 

the category of chronic illness, like asthma or arthritis.   

 

Nearly.  

 

According to the CDC, if new infections continue at the current rate, just about 

half of all Black gay and bisexual men – one out of every two – will be diagnosed 

with HIV in their lifetime. And there’s no cure for HIV/AIDS yet.  So, for now, the 
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ultimate prognosis is still death.  The question that remains – whether I’ll reach 

some respectable benchmark of old age (say, 70) before I’m infected and 

subsequently hit with a host of AIDS-related disabilities.  

 

For Black men who, like me, against the odds, have reached blessed middle age, 

we’re at a far greater risk of dying by our own hand – the hand that feeds us, more 

specifically.  Heart disease is now my number one death threat.  My fear of bullets 

has given way – somewhat – to worrying more about the folds of fat around my 

middle. An alarming number of men who share not only my ethnicity but my age 

and my bearish body type seem to have been simply dropping dead recently.  An 

acquaintance of mine died alone, of as yet unspecified causes, while his partner 

was away visiting family.   Reason tells me that this is an exceptional case; 

emotion points out that it’s mundane, even ordinary, like the mass of us, and not 

remotely unusual.   

 

One way to frame my life: an unending, grueling struggle against becoming a 

statistic.   

 

If you believe nothing else I say, believe this, trust this: I will not go gently. I will 

not become a statistic.  

******* 

 

I, being of sound mind and body, do hereby declare that: 

 

• I believe in both the logic and science of evolution, and the guiding hand of 

an unseen higher power, and daily marvel at the evidence of each before 

me.  
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• I believe that the closest I can come to paradise on earth is to spend a 

weekday lazily lounging at the beach.   

 

• I believe that love is a renewable resource; I find that the more I expend, 

the more I receive.   

 

• I believe that all persons have equal value and deserve equal respect. I 

believe that the individual differences between us fuel our collective 

brilliance and creativity.   

 

• I believe that how I say something is as important as what I say. I believe 

that the exercise of basic kindness demands so little of us that to refuse to 

extend it to anyone exposes in us a stinginess of soul.  

 

• I believe that each of us is compelled to spend our time here on this earth 

being not great, but good.  

 

• I believe that life is a gift, immeasurably precious. I intend to live it as such.   

 

Every morning that finds me breathing, I make this commitment. Each day I battle 

on. I do my best to eat right. I deprive myself of all the pleasing poisons – drugs 

like marijuana, and sugar.  I work out like I have a contractual obligation to do so. 

And I write.  

 

I write.  
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I write to survive. I write so that you will bear witness. I write so that, should you 

find me one hot and wet summer morning hanging by a noose in a tight jail cell in 

a too-small Texas town, you will not question for one second whether I died by my 

own hand. I write so that you will testify on my behalf: “He knew love. He knew 

joy. His life was abundant.” 

 

The noted author and poet Audre Lorde perhaps says it best:  

 

“I want to live the rest of my life, however long or short, with as much sweetness 

as I can decently manage, loving all the people I love, and doing as much as I can 

of the work I still have to do. I am going to write fire until it comes out of my ears, 

my eyes, my noseholes--everywhere. Until it's every breath I breathe. I'm going to 

go out like a fucking meteor!” 

 

If I have anything left of value left to share at the end of my days, then I haven’t 

done life right. I mean to blow my creative, intellectual, spiritual, sexual, and 

emotional fortunes while I’m still here. I want, when I breathe my last, to find that 

there’s absolutely nothing left to give. I want to be spent. 

 

I tell you, I’m going out like a fucking meteor. Try and stop me.  

 

 

 


