LoveCan Let Go
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June 22,1993 . . . Annee and | arrived mid-day. | was so anxious to see
Steven. His sister, Helen, met us at the door. SkeStaven had been
it ’.-“ asking her all morning, "Are they here yet?" We followedeHdo his
N ». room. There he was, this beautiful soul, laid in bed ifetal position.
, 41" Helen said, "They're here." All he could do was raisehaiad, but oh,
: what a smile. Annee and | sat on the bed and gave him laugig He
’ , wanted to sit on the side of the bed. We had to help fiinen | knew.
£ J*‘S ,’« He was so frail, too weak to even stand up. As | lookexhis eyes, the
=% window of his soul, that spark that had always been tivaedimmed.
We knew, but our souls did not speak of it. Here we w#teyen and I, about to complete that
journey started two years before.

| remember. . ..

. "Robert, our relationship has moved to a higher plane it has become pprelyad.”
"Yes, the highest realm of love."

June 22, Evening: That night, Steven and | had a soulful conversation. “lbtired,
tired of being sick. | have pneumonia again. | don'ttwamy treatment.” | said nothing. |
acknowledged by moving my head with a Yes. We understoodotfaah No more was said.

Love can let go.

June 23: There was a sliding-glass door to the outside from Stexgors. Earlier that
spring, with the help of his brother Mike, Steven had plaatgdrden just outside this door. The
garden was small, only about 4 feet by 6 feet. He hadegolancouple of tomato plants, squash
and, oh yes, lots of flowers. In the afternoon, Steviehlsahad not looked at his garden in some
days and he would like to see it. There were a numbgeople there, his sister Helen, his niece
Lisa, Annee and me. We all scurried around to help Stexea his wish. "I'll get a stool for
him to sit on. I'll open the door. Steven, are you wamough, do you need a jacket?” We all
wanted so much to please him. He could not walk oroWwis. We got him up, standing, and
with Annee on one side and me on the other, he would takematy steps, almost a shuffle.

We got him outside and seated on the stool. He bent ovee sould be close to his
plants. | stepped a few feet away and took a long lobkrat

How can | describe what | saw? He was so thin, lois fmunt, he literally looked like a
very old man. However, there was something else. He was soanhpehace and there was a look
of great wisdom on his face. | noticed that he wasistatd sway, so | quickly moved behind
him and took hold of his shoulders in order to steady hinieltihice to touch him. He leaned
back against me. | felt a sigh from his bodyRobert, you know what | have done with the rose
bushes? | have let the long stems grow up through the briars so thabsisernk can reach the
Light of the Golden Gate."

At first, this did not make sense to me because there mo rose bushes in his garden. It
took a moment for me to fully understand what he wasgayl was the only one present who
understood the significance. He was speaking of his rose gard®est Virginia. He knew
when the light of summer began to dim; his roses wowdhréor the light. Reach for the Light
of the Golden Gate."

A short time later, he wanted to go back inside. Idelpim stand and walk to the door.
Once there, Steven was his old self. “I can make it yyseff.” He crawled on his hands and
knees inside and sat up yoga style. “See, | can stilrgeind.”

All the others that were with him seemed to disapp#arthe other part of the house,
leaving Steven and | alone. | was setting on the floor iith We somehow ended up in the
same Yoga position. Facing each other, knees touching. Loekego eye, smiling at each
other. He reached out and pulled my hands to him. Therenavasnversation; we were just
“being”. For a moment we were collected, so untroublad;hing and looking, being one.
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Annee later told me that she started to enter the room{dpgesl at the door when she
saw us. She said she knew something spiritual was happening.twad leé you were glowing,
there was an aura around both of you.”

That night, Annee prepared a beautiful meal, jumbo shringppasta. | truly do not
think he was hungry, but with Annee’s help he ate what hedcoHle knew it would make us
happy to see him eat. After dinner, he wanted to hear samiE. The music was soft and slow.
Annee turned to him and asked him if he would like to dancelobleed confused as if to say,
“How.” Annee stood up in front of him, putting her arms undsr she pulled him up until he
was standing. She put his arms over her shoulders and had hims gaet on hers. It was
almost as if she was dancing with a rag doll. Helesinand held onto Annee, as they slow
danced around the room.

At 10:00 p.m., Steven had his medication to take, and, we albtired. Annee and |
stayed in the room with him. She slept on the couch alepti sn a mattress on the floor. It was
time to put Steven to bed. Annee was perhaps alreadyaske lights had been turned off
except for Steven's bedside lamp. He was sitting onidleeo$ the bed taking his pills. | left the
room for just a minute. When | came back, | do not belgexen heard me. As | approached
him, | reached out and touched him on the shoulder. He drewabacist as if frightened. |
said, "Do what you have to." | have pondered those waasy times as they were the last
words | would say to Steven. | believe my soul anddke simultaneously with two different
meanings. For me, these words were said with angemyaoul knew that Steven would soon
part. My conscious mind knew none of this. | only felt thetéon of loss. Steven was going to
leave me and | was angry, "Do what you have to." Idid and mine both knew . . . it was
"Time."

June 24, 1993: It was two years to the day when | took Steven to the tab$pr the first
time, when he was diagnosed with AIDS.

It was my soul that saw and understood these happeningsheRavo of us, there was a
weaving in-and-out of this plane and the next. For me, the rdetliés side, for Steven, the
expectations of another state, where he was becoming moma@edoure love. The closer he
came to the end of his journey; the concerns of our firistence were no longer meaningful.

7:00 am.: As usual, | was the first one up. It was time for St&enedications and to
fix his breakfast. As | headed for the kitchen, | walked fasven in bed. He was propped up
with pillows; he could sleep better that way. | pausegust a moment to look at him, then went
to the kitchen and started to fix his breakfast. Sometlidgne to go back. Something was not
right. | dropped what | was doing, and returned to Steueedside and looked at him. He
seemed to be resting peacefully. | reached out antiéduas hand. It was cool. | felt his face,
it was cool. | put my hand on his chest, he was breathingpftly said "Steven,” he did not
answer. My whole being knew.

| went to Annee and woke her. "It's Time. It's Stev&et up, but you don't have to
rush.” | then went into the other part of the house and walee U told her the same. | called
Helen, Wayne (a friend of Steven's) and Hospice. It edeonly minutes would pass when all
were at Steven's bedside. The nurse from Hospice exatmimednd turned to me and said,
"You are right Robert, it won't be long.” We tried timtact the rest of his family. Most were on
their way. Annee, Lisa and Wayne were on the bed with hielen, the two people from
Hospice and | was standing next to the bed. Those orethevith him through weeping voices,
pleaded with him not to go.



His work was finished. The separation between this wamttithe next was ending.

"He stopped breathing."
It was over.

This gentle soul was gone,
"Reaching for the Light of the Golden Gate"

| stood frozen, locked in time, listing
as a great cry rose from all
“NO, Non

| went to him,
held him in my arms,
with aching tears
removed the silver cross from around his neck
replaced it on mine,
then ever so carefully lowered him back onto the pillow.

Annee said,
Sweet dreams, my Prince.

Those with AIDS, through their suffering and death
have taught us
“It is a Gift of Love.”

This blessing was not unique to just Steven and me.
Whenever the Gift of Love is present
there is a communion of souls.
The entire meaning of Steven and | meeting
and the union that followed
had but one purpose
to be together these moments in time.
Being gay had nothing to do with it.
It was true anchuman.

Lisa said,



