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F I C T I O N

Hockey Night in Canada
by Francisco Ibanez-Carrasco

LOVE WINTERS IN VANCOUVER.

Long-drawn afternoons dr ipp ing
into the night, mossy pipes collect-

ing the in terminab le tears o f the
season, a sense o f calm. I n the win-

ter, I can be sheltered f rom the elements,
hidden from public view, cocooned inside.

I wear layers and layers o f clothing. I hate
the summer. Mesmerized by the l i tany o f
drops, one by one, I see the loose figments
o f my imagination materialize, one by one.

In the winter, I?m allowed to dream. I go
surfing through the channels, sometimes
stopping in the soothing pools o f screen-
blue. Click, click, noise, click, drop, drop,

cl ick; I see hockey players, you know,
square heads on the sports section o f the
six o?clock news, t rampl ing through the
locker room, bare chested, sweating buck-
ets. When the camera zooms into a violent

close-up, I can almost taste the salty beads.

Well, you can cry mear i v e r ; I cried a river
over you. Players talk about the game
w i t h o u t making much sense at all. I?m

transfixed by their features, the pouty, suc-
culent mouth that articulates insolent ly
all that nonsense. Inspired by these dis-
tant f l ickering images, I relieve myself.

A hockey star comes into town incog-
ni to. He is a red-haired stud wi th a jaw

line strong as a truck bumper and broad
shoulders that could cover f rom Brit ish
Columbia to the Mar i t ime if he laid down

across the country. Ad mare jusque ad
mare. An inaccessible beauty o f w h o m
only a pale reflection of the original is seen
on T V . A glimpse enough to make girls

sigh. He plays hard, spits blood, curses
t o u g h ? f u c k you, asshole, you g o o f ?
curves his lips, spits again, pumps his
hands, and rams ahead like a locomotive.

But now he has taken some five days off,
unsupervised, and he drives fast to Van-

couver. N o practice, no retreat, and no
in te rv iews?nobody really knows he has

come this way. He steps on the gas. By the
time the evening has started to unravel,
he checks into a cheap downtown h o t e l ?
$39 a night, check-out t ime is 11 a m . ?
under a false name, shakes the rain o f f his

handsome head and grips the key. The old
woman at the reception probably thinks
he?s a pimp (looks wel l -kept) or a drug
pusher: none o f her business really. He
takes a shower, bare ly squeezing his
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humanity under the drizzle. He lights up
a cigarette, coughs, doesn?t really smoke,
puts i t out, turns on the TV, pops a beer

can open. I n the eleven o?clock news
broadcast, he watches his own bravado

about an upcoming game back east and
some international news, wars, hurricanes,
budget cutbacks, who gives a shit. He
orders takeout chow mein. The stacatto

high-pitched voice conf i rming the order,
fifteen bucks minimum, irritates him. Why
can?t they speak English? He is restless
and paces the room up and down in three
or four heavy strides, feeling caged. Turns
on the paid adult channel and loses inter-
est in the middle o f his laborious erection
so he gives up, checks the newspaper, look-
i ng for an ent ic ing, expensive hooker,
exotic, with an accent and askin color that

w i l l contrast nicely wi th his rosy, p ink-
whi te tones and freckles: a transsexual.

The idea o f the hooker does not l inger
long. N o way. Freaks. H e chomps avidly
on the chow mein, throws the sticks out

the window and uses the plastic fork; fuck

them. He washes the M S G down with big
sips o f beer. Finally, after hours o f hesita-
tion, he gives up and goes out into the
night. It?s twelve-thirty. It?s pouring rain.

I don?t usually go out; my health has-
n't been that good lately andI find it bor-
ing. Still, after years of living in Canada,

I find gay bars in Vancouver are unfriendly
and I am too odd to be desirable to white
gay men, whatever, sour grapes I guess. I
choose a small and dark bar far from the
West End. A dive frequented by the wel-
fare set. The posing in trendy places, the
smugness of beauty queens, the unfriendly
service and ?gay tax? drive me nuts. I order
a glass of soda?no ice please, no untreated
water?lI can?t drink alcohol, I can?t smoke,

I can?t eat greasy food. This virus is snatch-
ing away one by one the things I enjoy in
life. I t has taken away my taste buds, sat-
urating my mouth with a metallic taste. I t
has taken awaymy friends either by killing
them or making them tired o f my deep
funks. The virus is slowly creeping up my
legs like poison ivy, plundering my cells
and rotting the tissues. Fuck it anyway. I
sit in a dark corner to watch ragged hus-
tlers play pool courted by old queens that
hand out money, kisses, cigarettes, drinks
and compliments with trembling hands

that reach out l ike worms. I appreciate
their damaged beauty, their troubled youth

stuffed in t ight jeans, sleeveless plaid shirts,
a smirk on the face, a growl in the stom-
ach, and a sure shot wi th the pointer.

Ared-haired m a n ? i n Spanish we call

them colorines?momentarily catches my
eye. He?s sipping a large glass o f dark beer,
his grip wraps around the entire glass. Like

in Sesame Street, I can see that thing does-
n?t belong wi th the others. Maybe i t does.
T h e colorin glances around h im, every-
where, constantly, with uncanny emerald
eyes. The poor l ighting, the th ick cloud
of smoke suspended midair, and the muf -
fled disco music collude to provide a cheap
T V series kind o f int imacy to the place.

T h e y could play Carpenters and have
Charlie?s Angels and Rock Hudson show

up at the door anytime. I get up f rom m y
stool to leave?enough o f this shi t?as the
red-haired man stands on his feet, stum-
bles, bobbing his heada bit, and heavily
falls to his knees. H e vomits r ight there

and i t splatters m y shoes as I walk by. I
instinctively go and hold him up. The bar-
tender is a fussy queen who thinks this is
the fucking Hya t t and frowns, smacks his
lips, brings a mop and fastidiously smears

the stuff t ry ing to pick i t up. The last call
is announced over the loudspeakers. The
red-haired one is mumbl ing incoheren-

cies and the manager comes over to tel l
me to drag my friend outside before he
messes up the jo int even further. What?
I don?t have the chance to explain; he is
already dragging him by his left arm while

he clings onto me on the r ight like a heavy
anchor. A f t e r f lapping m y arms l i ke a

deranged hen for five minutes, I get a cab
and push the red-haired burden into the
back seat. W h e n the dr iver asks me for
directions, I don?t know what to tel l him.

I t r y to get away and leave the colorin in,

the taxi to get his ride to nowhere, but the
dr iver mumbles in his broken accent that

he is either gett ing an address from me or

kicking his big white but t ou t o f the car.
I give the driver m y address on the East

side and hop next to colorin; he is going
m y way after all. We get there. Only when
1 offer the edgy driver a t ip does he help

me tug this huge bag o f bones to my apart-
ment?s door. The driver drops the guy on

me as soon as he gets his t ip and as he
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turns around he mumbles something nasty
about motherfucking queers.

The coforin has been dumped on the
floor by the door, barely inside; his face is
swollen; I curse my fate, dragging him a

bit further into the place. I hope that he?s

not going to die here. What kind of expla-
nations could I give to the paramedics?
who cares...one more fag story, they'll
say. Well, what now?I f i n a l l y have a man
in my apartment and i t means l itt le or
nothing. He?s a mess and his disgusting
drawling has stained his tank top, so I

remove his leather jacket and the tank top
and in the same e f f o r tI pull o f f his soiled
jeans, too. N o t bad; he could be hand-
some i f he wasn?t this wasted. The clas-
sic repressed gringo who is unable to get
laid when sober and drinks it up until the
last call and stumbles down the street to
a dark park where he fucks or is fucked
by anyone. This one didn?t even get that
far. He reacts momentarily and I help him
get to the toilet bowl to spill out what-
ever is left of his guts?acidic, pungent
smell. I prop him up there and prepare
strong coffee, which I make him swallow
in big gulps. Two hours later, I?m still
nursing this idiot. I?m exhausted. I go out
for fun and I end up taking care of some
big white guy. The paramedics won? be
necessary, I decide; he breathes okay;h i s
chest extends like a mountain. I?m about
to go and lie down when the colorin comes
to his squalid senses and starts a mono-
logue which soon builds into a monoto-
nous stream. Are you Spanish??no, I?m
Latino?Andale, andale, Mexican?
Jalapefio? Si sefior? He mutters the usual
ignorant crap. Why ask? You don?t give
a damn anyway. W h y don?t you put
jalapefio up your ass? Clearing his rusty
throat wi th coffee, he thoroughly
describes the major landmarks of his
twenty-three years of life. Why is i t always

easier to tell a complete and utter stranger
everything there?s to know about oneself?
Anonymity is a great thing and that?s why
anonymous sex makes sense. Soon I have

gathered more information thanI really
care to have. He says he?s this great star
and he pompously pronounces his name,
dragging an inebriated ?s?, whatever, a

name I?ye never heard before; he pro-
nounces it sloooowly so I can under-
stand?not my language, you see
?pronounces i t with the arrogance of
those who have the world at their finger-
tps. Tomorrow, he'll probably regret all
these confessions and beat the shit out of
me so I don?t say anything that can incrim-
inate him?nothing. Maybe I can black-

o

Pais
e o

re

A

We Laryast
QE )sI

Taitlameant

sfOrvonn
fe IS faba

P AIith

~~

I f i t is t i m e t o se l l y o u r l i f e

insu rance po l i c y .... C a l l F U N D S
F O R L I F E .

F U N D S F O R L I F E works for you,

no t the b u y e r . O u r c o m p e t i t i v e

b i d d i n g process ensures that y o u

receive the most for this V A L U A B L E

ASSEST.

F U N D S F O R L I F E .... dedicated to

serving you.... 24 hrs. a day, 7 days a

week.... always here, always caring.

A B S O L U T E C O N F I D E N T I A L I T Y

ASSURED.

Call T o d a y . . . En joy

Funds F o r L i fe Tomorrow!

F U N D S F O R

L I F E
407-420-1200

or 1-800-556-0807
Member N A P W A



F I C T I O N

mail h im and get some dough to pay m y
credit card bills. Dream on! Well, fuck it,

Iw ish I could do things like that, butt h e y
don?t interest me or I?m too clumsy.

Tasked h im one lousy question and he

has launched into this epic gui l t t r ip and

h im stretch and moan. I turn down the
volume a notch. Five minutes later, he

comes out stark naked and I can?t helpb u t
noticing his colossal proportions. N o w it?s

m y tu rn to be uncomfortable. I sneak by

and go get the laundry. I br ing h im coffee

This virus is snatching away one
by one the things| enjoy in life.

psychological n igh tmare o f w a n t i n g
m e n ? y o u know, want ing them.. .but l iv-
ing normal. Norma l ! An hour later, he?s

fast asleep next to m y bed, empty o f all

revelations and belches. I th ink o f taking
advantage o f this situation, i f you know

what I mean, bu t I?m exhausted, W i t hm y
luck, P'll probably get crabs or a V D . I t

would be like playing with gooey d o u g h ?

lots o f it. I cover h im and place ap i l l o w
under his fiery head and reluctantly go to
sleep. As I doze off, I t h ink I should have
hidden the knives in the kitchen.

Next morning, I wake up early and with
a savage headache and realize I have seen

that guy on TV. Big deal. The colorin lies
there inert until midday. What i f his fam-
ily and the police are looking for him and
accuse me o f kidnapping him? Now, he

snores placidly, the repose of a champion
in my 1970s carpet of faded green laurels.
I le t him sleep. When he finally wakes up,
I 'm watching the cooking shows of Sun-
day afternoon. He shakes his head several
times and one wild curl o f red hair falls
down his left eye like a flame. He squints
and a gesture of pain takes over his gri-
mace. He looks like an adolescent. I hand

him two extra-strength pills for the hang-
over anda box of tissue paper. He does-
n?t look me in the eye. He's shy. Isn?t i t a

bit too late for that? He is silent and does-
n?t want to talk now. I explain to him what
happened and why he?s lying on my floor.
I tell him that nothing has happened to
him and that his underwear, his jeans and
his tank top were dirty and now they are
almost ready in the dryer downstairs. I?ll
get them in a sec. I assured him that he

was so inebriated that he didn?t say one
intelligible word last night. He asked what
intelligible means. He heavily stands up,
roughly 5'7", the blanket drops, and he
disappears into the bathroom. I hear a

potent drizzle. I turn up the T V volume
a bit...several burps, a loud fart. I hear
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and toast and turn the TV volume down.
He has flipped the channel to some live
game. I grab the remote control from his
hand. He holds i t for a couple of seconds
but lets i t go. The nerve. I quickly surf the
channels. Where was Martha Stewart's Liv-
ing? What's this? Fashion File? Fashion File

would do. While he chows down onm y
twelve-grain toast with ?I Can't Believe
It?s Not Butter,? I meekly tell him how to
return downtown in a cab. He says thank
you and smiles imperceptively. I think he
does. I gain courage. I don?t know when
to shut up, and give him a piece of my
mind about gay bars, repressedgringos,
closeted assholes and homophobic men.
He asks me what I mean. Forget it. We
get talking and an hour later we devour
pepperoni pizza, which I order; and he
pays with a humid fi f ty buck bill I put
through the wash. It was my money I spent
to pay the cab fare last night. He takes a

nap?more like drowns into a stupor half-
seated against the bed. I wonder when he

will leave. I?ve turned up the heat.Expen-
sive. It?s raining outside. Is i t raining men?
Those stupid disco lyrics.

I think about this, the weirdest event.
On channel 23, Elsa Klench is going on

about some new collection: black, always

black. The truth is, I am impressed the
colorin is a real hockey star and that he

confided in me. However, I prefer soccer;
I?m Latino after all; i f ?m gonna sit with
a man on a Sunday evening I?d rather
watch soccer. Last time a straight guy set
foot in my place (two of them in fact), i t
was the paramedics who dragged me out
in a stretcher. When I woke up in the
ambulance and I saw those visions I
thought I had met my maker; my tribula-
tions were over. Wrong. They dumped
me at the emergency room. But I have an

ounce of pride left, so I refuse to act like
a hysterical groupie. I?m ten years older
than this guy. I f experience amounts to

anything, I should keep m y composure
T h e colorin wakes up, seems more ani.

mated as he eats another slice o f cold pizza

(the remainder o f a large and medium

drinks the rest o f m y only two-l i terbot.
tle o f mineral water (no potassium, not
carbonated), and takes two more extra.
strength pil ls I hand h im over,

At this point, something goes haywire,
He's been sitting on the floor all this time
and slowly he kneels and leans forward. I

swallow twice as I see his lips approach
and gently land on my mouth.A soft and

humid landing. I don?t know how long it
lasts: 6.5 on the Richter scale. Theepi-
center is around here; this has been over-
due for twenty years, scientists say. He
whispers, ?Thank you,? and sets my body
ablaze, drumrolls my heart, makes me tat-
ter, I mean titter, no, totter. I dive into the

emerald pools of his eyes. I?m dazzled in
the middle of the bed and could soon be

road kill. He climbs into the bed, sur-

prisingly agile for such an enormous man,
and locks me in a strong embrace. More
kissing. Wait! I jerk away and tell him he
doesn?t really have to do this. I would have

done the same for anyone, I didn?t have a

choice: the manager, the vomit, the taxi.

The bed seems to shrink by the second
with his voluminous presence. ?Make

ample this bed,? Emily wrote.Honey,
make i t big. I know I?m missing a once-
in-a-lifetime chance, but thank you, no,

thank you. He smiles provocatively with
a grin that is a stew of insolence, lust and

innocence. He says he feels differently
about me. Oh please, give me a break. Get
your shit together and leave. I can?t believe
Thave this kind of pride in me! He holds
me firmly by the wrists; why did I have to
push it? Now comes the gay bashing, I
think. Where is the baseball bat? Again, he

pulls me closer with a startling tenderness.
I 'm flushed.I resist his hug and I blurt out
that although I find him attractive...very
attractive, I can?t do this ?cause I?m HIV
Positive and I have some telling purple KS

lesions on my legs. This stops him dead

in his tracks. I knew it would?the per-
fect antidote for this foolishness. 1 know

when to seize an opportunity: better
retreated than rejected. A moment goes

by and the colorin decisively pulls me
towards him.

The evening is dark, darker than usual.

Everything is messed up, the lamp by the
bed has been knocked over, the pillows
are drenched, a sharp smell hangs in the

air, and time has paused. There are three,
count them, three used condoms by the
bed. With that skill and modesty one only




