










“Yeah, why don’t you come with me?” 
“I already have a job.” 
“Some fun in the sun?” 
“Well, Diego is driving me crazy . . .” 

For the past year, Billy called me every other day with 
another story of some terrible thing his students did to him, or 
other teachers, or each other—or some terrible thing he’d done to 
himself in retaliation. But that’s just the way it was surviving in 
America’s public schools. Every day was a struggle. Every day 
was psychological warfare, and if you didn’t stay sharp, the 
system would grind you into human pencil shavings. 

I’d spent most of the previous year in various Buffalo public 
schools, either as a student teacher or long-term sub, temporarily 
replacing a man who’d taken a few months off to nurse a 
worsening stomach ulcer. I hated the job, but felt chained to it. I 
didn’t know why. I didn’t want to teach. After finishing the long-
term subbing gig, I was offered a full-time social studies position 
at the same school, but the day before I was supposed to go in and 
sign the contract, I bought a one-way ticket to Mexico. I’d only 
recently gotten back. The darkness had been settling into my life, 
but something in that small Mexican town, Mariposa, helped me 
see through it. It was in that light I’d realized I wanted to be a 
writer. 

I’d started a novel almost immediately after my return from 
Mexico, jumping out of my bed in the middle of one humid 
Buffalo summer night and upchucking memories and quotes and 
themes on anything I could grab hold of: tissues, blank pages in 
books, the front cover of the White Album . . . Once I started, I 
couldn’t stop. It felt like an addiction, but of a new sort—one that 
didn’t eat into me as I ate into it. I started writing every day, for 
hours. It was my obsession, but in giving into it, the pain eased. 
The stars had aligned, the cows had come home. I’d found 





my instincts and made it back to Miami Beach; though our motel 
was north, I drove south, almost reaching the end of the island. I 
then began the slow journey north through South Beach. 

“Shit, this place is like a gigantic pussy waiting to be fucked,” 
I said, while driving under the shade of row after row of towering 
hotels and condo complexes. “We gotta start again on that 
screenplay soon. My head’s swelling.” 

“Yeah . . . hey, would you get a load of all these boys? So 
tanned, so pretty. This is like a homo’s paradise. After all, you 
know what a gay man’s favorite food is, right?” 

“I dunno, corn dogs?” 
“No, papi-cock!” Billy giggled. He seemed pretty pleased 

with himself. 
We passed more pastel colored, pleasure-ship-inspired Art 

Deco buildings and eventually arrived at the appropriately named 
Seaside Motel. We went up to our room, changed, and went for a 
dip in the ocean. 

“I really need to step it up tomorrow. Can you imagine living 
here? This place is paradise. Every weekend is like spring break.” 
I dipped my head underwater—so warm, so blue—and popped 
back up. 

“Yeah, I can’t believe it’s a part of the US. This city’s like no 
place else in the country. But I don’t know what the fuck I’m 
doing here—I mean, I’m still employed at the NYPSD. PS Four 
Ninety is expecting my gracious return at the start of the fall term. 
I signed a two-year contract with Educate America and can incur 
some pretty stiff penalties for reneging on my contractual 
obligations.” 

“Fuck PS Four Ninety. You hate that place.” 
“There’s no place better than Four Ninety, honey-pie. I can’t 

imagine what my principal would say if she saw me standing in 
those lines today. D’nisha Xavier. That bitch is the devil herself, 







you’re gonna be lovable all by yourself.” 
“Oh god, I fucking hate teaching.” Billy dunked his head 

underwater and stayed down for a while. 

Billy and I had been friends since college. We lived across 
the hall from each other in the McKinley University dorms. He 
began as a philosophy major and I as an architect. Together we 
were going to design America’s revolution. It only took one 
semester before we’d both changed majors and only another after 
that before I’d transferred to a different school. But Billy and I 
continued to wax revolution despite these trivial changes in our 
lives. We were kindred spirits. We shared the same sense of 
adventure, the same sense of wonder, the same general curiosity 
and marvel of life. But we also shared the same detachment, the 
same exhaustion, and the same lack of tools to survive life in 
society. Even so, nobody was keeping us down. 

Our most recent struggles had brought us to Miami—and the 
trip seemed cursed from the start. I was living in Buffalo and he 
in New York. He called me the day before the Fourth of July to 
tell me about a spontaneous recent trip to visit a “friend” down in 
Puerto Rico. “Oh my god, I just had to get the fuck outta New 
York . . .” 

Things had been getting tense between him and his 
boyfriend, Diego, so Billy hopped on Perdido Air and hopped off 
onto the warm sands of PR. He had a Dominican boy in the City 
and a Puerto Rican boy in the tropics, so when I said the magic 
word, “Miami,” he responded, “Whoa, Miami is literally between 
the two. I could take flights to either place every few weekends. 
It’d be great!” Though this would take him out of direct contact 
with either boy toy, it was also the logic of a man who once 
bought a sixty dollar Greyhound ticket from Buffalo to O’Hare 
Airport just so he could save fifty bucks on his flight. 























 


