Eternity
                        by Allen Baker
Death stinks!  Any death.   Any time.  But especially my death.  Especially now.  Death is supposed to be for the old.  At the end of a long, successful, happy life.  But it shouldn(t be for the young.  There(s too much left undone.  Too much not yet experienced.  Too much happiness that(s eluded me.

Thirty-four is way too young for terminal cancer.  It came too early, worked its evil far too fast.  Two and a half months ago I didn(t have an inkling it existed, and now I lie here, bedridden with a morphine drip implanted in my arm ( waiting for the inevitable.  This is not what I had planned for my life.  And I(m scared.

I mean, I(ve never received a telephone call from anyone in Eternity to know what to expect.  I(m not even sure I believe in an Eternity, or Heaven, or Hell.  I certainly don(t believe in the  Devil or God.  I(ve never been a religious person, and especially not now.  But what if ... just what if there is an Eternity?  I(m frightened, not of death itself, but of what might come after.

I mean, just where does a gay masochist fit in the long scheme of things?  I(ve known I was gay from the time I was fourteen.  Twenty years of gaydom.  And I(ve loved every minute of it.  I learned young that I was a bottom.  A natural bottom born to serve.  Born to suffer and glory in pain.  Jason, one of my earliest play partners, even nicknamed me Pain Pig.  No one else had ever heard it used, but we both knew he had spoken true.  So for more years of my life than not, I(ve spent my leisure hours searching out those who would do me harm in the name of sex.  Those men who would abuse and punish.  Both psychologically and physically.  Those tops who gloried in my screams, delighted in my bruised and cut flesh.  I(ve been resourcefully successful in locating such men, in goading them into the desire to shackle my body and cause suffering.

And where are they now?  No attentive lover by my bedside in the middle of the night when the pain lights the inside of my eyelids.  No macho master man to shift guiltily by at the footboard, guilty of not be the cause of my suffering.  There is no one to be here. Will there be anyone there?

And where will there be?  Hell?  By all Western teaching, that is where my sinful lifestyle should land me.  I(d laugh if it weren(t so painful.  (Even that thought amuses.)  But where would a masochist be more thrilled to reside?  What could be better than never-ending torment, never-ending agony?  My morbid mind could not envision anything more passionately delightful.  Never-ending arousal and orgasmic bliss.

But then what is Heaven to one such as me?  A place of pleasure and beauty.  A place of tenderness and caring, and freedom of stress and fear.  I can think of nothing more horrible.  I would be truly miserable there, forever limp and impotent.  Surely this cannot be.  Heaven would be a true Hell to those with my bent.  And if Heaven were Hell, then it could not be Heaven.

And so I lie here with my head going in circles.  Lie sweating in fear of Eternity.  Fear that it will be too nice.

