Love Needs No Name

“I met him on a Sunday

and my heart stood still…”



The Crystals

Good things were destined to happen to me in Los Angeles. I had spent two years of penance in a small mountain town in Idaho and I was ready for the big world. All of my life I had wanted to move to LA and finally I was able to do it. I headed out on a bus and was going to stay with Bennie, who can best be described as a high maintenance friend. He had moved to the city from Idaho and due mostly to his horrible attitude was lonely. Being ever so loving as I am, I thought I’d help him out and move in with him. I knew the city would be the place for me. I was talented and cute and was only a step away from being a big time writer. It didn’t exactly work out that way but what did happen was much better. In the midst of circuit boys and drama queens, I found something more substantial than just a career or a good lay, I found someone to love.

 
It’s the timeless story of the boy who meets boy, gets drunk, can’t remember boy’s name yet somehow gets boy in the end. This particular story begins at the beach on a Sunday afternoon. Bennie and I had spent all week as working class pee ons in our secretary pools and needed a break. Bennie had this huge vision of himself as some kind of fabulous individual that belonged in the upper crust so it was rather hard to get him onto the sand. It took a lot of coaxing and vodka but eventually the booze kicked in and we were out to have some fun. 

On the way to the beach Bennie decided to confide in me his lack of personal worth due to the fact he didn’t have a boyfriend. He felt if he had a boyfriend it would validate his life. I was a bit mortified!! I didn’t think in the days after The Mary Tyler Moore Show any single person would be so inclined to make such a statement. Even Rhoda left Joe because life wasn’t as funny with a man in it. I told him having a boyfriend doesn’t validate your life; it can actually make your life quite impossible to live. Of course, I’m not one who ever had such a problem. It seems I’ve always had a man in my life, except for the time I had the Asiatic flu, but even then I called every single ex boyfriend I ever had to find out why they weren’t calling me to wish me well when they should know how sick I was. Each one of them continued to stop over periodically for the next two weeks and I had to be bitchy to them all over again. It was quite a mess, but I digress. 

     
Bennie and I were completely different, that was for sure. In my mind I could’ve easily found a man but I was looking for something else. Something I found more meaningful. On the other hand, Bennie thought having a man would make his life meaningful. I guess it was a fair estimate since you can’t find the same solace in a bottle of Stoli as you can with a shoulder to lean on, and a person to love. I decided then and there I didn’t want a boyfriend and that Bennie wouldn’t know what to do if he had one. Looking back, this is what is called irony because it would be three hours later that I would meet the man who would change my life.

     
We took to the water and the sand like native Californians and took our time sunning our white bodies, which would become red with blisters in exactly ten minutes. While looking over the waves a plane flew by us with a brightly colored orange banner. My eyes saw the words: “Dollar Marquaritas at Mickey’s.” Now, I love Mickey’s. It’s this little nightclub on Santa Monica where the pretenention of West Hollywood is at a minimum. Bennie, of course, preferred to spend his drunken time down the street at Rage. But his last bout at the club left him huddled in a corner in his own drool so he wasn’t up to showing his Cosmo colored eyelids there for awhile.  

     
“Look,” I said, pointing to the loveliness flying in the sky. “It’s $1 Margarita night and this sun has left me so parched.” I made my point clear by rubbing my dry throat. “I’m dying here. I really think we ought to take a trip to Mickey’s. It’s fate I tell you.”

     
“Oh, I suppose,” was all I needed to hear from my pal. My ass was halfway to West Hollywood before Bennie could shake the sand out of his Wonder Woman beach towel.

     
We found a place to park about four blocks from our destination. The excitement was at a fevered pitch and I was horrified of all the obstacles that could be in our way to the wonderland was that Mickey’s.  Bennie, being the effervescent fatty that he was, found one such obstacle. He wanted to get something to eat. He is not the type who can just grab a burger and malt and be done with it. No, he needs to be seen at some exclusive French eatery where he can sip on Paglerno and smoke in the evening dusk of the Los Angeles sky.  I’m one who finds all the nourishment I need in the cherries they serve with your Captain and Coke.  He insisted that he needed to eat.  Anyone could tell that he was not in danger of being mistaken for a sickly Ethiopian child lost in the streets, but I thought I’d let him indulge himself. I, however, wanted no part in ruining a good buzz with something so silly as a meal so I opted to go straight to Mickey’s and meet him when his troft ran empty.

     
I walked for what seemed like miles until I found myself in the darkness of Mickey’s. The sun was still shining through the open doors to the patio but I sashayed my way through the shadows and straight to the shirtless bartender.  I turned on my smile and asked ever so politely for my dollar margarita.  I was blessed with the smallest margarita I had ever seen in my life, but I took it nonetheless and decided to see what the rest of the place held in store for little ol me.  That’s when the music hit me. After two consecutive ditties from the 80’s it occurred to me that I must be in Heaven.  Surrounded by my three favorite things – booze, men and music from the 80’s, I knew then and there that I would not be leaving for a while.

     
It’s amazing how many dollars you can go through when you don’t know anybody.  I was on my fifth margarita and had only talked to five boys. For crying out loud, I had already been there for ten minutes!  I decided to hit the patio and smoke.  I’ve always found it nice to smoke outside and talk with the natives. Being a new boy in town had its advantages. You could talk to anybody and when you’re blonde and drunk just about everybody wants to know your views on the world’s affairs.

     
I don’t know exactly when it happened but I found myself quite occupied with a certain gentleman by the name of, can’t really remember his name so we’ll call him Fred. No, wait, I dated a Fred once who stole money from me, we’ll call him Ralph. No, that won’t work either, I wouldn’t do the things I did with this guy if his name was Ralph.  We’ll call him Stranger #1 because Stranger #2 comes in soon and he’s much more interesting. I’m working towards the good stuff, this is called set up.

     
Anyhow, Stranger #1 was some kind of salesman or ranch owner or computer guy, he had a job doing something. We were really getting to know each other quite well by this time. He was in Los Angeles looking for a house as he was moving to town. We started talking after I felt his penis through his pants. He was really a nice man. Now, before you judge me let me say that I’m not a slut. I just like to get drunk and sleep with men. It’s a bit of a hobby really and people tend to find it quite enchanting in me. So Stranger #1 and I were engrossed in conversation when Bennie made his appearance.

     
By the time I noticed he was in the bar, I had already met my new friend. The look in Bennie’s eyes told me he was not having as much fun as I was. He wanted to go home. This becomes that moment in time when you have to just be honest and tell your friends to have a drink and shut the hell up or if you don’t have your own transportation you simply say, “Okay give me ten minutes.” Then you nonchalantly tell your “date” that they have to bring you home. As these things go, you have a ride home or you have ten minutes to make a new friend with wheels.

     
I continued chatting with Stranger #1 in between bouts of restlessness where he would throw his tongue into my throat. It was during one of these kissing sessions that I noticed something out of the corner of my eye.  Standing not two feet away from us was one of the cutest guys I had seen all day. He had dark hair and brown eyes. He was wearing khaki colored shorts and a T-shirt. There was something engrossing about the way he was looking at me. The first thing I really noticed about him was his nose. I have this theory that a certain type of nose is a sure indication of a certain kind of other appendage. An appendage that means a great deal to people like me. I believe we’re called size queens. My gut instinct was telling me that this guy was sure to be a king.

     
Besides his obviously attractive features was his presence. He just kept looking at me. Not at Stranger#1 and me, but me. Just me. I had to know what this guy wanted. I pulled away from #1 and said Hi to #2. He said hello back and asked how I was. I told him I was just fine. My first impression was this might be some kind of threesome action, I had heard about these things from my more worldly friends, but that idea was immediately brushed aside when Stranger #2 smiled at me again. It was becoming apparent that this guy wanted me to go with him. I was intrigued and excited beyond belief. It was like something out of a movie. I remember being so turned on just by the way he looked at me. As if nobody else was in the bar. He could only see me.

     
I turned to Stranger #1 and said, “I think he likes me. I don’t know what to do.”

He said, “Do what you want.”

     
So I did. I left Stranger #1 in the dust and walked over to my new love.  I introduced myself and he introduced himself to me. His name was Alf and though he did not know it yet, he was going to be my new man. After having a few too many margaritas already and the sheer excitement of the moment, I forgot what his name was right away.  He asked if I wanted to dance and I agreed. I told him how much I enjoyed the music and couldn’t believe they kept playing the hits of the 80’s, he informed me Sundays were “Decade- 80’s night” It would be the first of many obvious questions he would have to answer for me. 

By this time, I had forgotten all about Stranger #1 let alone Bennie. But being the bearer of bad timings Bennie made his latest appearance. He informed me in one of the pissiest tones I’ve ever had the privilege of hearing that it was time to go. I had my new friend introduce himself (as I couldn’t really do it) and informed Bennie I would be leaving with him. For those keeping record, this would be the second time he told me his name. Bennie took the hint and hit the road. 

     
Alf and I (he told me his name again) decided to have a few more drinks. He held my hand and kissed me, or did I kiss him. I don’t remember the finite details but I do know that when we did kiss I felt some energy that I hadn’t felt before. He was a truly amazing individual. He had looks and charm and a love of the booze matched only by me.  

     
Finally, we decided to head back to his house. He lived near the bar and it was only a short trek up the hill. When we got to his house I realized he lived in a commune. There were people everywhere. Apparently, he ran some kind of shelter for the homeless. He had at least twelve roommates. Being the ever-friendly guy that I am, I made fast friends with each and every one of those wayward souls.

     
It didn’t take long to find his bedroom. Down one long hall and there it was, what was to become my home away from home. But for now it was just a place to see the goods on this dark haired stranger.  The fact that we were completely wasted didn’t stop us from trying to tackle the age-old farce that is known as whiskey dick. It affects some people one way, they can’t get an erection and some people another, they can’t get rid of their erection (if you know what I mean.) Of course, it affected us in the better of the two ways. We gave it a good go that lasted for hours and I was not disappointed.  

I fell asleep in another strange bed and had dreams of a dark Adonis waking me in the middle of the night with thrusts of passion. I’m sure his thoughts were running deep about the hottie next to him too but he didn’t seem to talk too much about it. All I knew was that some guy had stared me down in the bar and had gotten me back to his bedroom. It wasn’t that big of a task but I wasn’t going to let him know that. I liked the mystery of it all, but it wasn’t until the next day that I found out what a truly amazing guy I had found.

     
I awoke, like so many times before, with a groggy head in a strange bed. This time though it seemed a little better. I leaned over and said hello to… Oh my  God, I had forgotten his name again. I couldn’t exactly ask him again. I was sure I had asked him at least fourteen times the night before, but then I was drunk. Today I was sober and it would just be rude to ask him. 

     
I decided this would take a little investigation so I called in sick to work. He decided to do the same. I thought through my mind’s bag of tricks for a solution, after all, this wasn’t my first time at the can’t remember shit rodeo. I came up with a plan, I would just wait for him to shower and I would look for mail. Then when he came out of the shower I would say, “Hey (insert name) I had a great time. I’m so glad that we met.” I waited and waited for him to shower but the man suddenly decided to talk. 

It was great conversation. We lay in bed for hours, just holding each other, watching television and talking. I told him everything I had probably already told him the night before. How I ended up in the big city from the Idaho mountains (Bad boyfriend blues), why I have such a strange accent (a cute Midwest/New Yak thing that started with my friend Lisa and I did a spoof of “Coffee Talk” for theatre class), why by the magic of logistics I really am only 21 (I got my first Blondie album in 1979, so logically that is the year I was really born). I asked him the personal questions that I thought I should know. Where he worked, how old he was, where he grew up. The question as to why there were pictures of his ex-boyfriend all over his room would come later. Being ever blonde, I was an increment away from asking his name when he announced he was going to take a shower. It was now my turn to shine. I would find out his name if it killed me.

     
It almost killed me. There wasn’t any mail in his room. There was nothing that could tell me what his name was. No magazine subscription labels, nothing. It was then that I decided to always have a big neon sign with my name over my bed. Just in case I got amnesia or something.  I was beginning to suspect that he didn’t even have a name when he came back out of the shower and it was my turn to reflect. I got sidetracked in the shower, trying to remember everything from the night before. All I kept in my head was that first impression of him walking up to me and now the idea that I wanted him in the shower with me. It occurred to me his name wasn’t as important as him being there with me. So I got out of the shower and went with that idea, that at least we were together whoever he was.

     
We took our first walk together. We went to the Santa Monica Subway. It would be the first of many such walks but this one was special – it was the first.  I had never actually had a 12” meal and it was very important to impress my PNB (potential new boyfriend, as we liked to call them in the northern Idaho parts.) I confessed my love of movies which I call “when animals go bad” a la Jaws, Alligator, and the such. We stopped at the local rental place and after a long survey decided on Lake Placid and a dreadful piece of film called Komodo. It didn’t really matter what we watched though because I was more transfixed with him than the films. I studied him all through the films to see his reactions and to just look into him. It was my way of looking into the future. Was I going to make any mistakes? Was he going to think I was cute and funny? Did he already think I was as adorable as I think I am? When you want someone to be enchanted by you it’s almost an impossibility to get the right reaction but I knew then that these weren’t going to be our only moments together.  We had spent practically the whole day together and I found him completely loveable. I started to think I was still drunk.

     
It was reaching early evening when we decided that he should probably bring me home. We had spent one of the most wonderful days I’ve ever had and now it was coming to a close. He drove me back through the underworld of LA to Los Feliz where I shared a dirt-ridden studio with Bennie. I was so nervous in the car that I could hardly talk. Some people talk a lot when they’re nervous, I tend to talk a lot to begin with so nervousness manifests itself in other ways for me. Usually in the hives, seeing as how I also used to get the hives after a night of heavy drinking I thought for sure that by the time we pulled up to my apartment I would be covered in egg size bumps all over my face which would cause this guy to never want to see this hive encrusted beast again. Thankfully, as the stars watched over me we arrived at my house.  

     
I wasn’t sure what to expect. So many people will tell you to call them; you want so many people to tell you they will call you. Some do, some don’t. Some won’t give you their number. I had a million thoughts exploding in my head. I didn’t even have a phone at my house!!! Bennie had fought with Pacific Bell and as in so many other instances, Bennie lost. So I couldn’t give him my number and I didn’t want to sound like I was a big loser. I could’ve told him the whole story about Bennie and his bills but I’m not one to ramble on about things.

     
Once again, fate was on my side. He handed me a card and said,

     
“Here’s my card. It has my home phone and my work number on it. I had a good time and I’d really like to see you again.”

     
I smiled coyly, looked at the card and said,

     
“Alf, I had a great time. I’m so glad that we met.”

     
I told him my horrible story about the telephone after all and told him to call me at my work number. We gave each other a kiss and he was off. I took his card and smiled from ear to ear. I had found a new love, Alfred Leivas. I now had proof that he did indeed have a name. He also had everything that I wanted. My life had changed in a 24-hour timeline. It was the beginning of a relationship, I couldn’t wait to rub it in Bennie’s face, I mean tell him how truly blessed I was.

     
There are a million ways that Sunday night could’ve turned out. I think my destiny showed through. The strange dark haired man that walked up to me and just kept looking at me is still looking at me, sometimes in that same way. I look at him differently now, though. I don’t just see if he’s looking at me, I look at him because he has come to mean so much to me. Reflecting back to that day in bed, the exact conversations elude me now but I do remember feeling completely comfortable with him by my side and to this day, my favorite times spent with him are when we are next to each other, holding each other in that big bed. Interestingly enough, I think the bed has changed sizes since that first night because he is always holding on to the side with his fingertips as if he might fall; my side seems to be getting bigger though. 
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