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A friend was telling me about the reunion he had with his college friends 
recently. When he was done, I tried to imagine having a reunion of my college 
friends. Then I thought of who they were and where they are now. “Most of my 
friends from university are dead,” I blurted. Silence. To try to ease the tension, I 
added, “It’s just the way it is. I never really thought of it like that before. I don’t 
mean to be dramatic.” More silence. 

Jerk, I thought. Why can’t he say something? Maybe there was nothing he 
could say, but where does that leave me? I felt like I’d committed a faux pas. 

A couple of years ago, one of my surviving college buddies, Stephen, showed 
me a photograph of a gang of us from Lesbian and Gay Friends of Concordia out 
at the university’s country retreat. We all went out each year for wonderful, 
lively “weekends” to just hang out together and have fun. Then Stephen said, 
“Look how many people are missing from that photo: Bob, Daniel, Tom.... “A 
year later Stephen went missing too. In all, I lost twenty-five people, guys who 
mattered to me, in small and big ways. 

Get over it, some people might say. Well, I’m still trying. And if you have a 
magic wand that can erase all that loss, well... But it’s getting better. After 
Stephen and Ken, who died at the same time and in the same hospital, I realized 
there were no more deaths on the horizon. There seemed to be a lull. Was it 
over? I’d been so busy being with them all – as much as I emotionally could. 
What else could I do? Pretend it wasn’t happening? Then it was spring and I 
found myself depressed. I’d never been depressed in spring before. 

But two years later, with the help of an excellent psychologist I’d met at the 
AIDS organization where I used to volunteer, and some good friends, I finally 
started to “get over it.” Still, will I ever stop seeing someone on the street I think 
is so-and-so and then realize, No, he’s dead? Will I ever have a friend I can talk 
with about absolutely everything like I did with Kent? But when I think of 
something I believe Tom would find funny, I still tell him in my head. See, there’s 
good stuff and bad. It’s life. And death. And, tough as it is, I’m finding out there 
is life after deaths. 

The worst of it may be over, but there are those like me who are still in a state 
of shell shock. We don’t talk about it much. But if we do, just say something, 
okay? 

 


