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THE GOSPEL 
ACCORDING 

TO MARC 
b y  M a r c  A cito

now

is my destiny.”
Now encounter­

ing your destiny is all 
well and good, but 
it’s not always easy 
living with it, partic­
ularly when your des­
tiny has just farted ...and 
underneath the cov­
ers and hasn’t had the courtesy to warn you.

So we fight. Floyd carps at me because 
apparently I’m constitutionally incapable of 
loading the dishwasher properly; 1 nag at him 
while he dresses because as far as I’m con­
cerned black and navy blue don’t go togeth­
er— never have, never will.

We fight about money. A lot. Since both of 
us would like to be rich, yet neither of us particu­
larly likes working, our fights usually go like this:

Floyd: Why aren’t you rich?
Marc: Why aren’t you rich?
Floyd: I asked you first.
And vice versa.
When we first moved in together I decided I 

would rather see our photos on the wall in col­

lages rather than shut 
away in albums. That 
way we could enjoy 
seeing our memories 
all the time.

What 1 didn’t 
anticipate was that 
after 15 years those 
collages would also 
provide a daily 
reminder of how we’re 
aging. We are not the 
same people we were. 
Yet, there we are, year 
after year, willing to 
do anything for a pic­
ture, no matter how 
ridiculous or, occa­
sionally, dangerous.

I look at these 
pictures of us, Floyd 
getting progressively 
balder, the march of

time walking across his face, and me getting fat­
ter, thinner, fatter, thinner, all the while making 
some really questionable fashion choices.

And I realize perhaps we haven’t lasted 15 
years in spite of our fighting, but because of it. 
We fight to stay together, to keep us together 
even as we change and grow. We stay together 
because we fight: for richer, for poorer, in sick­
ness and in health, till death do us part.

And that, my friends, is The Gospel 
According to Marc. JH

Marc Acito and Floyd Sldaver celebrated their 15th 
Hallowversary by returning to the Greenwich Village 
Halloween Parade in N ew York. Congratulations can 
be e-mailed to m arcadto@ hom e.com .

Halloween, he came to me 
looking embarrassed and said:
“Uh, listen, I’ve got this friend 
who’s a stage manager at Radio 
City Music Hall who can get 
me in to watch Liberace and 
the Rockettes from backstage. ^
You’re not interested, are you?” en” ’

Liberace? The Rockettes? Free? We made 
our second date right then, before we had 
even gone out on our first. Our fates were 
sealed.

Lest you think a mutual appreciation for 
Liberace and the Rockettes is a faulty basis for 
a relationship, I should tell you the very next 
day I had an epiphany. That’s right, I piffed. 
And me without a tissue in my handbag to 
wipe it up.

The day before we went out on our two 
dates I walked into Floyd’s office and saw him 
hunched over his typewriter (yes, children, 
that’s how long ago it was), peering over his 
glasses, his sweater hanging on the back of 
the chair where he still puts it to this day 
(and then wanders around wondering where 
he left it), his bald spot gleaming at me like a 
beacon, and that’s when I piffed. Right there 
in the office.

In one stunning moment of clarity I saw 
my entire future ahead of me. God’s honest 
truth, at all of 20 years old I thought to 
myself: “Well, that’s it. It’s been decided. I 
can fight it, but there’s really no point. This

Floyd and I have been together 15 years this 
week, which is like, what, 75 in gay years, 
right? Or maybe it just feels that long.

You see, for the past 15 years we’ve 
been engaged in one long, continuous argu­
ment. Never mind that neither of us remem­
bers what it’s about. All I’m saying is just as 
soon he admits he’s wrong, I’m outta here.

We’re like chimps, the two of us, constantly 
picking nits off each other. (“Slow down, 
you’re gonna hit that curb." “You’re not really 
going to wear that shirt tonight, are you.7” “Is it 
so hard to close the door/tum off the light/put 
back the spices in alphabetical order?”) I sup­
pose nit-picking can be seen as a way of taking 
care of one another, but it’s also a way of con­
stantly reminding the other chimp that he’s a 
flea-bitten slob.

It didn’t start out that way. Floyd and I 
met in New York in 1986 when I took time 
off from school to intern in the Broadway 
producer’s office where he worked.

He asked me out, to the Halloween 
Parade in Greenwich Village, just a couple 
of days after we met. About two days before
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Two Real 
Alternatives

1038 SW Stark St
Portland OR 97205 (5 0 3 )  2 2 7 -5 8 8 7  
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3 Ilian Team Pool 
Tournament

Saturday, Nov. 24 
ind Sunday, Nov. 2

8 Ball, 9 Ball 
Scotch Doubles

Over $300 
in prize money!

Register your 
team now!

PDX 25 I 2 “N E” Broadway
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Restaurant 
& Lounge

Visit us at 
www.starkys.com

503.230.7980

2913 SE Stark
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~ Casual Dining ~ 
~ Lounge ~ 

~ Game Room ~ 
~ Live Music ~ 

Open 4:00 Daily ~
l 20 NW  Third Avenue, Portland, OR 97209 • (503) 224-3285 
Parking Validated Smart Park Davis & Front
www hobos citysearch com

g re  W *>tS«es
Presents

ft S H O W  T U N E S ft

/in /oeRNMiue DuamG m\o sh o w
Every WEdNEsdAy Iroivi 8 :00  Till c Iose

Mention this ad and receive 50%  off a 2nd entree 

when one of equal or greater value is purchased.

915 <W 2nd & Tkylor 
Portland Or. (503)417-8717 for P<3VP

ft * *

mailto:marcadto@home.com
http://www.starkys.com

