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For Joey


Nearly all of you recognize me as Katy's best and first friend Candace. What I'd like to tell you now that I am one of Joseph's best friends as well.

Around the time I remember learning how to read a clock in kindergarten, I recall the cool damp feel of the top two basement stairs in Katy's house on my bare feet. I would crouch down, out of anyone's sight, and watch Joey playing a basketball video game.
His quiet mystery intrigued in me the uncontrollable honest curiosity a child often feels. He and I would sit there and laugh over sound clips from the game; I remember doing an impression of one of the basketball announcers and feeling his difficultly earned acceptance when he laughed. Consequently, I got in trouble because Katy told her mom (Auntie Marianne to me) that I was always sneaking down to the basement with Joey and that wasn't fair because I was her friend and she deserved every bit of my attention.
Years went by and our summers in Fairfield also flew by, almost too quickly. Katy and I got older together, and as I grew, the mystery of Joey exponentially grew with it. As much as Katy would like me to spare the embarrassing details, I won't. I'll tell you that our long summer days were filled with capture the flag, walks to Friendly's for super melts, and climbing Mrs. Vangor's copper beach tree. Katy and I found ourselves with my two cousins, Jacky, and sometimes Joey. 
What you all didn't know is that whenever Katy and I found time alone together, we'd talk about our first crushes. Katy fancied a certain cousin of mine (we'll call him Bob to protect the innocent), and I, of course, fell madly in twelve year-old love with Joey. She and I played it cool pretending to hate their guts, and they pretended to hate ours right back.
Joey remained as that wild, silent mystery that first brought me creeping down those basement stairs. For a long time, Joey and I never spoke directly to each other. Thinking back, I find it quite amazing we were able to pull it off, for we certainly were in the same company a lot.
During a couple of the best summers I've ever had, I was "the chosen one" of Katy's friends who got to go on vacation to Lake George with the Sawyer clan. Before those trips, the only information could gather came from Katy. Now that I think about it, I probably should have consulted a more reliable source. She'd tell me about the club Joey and Jacky had that she wasn't allowed to join, what TV shows he watched, even which restaurants he like to eat at best. 
Finally, on those Lake George trips, Joey and I started to break our communication strike. We addressed each other by name never, but we let our guards down to find laughter in each other's words, humble and honest. It was laughter just like that day I first snuck down into his basement to try and understand his beauty.
Perhaps because we broke some ice in Lake George, or perhaps because it was naturally the time, I decided to make Joey my friend instead of just Katy's brother. Thankfully, Joey decided it was time for me to be his friend, not just Katy's. It took us seventeen years to do it. It took me one short message over the internet about a desperate, helpless moment in my life, and it took me a giant leap of faith. 
Due to the enormous phone bill Katy and I amassed over our young high school years, Joey and I found ourselves talking on the internet until the sun came up. Through hours of fearful yet trustworthy conversations, we had realized our virtually separate lives were not so separate. We'd traveled seventeen-year roads in parallel-never touching but mirroring each other. 
He looked most to me like Michelangelo's Sistine Chapel, nearly finished and just incomplete. The mystery of his silence was no longer an issue, but I was relentless--- I wanted to learn the mystery in his soul.
So we talked even more. I'd stay up real late and take the car when I wasn't supposed to (sorry Mom and Dad). We'd find a Greek diner open all night and talk straight through the morning rush. I'd just begun to seriously write, so I'd bring what I wrote, and he'd listen. He'd never just tell me he it was good but he didn't understand it, and he never needed an explanation. He instantly knew who I was writing about and what I wanted to tell them. I even told him one night about all the borderline stalker things I used to do when we were kids because I liked him so much. Imagine my surprise when he found the honesty and humility in both of us to tell me he pretended to hate me for the same reason.
Now, I just recounted all this because I want you to trust what I am about to say. As with many things, that sort of love will always remain a mystery. With all the late night coffee we drank together, all the TV trivia games in the backseat on the way to Lake George, all the poetry and all the portraits, I was left with the same mystery that is surely bothering all of you to say the least. What could I have done differently?
I am just one humble girl bestowed the honour of catching a glimpse into that mysterious soul of his, but I believe that all of us are more alike than we think. We're so alike in fact, we all share pieces of each other. I share a piece with all of you today, simply because of Joey. I feel that the piece of me I share with Joey is compelling me to let you all know that there is no reason to believe we're sitting her together out of failure. In fact, I know that Joey would want us to smile and to celebrate all of this, the eternal universal circle that is his life.
You may think perhaps I am wrong, but I've learned that in order to be honest, I must first admit I know very little. Keeping that in mind, let me tell all of you what I do know. I know that Joey was a brilliant artist. I remember a collection of portraits he was working on based on people who influenced his life the most. What you all don't know is that several of those people are sitting here amongst us.
I know that although he could not verbally express it to you, he often told me how he wished his family knew how proud he was to be a part of it. He didn't know how to express that outwardly, but trust the notion in your hearts that his love is there all along, just as yours is with him.
Some of us are worried about small things like an unkept promise or an unresolved conflict. The other night in bed I remembered one night with Joey when our inhibitions were down and our sentiments were high. We promised each other that we'd share a kiss someday. We probably would have then, I know we wanted to. But, I had a boyfriend, maybe he had a girlfriend---regardless---we never did get that kiss. I fell asleep disappointed and guilty. What I'd forgotten was that one summer afternoon under Mrs. Samsel's crabapple tree when we were too young to be afraid. Before all the pretending and bad timing, little Joey and I found each other under that tree, and his lips found my cheek. Sometimes unkept promises really are kept in strange places all along.
For what I am worth I can promise you that the mystery I chased for twenty-one years that is Joseph's soul is now complete. It is not time for us to understand why; it is time to accept what is. The piece of Joey that makes me who I am is suddenly filled with beautiful, surreal tranquility. I do not know why, but I accept that it is.
On this strange afternoon, in hopes that I can share a bit of my understanding and make it yours as well, let me end with some words agreed upon between Joseph and myself--- Our love is a different kind of love. Our love is strange, and our love doesn't make much sense, but our love is undeniable, and our love is there all along.
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