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Should I talk about the bad stories or the good stories?

Okay, the bad part is hearing that something’s wrong with you. That burns me.

I don’t want doctors bothering me—just leave me alone. I don’'t know why I'm
afraid of doctors. Sometimes I just don’t like to hear them talk. I just
found myself going more to the doctor after I was diagnosed. Before, I didn’t
have to go to the doctor. I was healthy.

I don’t like hospitals. My father died in a hospital. My mother died in a
hospital-she was brain dead when she passed away, in 2002. My sister died in
a hospital. To see somebody’s tongue out their mouth, and hooked up to those
machines—I've always told my daughters that I don’t want to die in a
hospital, that I want to fall asleep in my house.

I love all five of my daughters in a different way. They know what I've got.
They know who gave it to me.
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They used to like him, but they don’t care for him too much now, after, you
know, what he done. They felt that he took my life, and he could have told
me. When it first happened, they wanted him arrested, but I was in love with
him.

I still stayed with him after I found out, because I'd already been with him
for ten years. I felt that I had to be with him, because that'’s the person
who gave it to me, and I couldn’t be with nobody else, because I didn’t want
to be one that goes around giving people stuff.

Now we’'re friends. We're not boyfriend and girlfriend, and it’s better that
way .

Way before I was diagnosed, he used to tell me, “Whatever I have, you can’t
get it.”

But I was getting skinny. I thought, “No, something ain’t right here.” My
body just felt different to me. And finally I got brave enough to see the
doctor to find out what was wrong, which was good, because if I had never
gone, I'd probably be dead, right?

This doctor was the first to tell me. And I cried. Yes, I did. I didn’'t cry
all day; I just cried. I knew the doctor was going to tell me that, because I
felt that I'd been lied to.

My daughter was with me. Then the doctor asked me, “Do you want to start
medication? You don’t have to get it now.”

But I said, “No, I want it now.” I wanted to live, and I didn’'t want the
worry to destroy my mind.

Then I was like, “How am I going to tell my other kids?”

My oldest daughter had to tell them. I gave her permission. I couldn’t tell
anybody, especially my youngest daughter. She’s a tomboy, and she would try
to kill the man who gave it to me.

Usually, I just feel normal. You know..sometimes I don’t remember that I have
it. I'lLLl go out on the bus and think, “Oh, I missed my pill.”

I tell my daughters, “Y’all got to make sure Mommy’s taking her medications.
Y'all got to keep me alive.”

I take the medication even if I don’'t want to. When I take it, I feel
different. Sometimes I eat peppermint if the pills make me feel nauseous. I
don’t like water with it-I like soda, something sweet.

I'm all right. I want to live. But when I see certain things—commercials on
TV, something written on the wall-or when my daughters are around me, and
they say, “Oh, that girl’s got AIDS,” I just feel that pain, and I'll be
quiet.

The only reason why I don’t tell the world is that I don’t want nobody



treating me differently. Once you say that, people don’t want to drink after
you. I've seen it. If I tell the world I have it and hear people say, “Oh,
I’'ve got to stay away from her”-I don’t want that.

It hurts me that I can’t share. Sometimes I want to go tell my best friend,
and I can’t tell her. I want to tell my goddaughter; I can’t tell her. I
shouldn’t use that word “can’t”-I'm not ready.

My family doesn’t mistreat me, and I love that. My daughter, when she found
out I had it, she kissed me on the mouth to let me know I was the same. They
hug me, they kiss me, they drink after me, they go to the bathroom after me.
They don’t care. None of that wiping down after me—none of that uneducated
stuff. They know I'm a clean person. I keep my house clean. My grandson
crawls on the floor, and I live in the projects, so I mop every day. I'm a
clean fanatic. It’s not that I wanted to catch it. It just happened.

Whatever my daughters go through, I go through. I came from a big family, so
I don’t like quietness too much. At night they’ll say, “Can I play music,
Mommy?” And I'1l say, “Yeah, just close the door.”

I love them all. They make me happy. I think that’s the reason I would never

think about suicide or giving up; I like to see life. When I do go, I want to
go at peace, knowing they’re all right. But they still need a little working

on, and I guess God’'s got me here working before he calls for me.

I'm glad I believe in God, because if I didn’t, I would just say, “Why me?
Why do I got this?” He's still here with me. There’s a lot of people who had
it who are gone. He'’s saving my life for something, something else he wants
me to do or see. We all out here doing a job.

When he does call for me, I'LLl go. So far, though, I’'ve gotten everything I
want. I have all my children, so I'm kind of blessed. I didn’t have a son,
but I've got grandsons.

I think one of my daughters shared my status with my first granddaughter. The
other day she told me, “Grandma, I love you. You’'re the best grandmother.
You're my favorite.” That made me feel good, like I did something to make her
happy. I told her, “I love you, too.”

Whatever happens, I just want to survive. I've got too many pretty things in
front of me that make me happy. My grandkids: “Don’t leave me now, I need
you."”

If there’'s something in this life that keeps you here or keeps you from doing
drugs, then do it. And they right in front of me, people that love me.

If you’ve got love, you can’t go wrong. If you feel like everybody hates you,
that the world’s against you, then you’ll do a lot of stuff that you
shouldn’t. But I have love: “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy. Grandma, Grandma, Grandma.”
I'm busy here.



