
Sent Jan. 27th 2004 Subject: Mal Hombres No response

Dear Mr. Moriarty,

A chance meeting with our mutual friend the other day, prompted me to send your
way this email, which is the result of our discussion. Our mutual friend seems to
believe that the drama of life with its timeless themes of good versus evil plays itself
out in conflict originating from the mind. There is where the ‘bogey men’ live, there
is where the battle is won and lost, and there is where the ‘mal hombres’ live. They
are intent on destruction, and if they can win the battle of the mind, they have
control of the life led.

He went on to tell me, if one can create an archetypal story with settings and
characters so rare, its telling will illuminate those conflicts so true to humankind that
inside this alien world, we’ll discover our own humanity. The story must move the
audience and that audience must identify on a visceral level touching them where
they live. He believes it is only possible when the truth is written, motivated by a
sincere desire to touch the audience. It is rarely attained, for it requires valor of the
highest order, fearlessness to open the door of the heart for all to look inside, to risk
all for the sake of truth. When attained, oh what joy to experience, it lifts the human
soul, it caresses the human spirit elevating us to heights of awe and wonderment, to
beauty, to hope, to love.

Sincerely,

A mutual friend

P.S. Our friend is very envious of your humor; he’d like more in his own life! He
needs to laugh more...

Sent Jan. 27th 2004 Subject: Meeting John Mark

Mr. Moriarty,

Dear Sir, I just received a call from our mutual friend, we’re meeting for coffee later
this morning. Should you have any question(s), please let me know. His sanity is
becoming somewhat suspect in my opinion. Are my concerns unfounded?

Yours sincerely,

A mutual friend



Sent Jan. 27th 2004 Subject: Coffee With?

Dear Mr. Moriarty,

As the subject line indicates, I had coffee with our mutual friend. There were a
couple of things which surfaced as the result of this conversation. First, from a
personal standpoint, it is becoming very clear that I am indeed talking with two
different people. There is Wyatt and then there is John Mark, it is eerily strange; the
dividing line between them is confusing. The only clear difference, is when John Mark
is speaking in the third person, it is in those moments when veiled references are
made about Wyatt, detached though they may be.

Secondly, I’m beginning to have a small sense of who you are and I’m becoming
more comfortable writing to you. I say this because, in today’s meeting, I sat and
listened to our mutual friend speak about you. It was very insightful, there is no
question about the bond which exists between the two of you, and, once again, this
is from his standpoint. He has the utmost regard for your abilities, and more
importantly, has the highest and most profound love for you. It’s simply quite
amazing!

There is no doubt in my mind as to the impact you have had on him; it is that impact
which causes me concern. I’ve never met anyone with such a fragile psyche; he
seems a paradox. One would never know by looking at him first glance, but sit down
with him for awhile and you’ll soon discover that beneath the veneer of physical
appearance, an appearance which speaks of maturity and self-assuredness, lays a
man full of self doubt, lacking confidence and riddled with self-loathing and self-pity.
What amazes me is his openness and transparency, although I’m beginning to see
this slowly disappear. At times he can be coy, but I think this is a learned self
defense mechanism to keep from being hurt. Sometimes I think he sees in you all he
wants to be, without question, his love for you as a friend and brother is beyond my
understanding. He said to me, the love which exists between some men is foreign in
the world in which we all live, sure, there are friendships, and, there are also
homosexual relationships, both of which can be expressed within love, still, there
exists another level, a level on which I cannot explain only to say, it is Divinely
engineered for Divine purposes.

We agreed to not meet for awhile, perhaps a couple of weeks, in fact he said to call
him next month, so I will. Thank you for taking the time to read these letters, I
appreciate it very much.

Best Regards,

A mutual friend

-----Original Message-----
Sent: Wednesday, January 28, 2004 7:28 AM



To: Amigo Mutuo
Subject: Re: 'Meeting John Mark'

Dear Amigo,

He's certainly expanded his idea of himself. He's now entirely more than one
person. I'm an actor and I don't mind that. However, it does get a little
confusing when I try to communicate with him through a hundred Amigo
Mutuos. I think you understand.
I just say, cut the shit and talk!
God Bless You,
Michael

My final messages sent from this email address amigomutuo both of which were sent
Jan. 28th 2004. I then deleted this email address.

Dear Amigo,
I understand completely, not wanting to confuse you! As for the expansion “of his
idea of himself”, I no longer care. Oh, and regarding the shit, consider it cut...
Adios

Dear Amigo,

Thanks for the brief period of time writing back in forth. I’m feeling the pinch as well,
so I’ll bugger off. It serves me right for interfering between friends! To quote a
Dickens character, the Ghost of Jacob Marley, “Look to hear from me no more”. I
substituted ‘hear’ for ‘see’ to avoid perhaps any correction. Oh, almost forgot, no
comment regarding Margie, do not wish to step on your toes and cause any
unfortunate ‘fall-out’. One last thought though...

You and our mutual friend have something special, I’m sure there’s no need to
remind you of that...I’m a bit envious. Ta Ta.

God Bless You

-----Original Message-----
Sent: Wednesday, January 28, 2004 7:41 AM

To: Amigo Mutuo
Subject: Re: 'Coffee With?'

Dear Amigo,

I seem to have the same effect on everyone. I don't know why. Margie's
beginning to "feel the pinch." I'm not sure how long we'll be together. No,
she's not drinking but, indeed, she really hasn't changed.

She's the same bully I met four years ago.

So, that, unfortunately, is the "fall-out" from hanging around with Michael
Moriarty. I tend to "cut through the shit," so to speak.



God Bless You,

Michael


