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For most people, Montreal is a city of escape.

For me, it became a city of reflection.

During spring break, I took my daughters there to experience something larger than routine, different 

languages, different foods, different rhythms of life. We wandered through the Biodome, where entire 

climates exist under one roof. One moment we stood in Arctic air watching penguins dive through 

freezing water. Minutes later, tropical heat wrapped around us beneath thick green trees.

My daughters were fascinated by how quickly environments could change.

I understood the feeling.

As we walked through the streets listening to musicians perform outside cafés and subway stations, I 

found myself thinking about friendship. About memory. About the strange way life quietly ties certain 

people to your story forever.

And somehow my mind drifted back more than twenty years, to Massachusetts State Senator Adam 

Gomez.

We were brought together by a mutual friend named Jimmy Dixson, the kind of person whose 

kindness felt almost effortless. Jimmy had a gift for making people feel seen. I remember one day at 

Holyoke Community College when a classmate of ours,  a young man in a wheelchair facing serious 

health challenges,  had a birthday. Jimmy showed up with balloons, candy, and gifts like it was the 

most natural thing in the world.

No cameras. No performance. Just kindness.

That was Jimmy.

Years later, after Jimmy passed away, I realized something else: some people spend their lives building 

bridges between others without ever fully understanding how important those bridges will become.

Adam and I became one of those bridges.



At the time, I was working through AmeriCorps in Holyoke and desperately needed a break from life. I 

planned a trip to Montreal to visit my girlfriend at the time, who attended McGill University. Jimmy 

wanted to come. Adam ended up coming too.

By the end of the trip, a friendship had started that would quietly shape large portions of both of our 

lives.

Back then we were just young men trying to figure ourselves out.

Neither of us fully understood yet how much pain, responsibility, fatherhood, politics, grief, and 

growth life would eventually place on our shoulders.

Over the years, we grew together.

Not in the performative way people often describe friendships publicly, but in the real way. The 

uncomfortable way. The honest way.

We argued. We disagreed. We disappeared into our own lives at times. Then reconnected again. But 

the relationship endured.

For someone like me, friendship has never been casual.

Maybe that comes from growing up carrying so much isolation so early in life. When I love people, I 

love them fully. Loyalty matters deeply to me. And over time, certain friends stop feeling like 

friendships altogether.

They begin feeling like chosen family. That was Adam to me. Which is why the phone call hit me the 

way it did.

I still remember hearing the strain in his voice when he told me his kidneys were failing and that he 

needed a transplant.



There are moments in life where fear does not enter dramatically. It enters quietly. It settles into your 

chest and stays there.

I had already lost people I loved by then.

Grief is a strange feeling,  because it never fully leaves you. The memories stay stored somewhere 

inside the body. Sometimes years later they return without warning, through a song, a smell, a random 

conversation, and suddenly you are reliving entire chapters of your life all over again.

The thought of losing Adam terrified me. Not because of politics. Not because of public life.

Because I could not imagine the world without my brother in it.

As he waited for a kidney donor, I found myself thinking constantly about his children. Especially 

Adam Jr. (AJ), who was approaching those critical years where boys begin trying to understand what 

kind of men they want to become.

I thought about what role I might have to play if the worst happened. And I thought about fatherhood.

Long before I became a father myself, I watched something inside Adam soften when he had children. 

His focus changed. His priorities changed. You could see love reorganizing him in real time.

I admired that. Then one morning the phone rang again. At first there was silence. Then I heard him 

crying. 

“I’m going to live,” he finally said. At first I thought fear had overwhelmed him emotionally.

Then he told me they found a donor. I cried too. Not polished tears. Not cinematic tears.

Real ones.

The kind that comes from realizing life is giving somebody you love another chance.

And maybe that is why I struggle sometimes with how easily people reduce relationships between 

Black and Latino communities into suspicion, competition, and division.

Because my friendship with Adam never felt political to me.

It felt human.

He is a proud Puerto Rican man. I am a proud Black man.

But neither of us ever believed loving our own people required diminishing somebody else’s humanity. 

That mindset has always felt poisonous to me.

Especially in cities like Springfield, where Black and Latino families are often carrying many of the 

exact same burdens, struggling with housing costs, trying to protect children from violence, worrying 

about schools, navigating poverty, trauma, mental health, and survival.

We cry about the same things. We laugh about the same things. We fear the same things.

One of the moments I will never forget came after my divorce.



It was my first Thanksgiving alone with my daughters. We all got sick with covid. I barely had enough 

energy to move around the house, let alone cook dinner.

Adam called me that morning and casually mentioned he was dropping off food.

What arrived at my door was not simply a meal. It was care.

Turkey. Macaroni and cheese. Enough food for days.

And standing there exhausted, holding those containers in my hands, I remember thinking something 

simple: This is what brotherhood looks like. Not speeches. Not slogans. Not politics. Presence,  

Consistency, Love expressed through action.

That is the part people rarely see.

The truth is real friendship does not require obedience. In fact, some of the strongest relationships 

survive precisely because both people are allowed to remain fully themselves.

Adam and I have disagreed before.  We have frustrated each other before.

We have told each other “no” before. But mature relationships survive discomfort.

Maybe that is what the world is missing right now. Too many people only know how to love each other 

when agreement is easy. But real love, friendship, brotherhood, community, gets tested by tension.

As I walked through Montreal watching my daughters experience the world with curiosity and wonder, 

I found myself feeling grateful.

Grateful for time.

Grateful for growth.

Grateful for second chances.

Grateful for the people who stay.

Because eventually titles fade. Politics changes. Public opinion shifts.

But what remains are the people who answered the phone when life fell apart.


