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Ibrahim 
 
“Excuse me. Is the office open?” 
The handsome young man  
with a shock of beautiful black hair 
And deep, dark eyes 
With a dusky complexion 
And a slight, unknown accent 
Shifting nervously from foot to foot 
Alone on the footpath outside my place 
Was addressing me. 
 
But I was irritated  
Because he was distracting me 
From focussing on a flirtatious delivery man. 
 
“What? What do you want? A woman?” 
He looked scared - like a rabbit in headlights. 
“Go on. Piss off. Or I’ll call the police!” 
And he left. 
 
That’s how we first met. 
 
Perhaps I should explain. 
I had just opened a new business 
But the agent had neglected to tell me 
That the previous tenant was ejected 
For running an illegal brothel. 
It seems before my business sign went up, 
A council sign proclaimed this - warning punters away 
And was on display for a month or more. 
 
Nevertheless … 
For weeks I was being pestered at all hours 
By strange men 
Knocking on my door, asking for Suzie 
Or Mary, or Wendy. 
All of these men (some disabled) 
Were poor English speakers 
With genuine needs  
that could no longer be met. 
And apparently could not read signs. 
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Only the night before, one of them 
Refused to remove his foot from my door 
Desperately pleading as to Wendy’s whereabouts. 
I told him to piss off, or I’d call the police. 
 
The phone rang. 
My first customer! 
“Hello, I’m Ibrahim. I spoke to you yesterday. 
I’m a student at the local TAFE 
And I’m doing a business survey.  
Could I interview you?” 
Blurted nervously, in one breath. 
 
Why not, I thought.  
An opportunity to promote my new business. 
I hadn’t tweaked that I was actually being stalked. 
(What Ibrahim wants, Ibrahim gets). 
 
The “survey” consisted of only three questions 
And he didn’t even write down my answers. 
Awkward pause.  
My gaydar stirred. 
Attempting to put him at ease I asked 
“Tell me a little about you.  
Where is your home country?” 
His expressive eyebrows looked like Persian script. 
“Afghanistan.” 
I was right. 
“Ah! I’ve been to Afghanistan 
It is a beautiful country 
With beautiful people” 
My gaydar kicked in totally, with no shame. 
“The men, particularly.” 
 
Say no more, thought Ibrahim 
Putting down his pad and pen 
Walking up to me with an awkward smile 
Putting his arm around my neck 
And sitting on my lap 
And stroking my hairy arms 
(Hairy arms happen to be his fetish). 
 
It was a very hot day. 
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More than beads of perspiration were evident. 
“Whoah!” I heard myself say. 
“Slow down, young man.” 
Disappointment displayed on his face that 
Remained so close to mine 
His breath betrayed mint tea. 
“Er .. would you like to see the rest of my place?” 
 
I turned the sign on the door to “Closed”. 
And so it stayed, for two hours. 
 
And so he stayed for 21 years. 
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There were challenges having a relationship with  
Someone of the same sex 
Twenty five years younger 
Of a very different culture. 
A young man quite promiscuous 
Yet with no knowledge of safe sex. 
 
To help pay his way through TAFE  
Ibrahim had a job with the local supermarket 
Helping customers carrying out groceries to their cars. 
For some men (particularly if they had hairy arms) 
He’d offer to help unpack their groceries. 
 
His little black book was a veritable Who’s Who: 
Plumbers, politicians and priests. 
You’d think that a priest, at least,  
Would introduce him to safe sex. 
I spoke to that priest, and informed him so. 
 
When I protested to Ibrahim that he should  
Forget about these people 
Now that he was with me 
He asked “if I just white out their phone numbers 
Would that be OK?” 
I didn’t realise that with his Aspergers  
He had memorised all the numbers. 
He was quite happy to candidly chat about his 
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Other sexual experiences. 
 
My friends said I could do so much better. 
 
He lived at his mother’s place 
A kilometre or two away 
And shared a bedroom with his older brother. 
The brother discovered evidence of me 
And he started making threatening phone calls 
Accusing me of making his brother gay. 
 
To stop the threats I took out a 12 month protection order 
Against which the brother appealed. 
It was all a misunderstanding, he said. 
But I knew he just wanted his day in court. 
To avoid a charge of contempt 
I was forced to attend the hearing 
And eyeball the man I had never met. 
I was the object of his hatred. 
 
He lost the appeal for the order. And lost face. 
 
Then one night there was frantic banging on my door 
Ibrahim was standing there barefoot, in his pyjamas 
Distraught. 
“It’s the end! I have to get married”. 
It seems his brother not only threw him down the stairs 
But threw him out of their house. 
He had brought such shame and dishonour on the family 
So he should kill himself, or they will do it for him, they said. 
 
We held each other through the night 
His sobs slowly abating until he slept. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


