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The year is 1989 and Mark Doty's life has reached a state of enviable equilibrium. His reputation
as a poet of formidable talent is growing, he enjoys his work as a college professor and, perhaps
most importantly, he is deeply in love with his partner of many years, Wally Roberts. The
harmonious existence these two men share is shattered, however, when they learn that Wally
has tested positive for the HIV virus.From diagnosis to the initial signs of deterioration to the
heartbreaking hour when Wally is released from his body's ruined vessel, Heaven's Coastis an
intimate chronicle of love, its hardships, and its innumerable gifts. We witness Doty's passage
through the deepest phase of grief -- letting his lover go while keeping him firmly alive in memory
and heart -- and, eventually beyond, to the slow reawakening of the possibilities of pleasure. Part
memoir, part journal, part elegy for a life of rare communication and beauty, Heaven's Coast
evinces the same stunning honesty, resplendent descriptive power and rapt attention to the
physical landscape that has won Doty's poetry such attention and acclaim.

From Publishers WeeklyIn this luminous study of illness and loss, the acclaimed poet (author of
My Alexandria and Atlantis) recounts how his lover of eight years, Wally Roberts, learned from a
Vermont social worker in May 1989 that he was HIV-positive (while Doty tested negative). In
chapters that range impressionistically over the years that followed, Doty presents a kind of
AIDS journal, tracing the gradual onset of the disease to which Roberts succumbed in 1993 and
the painful healing process that engulfs Doty to this day. During this period, Doty also lost a
close male friend to AIDS and a female friend to a car accident. After the diagnosis, the two men
adopted two dogs, bought a cabin in the Vermont woods and, when Roberts began his gradual
physical deterioration, moved to Provincetown, Mass., where there was a strong gay and lesbian
support network. Mourning Roberts's loss, Doty finds powerful sustenance in poetry, letters from
friends (excerpted here) and his own meditations on the New England landscape. Doty's love for
Wally and the inner strength that sustains him lend this memoir a vitality that is sure to appeal to
readers outside the AIDS community. Author tour.Copyright 1996 Reed Business Information,
Inc. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From Library JournalIn
retrospect, 1993 should have been a red-letter year for Doty: his fourth collection of poems, My
Alexandria (LJ 4/15/93), won the National Book Critics Circle Award, the Los Angeles Times
Book Award, and a nomination for the National Book Award. But that year he also lost his lover
to AIDS, a painful story he recounts here.Copyright 1995 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This
text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From Kirkus ReviewsAsking, ``What
does a writer do, when the world collapses, but write?,'' Doty, whose world collapsed when his
lover died, gives an answer that's both generous and indulgent. In a look back at the period
before, during, and after Wally Roberts succumbed to complications of AIDS, the author (a



winner of the National Book Critics Circle award for poetry) walks a path between the practical
and the poetic, the enraged and the calm. On one hand, he's got helpful observations for
support partners--``The lower one goes in the medical system, it seems, the more humanity, the
more hands-on help, the more genuine care.'' On the other, he's ready to turn profound on
death's many approaching moments, especially its final one--``. . . he is most himself, even if that
self empties out into no one, swift river hurrying into the tumble of rivers, out of individuality, into
the great rushing whirlwind of currents.'' Putting the puzzle of his life back together after
Roberts's demise upset it, Doty returns to the Boston house where the proud and very out pair
first lived together (but in separate apartments); recalls the Vermont homes they shared; and fills
in the final Provincetown years. He visits landscapes here and abroad, finding reminders--and
metaphors and avatars--of their relationship wherever he looks. He also writes with love about
the friends who filled the couple's days with joy and anxiety (a self-destructive poet identified
only as Lynda particularly delights and infuriates Doty). He commemorates Arden and Beau, two
rollicking dogs who kept things much happier than they might otherwise have been. A poet with
a quick memory for poems he didn't write, Doty is angry at the realities of the world when it
unleashes physical and moral diseases, and grateful when it shows a kinder face. A book very
much like grief itself in that it's sometimes awkward, often uncontrolled, and always deeply felt. --
Copyright ©1996, Kirkus Associates, LP. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorMark Doty's books of poetry and nonfiction prose
have been honored with numerous distinctions, including the National Book Critics Circle Award,
the PEN/Martha Albrand Award, the Los Angeles Times Book Prize, and, in the United Kingdom,
the T. S. Eliot Prize. In 2008, he won the National Book Award for Fire to Fire: New and Selected
Poems. He is a professor at the University of Houston, and he lives in New York City.--This text
refers to the paperback edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Heaven's
CoastMemoir, aBy Doty, MarkPerennialCopyright © 2004Mark DotyAll right reserved.Prologue:
Is There a Future? April 1993In 1989, not long after my partner Wally and I took the HIV test, the
pain in my back--which had been a chronic, low-level problem--became acute. I went to a
chiropractor I'd seen before, a rough-and-tumble kind of guy with a strange, cluttered little office
on a shady part of Main Street in the Vermont town where we lived then. Dr. Crack, as I thought
of him, was his own secretary, and furnished his office with all manner of cast-offs and
inspirational posters, along with many implements of vague and mysterious use. In general, he
did not inspire confidence. He snapped me around with considerable force, and though I felt
much better after being treated by him, I also felt a mounting sense of nervousness about the
degree of force he used. One day the crack my neck made as he whipped it into place was so
loud that I resolved to see the new-age doctor my friends had spoken so highly of instead. She
had cured one friend of a nervous tic in the eye simply by massaging a spot on her spine; others
swore by her gentler style of manipulation.On my first visit, as I lay on my stomach in a room full
of ferns and charts marking the locations of chakras and pressure points, she touched one
vertebra which throbbed, seemed almost to ring, painfully, like a struck tuning fork. I felt she'd



touched the very center of the pain in my sacrum, the weak spot where my ache originated.
When I told her this, she said that the particular vertebra she was touching represented "faith in
the future."Under her tentative touches--delivered with less pressure than one would use to push
an elevator button--my back simply got worse, but her diagnosis was so penetratingly accurate
that I never forgot it. After a while, I went back to Dr. Crack, and my back got better, but not the
rupture in my faith.The test results had come back negative for me, positive for Wally, but it didn't
seem to matter so much which of us carried the antibodies for the virus. We'd been together
eight years; we'd surrounded ourselves with a house and animals and garden, tokens of
permanency; our continuance was assumed, an essential aspect of life. That we would continue
to be, and to be together, had about it the unquestioned nature of a given, the tacit starting point
from which the rest of our living proceeded. The news was as devastating as if I'd been told I was
positive myself. In retrospect, I think of two different metaphors for the way it affected me.The
virus seemed to me, first, like a kind of solvent which dissolved the future, our future, a little at a
time. It was like a dark stain, a floating, inky transparency hovering over Wally's body, and its
intention was to erase the time ahead of us, to make that time, each day, a little smaller.And then
I thought of us as standing on a kind of sandbar, the present a narrow strip of land which had
seemed, previously, enormous, without any clear limits. Oh, there was a limit out there,
somewhere, of course, but not anywhere in sight. But the virus was a kind of chill, violent current,
one which was eroding, at who knew what speed, the ground upon which we stood. If you
watched, you could see the edges crumbling.Four years have passed. For two of them, we lived
with the knowledge of Wally's immune status, though he was blessedly asymptomatic; for the
last two years, we have lived with AIDS.His has not been the now-typical pattern of dizzying
descents into opportunistic infections followed by recoveries. Instead, he's suffered a gradual,
steady decline, an increasing weakness which, a few months ago, took a sharp turn for the
worse. He is more-or-less confined to bed now, with a few forays up and out in his wheelchair; he
is physically quite weak, though alert and responsive, and every day I am grateful he's with me,
though I will admit that I also rail and struggle against the limitations his health places upon us.
As he is less capable, less present, I do battle with my own sense of loss at the same time as I
try not to let the present disappear under the grief of those disappearances, and the anticipatory
grief of a future disappearance.And I struggle, as well, with the way the last four years have
forced me to rethink my sense of the nature of the future.I no longer think of AIDS as a solvent,
but perhaps rather as a kind of intensifier, something which makes things more firmly, deeply
themselves. Is this true of all terminal illness, that it intensifies the degree of what already is?
Watching Wally, watching friends who were either sick themselves or giving care to those who
were, I saw that they simply became more generous or terrified, more cranky or afraid, more
doubtful or more trusting, more contemplative or more in flight. As individual and unpredictable
as this illness seems to be, the one thing I found I could say with certainty was this: AIDS makes
things more intensely what they already are. Eventually I understood that this truism then must
apply to me, as well, and, of course, it applied to my anxiety about the future.Because the truth



was I'd never really believed in a future, always had trouble imagining ongoingness, a place in
the unfolding chain of things. I was raised on apocalypse. My grandmother--whose Tennessee
fundamentalism reduced not a jot her generosity or spiritual grace--used to read me passages
from the Book of Revelation and talk about the immanence of the Last Days. The hymns we
sang figured this world as a veil of appearances, and sermons in church characterized the
human world as a flimsy screen behind which the world's real actors enacted the struggles and
dramas of a loftier realm. Not struggles, exactly, since the outcome was foreknown: the lake of
fire and the fiery pit, the eternal chorus of the saved--but dramatic in the sense of scale, or
scope. How large and mighty was the music of our salvation!When the Hog Farm commune
came to my town in an old school bus painted in Day-Glo colors swirled like a Tibetan mandala,
the people who came tumbling out into the park had about them the aura of a new world. Their
patchouli and bells and handmade sandals were only the outward signs of a new point of view.
We'd see things more clearly, with the doors of perception cleansed; fresh vision would yield
new harmony, transformation. I was an adolescent, quickly outgrowing religion when this new
sense of the apocalyptic replaced it with the late sixties' faith in the immanence of Revolution, a
belief that was not without its own religious tinge and implication. Everything promised that the
world could not stay the same; the foundations of order were quavering, both the orders of the
social arena and of consciousness itself. I couldn't articulate much about the nature of the future
I felt was in the offing, but I could feel it in the drift of sitar music across a downtown sidewalk,
late summer afternoons, and in the pages of our local "underground" newspaper, The Oracle,
with its sinuous letterhead as richly complicated as the twining smoke of the Nepalese rope
incense I used to burn. I was sure that certain sorts of preparation were ridiculously beside the
point. Imagine buying, say, life insurance, or investing in a retirement plan, when the world as
we'd always known it was burning?One sort of apocalyptic scenario has replaced another:
endings ecological or nuclear, scenarios of depleted ozone or global starvation, or, finally,
epidemic. All my life I've lived with a future which constantly diminishes, but never
vanishes.Apocalypse is played out now on a personal scale; it is not in the sky above us, but in
our bed.In the museums we used to visit on family vacations when I was a kid, I used to love
those rooms which displayed collections of minerals in a kind of closet or chamber which would,
at the push of a button, darken. Then ultraviolet lights would begin to glow and the minerals
would seem to come alive, new colors, new possibilities and architectures revealed. Plain stones
became fantastic, "futuristic"--a strange word which suggests, accurately, that these colors had
something of the world to come about them. Of course there wasn't any black light in the center
of the earth, in the caves where they were quarried; how strange that these stones should have
to be brought here, bathed with this unnatural light in order for their transcendent characters to
emerge. Irradiation revealed a secret aspect of the world.Imagine illness as that light:
demanding, torturous, punitive, it nonetheless reveals more of what things are. A certain glow of
being appears. I think this is what is meant when we speculate that death is what makes love
possible. Not that things need to be able to die in order for us to love them, but that things need



to die in order for us to know what they are. Could we really know anything that wasn't transient,
not becoming more itself in the strange, unearthly light of dying? The button pushed, the stones
shine, all mystery and beauty, implacable, fierce, austere.Will there be a moment when you will
die to me?Of course you will cease to breathe, sometime; probably you will cease to breathe
before I do, though there's no way to know this, really. But your being, your being-in-me, will last
as long as I do, won't it? There's a poem of Tess Gallagher's about the aftermath of her
husband's death, one called "Now That I Am Never Alone." Of course.Continues...Excerpted
from Heaven's Coastby Doty, Mark Copyright © 2004 by Mark Doty. Excerpted by permission.All
rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in
writing from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use
of visitors to this web site.--This text refers to the paperback edition.Read more
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Kevin Graves, “Memoir, Love Story, a gift.. Until you have waited for the funeral home to collect
the remains of your spouse, until you have cleaned up and cared for them and they slip through
your fingers and until you are able to touch and scatter their ashes without falling completely to
pieces, then you don't completely know love. Mark Doty knows love, and he knows loss. He
spoke to my soul with words so fluid as one reviewer described his prose, that reading this book
felt like silk or a warm breeze against my cheek. Reading it, I felt these were my words if I had his
gift for writing. After losing my partner of 25 years, not from AIDS, but complications of
successful cancer treatment, I spend nearly three years reading every book I could find on grief.
The gay themed books I read seemed to be looking for a replacement or quick sex as soon as
they were at page 15. I felt bereft of finding any book that could speak to me of my particular
loss, even though I did read some really good books about grief. When a friend suggested this
book, I downloaded it immediately. If I hadn't, I would have missed out on one of the finest
collections of prose, poetry and dignity that I have ever read. This book is about 2 gay men
coming to a leave taking, but it could be helpful to anyone who has lost someone they are
particularly close to. I would say this to the one really negative review I read. Do you not read
these reviews? Do you read the blurbs? No one said this book was "about" AIDS, but how
MORE could it be about AIDS when it documents his partner's journey into release with all
pertinent medical and spiritual experience from both sides of the sick bed?This book is not only
a tribute to Wally Roberts from Mark Doty; it is a gift to anyone who has ever experienced the
most profound loss one can have in life...the loss of a soulmate. Please read and absorb this
absolute gem.”

lglover, “a story of love and light. I read this beautiful tribute and memoir in tandem with Living in
the Light of Death by Larry Rosenberg as part of a course on contemplative caregiving. As a
volunteer in hospice, I am privileged to be of service to people and their families during their final
days and Heaven's Coast provided insights on how that time can be for a family. Mark Doty
describes some of the helpful and unhelpful behaviors that his partner's hospice team
demonstrated and I learned a lot from his sharing of that experience.Mark is such a talented
writer - I literally stopped and re-read sentences over and over again because they were so
powerful.Talking about his grief and contemplating life without his beloved partner Wally, Mark
writes: "The future’s an absence, a dark space up ahead like the socket of a pulled tooth. I can’t
quite stay away from it; hard as I may try."Describing a friend who is also close to dying: "Is there
a luminous threshold where the self becomes irreducible, stripped to the point where all that’s
left to see is pure soul, the essence of character? Here, in unfailing self-ness, is no room or
energy for anything inessential, for anything less than what counts."Everything Mark chronicled,
from Wally and their relationship, to their dogs Arden and Beau, to Cape Cod, to their eclectic
group of friends, all came alive for me through this story.While there are many sad moments,



overall this is a story of love and light and I feel richer for having read it.”

CL, “poetic memoir about life and death and everything in between. Mark Doty's memoir,
Heaven's Coast, is one of the most poetic books I've read in a long time. Ripe with the most
vivid imagery, Doty's talent as a poet shines through in his prose.In this book, Doty recounts the
life and death of his lover Wally who succumbed to AIDS-related illness in the early 1990s. As
Doty deals with this, he's also faced with the deaths of friends from AIDS and a very close friend
who dies in a car accident. While all this sounds tragic, it's Doty's hopeful message that shines
through. Parts of the story literally had me close to tears, but the articulation of hope and peace
beyond grief - and survival through it - left me hopeful.As an "AIDS" memoir, this is an important
book to read for the younger generations of gays that didn't necessarily have to watch their loved
ones struggle and die with this disease. It's important to remember a time when medicine wasn't
as good as it is now, and to know what this plague has meant to the gay community. That being
said, I think anyone who has ever lost a loved one can relate to the struggle through grief Doty
so poetically describes.  I can't say enough good things about this book.”

S. M. Hortin, “A stunning memoir directly from the A.I.D.S. crisis. I cried multiple times throughout
this book. Doty does such a beautiful job of capturing the agony and pain of losing one's partner
in the midst of a devastating time. I never learned as much about the A.I.D.S. crisis as I probably
should have, the public education system tends to gloss over queer history, which is a shame,
because this book captures a tragedy that I knew about, but had never really comprehended.
This is an important book to read, especially for queer individuals who have missed out on that
part of queer history.”

Nina Bennett, “5 stars aren't nearly enough. Doty's memoir shimmers with love, with joy, with
pain, with grief. His prose is as rich and lyrical as his poetry. He invites us into his soul as he
describes in unsparing detail his lover's journey through HIV. Doty honors his partner with every
word; the love and respect is obvious, as well as the despair that results from knowing what is to
come and being totally powerless to prevent it.This book is certainly a tangible gift from Mark to
Wally, but the sheer beauty of the writing is a gift to the reader. I draw no sustenance from the
ocean, yet I found myself longing to walk across the dunes of Cape Cod-Doty's use of language
is that powerful.Heaven's Coast should be required reading for all healthcare workers.”

VMJ, “Beautiful. It may seem odd to call a book which catalogues someone's death as beautiful,
but it is.The author has allowed us to explore his life; his grief and to a large extent, his psyche.
With the most wonderful prose imaginable, MD explains how by confronting his immense
sorrow, he was able to begin to heal both physically and psychologically.Reading this has been
a privilege and I can only hope that Marks life contains all the joy and wonder that he truly
deserves.”



Ellie, “I believe that anyone who has lost a dear one will receive great comfort from this book.
This book is pure bueaty even the subject matter is one of grief, I believe that anyone who has
lost a dear one will receive great comfort from this book. It explains all the emotions that a
person goes through when an loved has an illness then dies.The writing is pure and full of
imagery and light. I finished it wilh hope for my own demise and what is there after!Read
carefully and slowly and saviour it - keep it to reread again and again.”
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The book by Mark Doty has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 54 people have provided feedback.
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