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Epigraph

    Your body is yours at the end of the day
and don’t let the hateful try and take it away
We want to be free, yeah, we go our own way
And my body was made

—EZRA FURMAN, “BODY WAS MADE”
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all about ev(i)e

ok here goes

hello evie this is adam

i want 2 say how r u and

when am i gonna see u again

am i gonna see u again

r u done being done with me

r u still mad r u

i want 2 say i want 2 say

jesus this feels stupid

of course evies still mad at me i text and text but the bubbles r all my color a conversation im having by myself. i call but no answer shes frozen online no chatter no posts

weeks of this

write it down dr grace says what would u say 2 her if u could? pretend like evie is right in front of u adam

what would i say 2 u evie

dr grace says i cant control ur reaction but i can process my feelings write it down 4 myself and dont catastrophize ha like i can control that

so here i am back on a new tumblr a habit or a need u tell me evie

what would i say 2 u

i would say what the hell is happening

where r u why the silence its like ur totally gone not just from me but from pittsburgh

i would say i want u in front of me irl not just on a page

evie the last time i saw ur face it was all fucked up and ur hair ur beautiful hair was gone he used scissors like hedge clippers and the ends shot out like they were still expecting the weight

and u were furious at me

i dont wanna remember u that way evie and i dont want my last words 2 u 2 be the ones still curling in ur ear

let me put new ones in there i can do better this time

im sorry

i know this is supposed 2 be just 4 me but hey maybe u will find this maybe hashtags work maybe u will read this and we can rewind

what would i say 2 u evie

everything

#adamandeviehere4u #pittsburgh
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1. Jules

The words just won’t come out.

I mean, I’m not much of a talker to begin with, but still. It’s not like I don’t know what I want to say. “Guess what, guys, I’m gay.” Easy. I can actually feel the words crowding around inside my mouth, pushing against my teeth, waiting to be released. When Dhyllin invited Gregg and me over for an end-of-the-summer hang, I was hoping to introduce them to this new-and-improved Jules, out and proud. I’d erase the memory of my pathetic coming out to my mother in the front seat of the family Subaru and replace it with something better, cooler. Reboot the second year of my high school life.

But I can’t. Partly it’s because I’m worried what they’re gonna think and partly, it’s that Dhyllin just won’t shut up. Yes, we all know Dhyllin has an exciting life, the best life, anyone would kill for a concert promoter father with a Hollywood Hills mansion, but if he doesn’t stop talking about traveling this summer with Smash Mouth on their official 2015 tour, I’m seriously going to need to drink bleach.

“I thought Lisbon was wild, but I’m telling you, Jules, when we hit Amsterdam, that place was off the chain. . . .”

I mean, how was my news going to compare to that? Coming out just doesn’t measure up to groupies in Berlin and private jets. Not these days. But if I can’t tell friends I’ve known for years, how am I going to tell strangers? Maybe strangers would be easier. There wouldn’t be so much on the line, so many expectations—

“Earth to Jules, hello.”

I jolt back to the present, start dribbling the basketball again. “What did you say?” I ask, trying to cover, but Dhyllin’s already given up on me and is checking out his Snapchat feed. Gregg’s playing on his phone, as usual. No one’s talking. It’d be the perfect moment. Each bounce of the ball leaving my hands is like a command: Tell them. Tell them. But I can’t. It’s tricky with Dhyllin. Not that he would punch me or call me out or anything like that. No, he’d just look at me with those sleepy blue eyes and say something casually sarcastic like, “Well, that was no mystery,” or “That explains a lot”—which would somehow be just as bad.

Without looking up, Dhyllin asks, “Are we going to keep shooting hoops or do you guys want to play Xbox?”

Gregg finally disconnects from his phone. “Hell YES Xbox.”

“Jules?”

I’ve never really been that into gaming. But everyone else is, so I shrug. “Whatever is cool with me.”

Dhyllin doesn’t move, though, and inertia sets in. We keep shooting hoops on the blue acrylic of Dhyllin’s dad’s basketball court. Well, I keep shooting hoops. Gregg’s camped out just outside the key, dodging any ball that falls near him and smashing aliens on his phone, his straight black hair covering most of his face as he bends his head down. Dhyllin’s off to the other side, texting, wearing some fresh Yeezy Boosts that look like they just came out of the box. I dribble and shoot around both of them, a moon orbiting two fixed planets in a sky-blue space.

We haven’t been in the same school together since fifth grade. We mostly see each other during the summer, old habits. I wonder if we have anything in common at all anymore.

Dhyllin looks up suddenly and squints at me, blond hair flopped over one eye. “You’re not going to like Earl Warren High,” he tells me.

“How would you know?” I say, pretending to throw the ball at him. He doesn’t even flinch. “Why?”

“It’s public,” Dhyllin says, as if that explains everything.

“And . . . ?”

“You’re not used to that. It’s a huge school. And coming in sophomore year? You’ll be lost.” He says this like he’s really concerned, like he didn’t spend the whole last year icing me out while he spent time with his new posse at Beckman Prep. Dhyllin lowers his voice. “And there are gangs there. They’re gonna eat you alive.”

“You don’t know that,” I say, but really, Dhyllin’s the kind of kid who does know things. He’s always picking up adult frequencies, decoding them, and translating the data for the rest of us. “I’ll be fine,” I say, trying to sound like I mean it. “Look, Gregg goes there, and he hasn’t been jumped.”

Dhyllin smirks. “That’s because they’re afraid he’s going to use karate on them.”

Gregg gives him a fast middle finger without even stopping his game. “Karate’s Japanese, dickwad. Get your racial stereotypes right.”

“What about the gangs?” I ask.

Gregg shrugs. “I don’t know. I don’t think so.” His head slumps back to his phone.

“Yeah, whatever.” Dhyllin flips his blond hair off his eyes. He’s recently had a growth spurt; well, his head has, anyway. It looks huge, square and man-shaped on his teenage boy’s body, the opposite of me, whose legs and arms seem to have beanstalked overnight. Funny thing though—Dhyllin, even out of proportion and with that one red pimple cluster blotching his forehead, still has the superpower of making you feel like he’s the coolest kid in the room. He’s still the magnet that draws in all us rusty nails.

“You should come to Beckman Prep. Good basketball team,” he says. Beckman Prep is, naturally, the most exclusive private high school in the Valley. If it were up to my dad, I would have gone to Beckman my freshman year, but the decision was most definitely not up to him.

“And there’s some pretty hot babes there, too. You have no idea.”

I don’t. I really have no idea. Or, you know, interest.

“It’s a great school. You should totally go there.” Dhyllin’s lost his sleepiness. He sounds excited by the idea. There’s something in his eyes that tugs at my chest, something from the past, a memory, not really a memory, more a feeling: the three of us in elementary school, running through Dhyllin’s backyard (not this one, his mother’s), spinning around with lightsabers, Jedi robes flowing behind us. That excitement. Dhyllin’s mom and dad were still together then, and so were mine. Plastic lightsaber smashing into plastic lightsaber, Anakin and Plo Koon and Qui-Gon, high-pitched death squeals, until Dhyllin was tired of dying and he would shrug off his robe and say, “That’s not what happens in the movie,” and we would immediately throw down our sabers and join him, so what did he want to do now?—

“—Hey, Jules, reboot.”

I jerk back into focus. “What?”

Dhyllin rolls his eyes. “I said, see what I got?” He slides a black metal cartridge out of the pocket of his skinny jeans. “Strawberry shortcake. Wanna hit?”

Of course Dhyllin vapes.

“Nah,” I say, then add, “Not right now.” I turn away and shoot. Swish. Fourth basket in a row. The ball bounces right by Gregg, who doesn’t even notice. “High score!” he shouts into his phone. “Suck it!”

“I am so bored,” Dhyllin says, and I know I’ve given him the wrong answer. He slides the cartridge back into his pocket and starts texting.

A moon and two fixed planets, with lots of space in between.

From the house, there’s the sound of a sliding door opening. I look over and see Dhyllin’s dad coming out onto the patio with another man, laughing. The two men are about the same age, but the other man’s dressed way more casually, in a Pirates T-shirt and shorts. He grabs Dhyllin’s dad by the shoulder and points at something on the patio. They both laugh again.

“Who’s that?”

Dhyllin takes a brief glance and turns away quickly. “Oh God, I forgot,” he says. “Long-lost college friend of my dad’s. He’s here visiting or something. God.”

Someone else steps through the darkness, bringing the shadow of the inside out with him: black oversize hoodie under a dark kind of camouflage jacket, black skinny jeans, black boots. A kid, hands stuffed in his pockets, body hunched like he’s braving an arctic blast instead of an end-of-summer heat wave in Los Angeles. He’s staring at the ground, apart from the two adults, and you can tell by the angle of his body that he isn’t listening to them at all.

“Who’s with him?” I ask Dhyllin.

Dhyllin keeps texting. “The son,” he says, aggravated. “I’m supposed to meet him, he’s in our grade, whatever.”

“He doesn’t look like his son,” I say. The father’s white, and the boy’s definitely darker, could be maybe Indian or Pakistani.

Dhyllin tilts his head a fraction toward the house. “He looks like a terrorist.” Another glance. “A tiny terrorist.”

“Racist,” Gregg says automatically, without taking his eyes off his game.

“Just joking,” Dhyllin says, all put out. “But look at him.”

The kid is pretty short for someone our age. That’s the first thing I notice. The second thing is that under his hood, the boy has this tumbling sea of dark hair, with one large bleached wave swooshing out from it. And the third thing is his eyes, which are wide and bright against the deep olive of his skin.

Eyes that are looking back at me. And aren’t looking away.

I’ve got this thing I do, where sometimes I just stare. I don’t mean to; I kind of get lost in my head and forget that my body is still in real life. My grandmother calls it catching flies, my father calls it spacing out, and my friends just say I’m going offline. But I can tell that this kid is not offline. He’s staring, not into space, but directly at me, like we’re in a conversation and he’s waiting to hear what I’m going to say next. Waiting, like a challenge.

And, of course, while I’m thinking all this, I’m still staring at him.

My face burns hot. I jerk away, trying to turn and dribble and shoot all at once, as if that was what I’ve been doing all along, and of course the ball misses the entire backboard by about a mile, sailing inches above Gregg’s head and landing in the bushes.

“Play much?” Dhyllin says, smirking into his phone.

I run over to get the ball, glancing back toward the house. The boy isn’t looking in my direction anymore, but Dhyllin’s father is. He extends an arm out, waves us in.

“I think your father wants us to come over?”

Dhyllin gives a tight shake of his head. “Fuck no. The last thing I wanna do is sit and listen to him tell stories about the old theater days.” His thumbs jab his phone screen like he’s about to launch a nuclear device.

His dad still has his arm up. I drop the ball. “Maybe we should just say hi.”

“Who what where?” says Gregg, finally looking up.

“C’mon, Dhyllin,” I say, but he’s already heading the opposite way.

“Go ahead, but I’m warning you, you’ll never escape,” he says over his shoulder, then walks off toward the pool, phone leading the way, leaving Gregg and me completely stranded.

The adults on the patio are staring at us, waiting, expecting conversation. Adult conversation. Gregg looks at me, and I look at Gregg. Dhyllin’s completely spooked us. We both break into a run, scooping up our backpacks and retreating to the side gate. It isn’t until we’re safely at Gregg’s house, half an hour later, that I wonder what we were so frightened of.

I do get my coming out moment, at Gregg’s house in Silver Lake. He’s on his bedroom computer fighting off a zombie invasion and I’m lying on his bed, listening to music low on headphones and staring up at a big-ass spider as it makes its way across the ceiling. Gregg has a phobia about spiders, he would be totally skeeved out if he saw it, and that would spoil my announcement. But the spider’s heading toward the door. I make a deal with myself: if the spider’s gone by the time Gregg completes his mission, I’ll tell him.

Gregg’s shouting at the screen, “No! No! I see you! You want some, huh? You want a piece of this? Huh? BOOM!”

Coming out to Gregg is pretty much a no-brainer. He’s got two dads, for one thing, so he’s probably not going to get all salty about the news. And he’s already been at Earl Warren High for a year, so possibly he could give me a heads-up if there are any raging homophobes I should avoid. Though I doubt he would notice that kind of thing. Gregg isn’t someone who seems to notice much of anything that’s not shooting at him from a computer screen. Which is another reason why it should be easy to tell him.

“Go for the head, you fucking noob! God, you’re useless!”

I know from the body count that the mission’s almost over. I take off the headphones and clutch them to my chest. Even though we haven’t seen each other much over the last few years, even though we don’t have a lot to say when we do, Gregg’s still one of my oldest friends. We’ve known each other since preschool, and his family is one of the few we kept in touch with after I switched schools, and switched again. And again. But that also makes it harder to come out to him. Gregg knows me one way—how is he going to react when I tell him I’m this other way?

“Behind you, there’s another one BEHIND YOU, DAMN IT!” Gregg screams.

“Gregg!” yells one of his fathers, Danny, from downstairs. “Jesus! Enough already!”

“Whatever,” Gregg mutters, fingers still flying over the keyboard. “Mission complete.” He pushes back from the desk, then automatically pulls himself in again. “I need a better flamethrower,” he says under his breath, grabbing his mouse, swirling and clicking it over his WoW mouse pad.

The spider’s almost at the door. I keep my eyes fixed on the ceiling.

“Hey,” I say.

“What?” says Gregg, without turning around.

“I think I might be gay.”

The keyboard stops clicking.

“Uh, okay . . .” Another pause. “Does that mean you want to kiss me now or something?”

“Gross, no,” I say. “I’d rather kiss a zombie.”

“Okay,” says Gregg. “Good.” The keyboard starts clicking again.

“Are you surprised?”

“Um, I don’t know. I guess.”

“You guessed?”

“I. Guess.”

“Oh.” The spider’s nowhere to be seen. “So . . .”

Gregg swivels around. He brushes his hair off his eyes. “It’s cool.”

“Okay,” I say.

He swivels back. More keyboard clicking.

“Oh, and not like it’s a big thing,” I say, “but let’s just keep it quiet for now, like at school?”

“No problem.” He pauses. “Except . . .”

“Except what?”

He pushes back in his chair again. “Except, I really feel sorry for you, man.”

I swear I can feel that spider prickling along my neck. “Why?”

“Because,” Gregg says, “if you turn out to be anything like my dads, you’re going to have the most boring life ever.”
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happy 2gether

evie u used 2 tell me theres no one else in the world but us and I knew what u meant

who else was gonna understand u but me and who else was gonna understand me but u

together in this new creation we got to name everything even ourselves. u gave me my name u said we were the first boy and first girl that ever lived and i should be adam wouldnt that be perfect and it was

of course there were other people around 2 many of them crowding the hallways at my school i got my fair share of backward looks and hands hiding smirks but mostly i slipped by

i was all camouflage the flannels and jeans and baseball caps and i was lucky by birth slim hips and a flat chest that reads boy in a once over eye flick. strangers could slot me in their brains and walk on and kids who knew me thought i was a weirdo already

i was just trying 2 pass like a brown moth against bark hidden and happy

not u evie

u were a butterfly and proud of it u liked color u liked bebe u liked a smoky eye u craved hair clips of every shade

once ur hair started growing out and ur mom with a tight mouth said fine a little color dont get carried away then evie was born and u were gonna be urself no matter what at least at ur school. screw the haters and gym class and the math teacher who told u 2 stop making fun of normal people. they tried 2 shove you back into ur chrysalis but u just wouldnt fit. if they told u 2 wipe that lip gloss off ur mouth ud just find a brighter shade

but it wasnt easy 4 u i had it easier okay i will admit that now

ud escape 2 my house the only place u could wear what u wanted sometimes id pull out old clothes never worn stuffed in the back of my closet the skirts the turquoise jumper the yellow sundress i always hated but it was beautiful on u. it was like show and tell every day after school u were there when my first binder came in the mail

and sometimes ud lie in my bed ur head in the curve of my arm ud just lie against me and cry (and it wasnt from anger or fear but just a release a relief of being urself)

and it was just us 2

adam and evie alone in the new world

all the colors

#adamandeviehere4u #pittsburgh #mothandbutterfly
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2.

Hell has officially frozen over.

Ever since we moved into this neighborhood when I was three, my mother has always said that Earl Warren High School would be the last place on earth she’d send me to. She’d heard all these horror stories about the drugs, the “bad elements,” the exploding class size. When I was small, we’d cross the street so we wouldn’t pass near the school, it was that dangerous.

So, guess where I’m heading the first day of sophomore year?

I had this secret idea that I was going to get up, grab a quick bite, and head out early, just so I could get my head together, shake off the old at-home me, and figure out what new-school me was going to be. But as soon as I wake up and smell breakfast, I know that plan is totally shot.

Mom’s in her bathrobe. She’s got that droopy look that tells me she’s been downstairs for a while. On the kitchen counter, there’s a buffet: scrambled egg whites, tempeh bacon, cut-up cantaloupe, orange juice, a brown-rice-flour, agave-sweetened blueberry muffin. And one plate.

Dang.

She reads my face. “You know it’s the most important meal of the day,” she says. This from the woman I’ve never seen eat more than a piece of toast for breakfast. And now that we’re gluten-free, not even that.

“I told you I was gonna get my own breakfast. You could have slept in,” I say.

She waves a hand. “First day of school? Ha. I couldn’t sleep anyway. Have some eggs. You need your protein. Are you nervous? You must be nervous.”

As a matter of fact, I am nervous, but having your mother point it out isn’t exactly helpful. I shrug and try a bite of the rice-flour muffin, which immediately sucks all the moisture from my mouth. I grab the orange juice.

“Are you drinking coffee again?” I ask, spraying out little particles of dried spackling.

“I needed it, Jules,” she says. She takes a sip, like she’s demonstrating. “Besides, I don’t think coffee’s the problem. I read online that coffee’s actually good for you now. So . . . giving it up is not the answer.”

Mom’s been looking for this particular answer these last four years, something to explain her nervous stomach and the periods of time when she can barely get out of bed. Traditional doctors were no help, she said, so we’ve been on a tour of all the major diets you could ever imagine existing in Los Angeles, starting with striking down meat and becoming vegetarian and then making our way through vegan, raw vegan (that was rough), picking up meat but no dairy, adding goat’s milk but no cow, going fermented . . . Right now, she’s settled somewhere between paleo and “clean eating,” with a side of gluten-free. And wine. “Clean eating is good for you, too,” my mother said, and I guess I don’t mind going along for the ride—it’s easier that way—but sometimes I think my father left home just because he wanted to get a decent meal.

My mother’s in the middle of telling me about Judy Pevsner and the acupuncturist herbalist who changed her life. “I should probably get going,” I say.

She sets down her mug and taps the marble counter with her fingernails. “Oh, it just feels wrong, not driving you to school. I’ve done it for fourteen years. Should I drive you? Just today?”

School is three blocks away. I’m sixteen.

“That’s one of the advantages of me going to Earl Warren, remember?” I say. “That I can walk there?”

“I know . . .” She bites at her thumbnail. “Just . . . be aware. Don’t get caught up in your head, okay? Notice what’s around you. Be safe. Remember Bishop Academy . . .”

My stomach gives a lurch. Suddenly it all seems too much, the smell of the cooling eggs and the bacon and the coffee on her breath. This is not the way I wanted to start my day, thinking about Bishop Academy.

The funny thing is, Mom was crazy about Bishop Academy to begin with. It cleared all her hurdles, which was not an easy thing to do. I’ve been in three schools the last four years, even though I was fine with all of them. I started sixth grade at one small private college prep (too cultish, according to her), moved to a charter (too disorganized), went back to a private (barely tolerable), and started freshman year of high school at Bishop Academy, a parochial she was convinced was just right, even though we’re Jewish. “It’s religious, but not too religious,” she’d say to her friends. “It’s not like he has to convert or anything. The basketball program is great. And the education is marvelous.” It was a perfect fit. At least for four months. And then the Incident happened.

The Incident. It wasn’t a big deal. It really wasn’t. Some guy on JV basketball, some stupid sophomore, Patrick, in the locker room, calling me out. . . . I don’t even know what happened, really—maybe I was doing the staring thing, I guess I was, but it wasn’t like I was staring at the guy—but suddenly the word fag flew in the air toward me, splat, and then laughter. That word stuck on me for the next few weeks, during drills, before games, on the bus. . . . I don’t think they even believed it; I mean, why would they? It was just something they said, a joke, some way of marking me from the other freshmen—like a nickname, right?—and eventually it stopped, but then they started calling me Julie, and that was understandable, too, I mean, I didn’t like it, but it wasn’t a big deal, right? I could take it, but I made the mistake of mentioning it to my mother and it quickly became an Incident. Conferences, meetings with the coach, the vice principal, the head of school . . . it dragged on for months. My heart dropped every time I saw my mom’s Subaru parked in the visitor lot. I wish she would have just left the situation alone, but Mom operates on two modes: exhausted and furious.

Patrick was reprimanded for his language and the team was given a lecture on inclusivity, but that wasn’t nearly enough for her. She wanted a suspension and was for some reason surprised that a Christian prep school wasn’t willing to go that far. “In this day and age!” she would say in the car, throwing her hands in the air when she picked me up after practice, and I would sink lower in the front seat and wish she’d get out of the parking lot, and all the way home she’d interrogate me about what every kid said to me, which by this time was not much, because while all of these interventions never singled me out as the cause, everyone of course knew it, and good luck getting anyone to pass the ball my way, let alone talk to me in the locker room. Basketball was over by spring break, and I didn’t think I’d be signing up again next year, but that really didn’t matter. The last day before break, she waited for me in the pickup line after school and almost hit the crossing guard peeling out of there.

“Jesus!” I shouted.

“Exactly,” she said darkly, gripping the steering wheel.

That’s when she told me she had no intention of re-enrolling me next year. Okay, I already figured that was going to happen, given her track record, but it’s not like she even asked me about it. Yanked out of school again. I kept my mouth closed and my eyes drilling holes in the dashboard ahead of me.

“Why are you looking so pissed off?” she asked.

I shrugged.

“Jules, how can you even want to go to that school?”

“I could have made it work.”

“No, you couldn’t have.” She shook her head. “Poor Jules, you have no idea. These kinds of people? Trust me.” She looked at the road, then back at me, then at the road again, then asked the question I should have known all along was coming, that I was surprised hadn’t come sooner. “So . . . are you gay?”

“What does that have to do with it?” I yelled, but we both knew that wasn’t an answer. “I don’t know,” I said, but that was a lie. I did know, really, without ever admitting it to myself. Ever since the Incident, the question had been slowly revolving in the back of my mind, just out of focus. Thinking: Who made my chest tighten. Who didn’t. Who I thought of before I slept, and who I thought of when I couldn’t sleep. And I wondered, had I been staring at Patrick? Not in a pervy way, but just, staring? And, wait, hadn’t he been staring at me first? And then, there in the car when Mom asked me the question, it suddenly became very clear what the answer was.

“I . . . guess so.”

“You guess you’re gay? You don’t know you are?”

“No, no, I mean, yes.” I was breathing really hard, like I’d just done a full-court sprint. I’d just admitted it. I couldn’t take it back.

“That’s fine,” she said. “Nothing to be ashamed of. It’s good.”

“Why is it good?”

“It’s good! Look at gay marriage! Even the president has evolved! Now you can be your authentic self.”

I made a disbelieving grunt, and she stopped the car so fast I felt the seat belt pull tight. She jabbed her finger in front of my face. “Hey. Listen to me. What those boys did is not your fault, okay? You are who you are. I mean, you don’t have to wave a flag about it, but if you’re gay, good.”

Okay. So, yeah, I was basically outed by my mother.

And this led back to Earl Warren High School, because, where else was I gonna go on such short notice? Dad wasn’t big on the idea. We had a family conference, him propped up on the dining room table on my mother’s iPad, FaceTiming from his condo in Santa Monica. He had on that grim problem-solving look and kept wiping his face with his hand. He said, “If you don’t like them picking on him in private school, why the hell would you think that going to public school is going to be any better?”

“It’s only until we can get in somewhere else,” Mom said.

“We should have gone to Beckman.”

My mother made a face.

“Well, I guess that’s another bridge burned,” my father said. “Maybe you could have consulted me before you made this decision?”

Mom had her answer all ready. “If I could ever get you on the phone, maybe I would have.”

I ducked myself off the screen, because we all knew where this road was heading, but I heard Dad calling out from the iPad, “Wait wait wait a minute, come back. Jules.” I poked my head into the corner. He said, “What do you want?”

I shrugged, because, did it matter?

“Earl Warren’s gotten so much better, Jules,” my mother said, ignoring the screen. “It’s all cleaned up, they have a magnet track in science now and a good basketball program. Really good.”

Dad’s voice slid under hers. “You know we can’t get our deposit back from Bishop, right?”

“So the money is all you care about?” Mom said, crowding the screen.

“Okay, so you’ve got it all figured out,” said Dad. “Excellent. Why are we even talking?” This time, when I left the room, they let me go, ’cause, yeah, they really didn’t need me there. And by the end of that conversation, Dad lost, Mom won, and Earl Warren was in.

My mother keeps asking questions, roadblocking me from leaving for school. Yes, I have my laptop. Yes, I have the forms. Yes, my phone is charged. Yes. Yes. Yes. I grab my backpack but she’s already holding on to the other strap.

“Stick close to Gregg,” she says. “Let him show you around. Be careful. And you know there’s a Gay–Straight Alliance on campus, right? I looked it up. GSA.”

“Stop, Mom.”

“I’m just saying! Find people like you . . . and if there’s any trouble, just call me—”

“Goodbye, Mom—”

“So don’t listen to me.” She reaches up to grab my cheek. “Oh, my big boy . . . Remember, this is just for now. We’ll find you the perfect school. But are you excited anyway? I want you to be excited.”

Why does she have to look so worried when she says that? When did she get so thin? The circles under her eyes are enormous. They take up half her face. “Don’t worry, Mom. As long as I can play basketball, I’m excited,” I say, and let her hug the life out of me.

A block away from school, and my mother’s nerves are still jangling inside me. It’s impossible not to feel nervous when she’s feeling so nervous. My phone vibrates, and I’m sure it’s her telling me to look both ways before crossing the street, but then my dad’s face appears, inviting me to FaceTime. So much for getting my head together. I think about not answering, but that would mean I’d miss him wishing me well my first day, and who knows when I’ll hear from him again? I’m surprised he even remembered.

My parents have been separated for three years, and honestly, there’s not much difference between him living in Santa Monica, an hour away, and him living at home. He’s still always working. When he left, he gave me a key to his condo and told me to come over anytime, and though I’ve clipped it onto my lanyard next to my house key, I’ve visited exactly once. He’s never there. Santa Monica might as well be in Australia.

“Hey, champ, how’s it going?” he shouts. He’s at an airport, LAX I’m guessing.

“Good.”

“You’re up early. What are you doing?”

“School, Dad. First day of school.”

“Already? Isn’t that early? I thought it was after Labor Day.”

So he didn’t remember. I wonder if he even knows I’m gay. I’m assuming Mom told him but he’s never talked to me about it and I’m sure as hell not bringing it up. “Why are you calling?” I ask.

“I’m about to board a plane to Puerto Vallarta,” he says. “Scouting locations.”

“Tough life, Dad.”

“Hey, for a producer, locations are only headaches. But you should come along with me one of these trips. Maybe next summer.” Which is what he told me last summer.

There’s a blare of announcements on the airport loudspeaker. My father shouts, “Shoot. Listen, they’re calling my flight.”

“Okay, I gotta go, too,” I tell him.

“Don’t worry about school, we’ll find you a better one. Just hang in there, okay? And knock ’em dead!”

I try to say goodbye, but the loudspeaker comes on again. My father puts a finger to his ear and shakes his head. His image stutters as he waves his hand, and then he’s gone.

The day has just started, and I’m already exhausted.

Both my parents want to get me out of Earl Warren as fast as possible, but at this point, I don’t care. I’m tired of all the changes. If it were up to me, this would be my last school until I graduate. No more drama.

meet u at bench by entrance

When Gregg texted where to meet him this morning, he of course didn’t mention that there were tons of benches scattered around the school, and three different entrances. I’m early, so I pick a group of benches under a tree near the entrance he’s likely to be using, and plant myself down on it. What I don’t know is that, at Earl Warren High School, there are such things as senior benches. Also, junior benches. Also, sophomore benches. You might think they all look the same, but try sitting on the wrong one, and you’ll find out pretty quickly what’s what.

I’ve barely gotten my phone out of my pocket when I hear, “Oh, nah, nah.” Two guys stand over me, a tall Black kid in a school hoodie and red Air Jordans, short twists of hair sprouting from the top of his head like a fountain, and a sharp-faced white kid with blond dreads and a black Skrillex T-shirt. “You’re in the wrong place,” Air Jordans says.

“This is a senior bench,” Skrillex says, hiking his foot up on the seat.

I jump up. “Oh, sorry. Uh, where are the sophomore benches?”

Skrillex slides into where I’d been sitting. “How the hell should I know? I’m not a sophomore.” A high five for that one from Air Jordans.

Backing up to avoid his sprawling legs, I tangle in the straps of my backpack and feel my feet skidding out from under me. I swear, my last growth spurt has been like a system upgrade that’s always crashing. I head for the ground, but Air Jordans has a strong grip. He pulls me back to balance with one steadying hand on my shoulder. “Take it easy, it’s all good,” he says, and his pitying look is almost as bad as the laughter that rockets out of Skrillex’s mouth as I stumble away.

Earl Warren is huge. Two different courtyards, four buildings, a giant track surrounding a football field, indoor and outdoor basketball courts, and a row of trailers for class overflow. I think all of Bishop Academy could fit inside just one of these courtyards. Maybe Dhyllin was right—how am I gonna find my way around all this? I wander, watching the campus slowly fill up, students clustering on the lawn, attaching to other clusters. The quiet hum of voices becomes loud and rowdy in a moment, interlocking, the sound of students who know each other fitting into place.

Gregg’s with a small group by the south entrance at some curved benches surrounding a table, and Gregg’s body makes another curve as it bends around his phone. One of the girls with him looks kinda familiar, but it isn’t until I get up close and see those anime eyes and those perfect teeth that I recognize her.

“Oh my God. Jules.” She stands up. It’s Cecilia Diaz, someone Gregg and I used to go to kindergarten with. I mean, I haven’t run into her since I was in third grade, but I can still see the little girl smiling through that teenage face. Five-year-old me had a crush on her back then, and sixteen-year-old me can see why.

She hugs me immediately. She still smells like lavender. “You are so tall,” she says, “but you totally look the same.”

“Hey,” I say. “So do you.”

She purses her lips together and bats her eyes. “Okay, are you on the SAS track or the magnet?”

“What?”

“At school. I think the SAS track here is much better than the magnet, that’s what I’m on, but a lot of the classes overlap so you’ll have to check your schedule. Also, there are some teachers you’ll want to avoid, if you can—do you want some cinnamon gum?—I can give you a list of them if you’d like.”

“No thanks, I mean, sure, I mean—” Cecilia’s brain moves at a speed I can barely keep up with. It’s like she’s playing a Ping-Pong game with herself, thoughts ricocheting from one subject to another with only a blur in between. It reminds me—she was always the one who the kindergarten teachers had to shush during quiet time.

“—So Gregg tells me you’re gay?”

“Huh, what?” I stare at her.

“You just came out, right? That is so sweet.”

I glare at Gregg, who yanks off the earbuds he’s been wearing this whole time. “Where what who?” he asks.

“Thanks for not telling anybody,” I say.

He shrugs. “I didn’t. Just Cecilia.”

Cecilia waves her hand in front of my face. “Oh, no no no, it’s no problem at all. Really, it’s like no big deal. This school is totally cool about that. Totally. I mean, just last year we had two homecoming kings and they were a couple.” She looks off behind me, scanning the courtyard. “Okay. Let’s see, there’s Mateo and Felipe over there,” she says, jabbing a pink-polished finger to my right. “They’re gay. You want me to introduce you?”

“No! No!” I blurt out. I feel my face blotching into all shades of red. “I mean, not . . . right now, or . . .”

“That’s fine,” Cecilia says. “But I think they might be dating so . . .” She makes an iffy gesture with her hands, disappointed.

I take a quick look to my right, expecting, what? I don’t know, two buff models out of a magazine? Guys in skirts and rainbow flags? Instead, they’re just two students leaning against a tree, one skinny with a baseball cap, the other shorter with a soccer shirt and hair that looks like he just got out of bed. They don’t look any different from anyone else on campus. How would I have known they were gay?

Cecilia continues. “There’s Roger, he’s a junior, but I don’t know him very well, just from the Young Entrepreneurs Club, but he seems nice, and—oh! Look at that freshman guy over there, no don’t look but look, he’s got I think makeup on and pink hair? So that might be something! Mr. Janssen in physics, he’s the teacher sponsor of the GSA—that’s the Gay–Straight Alliance Club, I’m a member of that, too—he’d be, like, a good person to talk to if you have questions but really it’s so not a big thing. Lowell’s the student head of the GSA and he’s in our grade, he’s over there with Lily Cho, they’re always together”—her voice dips down as they pass behind us, then revs right back up—“you might have some classes with him, probably, if you’re on the magnet track, so ANYWAY . . .” She finishes and looks at me, eyes bright, like she’s ready to take my order.

“Uh, thanks,” I say. “I think I’m just gonna . . . ease into it, you know?”

“Of course!” Cecilia says instantly, nodding like that was her idea all along. “You should just take your time, go at your own pace.” She nudges Gregg. “Everyone needs to go at their own pace,” she tells him.

“When how what?” Gregg says, pulling his earbuds out again.

I’m going to change the subject, bring up classes or schedules or climate change or anything, but then I see Mateo and Felipe, whichever was which, get up to go. The taller one hoists his backpack over his shoulder and holds out his hand to help the other one up, but then he never lets go as they walk to the main entrance. One guy’s hand is docked into the other’s so smoothly, like it was meant to fit there. No one stares or points, nothing. The two keep holding hands as they walk up the steps. The action of one hand slipping so easily into another—that’s what I want. I want that for my hand.

“Either of them your type?” Cecilia whispers in my ear.

Are either of them my type? It seems weird to be sizing them up, like they’re on a menu I can choose from. What’s my type anyway? It seems like a simple question. Do I have to have one?

“Can I get back to you on that?” I mumble to Cecilia. Mateo and Felipe reach the building. Their hands break apart as one pulls open the door, and they disappear inside. And this is when I think, I’m going to be okay here. They had two homecoming kings. To my parents, that wouldn’t be enough of a reason to stay at a school, but for me, it’s as good as any.

The bell rings.

And that’s when I see him. Again.

He’s standing by the front entrance, the kid from Dhyllin’s father’s house, leaning against the wall. There’s that wave of bleached hair spilling out from under his cap that makes him instantly recognizable. His clothes are still way too heavy—a jacket, a hoodie, a knit cap—nothing he’s wearing makes any sense on a hot day like today. His head is down, and his arms are crossed in front of him, and he makes no move to join the stampede passing him on the way to first period.

I point him out to Gregg. “Wasn’t he just visiting?”

Gregg shrugs. “Why’s he wearing so many clothes at the same time? He looks like a refugee.”

I shake my head. “Really, Gregg?”

He holds up his hands in protest. “The clothes! I meant all the clothes!”

Cecilia leans in. “With that hair? He might be a refugee from One Direction.”

Gregg’s eyes widen. “He does have a Zayn Malik vibe!”

“You know who Zayn Malik is?” I ask.

“I had a brief One Direction phase. Don’t judge.” I wasn’t about to—I remember being a little fascinated with 1D myself, once upon a time, though looking back, I realize it didn’t really have anything to do with their music.

We make our way slowly toward the double doors of the entrance. There are hundreds of kids around me, more than at any school I’ve ever been to. Lots of chattering, and the smell of sweat and smoke wafts out of the hallway up ahead. Kids are being wanded, like at an airport. It’s all a little overwhelming, but I kind of like it. Being part of a herd means you’re protected because you don’t stick out. You aren’t going to get picked off by any hungry lions.

The Zayn Malik kid (and does he really look like Zayn? Maybe in the eyes, and of course that wonder swoosh of hair) hasn’t left his post by the door. He looks so, I don’t know, unhappy, alone, rocking back and forth on his heels, ignoring everyone, face scrunched up . . . As I get closer, walking up the steps, I get this guilty feeling that I should have introduced myself that day at Dhyllin’s house, that my running away has somehow made me responsible for this unhappiness, this loneliness, even though I’ve never met him.

I lean my body forward and start to raise my hand, but then he looks up and I see I’ve made a mistake. He isn’t sad or lonely. He’s pissed. His brown eyes are these dark disks, hard and angry. He looks like he wants to punch somebody, and when he sees me, there’s this jolt of recognition, and his eyes narrow and his lips press tight together, like I’m the one he wants to punch.

I pull back—my heart pounds like I want to run away but there’s nowhere to go but ahead. My foot catches a step it didn’t figure on being there, and for the second time that day I’m falling forward, this time into a packed crowd of students, but by some trick of physics, enough space opens up for me to fall straight to the ground, my backpack spilling, laughter echoing all around me, and my first day of school officially started.
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yentl

im sitting at lydiahs coffee house right now best kenyan brew in pittsburgh right? our favorite place to bitch and moan. the lgbt center is right around the corner thinking about stopping in but it would feel weird without u evie dont know if i can do it

can there be an adam without an evie?

rewind

movie night at the center remember how cold it was by the river that day? my mom dropped me off it was my 1st time got a flyer from dr grace damn i was nervous and i was late but not as late as u

u snuck in when the lights were off and sat by a stranger ur size and that was me. u must have followed the sound of my eyes rolling like marbles into the back of my head. i had already seen yentl my dad made me but i dont like musicals much

is this movie 4 real u asked

yeah that old lady is pretending 2 be a boy i said and we both laughed

remember big marg was so mad at us she shushed us from across the room said hush its babs u kids have 2 learn ur history

im here 4 the pizza u whispered in the dark 2 me. my names evie

oh evie i could tell that name was still new on ur lips u had 2 keep it hidden in ur pocket and ur hair was only just starting 2 reach below ur ears and I remember u kept trying 2 tuck it back and were u sneaking eyeliner even then?

i forgot which name i gave u i was still looking 4 mine. we were the youngest ones there we couldnt stop laughing and laughing and it felt so good 2 laugh first time in years. i was trying 2 pull myself out of my middle school hell and u were trying 2 pull urself out of urs and we were both looking 4 a hand 2 grab on to

remember we both got real quiet at the end when yentl started unwrapping himself in front of his love (yentl u should never have revealed urself u should have kept that binder on and stayed a boy). i knew it was gonna happen but this time it hit me harder i couldnt look maybe because it was a bigger screen or maybe because i was sitting next to u

and after the movie the lights flickered on u asked me if my eyes were wet and i lied. u said thats ok boys do cry and thats when i knew u were my hand

pulled me out evie u pulled me out

and now u wont even answer a text

#adamandeviehere4u #pittsburgh #yentl
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3.

Sometimes I wonder if I would feel so behind the gay curve (is that a thing?) if I had known I was gay before the end of freshman year. Or, if I had admitted I was gay before the end of freshman year. But it’s not like I knew and was hiding the fact. I mean, it really didn’t come up until then. Sure, there were signs, but I didn’t know they were supposed to add up to anything. Like, when all the hunky guys on that CW show tear off their shirts and become werewolves? I thought everyone got that same breathless, scared/excited feeling I did watching them transform. And I’ve liked girls before, just, I guess, not the way I’m supposed to. Was I lying to myself? Maybe. But it was more like, there was this blank spot in the middle of myself that I didn’t know was supposed to be filled. Until I did.

Okay, there was this time in fifth grade when I got my first laptop, and I googled “men doing sex.” Just curious, I told myself. Big mistake. The first results were already too much—exciting for a moment, but then windows kept popping up and it became full-tilt terrifying. Sweaty naked men appeared on my screen faster than I could click them away. What they were doing looked frantic, and frightening, and painful. Videos, images, GIFs . . . it was like the scene from that Disney movie with the walking brooms—the more I clicked away, the more windows kept sprouting up. I didn’t know what to do. My father was on location, as usual, so I had to show the laptop to my mother. It was not a happy thing.

To her credit, she didn’t freak out too much, but I don’t think she entirely bought me telling her I was looking for Minecraft videos. She installed a filter on my laptop, and it’s been shutting down dicey internet sites ever since. Not that I have any desire to poke around that alleyway any time soon. Well, not much, anyway.

The gay men on billboards for AIDS awareness, or condom use, or the ones on TV shows . . . they don’t look a whole lot different from the guys on those porn sites. Ripply muscles and gleaming smiles, hairless white skin . . . is that what we’re all supposed to turn into, sooner or later? Hunky werewolves, except backward, transforming from gawky, awkward beasts into buff gay men with smooth skin and muscles?

I am wholly unprepared to deal with that level of gay.

As far as at school, well, there are guys in varsity basketball, seniors, who seem to have made that transformation. Their pumped-up bodies make our JV team look like we haven’t been fully inflated. Some of them are CW werewolf hot, to be honest. Like the guy who saved me from falling off the senior bench that first day, Air Jordans. His name’s Jamal, and he’s captain of varsity. Point guard, blazing fast, with an incredibly soft hand, swish, all net, all the time. Not the person you’d want to be tripping in front of. Out of his hoodie and into his jersey, he looks like he could already be playing on an NCAA team. Crazy built. But I’m not even going to start thinking in that direction. No way I want a repeat of what happened at Bishop Academy.

Besides, I don’t have a lot of time anyway, not with basketball practice already starting. At Bishop, pretty much everyone who signed up, played, but at Earl Warren almost half of us are going to get cut. So, I’ve got to concentrate on doing well—locking down the drills, trying to get my hands on the ball as much as I can to snag a spot on the team—and keep up with my schoolwork as well. It’s a lot.

So, as far as getting on the gay bandwagon, whatever that means, it’ll have to wait. I mean, how was I going to announce it, anyway? Who was I supposed to tell? Doesn’t matter. Like I said, I don’t have time for any of that.

And yet, here I am, end of fifth period—standing in front of Mr. Janssen’s classroom, the one with the rainbow sticker on the window.

His room is down the hall from biology, far
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