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HE DROVE ME NUTS

 


There's a fine line between love and hate and
I think I hate David as much as I love to hate him.

“Bastard,” I mumble under my
breath.

My brother, the one who bought this idiot
into my home, smirks and taps his tongue against the roof of his
mouth. He receives the death stare for his interruption.

“Your house is... um, quite quaint, isn't it?
Are you saving on the rents?”

This stinking stuck-up little prick... I'm
going to kill him.

“It's low on the rent,” I admit between
gritted teeth.

David, my brother's new brother-in-law, who
is probably no older than 21, raises one of his pompous eyebrows
and smooths a single lock of his curled brown hair back from where
he's standing at my breakfast bar, nose up and looking somewhat
unimpressed with the amenities. Something is coming. Past
experience has taught me that much.

“Oh? And how much for this... shack, is that
what they call it, Bruce?”

My brother snorts this time. Shack isn't even
close to fair.

“David---,” I growl. “It's not polite to ask
about those kinds of things in a man's house.”

“Man,” he returns with a chuckle. “I
thought you were still a boy.”

That's it. I charge.

“Brother! No!”

I've got him over the fish tank. The front
locks of his hair are soaked.

“Stop!”

My hands release of their own volition. Bruce
is pulling that same tone mum used to when we were kids. I turn my
rage on him.

“He's not staying here.”

“There's nowhere else.”

I actually spit on the floor.

“I'll kill him.”

Bruce smirks. His fists press into his hips
just like mum's used to when she was about to lecture us.

“I don't think you will.”

What does he know? I
wonder. Instantly the heat of my anger is gone in the face of the
very clear fact that my older brother – 32 to my 28 years – knows
something that I don't – a very rare thing indeed – and seems to
have the audacity to lord it over me.

Something wet clonks off the back of my
head. I glance down.

“Bastard!”

This time he gets a dunk as Bruce drops my
favorite gold fish back in the tank.

“He's not staying here,” I
repeat.

“He is.”

Bruce walks out on me. If I didn't think
otherwise, I swear he wants me to kill the idiot.

 


*****

 


It's only 5pm and we are mid-fist fight.

“Rich prick!” I growl,
smacking him in the side of the head with the flat of my
hand.

David replies with “Uncouth” and belts me in
the left side with the knuckles of one tightly packed fist. For a
skinny guy with nothing much to show in muscle, he sure knows how
to dig in a punch nice and mean.

I grab his brown hair, losing some as it is
torn out, and slam his head (admittedly not that hard) into the big
fluffy rug of my living room several times with each impact of his
head to the rug creating a mean thump and vibrating through the
floor under my knees. David returns with a stinging right that
hurts like hell when it connects. I fall back.

All I can hear is the TV blaring the news in
the background. My vision is a little blurry from the pain in my
right temple and I'm seeing bright, painful lights that aren't
actually there.

Like some kind of enraged
beast, he's leaps on top of me, arms wailing about, fists
connecting over and over. A full minute my chest is battered
left-right, One-two-one-two. I throw up an arm in defense and get a
elbow to the nose. It knocks me back. We ruffle the rug, scratching
the flooring, my feet stomping into the wood, his fists missing
with violent thuds now and then, our bodies rolling and twisting in
a frenzy of movement. With respect: This guy is one hell of a tough customer for his
age.

Finally it ends with my shirt in his fist
and a great tearing of fabric as he slams me back into the rug. I
smell blood. The sound of David's heavy breathing seems too loud in
my ears.

He falls back and breathes hard. The young
man's lungs suck in big gulps of air. I hear him mumbling something
and only catch the end, “I – hooppeee – that... ha, ha, taught you
somethinggg---”

A little surge of anger gets me up, I lumber
to my feet and smirk. There's a little blood running down my lips.
I rub it away with my thumb.

I begin to say, 'You couldn't teach me how
to count' but something in his brown polished mahogany colored eyes
has my eyebrows up.

“What? You got an eye
problem?” It's a gurgled growl. I'm really beat up.

David reddens – a blossoming that starts at
the cheeks and spreads to the rest of his face, much like a rose
opening to the warmth of the sun above. I vaguely realize that it
perfectly matches the deep crimson of the drapes behind him that
cover the view of the sea from my lounge window.

I spit out some blood on the flooring next
to the rug. “Uhhhh... Hello?”

He jerks to his feet and slips over on the
rug.

I stare at him.

What's got into the little moron? Weren't we
going to deck it out some more?

“Are you okay?” I relent
finally.

“Ahhh--- I didn't realize
what a firm body you have.”

I bring my eyes down at my ripped shirt
slowly. Sure, I've got a tan and I surf, but that doesn't
mean...

It clicks. “No shit...”

We stare at each other wide eyed. The cat is
out of the bag for sure now.

“Ummm...”

David is on his feet before I can utter
another word. This time he's not stumbling. His face is bright red,
burning hot, feverish looking. I think I might be a little flushed
too to be completely honest. Not a single wisp of wind comes
through the open window to cool the sudden heat in the living room.
I'm sweating a little now. What to say? How to say it? I have no
idea. Absolutely none at all.

“I should...”

He breaks into a sprint and crashes out
through the front door. I hear a loud thunk as it slams closed. My
hand is still outstretched in the air in front of me. The words I
know would have changed everything are still on the tip of my
tongue.

“David...”

There's nothing to do really. I won't be
able to find him and he can't go far. There's beach for miles and
he'll never get to the road in the dark.

I limp over to my huge oversized red
refrigerator, which is whining at me with a faint groan of metal on
metal that it's much too hot, I pop the old fashion steel door and
pull out what I desperately need: An ice cold beer.

I pop the cap with my favorite silver
engraved bottle opener from the cutlery bin on the breakfast bar
and bring the cold beer to my sore lips.

I don't take a sip. Instead the words I
wanted to say come unbidden.

“David... I'm gay
too.”


At midnight I'm worried. Actually, I'm kind
of freaking out. Imagining Bruce pounding me with that damn
imitation of our mum's voice poisoning every word isn't doing me
much good.

I start looking at the beach. It's the
obvious place for him to go.

The surf breaks wildly against on the sand
at my side as I desperately scan the darkness (the only
illumination the moon set full above me) for any sign that he might
be still close to the house.

A chunk of drift wood trips me up. It's dark
and dangerous out here, I'm reminded of that as I pick myself up
and clean some still warm sand from the big blue t-shirt I wear to
bed some nights. Someone clears their throat on my right a little
up towards the grassy area that breaks up the beach from the fields
that dot this area. My head jerks up. It's him for sure. No one
else has any reason to be out here at this time of night.

“David?”

I can see his little frame tense. It's in
the stiff set to his shoulders and the way his feet dig into the
sand – ready to run, ready to hide all over again.

Afraid that I might spook him, I slowly slip
up the beach, brush off a spot to sit and slide down beside him
without saying a word.

“So, you
are...?”

“I'm what I am,” he breaks
in.

There's a long silence.

“You hide it
well.”
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