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Michael leaned against the headboard of his bed as he stared at his phone. His mother was downstairs making lunch, and his father was out in the farm planting tomatoes. Michael continued to look at his phone as he contemplated many things. He wanted to hear from his brother Steven. His brother was the only sibling he had. Steven had moved out seven years ago and was working in the other town, the town of Miran.

Michael wondered if he should text Steven or even call him this time. He figured Steven was either busy or avoiding the text messages he had sent him. Michael sighed as he opened the message app of his phone. He loved his brother so much and was missing him terribly. It had been months since Steven had last texted him. Steven never liked calling, and Michael was content with the texts. He began to wonder if he was just wasting time. Surely, Steven had seen the text messages he had sent him. He began to hit the keys of his phone as he typed up a new message.

‘Hey, Steven. How are you doing? I haven’t heard from you in a while. You must be busy. Well, do say hi when you have time,’ Michael texted and sent the message.

He waited for a response as he continued to sit on the bed. The minutes passed and still, Steven didn’t text back. Michael began to feel sad. Why wasn’t Steven texting back? Michael hoped everything was okay with his brother. He figured he should ask his mother about Steven, and maybe she would try to contact him. Michael lay down on his bed, and in little time, he fell asleep.

Around noon, he heard his mother’s voice and woke up. She was calling him for lunch. He looked at his phone, which was next to him on the bed. He wondered if he had gotten any messages from Steven. When he took up the phone and checked, he could see that he had no new messages. He sighed, got off the bed, and headed downstairs.

When he made it to the kitchen, he sat by the dining table. His father wasn’t around, so he believed his father was still outside doing work. 

When his mother, Cheryl, saw him, she at once began to prepare a plate of food for him. 

Michael could smell the sweet aroma of the dish she had prepared. He began to wonder what she had made, but he was sure it was baked chicken. When she set the plate down before him, he began to eat at once. She had made baked chicken, mashed potatoes, and stewed beans.

As he ate, he thought about Steven. 

Cheryl set a plate for herself, sat down, and began to eat too. 

Michael believed it was time to ask her about Steven.

“Mom, have you heard from Steven?” he asked.

“Hmm?” Cheryl swallowed what was in her mouth.

“I haven’t heard from him in a while,” Michael continued. “I was just wondering if he called.” 

“Oh, yes, he did,” Cheryl answered.

“He did?” Michael asked, feeling hurt. “When was that?” 

“Just last week,” she answered. “It was last Monday I believe. He told me he was at work.” 

“What else did he say?” Michael asked.

Steven is avoiding me, he told himself.

“He asked how we were all doing,” she answered. “He said he was busy with work and other stuff. I guess that’s why you haven’t heard from him in a while. You know he usually calls once a month to let us know how he’s doing. So, he may not call until next month now. Did you want to ask him something?” 

“No, Mom. I was just curious. I texted him a few times, and he didn’t reply,” Michael said. “I was just wondering if you had heard anything from him.”

She smiled. “You miss him, don’t you, dear?”

Michael nodded. “There isn’t much to do around here except work, and I’m tired of working.”

“Oh, well, why don’t you go out and have some fun?” she suggested. “It’s been a while since you went out with someone.” 

His mother's words hurt him more. Michael didn’t have any friends. He thought about Rick who was his next-door neighbor. It had been years since Rick had come over and hung out with him. Steven was his only friend now. He didn’t know what to tell her, so he lowered his head and continued to eat.

“I’m sure there’s someone out there just as bored as you are and can’t wait to hang out at the club or even at the movies,” his mother continued.

“Mom.” Michael raised his head. “Right now, I don’t have any friends. I got so caught up in doing the farm work with Dad that I lost all my friends in the process. Even Rick stopped coming over.” Michael regretted his words soon after.

His mother offered him a sympathetic look. He wondered if she pitied him now. All he wanted was his brother Steven. If Steven didn’t have to go to the other town to work, everything would have worked out just fine. He felt disappointed that he had a brother who wouldn’t even return his text messages. Steven is going to pull away just like the others.

“Michael, I’m sure your friends still care about you. You stay home too much. Rick probably wants to hang out with you. You should talk to him. I bet he still considers you a friend. Just give him a chance. Why don’t you give him a call?” she suggested.

Michael faked a smile at her. It was the least he could do to show her that he would consider her offer. “Okay, I’ll try to talk to him.”

“Okay, and do let me know how it goes,” she said. “If your brother calls, I’ll tell him that you’re missing him.”

“No, Mom,” he replied.

“Why not? Your brother loves you. You know that,” she said.

Michael shook his head. “Mom, he would have texted me back. Everyone is just ignoring me.”

“That’s not true,” she replied. “Steven loves you. You two were inseparable when he was here.”

Michael didn't say another word. He continued to eat his lunch.

***

STEVEN WAS TYPING UP a report on the computer when he heard the message tone on his phone go off. He stared at his phone momentarily then went back to typing the report. He didn’t want to lose track of what he was doing. He was not a person that could multitask easily. That was his weakness for the longest while. When he was involved in one thing, he needed to stay focused on it or else he would lose track of what he was doing.

He typed quickly, trying to finish off the report. He was halfway through with it and figured it would take him another ten minutes to complete. He hoped that whoever had texted him would understand he was a busy man and would wait for a response. As he typed, he couldn’t help but wonder who had texted him. He thought about his brother. He stopped typing.

Steven took a deep breath. Now is not the time to break thoughts about work. Now is not the time to engage in thoughts of my beautiful, blue-eyed, sweet, innocent brother. Steven sighed. He looked at the computer screen and re-read the last few lines he had typed up. He cleared his mind as he tried to focus on the report again. This time, he had success, and he began to type furiously again at the keyboard. 

He kept on, not once withholding again. He was glad that the phone didn’t make a sound after. He smiled when he was almost done with the report, and after a long ten minutes, he hit the full stop key and leaned back into his office chair. He was done. He clicked the save button and closed the file. He decided he would send the report after lunch. He would do a quick check-over to make sure the grammar and formatting were good, and then he would send it to the manager.

He took up his phone and looked at the screen to see who had messaged him. He smiled. It was Michael.

He read the text. ‘Hey, Steven. How are you doing? I haven’t gotten a reply from you in a while. You must be very busy. Well, please say hi when you have time.’ 

When he read the message, it brought back memories. If Michael only knew how I feel about him. They were brothers, but they weren’t brothers by blood. Only Steven and his parents knew the truth about Michael. Steven wanted to tell his brother how he truly felt about him but didn't think his parents would approve if they found out. But Steven had a feeling that Michael loved him too, and he believed the best thing to do was to confess his love for Michael. Yet, Steven hesitated. He knew it would complicate things if he told Michael how he felt.

The way his brother would look at him, Steven knew Michael was in love. He wanted to give Michael the love he wanted but didn’t. When he was back home, Steven had decided it was best to leave Rocksville and head to Miran. That way, he could forget about Michael and possibly even move on. Even Michael could move on too. Seven years had passed since he had come to Miran and started working. And Steven would only return to Rocksville, once every year, usually around Christmastime.

He thought once a year would be enough time to settle the situation between them. But for Steven, it didn’t work. Michael was always texting him. He never called though, and Steven wondered why it was like that. He knew he shouldn't give his brother any false hope by reaching out. Everyone back home knew they were brothers. They couldn’t have a relationship even if they wanted to. Steven knew it was best they stayed apart. He stared at the text message on the phone.

He clicked the reply button.

‘Hey, Mikey. Sorry, I haven’t texted you in a while. I was busy. Hope you’re doing fine.’

He was about to click the send button when his coworker tapped him on the shoulder.

“Hey, Steven, what’re you doing?” Jordan asked.

Jordan was a nosy jerk. Steven wanted to clout him. But instead, he closed his phone and put it into his pocket. He had not sent the message to Michael.

“I’m not doing anything. I was just checking my phone for messages,” Steven answered.

“Yeah? I saw you texting just now. So, who is the lucky girl?” Jordan questioned.

Steven grunted. “There’s no one.” Steven put his papers into the filing tray to make sure he didn’t lose them. “So, why are you here anyway? Shouldn’t you be in the accounts department making sure everyone gets paid? I keep telling you you’re short-paying me.”

“Don’t be silly. I’m perfect with the accounts. I came here to ask you out for lunch,” Jordan said.

“Lunch? You’re asking me out?” Steven couldn’t help but smile at this.

Jordan pinched him on the shoulder. “Don’t tell anyone. And, yeah, I like you.”

Steven lowered his head. He couldn’t help but feel awkward about it, and it was nearing lunch break. He didn’t like Jordan and didn't want to lead him on. Should we have lunch together? he asked himself.

“Jordan, I’m not like that,” he said.

“I’ve seen you. I know you’re gay,” Jordan countered.

Jordan’s voice was so loud that it made Steven look around to see if anyone had heard him.

“Hey, quiet down,” Steven warned. “I don’t want anyone thinking we’re together. I’m just here to do work. You should too. You know what they say about co-workers getting into relationships. It’s not going to work out whether I’m gay or not.”

“You’re no fun, you know that?” Jordan replied. “You’re always drowning yourself in work. It’s time to start having some fun.”

Steven shook his head.

“So, are you going to have lunch with me?” Jordan asked. “Most of the workers have lunch together. It’s been what, seven years since you’ve been working here. No one's going to think we're together.”

Steven stared at him. Jordan had made a valid point. He contemplated briefly.

“Okay, I’ll have lunch with you,” Steven replied.

Jordan’s eyes lit up.

Steven sighed.

“Just know one thing. This means nothing,” Steven said and stood. “There is no relationship between us. I am not even the least bit interested in you, so I hope you get that clear in your head. Okay?” 

He was about to head to the exit when he caught Jordan giving him a sad look.

“What?” Steven asked.

“You have someone, don’t you?” Jordan asked. “Is it that person you were texting just now?”

Steven shook his head. “Are we having lunch or not?”

“Sure, we’re having lunch,” Jordan replied
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