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Dear Diary,

I don't know who you are. Teacher kept explaining it but I didn't get it. All I know is we are supposed to write to you over the summer.

No matter who we get for Language Arts in 7th grade, they want us to turn in our Dear Diary thing. But it isn't them we are really writing to.

One kid wanted to know if it was cows in California. I was waiting on the answer because I thought it was a good question. The teacher thought it was funny and said if the cows are in New York City that would also be okay.

Then the teacher said in the olden days they wrote diaries in a notebook, with a pen or a pencil. We don't have to do that, she said.

I still don't know what to say or who I am saying it to. But teacher said it's not that big of a deal and we can write what we like. If we turn something in come September, then we did the assignment right.

It's more or less about our summer and the stuff we did. It just started, summer, so I haven't really done anything yet. We just log it in day by day but they aren't going to check, like if you didn't do a certain day you aren't going to get docked for it.

I was glad the teacher made it sound pretty easy. Just write stuff during your summer. I can do that.

I bought gum at the little store, then I went over to Michael's house. His mother didn't know where he was. He could be anywhere because Michael doesn't follow rules. I follow rules.

The kind of kid he is, he would try and raise alligators in the upstairs bathroom and hope his parents didn't find out. Not that he has done it but he told me he was going to. I like to hear him talk because before you know it you aren't talking about alligators, you are suddenly talking about the first man on the moon.

Michael says they filmed it in Arizona.

I am like, "No, they didn't."

He's like, "I can't believe how absurd you are."

Michael is a lot of fun. I don't care what he says.

When he wasn't there, I went exploring in the neighborhood. I didn't really find anything and I wasn't looking for anything in particular, including Michael.

And then I met this kid that I didn't know but we ended up roughhousing until it all went bad. It is something for me to write about. So here goes.

He sort of came down on top of me when I was on my back. I got a knee up in the air, which knocked the wind out of him.

I felt so bad because I didn't want to do that. They took him indoors to look after him. Since they were visiting from out of town, he wasn't going to be here for long.

I think he said four days.

It wasn't long after I first saw him that we started wrestling. I don't know who started it but I liked it. I wanted to touch him and that was one way to do it.

I think he liked it, too, the wrestling.

He is stronger than me. That means he can do what he wants. I don't know what he wanted to do because I got him with my knee. Or else he would have had me on the ground.

I didn't do it on purpose, I don't know what I can say. I can say that I like him but I also can't say that.

Why I brought my knee up like I did, I don't know. It's not like I had thought about it first.

I don't know what he thinks, if he thinks I tried to do that to him.

When he couldn't get any air, I knew what it was because I've had it happen to me. I didn't know anyone else was there until they had grabbed him. They didn't say anything to me and I didn't say anything to them.

It left me alone on the grass and I didn't know what was supposed to happen next. When I looked at the house, that didn't tell me anything. Sooner or later the door was going to open but it wouldn't be him. It would be an adult telling me that I was in trouble.

Everybody was indoors. That was my chance to get away. If I didn't, somebody was going to yell at me for hurting him.

I started for home, which isn't far, and got to the street corner where I felt like I was in the clear.

They weren't going to catch up with me. They were going to let me go. They know where to find me and they can always get me later. It's just that I didn't have to face all of that right then and there.

I know I'm gonna think about it but I'm not gonna talk about it. I hope they don't call my parents. I can't explain why I did it because there is no reason why.

And I don't want to talk about how much I like him because I know it's too much. When I first saw him, he looked like the only boy I had ever seen.

He was on the parking strip. I'm not sure if he was doing anything other than looking around. They had just gotten here.

About all I could do was look at him and he was looking back.

"Hi," I said.

"Hi."

I slowed down until I had come to a stop. I knew he wasn't from around here.

He had said hi kind of nervous. Which is how I said it, too, because I liked him and I knew I did.

"My aunt and uncle," he said, "they live here."

He pointed toward the house but he didn't need to. I had already figured that out. I was hoping he would stay for the whole summer.

Neither one of us moved or could think of the next thing to say until I did.

"Yeah, I know who they are."

"Do you live around here?"

I pointed across the street and up the next block, if he knew where I meant.

He stepped off the parking strip and onto the sidewalk where I was, a little below me. Then I moved over onto the parking strip where he had been standing.

It was like a move to get away, with the hope that he would follow. And he did.

I put an arm up to stop him. When he grabbed me, that was when I knew that he was strong. I also knew we were the same height because neither one of us was higher on the slope.

We brought our other arms around until we had taken each other by the shoulders. That brought our heads close.

If you could take the higher ground, you were in control. I didn't try to and neither did he.

We just held each other for a while. I don't know how long we did before we began to struggle. I felt like I needed to if this was going to look right. But it was almost like I had fought back when he was the one who made it look right.

I got tripped downhill and landed on my back. That's when he came for me and I got my knee in the air, which is when he got the wind knocked out of him. He rolled off toward the curb.

I came up on an elbow and looked at him. Flat on his back, he looked like he was gonna pass out or already had. I didn't know what to do.

That's when someone, maybe his father, came and got him. They can see that area of the parking strip from the porch, also from the dining room window.

When it was over, I was alone. I sort of wanted to knock on the door but I knew I wasn't going to. I wanted to know how he was. You can't know that if you walk away. But I did walk off and I felt like the perfect summer had come and gone.

I could say I was sorry but nothing more. You can't go knocking on the door and ask them if he can come out and play. Not after you have hurt him and they had to carry him in.

Plus I don't just mean then, I mean the next day or the day after that. You don't have any right to try and be his friend.

It's possible they saw us. That dining room window has a complete view of what we were doing. There was a long time there we stayed close to each other. Our heads touched, they had to.

If anyone was looking, they could see everything from the window or the porch. If they are mad at me, it could be they are also mad at him.

His father took him in at first to make sure he was okay, then it may have turned into some kind of talk on what it is that boys don't do.

I like what we did. I want to do it again, how our heads touched and more.

I can see now that this diary is not something I am going to turn in this September. My next Language Arts teacher will get a different version of my summer, like when I buy gum or pop at the little store. I like how they keep those bottles in ice water, you open the lid and pull out the one you want. It tastes good if we have 90-degree temperatures in June, and also if we don't.

I am writing to a cow in New York City. I mean, hello. You don't speak English. That means I will tell you the truth. Mrs. Whatever that teaches Language Arts in 7th grade, she is going to know a lot about the gum I chew and not much more than that. Well, I am happy to tell her about the pop I like, which varies from cola to cream soda to orange and probably in that order.

I don't know what I will tell Michael. I tell him everything but I never told him anything
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