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The 3rd Scroll -
Jaune


The third angel poured out his bowl on the rivers and
springs of water, and they became blood. Then I heard the angel in
charge of the waters say:

“You are just in these judgements, you who are and
who were, the Holy One, because you have so judged; for they have
shed the blood of your saints and prophets, and you have given them
blood to drink as they deserve.”

And I heard the altar respond:

“Yes, Lord God Almighty, true and just are your
judgements.”

 


- Chapter 15 -

 He
probably regrets asking the question, but the moment Wendy whispers
in his ear placing that one hundred dollar bill down his jockstrap,
he is the consummate professional. The girls all roar with laughter
as I am dragged into the centre of the room. My hands are expertly
handcuffed to the seat, as Wendy winks at me smirking like a kitten
with a bowl of cream. I am more worried about getting a boner than
anything else, as the lap dance proceeds I fret it away, unable
even to smile as I plead for him to stop, and to release me at
once!

I try to imagine I am elsewhere, surrounded
by green pastures and sheep but soon I am reminded of young heifers
on heat, as they mount one another in an attempt to get closer.
Taunting the stripper: to bend over, to sit on my lap, and finally
coaxing the stripper to remove his very last modest article of
clothing – his snug fitting uniform blue trousers. He should have
been a fireman to put out the fire because things were getting out
of control! But he was so hot, so very, very hot! He was wearing an
orange flaming jock-strap.

The girls were clapping as well as chanting,
‘Strip, Strip, Strip...!’

I was beginning to show despite those
tranquil green pastures I had been conjuring up, but that flaming
orange jock-strap was proving one very talented snake charmer.
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‘Shit!’ I exclaimed looking at the alarm
clock, it was already 8:30am. I opened my wardrobe there was
nothing to wear, everything was in the wash, or lying badly creased
on the floor. There wasn’t enough time I thought, quickly spraying
myself with the Lynx underarm deodorant, my shower in a can.
Hopefully it would hide that rank smell. I looked around
tentatively before walking butt naked into the kitchen en route to
the adjoining pantry cupboard which was also our laundry. Both
Paula and Thomas were long gone! He’d have been at work half an
hour ago and Paula had her morning lectures on a Wednesday, but I
would be late, yet again! Twice in one month.

I threw on the pants I’d worn yesterday lying
in the laundry basket, before grabbing the first shirt I spied
lying in a pile of clothing on the bedroom floor. It was badly
creased, but I didn’t have enough time to iron it, ‘Shit!’ I mutter
as I looked for my wallet and keys. ‘Shit, shit, shit!’ I found
them under the bed. The damned snooze button was the culprit I’d
only meant to sleep another five minutes. I was sure my alarm clock
must be broken. I brushed my teeth, threw some product in my hair
before flying out our front door.

The car at least started like a charm.
Shirley was now long gone, replaced instead with reliable Mazda
Max. I quickly reversed back down the driveway taking out the
hedging shrubbery as I mounted the left hand side kerb.

‘Fuck!’ I swore, as the cars paint job was
irrevocably damaged as I hit the letter box scrapping down the
whole entire length of the car.

In the first six months of work I’d always
arrived early before 8am, and left after 6:30pm, and I’d loved
working – almost too much! Nowadays however I couldn’t be assed
staying later than 5:15pm, but still... I didn’t like arriving late
to work. I liked to think I still had some measure of integrity. I
was quickly traversing traffic, approaching 120km/hr on the
motorway, forgetting myself as well as typical tepid style of
driving. Such a habit had been a hard fought conditioning, based on
fear and a near death experience, that experience had certainly
seen me right for quite some time. Now I appeared lost, breaking
the rules again and becoming careless, because in truth I really
didn’t care about anything much at all.

In those first six months like a puppy I had
lapped up every new process, filed away absolutely every piece of
irrelevant information like some anal but expert Librarian, willing
to roll over and please. Nothing seemed impossible, I had even
learnt an impossibly difficult accounting program – not that
accounting was part of any job description ever discussed. The
complex 3D computer modelling and design software was at least
beginning to make sense. There was no task I set my mind to that
appeared too big, I had even begun creating a new web page for
work, but that was all before Dad passed away, now I was having a
hard time setting my mind to any task big or small.

I had been the previous month the
super-employee, able to leap over a building in a single bound...
but now none of it mattered, not the accounting, or the filing, nor
the marketing. None of it could bring him back. It was no use. It
was all meaningless, because my father was dead! I had hoped a pay
rise might alter things, rekindle my enthusiasm, but I had grave
doubts whether it would or whether my recent performance would even
warrant such a pay rise.

I parked the car and ran up the steps with my
briefcase in hand. I didn’t know why I bothered with the briefcase
it mostly lived in the car. It contained absolutely nothing of
importance apart from my sandwiches, when of course I could be
bothered to wake up early enough to make them. It was merely an
accessory a ruse to make me look good, make me feel better, make me
feel more professional!

Yesterday however I had tripped with it
rushing up the stairs spilling the non-existent contents of my
briefcase absolutely everywhere. What an idiot, I was so
embarrassed, so clumsy! While picking up the loose sheaves of paper
Paul had stood over me, inspecting my mess. I had felt so angry
with myself, why did I feel embarrassed? I had nothing left to
prove and surely I didn’t need to seek a father’s approval any
longer? Subconsciously though I had simply substituted the
stereotype of my father with that of my boss. I was pathetic,
always needing others affirmation, never getting it because deep
down I didn’t feel I deserved their praise. I knew deep down I
needed to somehow let go of these things that left me tethered to
the past, but it is always more easily said than done. Even when my
conscious mind had already cleared me of any wrongs, there was my
unconscious holding the balance of power, my judge and jury.

Part of my problem was I constantly felt the
need to have to prove myself to people – it was a by-product of low
self-esteem. Recently I had tried to make more of a concerted
effort to at least leave work on five, and to also take the breaks
in which I was entitled. This had made work and life a little more
bearable. I still felt paranoid at times though, I was constantly
worried that I might let slip about my partner, or that Paul would
guess – and my job would instantly be terminated. It was a
senseless fear but when Paul asked if I had a girlfriend, of course
I replied no. I couldn’t tell him the truth, or even elaborate it
was such an awkward moment, and I was never a competent liar,
subsequently now I felt on edge, expecting another one of those
awkward questions.

My boss was a married man, handsome for his
age, broad shoulders and sort of dangerous looking in a good way.
As an ex-rugby player, he looked rough, wearing the battle scars to
prove it – a broken nose and cauliflower ears. He was tender
however and truly dotted over his five year old son. I felt such a
keen loss almost an overwhelming jealousy as I watched Paul embrace
his son, pat him on the knee when he fell over. Perhaps that’s all
I wanted, to be acknowledged to be held tenderly in the arms of a
father, but Mr Stokes was not that kind of Daddy! No doubt Paul
would prove to be just as conservative as my own father. Sometimes
I wished I’d simply disclosed my sexuality during the job interview
then all the subsequent angst would be void. Facing homophobia,
facing this prejudice head on was possibly easier than facing this
cloak and dagger from behind closed doors.

‘Hello, sorry...’ I was about to apologise
for arriving late, but Paul was already in a meeting with someone.
They both stare at me as I place the briefcase down near my
workstation. Both were so deadly quiet, I wondered whether I should
introduce myself. The formal introduction didn’t seem
forthcoming.

‘Hi, my name is Jack!’ I said reaching out to
shake the man’s hand.

‘Take a seat Jack!’ says the gentleman, ‘I’m
here to see you.’

‘Oh,’ I said sounding genuinely surprised,
taking the seat alongside my boss – who shuffled nervously sideways
as if this leprosy I harboured in my heart was contagious like that
rash, flu, or epidemic.

‘I guess you’re wondering what this is all
about.’ He was a balding middle-aged toad of a man with a red face,
and grey wisps of hair he used unsuccessfully as a comb over.

I had a sudden sinking feeling like I was
about to find out. I felt like I was drowning, had they learnt the
truth were my worst fears about to become a reality? ‘Sorry and you
are?’

‘I’m Paul’s lawyer, Tony Armstrong. Paul has
asked me here today – because of an incident yesterday at
work.’

I look blankly at the both of them, wondering
what incident they could be referring to. Was it something I said,
something I did, my feminine airs, or my cursed pinkie finger that
never rested on the chalice of ambrosia?

Paul Stokes my boss and his lawyer Tony
Armstrong, sat there waiting for me to say something. I was so
confused, they couldn’t possibly know... I had always been so
careful, and tried so hard to act butch.

‘Do you know the incident we are referring
to?’ asks Tony.

‘No, I haven’t a clue – I’m sorry I’m late.’
I reply gruffly looking at my watch. I was not more than quarter of
an hour late, ‘I must have pushed the wrong button, instead of the
snooze button this morning and...’ I laughed, but they don’t seem
interested in hearing my explanations.

‘Would you mind if we looked through your
briefcase?’ came the direct reply.

‘Sure.’ I grabbed it quickly opening it for
them to see.

Paul begins riffling through my briefcase, ‘I
saw documents yesterday with my letter head on them!’ Paul accused.
‘Where are they?’

‘I don’t know what you are talking about –
what documents?’ Then I recalled the incident, the tripping, the
spilling, and the contents of the briefcase all over the back
steps. ‘Wait a minute, was it this you saw,’ I said taking out a
sheaf of paper with his letterhead on it. I had hoped after feeling
very little inspiration during the day, on the rebranding exercise
that I might have more luck at home.

‘Are these the documents?’ asks Tony almost
laughing because these blank documents were far from the cry of
sensitive intellectual property.

‘They could be, but he could have taken them
home, emptied his briefcase already!’

‘Paul I promise you my briefcase hasn’t seen
the light of day. It’s remained in the back of my car since
yesterday. I just took these letterheads home because you asked me
to look at redesigning your logo, remember...’

‘Is this true Paul?’ asks Tony as he nods his
head. ‘It all seems plausible.’

‘But I’m sure I saw,’ begins Paul but Tony
cuts him off.

‘We are very sorry about this Jack. We
apologise, but let this be your first warning. In future because my
client deals with very sensitive information – pertaining to
patents and sensitive client information, nothing, not even blank
letterheads with his logo must leave this office. Do you
understand?!’

I nodded my head, as he stood reaching out to
shake my already shaking hand. I was a little shell shocked by this
whole experience, as I was left sitting at the table in the office,
while both men vacated to further their conversations outside. My
hands were still shaking as I sat down at my computer switching it
on for the day. I had two drawings of components to finish
annotating properly. It was a mind numbing task, but I welcomed it
as I fired up the CAD program.

Paul walks back into the office and stands
over me, but I feel that we are not alone. A rustle, a movement
just outside the window – show’s another beady pair of eyes spying
on me. A small fantail in the kawakawa tree bordering the office
window flits and bobs its head, before flying away.

‘Jack you’ve got plenty of work to do
today?’

I swivelled in my chair, turning to face him
nodding my head.

‘I might take the rest of the day off!’

For someone who had just shown so little
trust in me – to then be talking about leaving me the whole day
with all his sensitive documents alone... my mind boggled!

‘Sure, not a problem, should I lock up when I
leave?’

‘No, I’ll be back around 5pm perhaps we can
have a chat then before you go home about your pay-rise.
You’ll be away Thursday and
Friday right?’

‘Yes that’s right, it’s my best friend’s
wedding.’

He left without saying goodbye, reversing his
car down the driveway. We were only a small operation, working out
of his converted garage, and yet Mr Stokes had some international
notoriety as one of New Zealand’s top designers. Perhaps it was
this notoriety that made him paranoid. Millions of dollars were at
stake in royalties, if the right information was to get into the
wrong hands. I suddenly felt paranoid myself, wondering if there
was a hidden camera or cameras spying on me.

I was being stupid. I couldn’t wait to return
home. Except for this morning, life normally was so mundane!
Everything was work, work, and more work recently! There was at
least the hen’s night of course, its meticulous preparation had at
least taken my mind off things. Everyone seemed to enjoy
themselves, the games I’d organised. Having three older sisters had
certainly come in handy, with them able to share what worked and
what didn’t work for them on their own hen’s night.

I had loved hearing the anecdotal stories,
having not been invited to any of my sisters’ hen’s nights, as
tradition dictates – mandatory girls’ night only! They hadn’t known
back then. Suzy had laughed and alluded to the fact that had she
known sooner she would have definitely invited me to her wild hen’s
night.

‘Jack, I’m convinced you would have
thoroughly enjoyed it and the stripper – Reginaldo was terrific,’
said Suzy. ‘A stripper can either make or break the hen’s night,
and a good stripper has to have more than just a great body,’ Suzy
informed me. ‘He needs
to know how to dance!’
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Egged on by Wendy and all the ladies the
stripper removed my glasses, and began unbuttoning my shirt. Button
by button, I certainly didn’t sign up for this, I thought screwing
my eyes tightly closed. Thankfully the music had come to an
end.

‘Give the brides-man a round of applause
ladies!’ prompted the stripper. The torture session was finally
over, the handcuffs were removed.

‘Sorry about that Jack, no hard feelings?’ he
asks passing me my glasses. He smiles mischievously with those
Latin almond eyes.

‘Thanks Reginaldo,’ I said sarcastically.

‘I’m too sexy for my shirt,’ he sings handing
me back my favourite white pirate shirt. I quickly slip it back on,
tucking myself in. In my top left breast pocket was still the cash
we had agreed upon. It was with some satisfaction I too took the
liberty of tucking that cash below the band of that smoking hot –
bulging jock-strap. I smiled with a sense of relief, my humiliation
was finally over.

‘Thank you J-J that was so much fun. I’m glad
you talked me into it. Reginaldo you are an awesome dancer!’

‘Thank you. Enjoy the rest of your night
Wendy!’ he replies leaving to get changed.

‘Sexy as hell too!’ mutters Wendy under her
breath.

‘You mean he was sexy as hell!’

‘Eh-hmmm,’ I cleared my throat laughing all
the while.

‘You’re not half bad either Jack Lamb. I
think I enjoyed your stripping the best.’

‘There was no stripping involved... I was
stripped, and objectified for your wanton pleasure.’

‘Well at least now you know what it feels
like to be a woman!’ says Wendy laughing sweetly. ‘Wasn’t he hot!’
she teases.

‘So Wendy did you like the man on man
action?’ I asked with a feigned hopefulness.

‘Stop it, you’ll make me wet my pants,’ she
snorted. ‘Who would have guessed a good Christian girl like
me?’

I was imagining a threesome with Wendy and
her John, my John – the thought wasn’t entirely unappealing.

‘You’d make a great stripper Jack,’ said
Wendy interrupting my sordid fantasy, ‘– with all your dancing
expertise,’ she teases passing me another vodka cranberry.

‘Cheers!’ I said, but what a waste, I should
have been a ballet dancer, ‘But you can’t be serious... me a
stripper? Besides I haven’t danced in years,’ I replied. I
certainly no longer had the body for stripping. ‘The ladies would
be paying me to keep my shirt on.’ I sniggered half-heartedly.

‘What’s wrong Jack?’

‘Nothing,’ I replied.

‘Don’t tell me nothing... that stripper was
the only thing that made you smile this whole entire evening.’

‘That was a smile of relief, that it was
finally over,’ I confessed.

‘You loved every minute of it,’ says Wendy
digging her fingers into my sides causing me to laugh. ‘It’s
alive... it’s alive!’ she teases.

‘I’m Sorry Wendy, I don’t know what’s wrong,
perhaps I simply need a change.’

‘I think I know what’s wrong, you miss
him!’

‘Who, the stripper... hardly,’ I replied.

‘No your father!’

How could she have known? I had to choke back
the tears, but it was true with my father gone I felt unsure about
everything in life, I especially missed his unwavering guidance and
support.

‘Move down to Christchurch, come live with
us,’ says Wendy eagerly.

‘No I couldn’t do that, besides you have your
life now. You have John, and you know what my Mum would say – two’s
company and three’s a ménage à trois!’ I laughed.

‘How is your Mum?’

‘She’s amazing,’ I replied. ‘She’s obviously
devastated but in some strange way she appears to be blossoming
after all these years...’

‘Wow that’s great news Jack.’

‘She’s even talking travel plans.’ I tell
Wendy as she traces her right hand through her long velvety hair,
before placing her hand in mine. If only fate had been in our
favour. She squeezes my hand tenderly lost in thoughts of her own
as I raise her hand to my lips and gingerly kiss the back of her
hand. She smiles the way she did when we were young and in love,
once upon a time... when we were both brimming with dreams and our
futures together. She was my Cleopatra and I would have followed
her to the four corners of the earth to the great pyramids of
Egypt, the Coliseum of Rome, Stonehenge in England, and even the
Great Wall of China – if only love had been enough!

‘Where is she planning on travelling?’ asks
Wendy.

‘It’s going to be a world trip with Paula,
Henry, and baby Jane all in toe. They are to visit Rachelle in Los
Angeles first, then Nikki in London, before making a short foray
through France for old times’ sake, where they will catch up with
family and friends.’

‘It sounds simply amazing!’

‘That reminds me, where are you and John
going on your honeymoon?’

‘I’m not sure I should tell you, you might
try to crash the party!’

‘Of course I won’t.’

‘We were simply going to rent a kombi van off
a friend, and travel around the south Island for two weeks, go see
the Fiords, Queenstown, the Abel Tasman, Mt Cook, the pancake rocks
on the West coast...’

‘I’ve actually never travelled to the South
Island.’

‘You don’t know what you’re missing Jack. So
what are your travel plans? Perhaps you and Thomas could come and
stay with us these holidays and start exploring the South Island,
there’s no better place to start than your own back yard!’

‘Thank you, but I don’t know that we can
afford much of a holiday at the moment,’ I replied. ‘I’ve just
bought a new car.’

‘You sold Shirley – about time!’

‘Not exactly, she went to the yards as scrap
metal parts.’

‘You and John are mental. You’re the only
people I know who name their vehicles. How’s the new car?’

‘I’m still getting to know Max... he’s good,
but he certainly doesn’t have the Ford Laser’s – “Shirley’s”
personality!’

‘That’s probably a good thing Jack, Shirley
was a bit of a temperamental bitch at times!’

‘Yes but she was my bitch and I loved her – I
guess she was my first, and you can’t help but hold a special place
in your heart especially for your first –’

‘I thought I was your first...’ laughs Wendy
sounding sincerely jealous over a car. ‘You know Jack John and I
thought we couldn’t afford a honeymoon either. At least not the one
I had planned to Greece and Europe. Why do think we’re renting a
Kombi van off a friend and touring the South Island?’ Wendy laughs.
I was still seeing my cup half empty instead of half full.

‘Sorry Wendy, I had no idea.’

‘Don’t be sorry, I couldn’t be happier – I
love New Zealand. You don’t appreciate what we have here Jack until
you travel elsewhere. Living in New Zealand is a slice of
heaven.’

‘Sure, but I still would like to travel
someday!’

‘Well, start making plans. Next year you and
Thomas could join us on a trip to Canada.’

‘Tommy is still only a student though.’

‘In that case plan a trip to either South
America or Asia?’ Wendy suggests.

I looked around, I was supposed to be hosting
this party but I had been rather remiss. The group of twelve young
ladies, including Nancy – Wendy’s mother were all looking
restless.

‘Bye Ladies,’ said Reginaldo reappearing from
the bathroom, wearing faded jeans and a torn tee-shirt.

‘Bye,’ they all cooed as if in unison, as
they watched his bubble butt weave past their admiring outstretched
He turned making his right hand a receiver, “call me,” he mouths,
before closing the door. There was a large sigh from his captive
audience, leaving a gaping hole in the night’s proceedings, but I
had planned for this...

‘Okay ladies, gather around and take your
seats,’ I said taking out a list of questions. ‘It’s called, how
well do you know the groom?’ The shots were already lined up
against the wall ready to go. ‘Answer the questions right Wendy and
we all have to drink a shot, answer the question wrong and you will
have to. Who wants to
start?’

‘Me,’ shouts Karla enthusiastically raising
her hand. ‘This first question is easy Wendy. How old was John when...’
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I looked at the clock it was already 4pm. The
day had flown by. I had not even had lunch as yet, but I had
finished the work Paul had set me from the day before. There was
still time to look at a re-branding concept. Maybe I could do
something with my boss’s name – I began sketching. “P” is for
Pinocchio, “P” is for Prick. It wouldn’t do, I had to be serious
even if Paul was a wanker – he was still my boss.

“Patent Plastics” – we’ll fit you: could be
some sort of personalised condom pitch. “P-P Design,” “Products
Inclusive,” “P-D Products,” Public displays of... “Paul Stokes
Design: PSD.” It was useless. These Acronyms only reminded me of
venereal diseases or strangely bondage and discipline. The purple
drench guns Paul had designed could quite easily be mistaken as
some kind of kinky sex toy!

I jumped into the car and headed down the
road to the supermarket to get sushi. “J-J & Bondage,” adding
my initials Jonathan – Jack into the equation had given my sexy
rebranding a certain ring, like J. T. & Barnum. It was funny
the seamless connection, but I was seven years old once more, some
eighteen years ago, just a frightened kid, standing in the dark,
all alone waiting for my ride home. I could still hear the disdain
in his voice. The same disdain that had echoed all those years
later, when I finally came out!

[image: tmp_2bd8061a9f60fdfd533311f28e819cad_UJn4rL_html_m42392f14.png]

Tom Thumb had quit. Being rather small in
stature I made the perfect substitute. Like a puppet on strings I
was capable of doing almost any trick. I was happy performing with
this band of misfits – these circus performers. They had me
dancing, doing the splits as well as somersaulting through the air
with the simplest of ease, all the while singing for the crowds a
tuneful little song. I bent backwards – literally trying to keep
the crowds entertained. It was so much fun to begin with, at least
that was until the taunting began at school,

Perhaps that was Dad had appeared somewhat
perturbed. He knew the other children could be cruel, and no doubt
would be jealous of me running away to join the circus. This was an
opportunity of a lifetime, but for some reason he had reservations,
and a prejudice he harboured especially for these theatrical types.
Perhaps he missed me, but with all the excitement all I could talk
about was Barnum this, and Barnum that, the clowns, the jugglers,
the acrobats in tights, the strongman with muscles – huge muscles!
But what boy at the age of seven wouldn’t be mesmerised, especially
by this theatrical masterpiece of J.T. Barnum’s Circus!

I was outside the town’s Opera House. It was
late, 10 o’clock on a Friday night. I had been waiting for him to
pick me up; it had been more than three quarters of an hour. Sadly
this was not an uncommon occurrence, perhaps he was working late,
and lost track of time...

I’m scared, every noise appears amplified,
and perhaps it’s a monster waiting just around the corner. He’s
forgotten about me, my own father has forgotten about me – he
doesn’t care about me!

‘Perhaps he would love me, if I was a real
boy,’ I mumbled to nobody, as I contemplated walking home, but then
I heard the Jeep pull up to the kerb.

‘Hi son, sorry
I’m late.’

‘Where have you been?’ I asked furiously,
choking back the tears. ‘I’ve been waiting for hours! What’s that
smell?’ I asked.

‘I can’t smell anything?’ replies my father.
I glare at him, knowing he is lying. It was such a strong manly
odour. He looks so much older than forty, with the wrinkles around
his eyes and smile lines. He was however still a very handsome man,
with a solid build. I loved watching him – sometimes getting sweaty
chopping the wood outside, or even getting real dirty while working
on his jeep. I was certain he could swing just as easily that
muscleman’s mallet causing that bell to toll.

‘Where have you been?’ I asked for the second
time.

‘I came as quickly as I could,’ he laughed.
‘Hey look –’ He passed me a torn page from the local newspaper that
he prized from the centre of a well-worn men’s magazine before
throwing it onto the backseat. The article with today’s date
printed in the top right hand corner, August 30th 1982.

‘The critics rave about the show Jack, they
even mention your performance,’ he says pointing to the paragraph.
Strangely this only makes me feel empty inside, because deep down I
long to hear what my father thinks, that he is proud of me!

‘How was the performance, tonight?’ he asks
instead.

‘Good,
thanks.’

‘I want to ask you something son, it’s
serious,’ says my father, squeezing my leg gingerly, and stealing a
look at me before his eyes return to the road. He seems restless as
a familial frown etches across his face.

‘Has that man ever touched you –
inappropriately?’

‘What man?’

‘That J. T. Barnum character the Circus
Ringleader!’

‘No!’ I reply forcefully, a little unsure by
what Daddy meant by “inappropriately.” I sat quietly looking out
the window at the world passing me by. A solitary star in the
night’s sky was calling to me. I wanted so desperately for the kids
in the school playground to stop calling me names, but I wished
instead for the stars magic to make me a real boy, a “normal” real
little boy like in Pinocchio.

‘He’s a homosexual,’ says my father
tentatively.

‘What’s a homosexual?’ I asked, afraid that I
already knew. Some kids had called me that at school and “fag” too!
I was one of them – a homosexual, but my father breathes a huge
sigh of relief, thinking at least I was still innocent!

‘Well they like to touch men, and sometimes
they even like to touch boys, beautiful boys like yourself,’
whispers my father in reply. I still didn’t know what he meant, but
I knew it was bad in just in the same way I knew it was bad looking
at men. I liked looking at men, their muscles, and there were so
many men performing in the Circus. At seven years of age I
understood these first stirrings of a wayward attraction towards
men, men in tights, men with muscular legs, tight “buns,” large
bulges, and biceps.

 


 


 


- Chapter 16 -


Overnight a door was unlocked, a door to forbidden fantasies.
Suddenly I was made very aware of my own body, wanting to touch it,
to be touched – my own burgeoning sexuality and the flesh, the
blood coursing through my veins. That seven year old little wooden
boy inside, was finally growing up and becoming a man!

I paid for sushi at the checkout counter, and
returned to the car aware that I should return to the office
straight away. I would hate for Paul to arrive early and think I
was slacking off. As I arrived back at the offices I could see his
car was already parked out front.

‘Shit!’ I sat outside in the sun, eating the
sushi quickly before re-entering the office.

‘Where have you been Jack?’

‘Sorry I had to get some belated lunch.’ I
had been less than ten minutes, I hoped this wouldn’t be the
inquisition.

‘It’s not good enough!’ he said. ‘You left
the place unlocked. Anyone could have walked in off the
street!’

I hadn’t even been given a key. I could
hardly come and go as I pleased. Besides no-one would suspect
anything of value was housed inside. This rundown little garage –
our “office” was a metaphor for my life, but like that barnyard
full of animals with a baby in its manger, I was still in denial
that I might also house some real value inside.

Dad had been fired from his job after almost
thirty-five years. I understood now Dad’s humiliation at receiving
his first formal warning, then to be walked off the work premises
without even being given the dignity of packing his own
belongings!

I sat down at the computer having simply
ignored Paul’s last snide remark, and opened “Word” and began
typing furiously, the sooner I was out of there the better.
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‘I sometimes wonder if he was found surfing
porn on the Internet at work Jack,’ Mum had confessed quite
unexpectedly one day. ‘I wonder also if that was the real reason he
was always waylaid at work – and never made it home for dinner on
time.’

It would have made a whole lot of sense, I
thought but it was the last thing Mum should have been dredging up.
My father was a sexual deviant, it would also explain my own virile
sexuality, comprising of thinking about sex six times a day,
masturbating conservatively on average at least twice a day, but
surely this was normal for a young man.
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Do I smell? I hadn’t bothered showering this
morning. I paused typing on the word resignation as I smelt my
underarms. The Lynx disguised very little, I could still smell it.
It oozed from every pore, my father’s smell. It was funny how I had
always loved his musky odour.
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I hold one of his old shirts up to my face to
breathe it in for the moment, breathe him in – as fresh tears spill
down my cheeks. These pheromones, his genetic signature were all
that remained of him now, lingering on like the dirty laundry. He
had received such a bad rap after Mum discovered his sordid secret.
My father could no longer profess being a Saint, but surely his was
only a small indiscretion, I had even envied my father, in part
because he had bravely made peace with himself by embracing all
aspects of his person. With the birth of the internet however, I
really didn’t know one man who could profess to having never looked
at pornography, and the flesh was oh so weak!

Pious men always take the moral high ground,
professing to abstain from the sins of the flesh, but this only
lasted until that day they were found out with their trousers
around there ankles on their knees in a silent benediction of the
phallus. Why the “Witch hunt,” to separate Mind and Soul from the
Body? Christ’s body! Surely there had to be a better way of
integrating all aspects of this three in one?

It was the weekend before, and I had gone
around to Mum’s, coaxed into helping her pack up boxes for storage.
She was finally quitting the apartment they rented, having finally
decided on that trip overseas. There were mountains of junk to pack
and sort through, especially in the attic where Dad had hoarded
everything. What was so surprising about this day was that it
wasn’t really our father’s mess that I discovered in that attic;
instead I found mountains of memorabilia – mine and my siblings. I
knew he was a hoarder, but he was also a sentimental hoarder. There
were our old school reports, textbooks, paintings, and pictures we
had drawn for him. It was an enlightening experience that brought
fresh tears to my eyes, he was still there, I could feel him.
Watching our progress – caring still, wanting to reach out touch
us, embrace us!

Mum had burnt all the magazines, those
sexually explicit Greek artisans would have fared a similar fate.
Part of world history might have been lost, I mused had my mother
been an archaeologist in Pompeii or Herculaneum to uncover such
treasures as Priapus in all his potent male glory. We discovered a
treasure trove of old clothes we had worn as children in Paris, all
carefully packed away in boxes. There were the cute little pink,
red and blue polka dot dresses which brings the sweetest smile to
Mum’s face, and it’s contagious, this nostalgia.

‘Jack, aren’t they adorable – I’ve found your
little booties too, you wore them everywhere in Paris!’ says Mum
handing me the pair of woollen booties, that fitted in the palm of
my hand. A tear glistens in the corner of my eye imagining a child
– my child wearing these booties. What could have been a precious
family heirloom was downgraded to merely a sentimental
keepsake.
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I printed off the letter, and handed it to
Paul.

‘What’s this Jack?’

‘It’s my letter of resignation,’ I tell him,
looking at the clock on the wall – it was 5:15pm. He took his time
reading the letter, in which I apologised for the mix-up that
morning, and my decision under the circumstances with this obvious
breach in trust to hand in my letter of resignation. I thanked him
for all he had taught me, and for the opportunity of working for
one of the best product designers in New Zealand.

‘But why, I’m sorry about earlier today – I
guess I overreacted,’ he appeared genuinely apologetic.

‘It’s not that,’ although... ‘Trust is
important, but I’ve had a lot on my mind recently – my father
passing away and beginning a new relationship.’

‘It’s never easy when a parent passes away,
but… I thought you said you didn’t have a girlfriend?’

I contemplated simply telling a little white
lie, but I had just quit, and there was no harm now in telling the
truth. ‘I don’t, I have a boyfriend Paul!’

‘You’re gay! So many things are starting to
make sense now... After eight months I had thought we would have
built more of a rapport in our working relationship. Now I
understand why you have been so secretive all of the time,’ he said
genuinely smiling as the penny dropped. ‘I don’t except your
resignation, go – enjoy the wedding at let us talk about this
further when you get back.’

‘If you would like I am happy to stay on for
a fortnight, until you find a replacement, I think that is fairly
standard.’ My decision was final. I knew I wouldn’t change my
mind.

‘All right Jack, well I’m sorry to see such a
valued employee go, but come back and see me next Monday, I will
have your last paycheque ready for you.’ We shook hands. I was
nervously shaking all over and yet ecstatic at the same time. It
was a bold or possibly erratic decision but life was too short, I
thought grabbing my briefcase.

What would Thomas think when I told him that
I’d quit my job? Would he freak? Would he judge me, think I was
crazy? I’d been unhappy for months since the funeral, at least now
we could seriously plan taking that trip overseas. Max the sleek
black Mazda hatchback purred as I pulled out of the driveway. Max
would have to go and then maybe we could spend longer than simply a
week somewhere. In Asia we could spend at least a couple of months
travelling – the prospects instantly lifted my spirit. I wanted to
visit Angkor Wat in Cambodia I thought arriving home and parking
the car.

Eva was from Cambodia. We had met while at
University, I hadn’t thought about her in years, I wondered if she
would be at the wedding on Friday. I would be glad to see her after
all this time, and even Adam... Shit, what if Adam was there at the
wedding? Surely Wendy would have warned me.

‘Hi Paula...’ My younger sister appeared busy
studying at the kitchen table.

‘Hi Jack, have you had a better day
today?’

‘A great day,’ I lied. ‘I quit my job!’

‘You did what?’

‘I quit my job, handed in my notice this very
afternoon.’

‘What will you do – what will we do. We won’t
be able to pay the rent! Unless of course Thomas comes and
stays.’

It was a conspiracy, I thought! ‘What about
the doll?’

‘I don’t think you’ll be eligible, you
elected to quit your job.’

‘Oh well, you’re travelling to Europe soon,
and hopefully Thomas and I will travel too, but maybe not to
Europe, it’s too expensive on a shoe-string budget.’

‘Where do you want to go?’

‘Cambodia, Asia, maybe even India.’

‘Have you discussed this with Thomas?’

‘No – not properly, perhaps tonight,’ I tell
her with a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.

[image: tmp_2bd8061a9f60fdfd533311f28e819cad_UJn4rL_html_m42392f14.png]

Thomas never came around that evening; so I
avoided ruining his weekend with my news, but it wasn’t like Thomas
was immune to making such rash decisions of his own. He had only
recently quit his studies halfway through the year; he was back
working for the med-lab as a phlebotomist and not really enjoying
it.

As I boarded the plane that following
morning, I wished Thomas was coming with me to the wedding. Every
other couple would have had their spouse invited, or in the very
least the wedding invitation should have
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