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I'VE GOT to tell Robert the truth, which is that I like boys. Me and Robert are 16-year-old boys ourselves. I want him to know about me because he is my best friend.

What I'm afraid of is that the whole thing could just weird him out. Or he could start thinking I'm in love with him and that could totally weird him out. I don't even like to think about that, which is why I never say anything to him.

I'm sitting here in the bleachers thinking about him and thinking about these guys I like. I never actually had a relationship with any of them. I guess that's one reason why I can keep it a secret from Robert. It all just sort of goes on in my head and if we don't talk about it, then it isn't real.

What if he turned the tables on me and said that he was in love with me. I would probably freak. I don't know what I would do.

But it isn't going to be that way because Robert talks about girls all the time.

Me and him go to school together at Jefferson High. We just started our junior year a few weeks ago. We met when we were freshmen in a science class, partners at one of the lab tables. I guess you could say we hit it off because we've been friends ever since.

I like everything about him. Robert tells jokes and he dresses really nice. If I could just tell him how I feel about guys in general, then I wouldn't have to lie to him so much about school dances and who I like.

The dance always comes and goes and I tell him some reason why some girl couldn't make it. Geez, the last dance of our sophomore year, I went with him and his girlfriend, somebody named Alice. They broke up over the summer.

It was fun at that dance. They were out on the floor and Robert was waving toward me. I was sipping punch on the sidelines like it was an activity that you really had to concentrate on. But he was waving because he was calling me to him.

I looked around like he meant somebody else but I was pretty happy that he meant me. I set down my cup of punch and moved across the floor. You had to sort of make dance motions as you went so that you didn't feel like a total moron.

I guess I felt like a fool but when I reached Robert it was like touching home plate. I put my arms around his chest and his back, sort of from the side. He laughed and he hugged me.

Then he goes, "Dance with us."

The three of us stood there dancing. It was a fast song, of course. Basically I ignored Alice and pretended like I was dancing with Robert. I started praying for a slow song even though that would have been totally unrealistic. In my head I could picture myself gone in his arms as the music took us away.

When the slow song really did start out, I pretty much freaked in my head. I knew what I wanted but I couldn't let that happen. Believe me, I wasn't thinking about Alice being there. All I was thinking about was the position I was in, or wished I was in. If I tried to hold Robert close and put my head on his shoulder, then I didn't know what he might say or do.

I bowed out, and went and got my punch. I talked to this kid over there that I knew from one of my classes and he goes, "Are you trying to steal Robert's date?"

I wanted to go, "No, I'm trying to steal Robert."

I didn't, of course.

I never talk about this stuff with anybody, not one person on the face of the earth. I have pretty much decided Robert is going to be the one that I tell the truth to. I am not going to tell him how I feel about him but I am definitely going to tell him how I feel about some guys.

What if he doesn't want to know. Me and him have such a great friendship that maybe the best thing is to leave well enough alone. Up until now that is what I always do. I think about telling him and in the way I picture it he's like, "Oh yeah, I knew that." He's totally cool. Or he just loses it and he is like, "I never want to see you again." It feels like a coin toss to me and I don't know which side is going to come up.

We never talk about the subject in general, guys liking other guys. I'm afraid he would be like, "Why are you asking me this?" Plus he never brings it up himself and I am thankful for that. I would feel like he was getting suspicious and that things were about to end between us.

Sometimes I think I would like it if he would just come out and ask me point-blank. It would be such a relief. It would all be over with, one way or the other. Even if it ended bad.

I might try to totally lie but he would know. I might try to turn it around on him and say that he was the one who was in love with guys but he would just ignore me. He would be like, "I knew it." And then whatever was going to happen would happen.

Robert is an actor. He gets roles in the plays they do at school. Plus he's really good. He's got the lead role in this one they're doing around Halloween. In our sophomore year he wanted me to do it, too. I said no way. I don't want to get up there.

But I did get a job on the stage crew. We move stuff around between scenes, and do the lighting and stuff. I was really happy to get that, and be with Robert all the time after school. I like to watch him rehearsing his lines. He can get really dramatic. He tells me it's what acting is.

I like to sit in the empty theater and watch him up there. Nobody is better looking than him, and the way the lights light him up is pretty magical to me. I want him more than I want those other guys even though some of them are guys that I could actually have a relationship with.

Robert told me about them. He said that's the way it is in the theater. I didn't ask any questions. Mainly I wanted to find out what his attitude was. He didn't seem to care one way or the other because it was just like he was reporting the facts.

I'm not actually "in the theater," as they say. I just push stuff around the stage. The real theater people are actors and playwrights and stuff. They don't talk to me, except Robert does. The director only talks to me when she yells at me.

One time she wanted to know why am I sitting out in the seats and watching the rehearsal. I didn't buy a ticket, she informs me, and certainly not one in orchestra seating, which she tells me is way more than I could afford. I think she takes the whole thing too seriously because in her mind this is Broadway, New York, instead of plain old Jefferson High. I don't say anything, though. I just take the hit and go backstage where I belong.

I sure enough am not going to tell her that I'm in love with Robert. It would probably just make her mad because the male actors keep falling in love with each other and now one of the stagehands has the nerve to do it, too, and interfere with this play she's trying to put on around all this teenage drama. Me and Robert laugh about her whenever we get the chance, which is like in the lunchroom or the bleachers at the football field.

Robert has problems, too. He hates school. He talks about dropping out so he can go to New York or Los Angeles and make it as an actor.

I tell him that I will go with him because my dream is to make it as a stagehand, which he thinks is pretty funny. I know what my dream really is but that's a secret from him that I intend to keep.

He's really smart. He could breeze through high school if he wanted to. It's just that he would rather act in plays and talk to me than do any of the schoolwork that they tell him to do. He does enough of it so they won't kick him out of theater but his father is still pretty mad about his casual approach to school.

Me, I do okay. I don't even mind school. I sort of do what they tell me to do because if I'm around Robert I'm happy. Of course, I could be a lot happier if me and him were living in New York or something. I could also go with him to Minnesota or Alabama. They've got theaters there and I'll bet they film movies, too.

He said something to me last time we were sitting in the bleachers. There is nobody around, not on the field, not in the stands. The rain is coming down and we aren't going to be able to stay out there much longer. He goes, "Would you really go with me?"

I don't even hesitate. I go, "Yeah."

And then he just laughs and I can't tell what kind of laughter it is. He slaps me on the back and then just rests his hand there. It's the greatest feeling I ever had, being touched by Robert like the two of us almost have the type of relationship that those guys in the theater do.

I hear the aluminum ping of footsteps in the bleachers. Robert has found me out here again. This afternoon, though, the weather is not so bad.

He goes, "What's going on?"

"Not much."

Something is going on. I'm not sure what it is but he looks just about every direction like he wants to be sure there
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