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CHAPTER ONE
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‘Hey, Tim,’ I heard Ben call out to me.

Turning around in my seat I saw him walking towards me, so I flashed him a smile and a wave. He waved back and kept on walking.

‘So, are you going to try out for the musical this year?’ he asked as he sat down next to me. ‘I just noticed they’ve put a poster up on the notice board. Auditions are next week.’

We were the best of friends. We were both seventeen and were both in year eleven at MacArthur Catholic High School. But there were a few differences between us.

The first was that he was blonde, built like a footballer – he played second row in the school rugby team – and was more rugged than what you would call classically good looking. 

Me, on the other hand, I was tall, thin, had light brown hair and was supposed to be cute – hey, that’s what the girls told me, and I wasn’t going to argue with them!

I was also kind of shy. He was an extrovert.

He was a school sports star. I was into other things, like photography and music and drama.

The main difference, however, was that while he lusted after Kathy O’Hara and Rebecca Smith and half of the other girls in our class, I lusted after . . . him . . . and Tom Jackson and Michael Anderson and half of his football team.

So there you go. We were as different as chalk and cheese. But we were still the best of friends. Always had been. Always would be.

Ben was also the only person in the entire world who actually knew about “my other side”. I was scared shitless when he had found out about me and I had feared that I would lose him forever as a friend. But, thankfully, that didn’t eventuate.

I think it was about three years ago when it had happened. He was at my house one weekend for a sleepover, when he found one of my gay porn magazines under my bed. 

When I had looked up at him he was just holding it in front of him, looking at the picture of the hunk that was on that month’s cover. He looked from me to the magazine and back to me again. For a long while he said nothing.

‘So, you’re actually into this stuff?’ he had finally asked me.

‘Uh . . . ummm . . . I guess so,’ I had nervously answered. There had been no use lying to him. He knew me too well.

I was shitting razor blades, I can tell you.

The silence lengthened.

‘Ah, well. Whatever cranks your motor,’ he finally said to me, as he grinned and handed the magazine back to me.

‘But . . . but . . .’ I had started to say. But couldn’t quite find the right words.

‘Don’t sweat it, Tim,’ he said to me, still grinning. ‘It doesn’t freak me out or anything. I have a cousin who is gay. And he’s just the coolest dude I know. I’m okay with it. Truly. Just, ummm, keep your hands to yourself. Okay?’

‘You won’t tell anyone, will you?’

‘No, mate. Your secret is safe with me.’

‘And we’re still friends?’

‘Of course.’

I wanted to hug him just so much. But that probably wouldn’t have been a good idea!

So, can you believe it? Probably not! I still have trouble believing it myself. But there you go.  That’s just how we were.

‘Well? Are you going to try out?’ he asked again, bringing me back to the present.

‘Ummm. I don’t know.’

‘Come on, Tim. I’ve heard you sing. You’re fuckin’ awesome. Well, at least you are compared to that great git that they had in the lead last year, anyway.’

‘Thanks. I think.’

He laughed. ‘So, are you going to try out or not?’

I just shrugged. So then he resorted to blackmail.

‘If you don’t, I’ll tell Tom Jackson you were perving on him in the showers after sports class yesterday.’

‘You wouldn’t?’ I whispered.

‘Hey, Tom,’ he called out across the courtyard.

‘Yeah?’ came the reply from the other side.

Ben looked at me with that mischievous glint he often got in his eye.

‘Don’t you fucking dare,’ I said through gritted teeth.

‘Aww, nothing. I’ll ask you later.’

Tom just dismissed him with a wave of his arm and turned back towards his friends.

‘You bastard,’ I said to Ben.

‘Well? What do you say?’ he asked, placing his arm around my shoulders.

‘All right. All right. Anything for some peace and quiet. But only on one condition.’

‘What’s that?’ he asked.

‘That you volunteer to help on the stage crew,’ I said with a grin. ‘Is it a deal?’

‘Yeah, it’s a deal. You won’t be sorry you know.’

‘I think I already am. What sort of musical is it, anyway?’

‘Something that Snowy has dreamt up. A Rock Opera, whatever that is?’

Snowy was our music teacher, otherwise known as Mr Snowden, or sometimes even, Sir, and he was one of the coolest teachers I’d ever had. 

Ben must have seen something in my eyes.

‘Is that good?’

‘Don’t know. Could be, I guess. Depends on what sort of songs they use.’

‘It’ll probably be something like The Sound of Music,’ he said.

‘Oh. God no! Anything but that.’

The school bell rang just then, signalling the end of lunch time.

‘Come on, get up off your backside, we’ve got Science now,’ Ben said to me. ‘There are some rats awaiting our surgical skills.’

Suddenly, I didn’t feel much like school. 

*   *   *
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I MADE IT THROUGH SCIENCE class without losing my lunch, but only just. You can’t imagine what sort of a job Ben did on the poor bloody rat. The dude was sick, I was sure of it.

In spite of the Science class fiasco, for some reason I just couldn’t get the idea of the school musical out of my head. I think I was actually starting to look forward to the auditions now, even though they were still a week away and I was naturally nervous about singing in front of anyone.

I was grateful that Ben would be there also; it would make it a little easier. He had that kind of relaxing effect on me.

When classes were finished for the day, we did what we did most days and headed downtown to the mall, where we usually either went to the amusement arcade or to a café, or sometimes just sat around with our friends.

We bought ourselves a drink from one of the shops, then sat on a bench in the sunshine and drank it.

One of the strange little games that we often played was one we called Pick a Partner, where we checked out guys or girls that we thought would suit the other. It was dumb. And it was embarrassing. But what the hell, at least it helped pass the time.

Ben said to me, ‘What about that one?’ pointing at a guy in his twenties that had just come out of the music store.

‘Too old,’ I answered, then asked him, ‘How about that chick over there?’

‘Definitely,’ he answered.

We both slurped up the last of our milkshakes and then threw the empty containers at a nearby garbage bin.

‘Bullseye,’ I yelled as mine went straight into the bin, pumping my arms into the air in a sign of victory.

Ben could only say, ‘Oh, shit,’ when his missed by a mile.

‘And there I was thinking you were the sports star out of the two of us!’ I chided him.

We found a few more likely partners for each other, but soon grew tired of it and ended up going back to his place, where we just hung out and watched some television.

Just on dark I decided it was time I headed home, so I said, ‘See you later,’ and left him to it.

As I walked the few blocks to my house I couldn’t help but start singing to myself. Just softly, but I was singing nonetheless, and it wasn’t just in the shower this time.

Yeah, I really was looking forward to next Wednesday and the auditions. 

*   *   *
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THE REST OF THE WEEK flew by and on the weekend I was left to my own devices, as Ben and his family went away. Something to do with a wedding that he really didn’t want to go to anyway.

I fantasised about the guy on the cover of my latest magazine and found myself in my room jerking myself off over him on more than one occasion.

It was always difficult for me when Ben was away, because he was really the only guy that I liked hanging with, in spite of his permanent unavailability. It didn’t bother me much that I would never be able to have sex with him. It just bothered me when he wasn’t around and I was left alone.

I’d never had a boyfriend and the only sexual experiences that I had ever had, besides what I did in the shower or in bed at night, were usually quick wanks with total strangers in public toilets. And these were experiences which usually scared the hell out of me and resulted in my not going near the place again for months on end anyway.

I thought about jumping on my push bike and heading down to the park, but ended up just reading and watching television instead.

How did that old country song go? ‘Oh, Lonesome Me.’

Thankfully Ben was back at school on Monday and during lunch he told me all about the wedding and in particular this girl he met there.

‘You should have seen her,’ he kept telling me. 

‘So, did you score?’ I asked.

‘Only a quick kiss and cuddle outside the hall where the reception was. I got to feel her tits though.’

‘That’s more than I really needed to know,’ I said to him.

‘What about you?’ he asked. ‘What did you get up to?’

‘Sweet fuck all,’ I answered. ‘It was depressing.’

‘We’ve really got to find you a boyfriend,’ he said.

‘How?’ I asked. 

‘Well, we could always put an advert in the newspaper?’

‘Yeah, right!’

‘How about this? Teenage Boy Wants Boyfriend. Must be cute. Must come from rich family. Must have own car. That’ll do for a start, won’t it?’ he answered.

‘Yeah, right!’ I responded once more just as the bell rang, telling us it was time to be back in class.

That afternoon after school we went down to the mall and, as usual, sat in the sunshine playing Pick a Partner.

‘Too old,’ I told Ben.

‘Too ugly,’ he said to me.

‘Cute. But too young,’ I said.

‘Like, wow!’ he said.

This banter went on for about half an hour. You know how the old saying goes, ‘small things amuse small minds.’

Just as we were about to leave, however, I looked up and noticed a guy about our age, come out of one of the clothing shops.

I gave Ben an elbow in the ribs and said, ‘Check this guy out.’ 

We both watched him as he just stood there in front of the shop, with his hands thrust deep into his pockets, casually looking around him.

For a moment he glanced in our direction, but his eyes seemed to simply glide over us, causing my heart to sink.

But then his eyes darted back and settled on us, and for what seemed an eternity, we just held each other’s gaze.

I was sure that I saw the corners of his mouth turn upwards briefly, but this soon evaporated when a woman, who I assumed was his mother, came out of the store and handed him some parcels.

I watched as he smiled in my direction, then rolled his eyes in a sign of exasperation.

Then, before I knew it, he and the woman were walking away, in the opposite direction from where Ben and I were sitting.

I continued to watch him. I just couldn’t take my eyes off him, but just before he disappeared into the crowd he quickly glanced back at me, and I was sure that I saw him smile at me once again.

‘Now that was cute,’ I said to Ben. ‘Have you ever seen him around before?’

He simply grinned at me and shook his head.

*   *   *
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THE WEEK ROLLED AROUND quite quickly, and all of a sudden I found it was Wednesday. Audition Day.

The school had been abuzz with rumours about the fantastic new musical that Snowy had dreamt up, but so far he hadn’t let anything slip regarding its content or subject.

‘You will all just have to wait and see,’ was all he had told us during music lessons. So we had waited. But not patiently.

Now today was the day.

Ben had been bugging me all week about the auditions, making sure I was going to be there and wasn’t going to chicken out. I have to admit that I felt like doing just that, because the thought of standing up on a stage and singing with God only knows how many people watching me, scared me shitless, but I knew that Ben wouldn’t let me do that.

So here we now were. About twenty aspiring thespians, gathered in the school auditorium awaiting our leader. 

Ben was there also, partly just to make sure I didn’t back out at the last minute, but partly also because he was going to honour his end of the bargain.

‘All we need now is for Snowy to show up,’ said one of the juniors, who I could see was starting to get jittery.

‘Well, my children. Wait no more,’ this voice suddenly boomed from the back of the hall.

We all spun around to see Snowy walking down the centre aisle.

‘Sorry, sir,’ the junior said as Snowy approached us.

‘What for, Mr Harris?’ Snowy said as he walked past the kid, playfully roughing up his hair as he did so.

Ben and I just looked at each other.

Snowy reached the front of the hall then perched himself on the edge of the stage, looking us all over.

‘All right then. Take a seat please ladies and gentlemen and we will begin,’ he said to us, while gesturing towards the front row of chairs with an extravagant sweep of his arm. Quickly, we all found a seat and plopped ourselves into it.

‘Good. All right then,’ he began. ‘I know that there have been many weird and wonderful rumours floating around the school for the past week, about what we are and are not supposed to be doing with this new show. Well, I am here to tell you that all of them are true. And none of them are true.’

‘Huh?’ the same junior that had spoken earlier now said.

Snowy was grinning.

‘Yes, we are going to do the most exciting musical that this school has ever seen. That one is true. As for doing Grease, or Cats, or The Rocky Horror Picture Show, or Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat, or Tommy, or any other musical that you’ve ever heard of, that will depend entirely on you.’

‘Sorry, sir, but we don’t follow,’ one of the girls said.

Snowy paused before continuing.

‘What I mean is this. We can do songs from any of those musicals if you guys, the stars of the show, really want to. It’s as simple as that.’

‘Sorry, sir. But we’re still lost,’ the girl said again.

‘I think that what he is trying to say,’ I said, ‘Is that we get to do whatever songs we want. Is that right, sir?’

‘Precisely, Tim.’

‘But what sort of a musical is that?’ the girl asked. ‘I mean, what about the story. Hasn’t it got to be, like, about something?’

‘Yes, it does. And it will be about something. That is your challenge. To piece together a musical, that has a story and makes sense, using only your favourite songs.’

A buzz suddenly went through our small group and Mr Snowden just sat there grinning at us.

‘What about the auditions?’ someone suddenly asked.

‘What auditions? If you are here, you are in. It’s as simple as that. All we have to do is figure out what we are doing, and then see what sort of voices you lot have. After that will be when we decide who gets what roles.’

‘Sir, it almost sounds too easy,’ I said.

‘Tim, easy is one thing it will not be. Trust me on that.’

‘What about the story?’ someone else asked.

‘That is the only thing that I have absolute discretion over,’ he said. ‘Basically, what I want is this. It must be a boy/girl thing. Not unlike Grease, if you will. Boy meets girl. Boy falls in love with girl. Girl finds out something about the boy. Girl dumps boy. Boy chases after girl and wins her back. Something along those lines . . . an age old love story!’

We all looked around amongst us, not quite knowing what to make of this idea.

‘Is this actually going to work, sir?’ I heard someone ask.

‘You tell me. Let’s see. Where can we start?’ Snowy asked, while scratching his chin.

Once again, there was quite a buzz from our group. I noticed that several students were now shaking their heads.

‘Children, please,’ Snowy said to us. ‘A little quiet if we may.’

Slowly the buzz faded away.

‘Thank you. Now, how about we start by working out what kinds of music we all listen to? I mean what songs we like, and what performers? Then from there we will see if we can come up with some songs that might fit our theme. How about you start, Carla?’

‘The Bee Gees, sir.’

The next kid was a Beach Boys fan. Followed by a girl who just loved Grease. Graham Lowe was heavily into AC/DC, man! While Peter Simmons was a Kenny Rogers fan.

Next came fans of Madonna, Elton John, Queen, Elvis Presley, The Beatles, Michael Jackson, Neil Diamond, The Monkees and ABBA.

There wasn’t a current music act anywhere in sight. It was almost as if we had all been brainwashed into only liking whomever our parents listened to.

‘And how about you, Tim?’

‘Ummm, Meatloaf, sir.’

‘Ahhh. A Bat out of Hell nut?’ he said, grinning. 

‘You could say that, sir.’

‘Ben?’

‘The Eagles, Supertramp and a whole heap of others, sir.’

‘Hmmm. That could be interesting. So, doesn’t anyone, besides our young AC/DC fan Graham, listen to Australian artists?’

‘I know all of Slim Dusty’s songs,’ one kid eagerly said. ‘Dad has absolutely everything of his and we have to listen to it all the time.’

There was an outbreak of laughter from the group.

‘Michael, I’m not sure how well good old Slim will fit amongst all the other acts that have been named so far,’ Snowy said, grinning. ‘But thank you anyway.’

Just then we heard the auditorium doors open and someone start to walk down the centre aisle, their footsteps echoing throughout the hall.

We turned around to see who it was, and instantly my heart jumped into my mouth. That was about the same time as Ben giving me a bit of a dig in the ribs, but I was too busy staring to respond.

It was the boy from the mall. He was looking directly at Snowy as he walked towards us and hadn’t noticed me yet.

‘Please, God,’ I whispered, turning back around and facing the stage.

I could feel my face burning up. I could feel a tingling sensation in my loins. 

‘Calm down,’ Ben whispered in my ear. I glanced at him and noticed him grinning. 

I had never felt like this before, not after merely looking at someone. This was weird.

‘Ah, Mr Harding,’ Snowy said, getting down off the stage and standing in front of us.

‘Sorry I’m late, sir,’ the boy said. ‘We were sorting things out with my enrolment at the office.’

The boy walked over to Snowy and stood beside him, then turned and faced us all.

It was him all right. I wouldn’t ever forget that face. I sunk down lower in my chair.

‘Students, I would like to introduce you to a new boy in school. This is Guy Harding. He will be starting here tomorrow, in year eleven. And he is going to help out with the musical with the set designs and stage crew.’

The boy said, ‘Hi,’ and gave us a wave as he started looking us over, starting at one end and working his way along the line.

When he reached me, he stopped. Our eyes met and held for what seemed a long time, then he blinked, and managed a faint smile, before continuing along the line.

When he was done, he quickly glanced back at me again, before then turning to face Snowy.

Shit! And he was even going to be in my class. Thank you, God!
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Next morning, before first period at school, I looked and looked for the beautiful newcomer but couldn't find him anywhere. 

‘Maybe he's chickened out,’ Ben said to me as I dejectedly walked along the corridor towards our classroom. 

‘I hope I haven't scared him off,’ I said back to him. 

‘Nah. Don't worry about it. I'm sure that he'll show.’ 

When we reached the classroom we headed straight for our usual seats, right down the back where we would hopefully be out of view of Old Eagle Eyes – alias Sister Mary. 

She took us for Maths and had earned the nickname because it didn't matter what any student was doing, or how quiet they were doing it; she just always seemed to know. 

Most of our teachers had nicknames of some sort, some more colourful than others. I remember when I had first started at the school, it was in the first couple of weeks of Year Eight, I was listening in on a conversation between some of the older students one lunchtime which had my head spinning. It went something like this; 

‘So Snowy told Old Eagle Eyes that he caught Tom Johnson smoking in the boys’ toilets. And then she told Drummer, who was his Pastoral Teacher and he had to ring Tom's parents. Then when they got here they all went into The Slug's office, for like, an hour. I wouldn't have liked to have been in Tom's shoes.’ 

‘Who the fuck were they all talking about?’ I remember whispering to Ben, who I had recently become friends with and who already had the advantage of one full year at the school. 

‘Well, Snowy is Mr Snowden, the Music teacher. Old Eagle Eyes is Sister Mary, the Maths teacher. Drummer is Mr Sandler. He's got that name because he plays in a band. And The Slug is Brother John, the Principal. They call him that because he's real slimy and always creeping about the place like a big slug.’ 

‘Are there any others I should know about?’ 

He laughed. ‘You'll figure them all out in time.’ 

I remember looking at Ben for a long time, taking in the stocky build and ruggedness that was already evident, even at this age. For the first time in my life, I felt the strangest of urges, like a knot in my stomach, like my heart skipping a beat. I felt scared and yet at the same time I was excited. I guess it was the first inkling of what was to come, although I had no idea what it was all about back then. 

Anyway, back to the present. 

Our class was the usual ragtag mixture of students that you would find in any classroom and today, as usual, we were being our usual rowdy selves while awaiting the arrival of Old Eagle Eyes. 

Ben and I made our way to the back of the room, cutting a swath through our classmates by playfully pushing them out of the way. We managed to make it just in time, plonking ourselves down in our usual seats at the desk that we always shared just as we saw Sister Mary arrive – we only ever called her Old Eagle Eyes when she wasn't around. 

She dropped her books and notes onto her desk at the front of the classroom with a thud, just as she did every lesson, and then just stood there with her arms crossed, looking at us all rather contemptuously. 

There was still no sign of the new kid, Guy. 

Sister Mary never said a word. She just stood there staring at us. When we had all finally quietened down and taken our seats, she picked up the text book and opened it. 

‘Right, then,’ she said to us in an almost manly voice. ‘We were working on algebra, were we not? If you would open up to page one hundred and seventy three of your text book we will carry on from where we left off last lesson.’ 

The class as a whole groaned, bringing a wry smile to Sister Mary's lips, which was short lived, however, when the door burst open and in walked Guy. 

All heads turned in his direction and stared. 

‘And you are?’ asked Sister Mary. 

‘Harding, Guy. Sorry I am late, Sister. I had trouble finding the classroom.’ 

‘Ah, the new student. Please take a seat, Mr Harding, and we will be able to start the lesson.’ 

All eyes followed Guy as he walked across the room to the only vacant desk that was left. Just before he sat down he glanced quickly around the room, his eyes settling on Ben and me for a moment, then giving us the slightest of nods before he sat down. 

Ben gave me a dig in the ribs. I think I might have blushed. 

I don't remember much of the rest of the lesson. I think I spent most of it just staring at the back of Guy's head, lost in dreamy thoughts that shouldn't ever be spoken aloud at a Catholic School. 

At the end of class I got up the courage and walked over to Guy, to properly introduce myself. 

‘Hi, I'm Tim. We didn't really get properly introduced yesterday,’ I said to him. 

I stuck my hand out in front of me, which he shook and said, ‘Nice to meet you.’ 

His grip was firm and strong, and he spoke clearly, with a voice that was as smooth as silk; almost cultured, unlike the rest of us who somehow always seemed to blend our vowels and consonants together into a largely indecipherable drawl. 

‘And I'm Ben,’ my best friend added, also thrusting his hand forward to be duly shaken. 

It was the first chance that I’d had to see him up close and I wasn't disappointed. He was about five foot eleven, not quite as tall as I was, with a slim but well-toned build and he had this golden brown hair and these beautiful dark brown eyes that just held you in a trance. There wasn't even a hint of a pimple anywhere. 

Man, this guy looked almost perfect. 

‘So, you've just moved here, huh?’ I heard Ben ask. 

‘Yeah,’ came the smooth reply. ‘My parents have just split up and mum and I have moved back here. This is where she was originally from. She went to school right here, in fact.’ 

‘Sorry to hear about your parents,’ I managed to say. 

Guy just shrugged and quietly said, ‘Shit happens.’ 

From behind us Sister Mary asked, ‘Don't you boys have a class to go to?’ 

Ben just rolled his eyes at me. I had to stifle a laugh. 

‘We were just going, Sister,’ I said to her and then the three of us walked out of the room together and down the hall. 

‘So, what subject do you have next?’ Ben asked Guy. 

‘Ummm . . . Science,’ he said, after consulting with the timetable that he pulled from his pocket. 

Ben snatched the timetable from him and started looking at it, which caused Guy to raise his eyebrows and look sideways at him. 

‘Oh, don't mind him,’ I said to Guy. ‘You'll get used to him after a while.’ 

Guy suddenly smiled, and it was like the whole hallway had lit up. 

‘Hey. You've got the same classes as us. Every last one of them,’ Ben finally said, looking up from the timetable. 

‘Great,’ Guy said, while glancing briefly in my direction. ‘I won't get lost then, will I?’ 

We all laughed and just followed the crowds towards the science block. 

*   *   * 
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WHEN SCHOOL WAS FINALLY out for the day we asked Guy what his plans were. He simply shrugged and said he didn't really have any, although his mother did expect him home at some stage. 

‘You want to come downtown and hang with us?’ Ben asked. 

‘Is that what you guys were doing down there the other day when I spotted you?’ 

‘You could say that,’ Ben answered, grinning. 

‘Sure. Why not.’ 

Ben and I started heading straight for the school gates, both assuming that Guy would follow. 

‘Where are you guys going?’ he asked as we started walking away. 

‘Downtown. You coming or not?’ Ben asked. 

‘You're walking?’ Guy asked. 

‘Yeah. How else?’ 

He pulled some keys from his pocket and then, waving them at us he said, ‘Wouldn't you prefer a lift?’ 

‘In a car you mean?’ I asked. 

‘Well, I'm not going to give you a piggy back ride.’ 

We stopped and started walking back towards him. 

‘Why didn't you tell us you had a car?’ Ben asked. 

‘You didn't ask.’ 

We walked from the front of the building around the side, towards where the students and teachers parked their cars. 

‘So, which one is it?’ I asked, looking out over the tops of about thirty cars, some of which were already leaving in the mad afternoon rush to get home. 

Guy just smiled and said, ‘Come on.’ 

He led us to a sporty looking machine, a white Mitsubishi Galant VR4 with red stripes up the sides. It looked pretty neat, although we could tell that it wasn't all that new. 

‘Is this yours?’ I asked, rather incredulously. 

‘Mum's, actually,’ he answered. 

Ben and I looked at each other with our mouths open. 

‘Are you rich?’ Ben suddenly asked. 

‘No,’ Guy answered, laughing. ‘Why?’ 

Ben just turned to me and said, ‘Well, two out of three ain't bad.’ 

‘You don't want to know,’ I quickly answered, before opening the passenger side door of the car and climbing inside, hoping my embarrassment wouldn't show; while Ben climbed into the back. 

We drove out of the schoolyard and headed downtown, with envious eyes turning in our direction as we passed the bus stop where hundreds of our fellow students were now lining up to catch their buses home. 

Guy slotted a tape into the tape deck and the sounds of the Beach Boys soon came blaring out of the speakers. 

‘Good, good, good, good vibrations. . .’ 

He tapped the steering wheel in time to the music as he drove along and pretty soon we were all singing along. It was summer after all. And we were still kids! 

When we reached the shopping centre we parked as close as we could to The Mall Arcade and then after locking the car we headed off in search of refreshments. 

‘Where are we actually going?’ Guy asked us a couple of times. 

‘You'll see,’ Ben answered, striding out slightly ahead of us. 

‘So, is this where you guys come all the time?’ Guy asked. 

‘Pretty much,’ I answered. ‘It's fairly cool. And it's right next door to the amusement arcade.’ 

‘The Milk Bar?’ he asked. 

‘Yeah. It didn't take long for you to find your way around town then, did it?’ 

‘Mum used to live here, remember? She used to come here as a kid too. I've heard all of the stories about growing up here and going to school here. It made me think twice about coming here actually, it sounded so damn boring, but I'm glad I did now. It's going to be great.’ 

Ben was already at the counter by the time we got there, drumming his fingers impatiently on the glass top. 

‘What kept you guys? You want a drink or what?’ 

‘Yeah, just get me the usual,’ I answered. 

‘Guy?’ 

‘Whatever you're having, I suppose.’ 

We sat down at the front booth, where we could see out into the Mall, while Ben ordered and paid for our drinks. 

‘Here, I should give you some money for that,’ Guy offered as Ben sat down beside me. 

‘Nah. It's cool. It can be your shout next time. That’s what we usually do.’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘So, how did you like the first day at your new school?’ I asked him. 

Guy smiled and said, ‘Good, actually. I think I made some new friends. And it looks like I've already done some of the stuff at my last school that you guys are studying now. So I think it'll be all right.’ 

‘Friends, huh?’ Ben grunted. 

‘Well, I'd like to think so,’ he answered, suddenly looking worried and going all defensive on us. 

‘Cool,’ Ben answered, grinning. ‘We haven't got many of those.’ 

All worry quickly disappeared from Guy’s face, soon being replaced by the same radiant smile that we had seen earlier in the day. 

I felt a familiar tingling sensation in my loins and quickly thought, ‘God, not here.’ 

‘So, what do you think of the idea for the musical?’ I asked him. 

He shrugged and said, ‘It's something different I suppose. It won't be easy coming up with all those songs though.’ 

‘Hmmm. Have you got any suggestions?’ I asked. 

‘I'll have to sit down and go through my collection. You guys ought to come over one day after school and have a look. You might find something you like.’ 

‘Yeah, that'd be great,’ we both answered. 

‘I suppose there would be a heap of songs we could use for the musical if we have a look. But we better make sure there's not too much soppy shit through it. I think that that's what the girls will come up with mainly.’ 

‘Hmmm. So, what sort of music do you like listening to?’ I asked. 

‘All sorts of different stuff really. Ummm, I don't like too much of the new stuff, but mostly the oldies from the eighties and
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