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MY HIGH school doesn't let boys dance with other boys.

But that's who I want to dance with and the school has got nothing for me. I think they actually wrote it in to what they call their stupid bylaws: boys shall not dance with boys.

They make it sound so biblical, don't they?

I don't know what got into me but I didn't want to play by their rules.

Probably what really happened was that I saw an opportunity. You see, some girls in my 9th-grade class got this idea. After I thought about it, it was a pretty cool idea.

They had seen some dumb movie or something from the olden days. People in the movie had dance cards. I mean, what? You arrived at the ball, then people wrote their name on other people's cards - next to a song.

The girls got the activities coordinator to approve their version of a dance card dance. That's the name they gave it. Dance Card Dance.

Well, I got myself on the student coordinating committee of the Dance Card Dance. Pretty cool, right? I mean you know what I was gonna do.

There's this boy named Lindy.

My plan was to get my name written onto his card. My name is August. It's the month I was born in. Geez, my parents really went all out thinking up a name for me. They check the calendar, "Okay, let's call him August."

Well, both of our names, me and Lindy's, can be for a girl or a boy. I was gambling that the activities coordinator, who is a teacher named Mr. Russell, was not going to know what was going on.

That's the nice thing about the faculty. You can always count on them to be clueless.

Mr. Russell is the head enforcer at our dances. He goes around with a bucket of water that he throws on couples that are too close. When he does he goes, "There's no fun allowed!"

Okay, I made all of that up. But he is my homeroom teacher and he doesn't allow talking in there, a place where he is a shill for the school administration.

"It would behoove you to pay attention to these announcements."

Mr. Russell is not going to like it if I actually get to dance with Lindy. I think he really will have that bucket of water.

The thing is to get the second dance to the last, with an option for the last dance as well. Trust me, these girls on the planning committee have thought of everything. I'm sure the old-time dances never had card rules as defined as these. What's more, the rules are strict. You have to dance with the person assigned to you, no ifs ands or buts about it or any other out you think you may have.

The committee, under the guidance of Mr. Russell, doesn't want the best looking people to turn down a dance with some schlump that is way beneath their dignity. Mr. Russell believes in fairness. What's more, he believes in common decency.

Since it's so close to the end of the evening, I'm just hoping that everyone will let it slide, including Lindy. I want him to be like, "Oh, I looked at this name and..."

Then I will say pretty much the same thing about his name. And then we agree that the whole thing is really wacky and we start dancing together.

By the way, the girls have it planned out that the second-to-last song, which they started calling the penultimate song because Mr. Russell taught them that, is a slow song.

The last song, the ultimate, is a fast one.

If you are going to dance with Lindy, you may as well go for a slow song right off. Like the intellectuals at my school say, "Go big or go home."

I will tell Lindy that I want to pick up my option on the last song. Of course, I won't say it that way. I will just tell him there is no one else lined up on the card. If he looks, he will see that the space has been x-ed out.

"Besides, this is too good a song not to dance to."

He will buy it. I am telling myself that he wants this as bad as I do.

Mr. Russell is very worried. He keeps saying that he just knows that something is going to go wrong.

He's right. Me dancing with Lindy is the type of thing he is worried about but not because he has any idea that it could happen. Nobody has mentioned the possibility of that kind of mistake.

"What if we assign a boy to dance with a boy?"

It's not the kind of thing the dance committee would get wrong. These girls know everybody in the freshman class. They know that Lindy is a boy.

They will save Mr. Russell from a lot of the things that could go wrong because, unlike him, they are not clueless. Also, they aren't trying to pull a fast one like me. All they really want is to put on a really fun dance that no one has thought about doing for a couple hundred years.

I don't know if there's a bylaw that committee members are not allowed to pencil themselves in on somebody's dance card. How could there be a bylaw? There's never been a card dance at our school. Mr. Russell said so, that he had never heard of it around here.

He called me in to his office because I'm the only boy on the committee. He wanted to know if it was difficult for me to work with a bunch of girls when you consider how crazy they are. In particular, he said they are boy crazy.

That's about when he wanted to know if any of them were planning something he should know about, if I knew what he meant. I told him I didn't quite know what he meant.

I could have said, "Do you mean like if they are gonna pencil themselves in for the penultimate dance with a boy they want?"

If I had said it, he would have said, "That's exactly what they would do, do you know if they are?"

I don't think I was boy crazy. Not sure if I had heard the phrase before. I was definitely Lindy crazy, that's for sure.

When I think about the slow dance me and him are going to have, I think about what I can say to him. It's about the one time for talking to him since the music isn't as loud plus you are closer to his ear.

Maybe I will say, "I want to pick up my option on the ultimate dance."

But he doesn't know the language of the committee. I think of other things I could say that don't make much sense.

Like, "Lindy, are you boy crazy?"

I'm always getting these words from somebody else. I need to try and think of my own words to use. That's when I kind of draw a blank.

Mr. Russell wants to know if he can count on me for the night of the dance. It's that he doesn't know what could go wrong and he needs somebody to head that off if it is about to happen.

I tell him he can count on me.

After he finds out that I have danced with Lindy, I don't know what he's going to say. He will tell me he expected that kind of thing from any one of the girls on the committee but never from me.

I am still relying on a better reaction from everybody, even Mr. Russell, that they all see it as a very funny thing that happened.

"Those zany kids, the names got all jangled up on the dance cards and lookie here, we've got August dancing with Lindy."

I see it in my hopeful view that Mr. Russell apologizes to me for how things got so twisted around but he's proud of how I was such a good sport to just go ahead and dance with Lindy.

He wants to know if I had ever met him before. I hadn't, of course.

Mr. Russell is also proud of Lindy for not squealing to his parents or anything and making trouble for the school. But it's not so much he's proud of him, it's more like he wants to thank him for not hitting the roof and calling a lawyer.

When we have danced the last dance, I want to tell Lindy we should go somewhere and hang out for a while. Or maybe I will suggest it for the next day, which will be a Saturday and we can hike through the park. I see everything going the way I want it to and it all starts with his dance card.

I will pencil his name in on my own card in case he wants to double-check that it matches his schedule. I think I've thought of everything. Nothing can possibly go wrong.

I don't know if I will put other names on my card, or just that one slot with Lindy's name. The card would look odd without the other names. In fact, it would look suspicious.

There aren't any names I want on there, not girls or boys. I only want Lindy. I have wanted him since I saw him and I just thought we would meet by chance sooner or later. It's going to look like a chance meeting except you know that it isn't.

I don't intend to tell anyone what I'm up to. It doesn't serve my purpose. The one and only thing that does is me dancing with Lindy.

The girls are planning to randomly pick the names for all the cards. I've got no idea how that works exactly. I'll just write my own card the way I decide is best. I can write in names but never dance with those people. Their cards won't have my name.

If Mr. Russell wants to see my card, I'll show it to him. He won't know it's bogus. He won't know who Lindy is. I don't think he knows the students individually because he views all of them as a nameless mob destined for a life behind bars.

I don't claim to understand the logistics of getting all the names on all the cards
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