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Journey by Water

by K.|.Bard

That was the summer of my bicycle. Back in Chic#idonever
been allowed a bike — too dangerous — but her@ensmall northern
Minnesota town to which we'd just moved, | set adearning how to
ride. Once mastered, my bike became an escapele/ehifrom my
family, from small town life.

When not eating, resting or engaged in some coropulssk that
summer, | was on my bike, happily pumping awayhat pedals, adding
up hour upon hour in circuits first of the town atien the adjacent
countryside.

The bicycle I'd chosen was not the typical boyk biith red frame
and wide, balloon tires. It was a black Englisberaoffered for sale in
the local paper. You'd have to go back to thefifttes to understand the
oddness of my choice. Boys are creatures of custodhritual; they
habitually exclude unconventional elements fronirtlies. Choosing a
three-speed racer was my way of both joining thlmvdrand asserting
my own individuality.

As July melted into August, | tended more and mtoréeave the
paved highways and track out on the less busyrdatls. A Raleigh
racer is hardly the ideal bike for this. The otheys could lazily float
on their big tires over the dirt, wide handlebaesking the steering easy.
My curved handlebars were designed for paved reaihg and my
narrow wheels bit unmercifully into sand and gravielook several nasty
tumbles at first, but by late summer | was abledwagate our back roads
with pleasant competence, although | was nevey agae to relax while doing
So.

Cycling sets up internal as well as external rhyhnyour body and
much of your mind are occupied with the physicsiks$eof maintaining motion,
balance and directional control. But a big partyoti is left to take in
snatches of scenery, to review how a youthful dojeabhould have been
handled or a parental confrontation avoided, am] otid things break
through to consciousness without predictabilitge®ming logic. So it was on
that day in late August when | set out for Bird &iv

Some stretches of the road were cool. Tall treps BBack the sun and
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the air felt more like spring than late summeretwith the sharpness of a
drawn line, the old trees would give way to a sectf logged land choked
with a new growth of aspen, thick as pencils iug, @hd moose maple, and
thin, wispy birch, and a scattering of balsam rfsing to claim spots, all
going riot in the sun. Here the air was hot: #swike passing into an
overheated room where water had long been bottingef. Insects thrived:
big grasshopper-like creatures that flew low amcketl with their black and
yellow wings, and others that made a locust-like land buzz from further up
the trees.

| ducked my head at the droning approach of a beifoéé bee-lining to
some important destination of its own, heedlesspadsing boys... and
suddenly | was back on Father Steven's bed as laufiged at the screen
which simultaneously denied it freedom and allogredtle currents of air to
pass along my bare body. The memory came likeaigg pink sphere
of sticky-sweet bubble gum at a boy's lips.

Father Steven belonged earlier in my life, befoeedwnoved north.
He worked at my first parish school. He was inrghaf the grade five
altar boys, and he sometimes helped with the civbiere | sang.

There was no particular reason for me to have Ikater Steven as a
person: my upbringing simply made it mandatoryotzey and respect
priests. Linked as they were with God's Work orrtlEait was
impossible for me to conceive of priests as rdallnan, at least in the way
| was human — a young creature who required admathwherein to produce
fouled water and awesome stinks.

When Father Steven said he wanted to talk to metalso priestly
vocation" | had a very clear idea of what he meaie were, if nothing
else, regularly deluged with pep talks about tispelate need for priests and
nuns. A Catholic boy reaching grade five who di&nbw exactly and in
immense detail what a "vocation" was would have toable retarded. But
when such a lofty person spoke to me personallysaathed to want to win
my friendly approval, | didn't know what to makeiif| was more nervous
than cognizant at the time, but for years | cod@datl snatches of Father
Steven's talk. The religious content | promptlygéd, for it was too
voluminous and too boring. More personally intiingswas Father Steven's
repeated observation that | was "getting to bgdby now."

"Do you know how priests live, Harry?" he askedane day.

"No, Father."

"We're just like everyone else, you know. I'm jiils# your mother or
your father. I'm just like you, too. Did you kndhat?"

"Yes, Father." | lied — because it seemed the thintg | could do at the
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time.

"I want you to pray with me, Harry, will you do tRa Will you pray
for a vocation with me?"

"Yes, Father,” | responded, quietly relieved ang@ihg I'd now be
able to escape with nothing more than a rosaryayo d4f only Father
Steven wouldn't drag it out!

"Good. I'm glad to hear that, Harry. When youypfar such a
serious thing as a vocation to the priesthood yaistrdo so with real
knowledge of what you are praying for. We will pran the rectory
together, so | can show you how I live as a ptiest.

So it was to be more than a rosary. Father Stegme, guiding
me by the shoulder, into the old rectory buildipgst empty rooms with
doors open, toward a back staircase carpeted shpkd, our noiseless
tread unnoticed in the still house. We enterehyaliedroom above the
garages formerly reserved for the non-clerical lielpnow occupied by
the most junior priests. There was a double kmeeléch Father Steven
steered me toward, giving me a downward push wreereached it.

Then began the rosary drone, Father Steven leadiadgpllowing.
For some years | had been adept at doing this wiithaying the least
attention to what | was saying. | was observing rilom which, except
for the kneeler, could easily have been in my gnawitier's house with
all the dresser scarves, lace curtains and fumdoilies.

We came to the last bead, the last "Amen". | wlaieatching from
the comer of my eye for a cue. Father Steven Inobig rosary to his
lips: good news, there would be no second rourtafers. We put our
rosaries away, and | rose from the kneeler whedidhe

Looking at me and nodding slowly, he said, "Thismg room,
Harry. See? A priest's life is like anybody edseXxcept we have duties
to God as well as to our fellows. Do you underd®in

"Yes, Father."

"Stay with me for a few minutes so | can get townmu better."
Motioned to a chair, | sat, feeling nearly as tegpas if we were saying
another rosary.

When you are a boy, it is unwise to anger those atthority over you.
It is better to tell them what they want to helacouldn't risk Father Steven
deciding that 1 was a "bad" boy unworthy of redéomptvho needed to be
"corrected" in front of other priests and nunspélivhom would pick up on
his signal. So | became a willing accomplice séuploring the possibility
that priesthood might be for me. In order to esc¢dfd have politely
agreed to almost anything that would secure F&kmren's pleasure, and
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my freedom in return.

"You're a lucky boy, Harry, if God calls to yousaon. | can give you a
special blessing, almost like a second baptismjdo/our being born into
God's calling. Would you like my special blessihg?

"Yes, Father," | agreed, not knowing at all whanieant.

"Come here, my boy. Stand before me. Do you khow you
came into the world of flesh and sin?"

| was unable to respond, but it didn't matter.

"God calls to you to recognize your frail, humamditon. He wishes
you to be as you once were, His innocent, unsailedtion. To be reborn for
Him you must come to Him as you were at the baginaf your life. Do you
understand?"”

That kind of direct question always prompted theesaesponse: "Yes,
Father.” We would say "yes" in our school evewef didn't know what we
were answering to because it allowed us to buy &éntkperhaps figure out
with the next question what the priest wanted to.he

"Step closer now. I'm going to undress you sonl loi@ss you from
head to toe with holy water, and then you will eearn as God's special
child."

That took me by complete surprise. Father Steggarbunbuttoning my
shirt, my school clip-on tie dangling to one sidemy collar. | let him
proceed for the same reasons | would have alloweodyavho started a
new game to make up the rules. This was Fatheers¢egame, and he set
the field accordingly.

Pulling my shirt loose from my trousers, then toghime around to
remove it, Father Steven talked quietly of Godigelfor us, saying there
was no such thing as physical modesty among prig8ten the shirt was
gone, he turned me to face him again. "Now yoettebsit to remove your
shoes and socks. When you're bare you'll feelecodrthis room is very
hot in the afternoon..." He ran a finger acrosaupper lip beaded in sweat.

Some boys are physically shy; others can stradutiiin their houses in
undershorts or less and never act awkward. | named toward modesty,
although the summer before I'd been naked in fobmumerous priests
and even nuns while being bathed at the Guardigal&amp. Still, alone in
that little room with Father Steven, | hesitated.

"Let's finish up, Harry, so | can bless you. Cdmaee."

I moved to him, looking down with embarrassmentrgt bare feet.
For some reason | always felt more naked goingtdimefoot than | did
with the rest of my body unclothed.

"It's not the time for turning shy, my boy." Fatt#teven tugged at
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my belt with one hand while steadying my side wfitd other.

Now, we have all been touched by the clinical hafidictors or nurses,
and nearly everyone has experienced some degleéngf touch, whether
from passion or sympathy. But a priest's handSatedden to touch in
those ways. When hands know little of work exdamering the rosary,
holding a pen or pressing the palms and fingerstheg in prayer, they
become especially delicate instruments. Such hamalger for flesh, yet it
takes only the most superficial contact to sati@en. A priestly touch is both
warm and cool, caressing and remote. Perhapsgasdkaw from skin to skin
and we exist as receivers. From his touch | lebmmare of Father Steven than
he ever could have told me. And while one couttguthat his touch was
tainted because he used deception to achieveyiuifwere the boy being
touched you would have felt something of the lgrielynan side of the man
whose occupation required such subterfuge.

Having somebody else's hand on my own zipper wak imdhe
extreme. Not even my mother had zipped or unzippedor years. It was
as if Father Steven had suddenly made me once angoeing child who
had to be coddled and undressed. The heavy csltdgdund my feet of
their own weight. Father Steven paused for bréatta moment, then
slipped my shorts down, too. "Stand there, Hasfyile | get the holy
water."

| have said | was inclined toward physical modeBgradoxically, | also
thoroughly enjoyed nakedness. Unclothed, | wasea boy, free of the
corduroy pants, heavy shoes, white shirts and bklol ties which
symbolized captivity in a Catholic school. So tmdy thing | didn't like
about being naked in Father Steven's room was \iievardness of the
situation.

I, of course, was unable to see myself as | emémyedmy uniform that
day. With a boy of northern Slavic descent, yoveh@aucasian features
and coloring that life gives to pale northern akifd A boy of my age then has
tender skin, soft like the inside of pale roselpetBortions of his frame poke
through at ribs and spine. The jaw is apt to l@epdh defined. Blood
vessels form a trace-work of blue or ruddy linesitgting the veining of stone,
but organized to deliver life to distant parts. eBva most ordinary kid
(which, | suppose, | was) is a marvel of actualubes, tones, contrasts,
promises and meanings.

And so Father Steven was trembling slightly asedtermed with the
holy water, brought from a silver-capped bottlehisidresser. It crossed my
mind that if | could make a priest act so diffelefutst by being naked before
him, what else might | be able to do, given encdtiglk to find out?
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"Fold your hands, Harry," he said. | obeyed, bowad head as for
normal prayer. Everything was normal, except | malsed. The first drops
hit me, causing goose-flesh. | wanted to giggleather Steven was
muttering a prayer in Latin, then interjected, 'Tgtowly, Harry, so | can
bless all parts of you with the water."

| rotated, feeling the water spatter on me in ssiee waves. | imagined
myself as some kind of praying angel, althoughobpbly looked more like a
smirking Caravaggio Cupid. Boys of ten may beaddut they are certainly
capable of knowing what is funny and what isn't.

Clearing his throat, Father Steven told me to daigdoed and lie upon
it until the holy water evaporated. "Think abowiuy vocation. Pray that
God will guide you. I'll pray with you."

| settled onto the bed, trying not to muss his cmekbrs. | folded my
hands in altar boy style on my chest. | trieddwéry still, but | soon got
bored, now that the blessing and sprinkling werer.ovShifting my eyes
from side to side, | could alternately see eittamelgroin or the tip of my
pee pee with its thumb-like button of rosier flesircumcised boys have
nothing hidden there. The penises of uncircumds®g, | thought, were
more like worms: all skin. Having spent many ewgsi collecting worms
and night-crawlers, | knew it was impossible tbuglich end of a worm was
which. With a snake you could easily distinguisgtah from tail. | had a
shake. | shot glances, to amuse myself, at the: dfeay serpent, a darker
spot on my otherwise pale form.

And then the fly bumbling against the screen camghattention. |
listened to that fly — and beyond it to the kidgtanplayground far away. The
fly buzzed to escape, bumping into the screen amdrover. And now a
bumble bee had just escaped colliding with my Ingdace as | pedaled my
Raleigh racer down that dusty road.

I'd gone back to Father Steven, and not just owdsen asked if | wished
to be blessed again, I'd begin automatically twbes | was flattered Father
Steven thought I'd be a good priest. At home laradaltar on my dresser
and offered Mass, concentrating on the good péatttaé host, water and wine.
Thinking of Father Steven, | often celebrated itha nude. Once when my
pee pee felt peculiar | wrapped my rosary arourahdt dragged the cool
beads over the stem and across the wrinkly pouatthsld my pills.

"Il bless your parts, Harry, to secure you invedlys and in all things
to God's holiest work," Father Steven said. Hegiahis fingers over
my eyes. "l bless your eyes in the name of Saidé that you may ever
see God's miracles about you." He touched my lippdless your mouth
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and tongue that you may ever praise the Lord." smte continued working
his way along my body... until he came to my pee, pvhich he blessed
too — | can't remember in which saint's name — balyised the Latin word
which I'd never heard before and understood asisive(l figured that the

"wee" in "wenis" meant tiny — not a bad guess foog my age, for I'd never
have thought Latin, the language of the Church, tnasd enough to
encompass things like a boy's pee pee. It wassonhe months later when
other boys made fun of my saying "wenis" that tned the right word.)

The truth is I'd have listened to many silly terfos the sake of
those few minutes of physical sensation. Peelinagad my clothes,
freeing myself of heavy corduroy and sweat-dampeundar was a
delight. The showers of holy water made me tirigl®ody, giggle in
spirit and soar with the hope that my blessingsld/itt me into higher
and better realms of life. What other boy, | re®sh was getting such
top-to-toe skin blessings? Wasn't | destined tbdteer for it?

Plus, and it was a big plus, there was the otheasplre of being
touched. The trouble with an angel, or a statsi¢hat it isn't touched.
Good Catholic boys don't get sensual touch: oste#c training. | was
parched for contact. | was desperate to feel ttramy skin. I'd have
done almost anything to keep getting Father Stevemaste touches to
my bare flesh.

It all came rushing back as | pedaled down thatydusad. The
bubble-gum bubble of memory had burst and left niih wthe mess.
Father Steven had vanished from my life when | wer new school for
grade six, and ever since I'd preferred not tokthébout what had
happened so often in that little room in the rector

| coasted down the valley slope toward the rivee bicycle my
ally, antagonist... and reminder, for it restedngetn my legs just as I'd
once stood naked between Father Steven's leg)efoot, acting silly,
flirting before | knew what flirting was, trying tooax out of him a few
more small touches.

| stopped short of the bridge and led my bike ofbithe woods to
hide it. Why was a boy's bike different from al'gt Having mashed
my nuts on the frame a time or two | was certagirks was better suited
to male anatomy. Weren't the bars on boy's biledibatately put there
to echo what juts out of our groins?

Pushing my bike with one hand on that bar deepertire foliage |
recalled how my little pee pee stuck out every timmdressed for Father
Steven and stood between his legs. A stiff peegbese ten was only a

76



curiosity to which | had yet to attach any realndigance. | saw no
connection then between being undressed, the stifffiess, the sensation of
being touched and what adults said was sex.

| relinquished my bike against a tree, humiliatgdh®ese memories. |
couldn't believe I'd been so stupid as to starimbimt of a priest while | had a
boner. What self-respecting adolescent wouldniddér at recalling an
ignorance so great and pitiful, and especially held actively participated in
the process? True, I'd only had a pee pee thehnathing "dirty" had
taken place, but how did | know that, having onmae so close to joyfully
committing one of the greatest sins, | would knaw o resist when larger,
stronger temptations assailed me? The growth ofpey pee into a
respectable cock in the years since alerted méeadéveloping peril.
What started off life with me as an innocent garsiesike was becoming an
anaconda, capable of choking the life out of memeiimes my grip would
seek to subdue it, but that usually resulted inetbimg other than the defeat
of the engorged and rampant serpent.

| emerged from the hiding place I'd found for migebi |1 would shed
all these confusions in the cool river water. &inmving north, nature had
become my opiate. | could lose myself in its sayrtte sight of frogs
peeping out along the banks and water bugs daatrass the surface of a
pool. | pushed through a thick, wild growth ofgerleaf aster and
bunchberries, with ferns over-topping them. Thabblries, just beginning to
bear fruit, crowded out almost everything else lacgs, and all, of course,
was topped by scrub willows and alders. Closehéoriver jewelweed
and fireweed in bloom thinned out, leaving portiook riverbank
exposed as ragged beaches. | was about to stepoatof these when
suddenly | spotted another boy near the bridgenadoit

The boy was naked. He'd been swimming. | coulds®was a
couple of years older than I, for there was a lianirbush at his groin
and his torso was already well muscled. He ha# Hair and tanned,
almost olive-colored skin.

My first reaction was curiosity, then anger. Thisy had invaded
my private place, which, of course, was ridiculoudidn't own the pool
beneath the bridge, and he'd arrived first. My fel stopped just short
of a water-worn aspen log that rested at the bayriolstween beach and
foliage. | would use it to get a better view of rogmpetition before
withdrawing, for it was obvious the boy hadn't seenyet. | planted my
tennis shoes on the log and leaned forward forttarleok.

Then everything happened very quickly. | starglip. In trying
to regain my balance, | lunged backwards, but ¢imy resulted in my
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feet flying off the log. | twisted on the way dowout in so doing fell
heavily with my chest against an up-jutting brao€tanother log. After
that | don't remember anything for a bit, untildnee to with someone
speaking to me.

"Hey, kid, you OK? Can you hear me, kid? Say gbing if you're
OK."

"IHHHHHH!" | tried desperately to suck some winddk into me.

It was the boy, of course, still just as naked, bending over me
with friendly concern.

| dragged out another "IHHHH" of sucked air, pehaplittle less
desperate.

"l figured you were a moose or something when y@steed down
over here. Scared hell out of me! Then | saw ym@akers sticking out
like you were dead. You a little better now?"

"YIHHHH."

"Want to sit up? Here, I'll help you." The boygbed my hand and
tugged me upright until | was able to sit, weavstightly. "Maybe you
ought to stay like this for a while. 1 think youst knocked your wind
out."

"YEEHHHH." Slowly | could feel myself regaining ntrol of my
breathing. "Ohhh-Kay, I'm OK."

| felt like a prize fool and realized | must haesked pretty stupid.
"Take your time," the boy said. "We got all dag’ awon't leave or
nothing until I know you're going to be all right."

Had | been alone | probably would have cried frdva pain, but
with the older boy beside me | had to act braved Awas enormously
grateful. After all, he'd have every right to begey having had someone
scare the hell out of him when he was bare-asst higunakedness
actually seemed a matter of indifference to him.

"Let me check your arms and stuff. Tell me if dvigg hurts or
feels broke. | broke an arm once, and it feelbwe#d, let me tell you."

He ran his hands over my arms, testing gently, thgnegs, then
the back of my head where his fingers did a sloargde combing soil
and twigs out of my hair as he did. "Can't findytamg here but a
growing bump,” he said. "The skin's not broke. Il Baur shirt up —
never mind, I'll do it. Bend forward a little sedn see, OK?"

He tugged the bottom my shirt up to my neck andtinaad his
examination. “"Some bruises, but nothing too b&e, 'said, almost to
himself. His hands — big rough-looking hands, wnabserved — were
remarkably gentle. "I think your shirt's in worskeape than your back.
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Here's where your wind got knocked out." He touchetender place
just above my solar plexus.

[ jumped. "Ow! You're right."

"The way you went down, though, | bet it's your #sst's in the
worst shape.”

"I know," | said. "I gotta sit on it."

He smiled. His brown eyes were full of concernnd gomething
else which only much later would | learn to recagnas the beginnings
of arousal. "l think you're gonna live, kid. Yewanna try getting up
now? We'll go down to the water and you can clgfin My dad always
says cold water keeps injuries from getting blackwollen. You came
here for a dip, | bet, didn't you?"

| nodded.

"You already know why | was here, so | guess we learbuddies
and share our bare-ass beach together, OK?"

| nodded, then added, "Sure."

"Get up when | pull, OK?"

"You'll catch me if | start to fall?"

"Yep. No problem."

He led me to where he had discarded his clotheshaddme sit on
his jeans. | sank slowly, grateful | could placg butt on something
reasonably soft.

"Here, give me your T-shirt."

"Why?"

"You'll see.”

He waded into the stream and started vigoroushhingsmy shirt.
| watched his muscles move in dappled sunlightwHHadmired his ease
at being naked. The sun began to warm my shod&sl. f

He returned from the water, penis swaying from daeide with
each step. In the privacy of my room I'd oftents@g own organ on
trips from thigh to thigh prior to its getting $tiaind springy. Now |
dropped my eyes in embarrassment, only to look bpnahis feet came
into view and see his penis only inches from myenos

"You wanna do it or should I?" he asked.

"Do what?"

"Your cuts.”

"Do the ones on my back."

What is this mystery of water? The church blesseand Father
Steven sprinkled it on my naked body. Now | fekaothing my cuts and
bruises, and perhaps, too, at the hands of thenpgpirit as well.
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He ended up sponging the cool river water gentialbmy cuts and
braises, then sat down cross-legged next to meenrioccupied portion
of his jeans. | moved to make room for him, thenced at the pain. He
smiled.

"Not funny,” | said. "Hurts too much to be funny."

"If you saw your face you'd think it was funny. tByou're better.
You might even live, kid. And you got me to tharRoctor Bare-ass."

"You don't have a black bag," | said.

"Nope. Just a couple of nuts in a sack."

"Oh." | blushed. Obviously | was out-gunned.

"You're from town, huh." It was a statement, nquastion.

| nodded.

"You know where I'm from?"

| shook my head.

"Trailer camp. | figured you were from town rigivay. Your dad
works in one of the offices?"

I nodded again. "He's the inventory planner,id sath some pride.

"You didn't know | was from the camp, huh? Areytiu scared
being with one of the tough camp kids?"

I shook my head. "I'm just glad you were heret'stedl."

"Well," he said with a slow, languid smile, "I gsesaked kids all
look pretty much the same, but when we pull ouschatk on you'll know
who's from where right away."

He was right when he said | was afraid of trailamp kids: they
had bad reputations. The camp lay outside thetdimi our safe, if
socially stratified, town. There lived the migrautitrought in to do short-
term bull and muscle work. They brawled; the mesrenmdrinkers and
woman chasers. Their kids were exposed to thingmoa Catholic boy
wasn't even supposed to know about. But with #@he Catholic
upbringing had come, with me, a tendency to sidé tie accused, the
maligned, those denied full access to God's lovenay have been an
incipient reformer, but, sitting beside this strang/der boy who had,
even more strangely, been so nice to me, | wasjastaa bit afraid of
getting my rear creamed.

He drew me out of my doubts by teasing me in thenflliest way
possible: "You wanna take a swim with me or spémal afternoon
pressing my jeans?"

The crisis, if there had been, was over. | sa&lré," with all the
enthusiasm of a smaller boy responding to the daktentions of a
bigger kid.
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"You better get strippin' then."

| stood, a bit unsteadily, and pulled down my pastspped out of
them with my feet still on his jeans, using thenaasat. | was afraid the
boy would find my body awfully puny in comparisorithivhis. But fair
was fair. If it was a bare-ass beach you went-hage | began folding
my pants into fourths.

"You always do that with your clothes in the wodds®@ asked,
amused.

"Well, I..."

"If it was me, I'd take my sopping T-shirt and iaflat in the sun so
it would look half-way decent when | got home." igave me a sly
smile. "l have a mother, too, and mine would ki if | wrecked a new
shirt like that. Hell, she'd have a fit if she inewas standing here bare-
balls having a social visit with a management by mom's real big on
doing things proper." He idly slid a hand to higsnand scratched the loose
skin. "She wouldn't like me doing this either, buteast you didn't catch me
in holey underwear with skid marks, right?"

| responded with my best dumb expression.

"Skid marks. You know, the brown streaks in ydkivss if you don't
wipe good. Doesn't your mom give you the old rigeste about having
clean shorts in case you're in an accident?"

All too true. Catching on at last, | nodded.

"Well, you gonna drop them things and get youriaghe water, or
you gonna stand there and think about it some rfore?

That got me moving. The shorts went quickly, dmehtl was naked,
hoping | wouldn't seem like too much of a little@ kiand that he wouldn't
make fun of my penis because it wasn't as develapéis. That summer it
had achieved about the magnitude of half a hot aludj,each side of where it
was rooted there were two clumps of brown curldhvatfaint line of new
growth above starting to bridge the gap on my etfserarid groin.

"So... you got one, too, huh?" the boy said.

Again | gave him my "dumb" response.

"You got a leech stuck between your legs, like | donly mine's
been stuck on me longer, so it's bigger. Getdf?'k

"Oh." | smiled uncertainly.

"Turn around so | can inspect your rear."

| obeyed.

"It's a little red, is all. You're going to be énMuscles."

"Muscles?" | said.

"Well, you never told me your name, so | got tickgaying kid all the
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time. You got a name?"

"Harry." | put out my hand which, with both of irsthe nude, must
have looked pretty silly.

But the boy simply took it and said, "I'm Dom. Dam Victor
Williams, one of the few kids you'll ever meet wehall first names.
Names are a pain, aren't they? Like calling yotryHa'm the one with all
the hair, but they gave you the name. Weird, huh?"

| was beginning to catch on to Dom's way of jokimgl wising off, but
without being nasty. | started toward the wateying carefully because the
soles of my feet were still unaccustomed to bardfte

"Hang on, Harry. Before | let you in my pool yoatdo put that T-
shirt out in the sun. I'm not going to be respaedior saving your ass only
to have your mother bust it because you messedthyour clothes."

"Oh, yeah, | forgot."

The pool under the bridge couldn't have been nhaire four feet deep at
its middle. Once in, Dom hunkered down in the wateps shining in his
plastered-down hair.

"Duck your head," he ordered.

Again | gave him my dumb look.

"Under the water. You aren't swimming if you dayet your head

wet."
| sank under and popped up with a smile.
"Too bad this pool ain't bigger and deeper, baithigtter than nothing.
The worst thing it's so far from camp. It takes amehour and a half. |
even have to cut through part of the mine propang hope the guards
don't spot me. But it's better than sitting home leing bored."

"The town beach is pretty boring."

"At least you got one. The trailer camp ain't gothin'. Sure, a
laundromat where you can see people fight or eswsonce in a while, but
there's nothin' fun, not even the Rec buildingabse that's a total wreck."

"You should have things to do," | said earnestpu could come to the
town beach. It's public. It doesn't even costlasing."

"Well, those jeans you were using for a rug ard@tkind of thing
town people want to have on their nice beach. dh'disee you around
school last year."

"No, we came up in June."

"So you don't know the score yet. You will in avfeveeks. If
you're from the trailer camp you're not welcomehey don't even like
the idea of us going to your school, but they gtdtaus in because it's
the law."
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"I'd let you come onto the beach," | said indighant'l don't see
why they should treat you different from me. it fair.”

"Would you protect me if bad people came after Marry?" he
asked sarcastically.

"Well, at least I'd try," | said, hurt.

"Hey, I'm sorry. | bet you would, too. Look, wglist be water
babies, OK?" Dom swished his arms back and fonéking waves in
the little pool. "The trouble with squatting likieis is you get tired. Let's
try laying out on those underwater rocks."

We found a place in the shallows where we couldsge together
as if on a lounger. | was soon wedged nicely amtmmfortable position
with a smooth rock on one side of me and Dom orother.

He continued talking, wise-cracking, while | jusij@yed the feel of
the water and his body against mine: warmth anlahinbined. A faint
memory of priestly hands failed to intrude upon plgasure.

"You're shorter than me, Hair, but other than that is fine. | could
use your head for an arm rest."

"Go ahead.”

| was happy to be used. | was even happier whetrdygped his
arm off my head and onto my shoulders, exposingenabrmy skin to
that sensuous feel of warmth and coolness. Inlfas fast forgetting
all about my injuries. | was so content | didrveer notice at first that
Dom was idly fingering my upper arm, as thoughitgsmy flesh, over
and over.

"It's weird the way you feel under water," he said.

"I know." We seemed to be thinking the same thing.

"Yeah. You're warmer than the water, but the detgart is just as
cool, until | press. Then it's warm. It's a weiegling, and your skin's
super slippery at the same time, like you were amsialooded fish."

"Fish?" | objected. The last thing | wanted toired Dom of was a
slimy old carp or something.

"Well, try if you don't believe me. Here..."

| probed his arm with my fingers. "Geez," | saide was right. |
pressed, probed, stroked to see how his flesh elabingemperature and
texture. "You're warm and cool, but your arm Isoale big muscle, and |
feel little parts of it tense and relax when | mong fingers."

"That's 'cause it tickles!" Dom laughed.

We swiveled back into our old position, only thHimé Dom dropped
his arm behind my back. His hand now cupped my hip fingers
gently stroking it as if it were a sleeping puppy.
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It was about then that | began to suspect sometiggwas going
down with Dom. My pleasure and excitement had yivee a boner, one
| didn't even realize | had until | slyly checkednith my hand. In the
cool flow of water I'd hardly been able to distirgjuone nice feeling
from another. Now | was glad the water came welbuer my bone. |
wasn't sure what Dom would do if he caught me Wwith

"This is nice, huh?" Dom said, patting my hip.

"Really nice! Better than the town beach."

"No crowds, right?" His hand on my hip nudged imeard him in
a kind of one-armed hug. "Boy, | bet | could alin@sach around your
waist."

"You're tickling!" | said.

Now | felt very young again. | was wiggling andygiing while
Dom remained still, holding me down. When his érggprobed toward my
groin | was glad | had a bone: sticking straighinto the current, my penis
was out of his reach.

But not so my few pubic hairs, which, even weteddike motion
receptors, like cat whiskers. | wondered idlyafune put hair on us down
there so we could tell if hands were invading awirts.

"You're tickling!" | repeated, this time louder.

"That so?!"

Dom's other arm came around me, and before | knéat was
happening he'd slid me over me onto his lap andheéding me fast with
both hands on my upper chest. | let my legs spvetiieside his into a V.

"There," he said, "now | can really tickle you dwydon't behave."

There is a standard kid response to a ticklinglwa don't really want
to stop but which you also need to keep from goawgfar. "I'll pee if you
tickle me too much," | warned.

"You mean you might wet on me?"

"Yup."

"Gee, and here | thought you were a nice kid."

"l am."

"But go ahead — you might give some minnow it$ fict shower."

Very lightly he was tickling my throat, my nipplaad the sides of my
chest.

"Don't! Don't!" | giggled.

"Well, you were gonna wet on me. You think | sliblét you get
away with that?"

"Sure do."

"You can't go around peeing on guys that saved hfeut
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"But you're wet already!"

Once | got used to his tickle-attack game | settledn to enjoy it.
| stimulated new attacks by saying deliberatelyvpoative things, and
Dom led me along with forays of his own. | gradydlecame aware of
a hard part of him pressing at the base of my spinevondered if it
really was what | suspected, but the lower pamngfback couldn't be
sure.

"You're a nice kid, aren't you, Harry?"

"Yes! Yes! I'mreal nice. I'll be nicer than amg! You'll kill me if
you keep tickling. Il be nice!"

"You better. If you sit still | won't tickle youput you gotta stay
still, OK?"

"I'l be good! I'll be good! I chanted.

"But you gotta bextragood or I'll really let you have it."

Tired now, and grateful for the break, | noddedyhato stop with
the game for a while. Dom's hands on my sidexeélathen slid down
until he was holding me lightly about the waist.

"You're an OK kid, Harry," he said. "You're goitg be kind of a
masher, too, when you get big."

"Masher?" The only kind of masher | knew was usadcooked
potatoes.

"You'll be knockin' 'em dead with looks and a gdmdld. You're
gonna fill out nice, | bet."

"Oh," was all | could think to say. | wondered witavas like to be
older like Dom and be able to guess things abduwropeople's future
looks. One of Dom's hands slipped onto the tompfthigh and began
slowly moving back and forth. | didn't stop hirmdabefore long his
other hand was doing the same tiling to my othgr le

His fingers made warm furrows in my flesh; his thasmucked
deeper and deeper into my tender inner thighsjrogunse to gasp a little
with shock and pleasure. It felt so good | coulgnssibly protest, so it's
hardly surprising that | almost flew straight upt ofithe water when first
one of his thumbs and then the other made passintaat with my
scrotum.

"EEEEHHHH!" | rasped. How similar was that soundy painful
gasp for breath when Dom first came to my rescue!

"Like that?" Dom's voice was suddenly conspiraicsind knowing.

| couldn't answer. The feeling zipping through w&s too strong
for words. | simply squirmed, wiggled my butt, wee of what my
innocent motion must have been doing to him. & &aesponse of pure
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animal pleasure.

"Then you'll like this, too."

I couldn't imagine things getting much nicer thaeyt were. Of
course | hadn't been thinking about my penis oh#ge known better.
My dick had gone hard and soft a humber of timasglythere in the
water with Dom — or at least | thought it had. Ndwvas thoroughly
hard, and suddenly | felt the warmth and press@ir@am's right hand
coming around it.

"There it is," he said with a quiet chuckle. 'gdired it was poked
up when | didn't find it before. This is no dinktgle worm you got here,
kid. You're really hung for being so young, yowow?"

| was too stunned to answer. Dom's hand was sur@lpriestly
hand. He held my penis — the all of me, it seemegd whole nervous
system — in a firm, assaying grip. This was najhike what I'd done
with other boys when we felt or compared our thingshat had been
uncomplicated, childish curiosity.

| was completely unprepared for what happened nBxim started
moving his hand under the water, and the thingd'dd out of all my life
was suddenly putting out feelings so intense | afiaid they might
actually be fatal. It was like a super nova expigdn my groin. It was
as though my spine was plugged into an electric dxak the pit of my
tummy was on a roller-coaster dive.

"YYiiieee," | sputtered, shrieked even, trying et gip, pushing with
my hands against Dom's hips. But Dom held me é&ast,his hand never
stopped stroking my penis.

After a moment | decided | wasn't actually dying.settled back
down in the water against Dom's body.

And in so doing | did the right thing for him. tising, I'd allowed
his penis to spring up, too, and now when | sakhatelt it sliding
against the buried root of my dick, shoving up asds the base of my
scrotum.

"That's better!" Dom breathed into my ear. "Clgsair legs on it
and I'll really feel good."

| obeyed. It felt nice. | didn't know why it fatice, but it did.

"Hold them tighter when | push, OK?" There wasuagency now
in Dom's voice.

| tensed my thighs as tight as | could and gaveethy® to the two
wonderful feelings of Dom's penis thrusting aloig tsensitive skin
between my ballsack and asshole and the fire Doamg was stoking in
my penis and veining out from its tip all over mydy. A shudder went
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through me, then another, stronger one, then d.thirdidn't know if |
could survive much more of this, and | suddenlychea for Dom's hand
and pulled it off my penis. | dissolved and wentg.

"Shit!" Dom cried. He was suddenly mad at me. é#&rtime for
you to get off and leave me with nothing to go on!"

| hadn't gotten off him. What was he talking alfout started to
rise, but was so wrung out | simply bumped wetlgkbanto his lap.

"Nice try," Dom said flatly, "but you gotta do bettthan that, Harry
kid."

"Huh?"

"I mean it was a nice try but it didn't work. Indigot far to go
anyways, so how about you doin' me as good asd gon?"

Without waiting for an answer, Dom began to turnaneund. "Sit
facing me like this. There. Stay out on my knses/ou can work my
tool. Put your hand around it... like that... thelNow move it like I'm
showing you. OK. Yeah. Keep doin' that, now."

Dom had wrapped his hand around mine and was sigomin the
stroke he wanted. | wasn't sure what | was ddiog,| followed Dom's
motions, and he seemed to like it.

"You keep that up, by yourself, I'll rub yours #lé more, too — if
you can stand it." He found my cock and then sattl surprise, "Hey,
you're still hard. Must be nice to bounce back thack. I'd be wiped."

"Wiped?" | hadn't the faintest idea what he wadrig about.

Distracted by what he was doing to my penis, myceairation
flagged. "Don't try no loose grip now, Hair! Jedzl go goofy if you let
go! No dragging it out. | been waitin' too londleep the grip right
there. Just like that. Yeah. Tight. Umm!"

| was hardly aware of what Dom was doing. All niteation was
focused on what was doing to him. | was actually holding somebody
else's boner! He was actually letting me — makinag— stroke it!

The realization made me giddy. His cock was soitbipemed |
ought to be using two hands on it. He said onendiag would be just as
huge! That made it easy to imagine it was my owgehdick | was
pulling on and that was giving me all these newwandderful feelings.

Settled now, face to face, with me at the rightagise over his
knees in the water, we had at last found an eadynatural way of
masturbating one another. He lay with his legsroahstraight and stiff
before him and | straddled his legs with mine spre@de. | liked the
pressure he exerted upwards. | loved watchingfdie make weird
expressions.
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Tingling, burning tickles seemed to be going offoader the place in
me. | was grinning like a fool. My tongue wagdedny open mouth. |
delivered little laughs, giggles and hoots. B ttool water masked
everything so | couldn't really observe what Donswlaing to me, or me
to him.

| could have kept this up forever, or until | kodkeut asleep, but |
realize now how different it must have been for Dohfelt him getting
tenser every minute. His penis seemed to expamtihi& face had gone
from being simply goofy to looking as though he vimssome sort of
race, rushing to cross the finish line. He clampexdhand over mine,
finally, and began to move it in a more deliberateady and rippling
way. | glanced down for a moment at the commatienvere making in
the water, and when | looked back at his facetitaly scared me. He
seemed to be in agony. His cheeks puffed out, hieemouth flung wide
for a scream that never came, rather a low, pulsiogn that | was afraid
meant he was having some kind of epileptic fitefhbefore | panicked,
his face changed again. Still racked with tens@smile crept around
the comers of his mouth, as though he was grinbetgveen waves of
pain. It reminded me of the way kids sometimed paén and mix it
with laughter when they wrestle hard.

| was so worried about whether Dom was OK thatinhe as a big
surprise when he grabbed me and pulled me ontahest in such a
hurry that | banged my knees on the rocks.

"Ow!" | cried.

"OK, sorry. Turn around and settle down on my ldy@ way you
were before — that's right — 'cause | just wargitdere for a while and
enjoy it, little buddy.”

| was glad for this warmth under me, for the riwexs beginning to
feel chilly.

"Let's get it right between your legs again, Hdrhe said, "but
don't clamp on it or anything, 'cause I'm real gemsafter shooting the
moon." He wrapped his arms around my chest. tlhigl hips lift and
subside under me in slow, comfortable waves.

"I thought you were going to pass out," | said.

"Felt like it, too. You're pretty good at this feuch a green kid."
He pressed his chin into the junction of my neclt simoulder.

"Yikes!" Dom had discovered a new connection betwehe
hollow of my neck and my penis, which now sprangiagnto erection.

"It's OK to wiggle like that," he said, "but dorget too carried
away."

88



With his semi-hard penis sliding loosely between thighs, |
decided to do a little exploring of my own. | bagalaying with my rod
as if it were a shift lever, pushing it one way gndling it another,
throwing in some pumping motions | had just learfrech Dom.

"Cripes," he said, surprised, "you still at it? &/lgou doin' now?"

"Nothing."

"l bet." He laughed, and his right hand droppedteck me out.
"Kid, you're really something. First | wonderedydu'd ever get homy,
and now | don't know if you'll ever quit. Whattstdke to get this thing
to go down? You like this all the time, or onlytilgou shoot, like me?"

"It's just real hard, is all, and it's like thaomn all the rubbing you
did to it." | put as much blame on him as | coatithe same time trying
to cover up my ignorance.

"Don't you go down after you shoot off?"

"Shoot off? You mean that weird feeling?"

"No, | mean shootin' off, the big shot, the dlash coming! You're
big enough to do that, | think. Stuff comes outiyoock, doesn't it?"

"Of course! Bathroom stuff, like everybody whepytiake a leak."

Dom's hand explored my penis, then my scrotum. II'VWWeur
equipment seems hot to trot. You mean the onhygtlyipu ever spouted
with this equipment so far is piss?"

"Well, gosh...I" What else could be coming outof pee pee?

Dom was silent for a moment, then he got up, paliite to my feet,
too. "l want to check this out, Harry. | figurgdu'd had your come, just
like me, but maybe you ain't got that far yet, dnalt's what | want to
see."

Standing, | felt a bit wobbly, but I figured thagg/from being in the
water so long. My boner, like a twig stuck on netolv my navel, didn't
embarrass me: Dom, after all, had told me | hedaent one.

He waded over to where we had left our clothepicked my way
carefully behind him, noticing the way the cheeksis butt tensed and
dimpled as he stepped from rock to rock. His tdnbedy fascinated
me, even his wet, hairy legs.

We sat down on the bank to dry off. Dom inspectet carefully.
"How old are you, anyway?"

"Almost thirteen." | was fudging by a quarter ofear.

"I'm pretty sure | was making juice at that agey om used to get
pretty honked over the way I'd douse my sheetderAfstarted beating
off regular that wasn't a problem any more, 'cdigseatch it."

| still hadn't the faintest idea what Dom was tadkiabout, but |
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enjoyed the attention, and his willingness to taieinto the mystery of
penises and the fine feelings | now knew they cgind.

"When you play with it, nothing ever spits out?"

| shook my head.

"At your age it would be kind of thin, but you ougb at least get a
few drops of milky-looking water, or a blob or twbcreamier goo."

"No." Then | added, "I don't really play with itNot the way we
did."

"I guess | didn't pay good enough attention to ydair, Buddy. |
figured you were at the same place | was. | meanin't think a kid
would go along with me at all if he didn't want whavanted. | figured
you were having a good time gettin' your nut aftjlike me."

"I thought it was fun,” | said, feeling rather siip

"Hell, just dinkin' yourself ain't fun. The refinis when you pop
off."

"I liked it," | said lamely. | was suddenly wordé¢hat I'd goofed by
keeping my hard for so long. It was still up, @& against my belly.

"Well, it's gettin' late," Dom said.

He stood up, stripping water from his body with hiands, and
started pulling on his clothes. Now digl look like a trailer camp kid. It
sent a kind of thrill through my stomach to see hrhis rough clothes.
| felt proud of myself, and somehow wiser.

"You come here lots?" | asked.

"Not too much. It's a long way for me, but if 1im the mood for
being by myself and it's a nice day for swimmirly tiake the trip."
Dom looked at me sharply. "Why? You think it midge nice to do this
again?"

"l was just wondering..."

"Sure, just like | was wondering the same thindoet you'd like to
get another tingle on that thumper of yours, huh?"

| squirmed and blushed. He looked at me with faimtusement.
"Maybe," | admitted.

"You'd be strange if you didn't. Felt good, right® why not enjoy it
when you can? You're all goofed up and complicdilesl most town kids.
You guys never just out and say what's on your mi¥du go round and
round and miss it all the time. Heck, Hair, I'diroe out and meet you
again, but you gotta agree. How's tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow would be fine."

"You'll like tomorrow a whole lot more." He knelbé ruffled my wet
hair. "I'll be here. Two o'clock."
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We shook on it, as though sealing a bargain. Tieesprang to his feet
and trotted over to the bridge abutment, scrambjedt and, after a quick
wave and a grin, was gone.

| don't remember very well how | felt bicycling hem | know | was
tired. | suspect I'd put everything that needegin@mation into my mental
"waiting for processing” file. | was a good pratisator. Why think out
today what you can put off till tomorrow? Espelgialvhen tomorrow
meant going back to the river for more adventure @more pleasure and
perhaps answers to some of the questions I'd beesntbarrassed to put to
my new friend. | suspected, too, that | had alttme in the world to learn
from Dom — the rest of the summer at the very le&stl he went to the same
school I'd be in come September.

What | do remember is my dream that night: Domglone in the water,
and that turning into Father Steven sprinkling mriveater on me from
above. As | bicycled back the next afternoon | erd if priests, like
God, could see what you were up to hundreds oErailay.

| arrived first. | stripped off my shirt and laywin in a grassy spot
where | could keep an eye on the river. Soon Damecscrambling down
the bridge abutment.

"Whew!" he said, "I'm all sweaty. You been in yeltlb. What you
waitin' for, Hair? Let me see your bruises."

We stripped. He looked me over, turning me aroyntalying Doctor
Bare-balls again. Then we waded out into the rieecool off and wash
away the sweat and dust from our individual joumey

Dom said he thought he had a hard coming on. s'lget'closer to the
bridge so we can't be seen. | didn't mind foolargund in the water
yesterday, because anyone driving by couldn'tmetlt we were doing, but
| don't want to get into anything heavier whereesmassing truck could scope
us out."

We crawled from the water onto a pile of large terd set to stabilize
the bridge.

"Lie out here," Dom said. "I'll do you first, OK?"

| nodded and swallowed. My mouth felt dry. Thelber we were on was
only about three feet square, but that was enaorgimy back and rear to rest
on. | let my head fall in a gap between two smalbeks and my parted
legs droop down toward the water.

Dom crouched between them.

"You ready?" he said.

"Yes."
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"Remember | told you yesterday you'd like todagtariore?"

"Yes."

"OK. Here goes."

The day before everything had happened under weter,that had
masked and confused the source of all the sersationas if my whole body
had been mysteriously manipulated into freaky stdiee dying and
ascending into heaven, or something like that.

Now the feeling was dramatically different. My $egwere
comfortably spread. | could see everything: Ddmasd on me and all the
rest of his nude body. Seeing was knowing, andwkmp made the
feeling enormously sharper. There was absolutelglaubt in my mind
now that everything was centered in those few meviabhes of rumply skin
wrapped around my upstanding and wood-hard penis.

And so, at the tutelage of Dom, | discovered sexdistinct from
fooling around.

Dom took my penis in his rough-but-gentle hand staded working the
skin up and down. My mouth opened wide. | fedelpushing my groin
higher and higher to make things easier for Dont, Ibdidn't have the
strength. | was aware of funny littte human sowsing from somewhere
around us; Dom didn't seem to be making them, dwitdat really be me
producing all those chirps and incoherent moans?

"See, told ya!" Dom said. "Now you're gettin' iritd

| wanted to say something like, "Well, you'd bettieip, because | don't
know if | can stand all this weirdness much lorigauf what came out was
probably more like the onomatopoeia you see at tersnents in comic strip
balloons.

"Your face," Dom said. "Christ, this is a fuckgas to watch you get
wracked up!"

Now Dom was stroking himself, too. His penis, xethonly a moment
ago, had sprung up to a ruddy bludgeon, and itumdergoing hand and
finger transits similar to mine. | shivered, aligh | wasn't cold. It was as
though Dom's hand was pulling strings in me thatemay arms and legs and
neck do twitchy things over which | had no control.

"Now you'll see,” Dom said, going at me with morgov. And in a
blink, something snapped in me. Gasping like fa, fisat half up.

What he did next absolutely fried my young mindwasn't the kind of
thing a conventional Catholic boy is prepared fora lunge, Dom replaced
his hand with his mouth.

I'd have run away if | could, from that feeling hgvscared might be
fatal, but after sitting up | couldn't further mofae all the spasms that were
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high-jumping through my body.

"Uuhhh, uuhhh!" | gasped, pulling in air. The twotnel of Dom's mouth
— wet, slippery, warm, sucking and tonguing on nweas sweeter than his
hand had ever been. And suddenly | realized thindein my dick was
changing, from wanting more and being afraid to th®foundest
satisfaction. It was a completely new feelingjrstescribably sweet all my
fears vanished in a great ecstatic sigh.

It was a dazed boy who watched Dom pull his facayafnom my
groin and wipe his mouth with the back of his hand.

"| felt the first one between my fingers,” he saitiAlmost like a
kick." He grinned, moving up beside and and rgdtis head on an elbow.
"| felt all the shots go through you, but I'm jastout positive nothing came
out. It would have been biggest in the first, tine you did in my hand. |
didn't taste any of it when the other bolts cartber so | guess you're still a
little early. What did it feel like, anyway?"

"Oh... Uh... Feel?" | was still quite incoherent

"Sure as shit looked like a good one. It's givemarhorn like you
wouldn't believe. I'd have you finish me off, buhink you're still too
spazzy. So Il doit. You watch. Here. Turnyomir side and put your head
on my shoulder."

With his left hand, he drew me against him. | gihed) down on his
chest. | felt his cheek in my hair. "You smelelia wet puppy,” he mused.
With his right hand he started to work on his tatiling the loose skin up
and down, back and forth. Soon there was an isergatempo, and his
body went tense. "Now!" he gasped at last, anHitewibbon shot out of his
cock tip. It plashed down on his chest, just abieseelly button, followed
by lesser squirts and finally a lazy flow whichpped off of Dom's slowing
thumb-knuckle.

"There," Dom said, when he'd regained his calmhat® the stuff
worth going after."

| was so awed by what had happened, first to meframdto Dom, that
| wasn't focused when he started waving his spéramgl under my nose. It
had a slightly acidic scent, like some exotic fruiiore tart than sweet. |
certainly didn't want anything from another boe jhole getting on my skin,
so | pulled back, making a face.

"That stuff won't hurt you," Dom said. "You canin away from it
when it's yours. Hell, my buddy and me used taldoe another all the time
a few years ago. Beats whacking off, only | pretiych gave up blowing
since then." Dom looked closely into my eyes. UMostrange, Harry. Here
| stuffed your cock in my mouth so you'd feel goadd you give me a
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dirty look 'cause | show you up close a little of mwn good stuff. Boy,
some friend you are!"

"l... 1 wasn't ready for it," | tried to explaifAll | saw was your hand
shoved in my face."

"Yeah, right." Dom sounded unconvinced.

We lay beside each other in silence for almostraut®j then Dom got up
and waded into the river and washed himself offheWwhe came back he
was smiling. Dom seemed to be the kind of boy wdwd never be out of
sorts for very long.

"Did you like what | did to you?" he asked.

That was an easy enough question to answer. "$sggad.

"What would you do for me in return?"

| wasn't prepared for that question. | tried tdes it by saying, "I
did what you wanted. | thought you had as muchafsime."

"Yeah, it was nice, but | did more than you. ktkit yesterday when
you tried to sit on it in the water. That wasfyrgbod. For a second there
| thought you'd really surprise me and take it lup &ss. Did it feel good
when my cock was sliding around between your lagdsaeound your crack?"

| thought back. "Yeah," | said honestly.

"You ever have anything back there before?"

More thought produced a "No."

"Ever had an enema."

"Yeah, a long time ago, when | was a kid."

"Didn't hurt, did it?"

"Don't think so."

"Well, that's all it's like. Like having an enerha.

"Ha! Your dick's bigger than an enema thing."

"Yeah, an' your butt's bigger than it was, soghai'problem."

"Is too!" | tried to picture Dom's great big peffiscing its way into
my tiny hole.

"l bet you make turds bigger than my cock is argubdm said. My
face must have dropped, because he pounced aek? "Knew it. Can't fool
me that way, Harry."

"But it..." My voice trailed off.

"I know. Sounded creepy to me, too, when this @l me about it.
You think it can't be done, but it can, and it $gadetty OK when it happens.
Kinda feels like you're taking a long crap, onlytee"

"l dunno."

"Ever had anyone play with your butt?"

| made a face. "Heck no!"
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"Bet I'd change your mind in two minutes. Besidésou want to
meet me here again, you have to be ready for thikgs big boy and not
like a dumb little prick-diddler."

"Meet me again?"

"Why not?" He put his hand on my hip. "Two mirgjtgou'll see."

"You won't do anything to hurt?"

"Promise. My word. All I'll do is fool with youbutt and you can
see if you like it. OK? If it doesn't feel godaeh we forget the whole
thing."

"Well... OK, but you gotta stop if | say."

He rolled me on my stomach, and then he startedngavith my
cheeks, rubbing, smoothing, tickling the globed tkaponded with easy
pleasure. Trailing his fingers between them waeeslly nice. Certain
places felt even better. It didn't even botherthat he used spit to make
things smoother. It all felt good, not good in thay my boner did but in
an entirely different way. | didn't go hard. Iagsvmore like everything
back there was softening, getting ready, openingony the feelings
were very misty and diffused.

Dom went on and on. He must have played with nty fon a half
hour. 1 think I could have lain there all aftermoaith him kneading and
sliding and caressing me. The trick was simplgtp thinking about a
butt's dirty part — what comes out of it.

"Well," Dom said when he stopped at last, "how'd ike it?"

| rolled over on my side and looked at him. "Kiofitickled," |
said, "but it didn't feel bad or anything." | wasret up to telling him I'd
really liked it.

"You almost opened your door for me. | only pulithe of my
finger in. You feel it?"

"In?" | was amazed. "Your finger went in my btttZould recall
some peculiar, new and strong sensations back, theck they hadn't
been at all unpleasant.

"Yeah, just a little ways, like half-way up to mgcend knuckle, but it
popped right in like it belonged.”

"Geez!" | still couldn't believe it.

"Didn't hurt, right?"

| shook my head.

"So now you know."

"Wow!"

"Yeah. | told you."

"But that thingis a lot bigger than your finger!" His penis wgs u
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again, and something slimy seemed to be comingsotip. Mine, too, had
gotten hard.

"And it's hot to trot, Hair. How about yours?"

"Uh, well..."

"Ever heard of an outside fuck?"

"No."

"Turn on your side. Shove your butt against me...

"You're not going to try to put it in?"

"Not today. We'll talk aboubhat tomorrow. OK?"

"Promise?"

"Would I shit you?

"I don't know."

"Well, I wouldn't. I'm a nice guy. Outside, be®veyour legs, like
yesterday in the river. Only first you got to makslippery."

| reached down toward the river to scoop up somirwaut Dom
stopped me. "No. From your mouth."

"I'm not... ready... to put it in my mouth."

"I know that, dummy! | mean put spit on it."

"Oh."

That wasn't so bad. | lubed up his cock as bestld, smoothing it
down and feeling how slippy my saliva made theatid the loose skin feel.
Dom added more spit, and when he snuggled againbiank his penis slid
easily between my clamped-down thighs and stdntedting smooth as an
eel back and forth.

"That's good, kid," he whispered into the back of ear. "Keep it
tight. Don't loosen up until | tell you, OK?"

"OK," | murmured.

What he was doing felt like a nice continuatiorhisf playing with my
butt, only this time a penis was giving me the 1agss Then | felt slippery
fingers coming around my own cock and pulling omitovely counter-
rhythm to his own motion.

That motion got hard. His grip around my cheditéged. "I'm gettin'
there," Dom whispered. "You anywhere near close?"

"Huh?" | said.

"The end," he said, exasperated. "Shooting thenmbike last time."

"l... don't know."

"OK, sorry, but | gotta go off. Hold on. Clampuwwolegs tighter.
There. That's good. Here I go..."

A shudder went through Dom's body, and a gaspnaoré white milk
was squirting out on my leg. This time | didn'tel@abject to it. Besides, it
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wasn't really poison, was it? A kid wasn't abautite just from getting it
on his outer skin!

| was sorry Dom was no longer pulling on my pembjch had felt
good. He'd called me spazzy after that weird estihig had gone through me
the first time. | imagined he felt about the sawsy now, so | just lay
there with his arm around me, feeling his slowinggkh ruffle my hair and
the white stuff tickle as it ran down my leg.

When he recovered, we both dipped in the rivemagaén crawled out
to put on our clothes. All the while | was watahihim, curious about
everything he did and wore. | found myself imitgtihim — something of
a feat, because in dressing | tended to be a dawdle

"So you want to meet me here again tomorrow?" itk sa

"Tomorrow?"

"Yeah, afternoon, same as this."

"I'm not sure." | explained that | always had tac@mt to the
powers that be at home, especially on Sunday. nOftead to run
errands, cut grass, or simply be on display forea fminutes when
visitors arrived.

Dom frowned. "lt's either got to be tomorrow oethext day.
We're pulling out on Tuesday."

| started at him, unbelieving.

"Dad's working construction on a new mill in Arizgrsome copper
mine, so we're out of here in a few days."

"You won't be in school?" | asked.

"Can't be here for school and in Arizona at theeséime, can 1?"

"Couldn't you stay if you wanted?"

Dom smiled, his mouth turning down at the edge¥ou"invitin'
me? Better ask your ma first. Maybe she don'ttwaastranger with bad
habits in her house."

"I don't think your habits are bad."

"She might. Besides, you hardly know me."

The central thing about being a kid is that youehawo real control
over your own life. Other people make decisiongudbyou often
without regard to any plans of your own and yolgfe to pick up the
pieces as best you can. My feeling now was orteetthyal. "l thought
you were going to be my friend!" | said.

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"I thought we'd have at least the rest of the sunime

"Just a couple of days." He played with a twig,king patterns
with it on the grass. "So, you going to be hermdoow or what,
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Harry?"

"Il try. Honest. Can't we say tomorrow or thexh day? Then
we'll have a better chance. If either one of ussdt show up tomorrow,
we'll still have the day after.”

"Yeah, | suppose."

"Both days?"

"Might as well," Dom said rather offhandedly. $ljoing to be a
long time before we get to Arizona, and | won't énanothin' or nobody to
play with while we're on the road."

"So, both days?"

Dom smiled and gave me a playful punch on the steoul
"Agreed." He pushed back his hair with his handsbetter get my ass
out of here and home, before the shift changedtendew guards start to
prowl. The end of a shift is a good time to slgsi because all the patrols
are getting ready to go and aren't in the mood eésstwith a kid cutting
through."

"And | have to ride back to town," | said, tryinggmake my trip as
important as his.

After we parted | went to where I'd hidden my biké&wo days, |
thought. Just two days to learn about putting ggnin mouths, about what
came out of boners when you were older and weraotisig the moon”,
about butts and what could go in them, and howoitild/ feel. A kind of
baptism Father Steven had perhaps lusted for bid cever give. Just two
days. | would make sure | was there. | would hidét after Mass so
nobody could find me, hide my bike, too, and ridé right afterwards. I'd
make sure | was at the river bridge both days, éiemeant sending my
parents into panic.

When | wheeled my Raleigh racer out of the woodsnivas already
small in the distance, trotting along the edgehefdust-yellow road toward
the mine's rail line that would take him back, tigio the guards, to the trailer
camp.
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