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08:54 P.M.

MONDAY 07.10.06

So, right off the bat, I have to say that this whole blog thing you’ve set up is totally gay. Now, I know that being gay and all I really shouldn’t use “gay” in such a derogatory way, but what can I say? Writing blogs is so damn GAY I can’t even discuss it. But this was your idea and you’re supposedly straight, which makes the whole thing somewhat disturbing, actually: that straight-old-you could come up with such a gay-old-idea for keeping in touch over the course of the summer. But I guess there’s no accounting for sexuality or something.

And I know I agreed to do this when we talked and everything, but still, I just have to let you know my true thoughts on this matter before going any further with this gay exercise in futility. I just don’t see why simple e-mail would not suffice. I mean, people have been using that since the beginning of time (or the beginning of the Internet—same difference) as a decent mode of effective, semi-instant communication. So I don’t know why you’re so set on this Xanga.com, blogos-phere thing. And why, good God, did you have to go and title the thing “Tale of Two Summers”? I mean, you make it sound like some friggin’ Judy Blume novel!

Now, I know your whole rationale for this is that e-mails are disposable and deletable and you want to have a record of our big summer apart so that when we’re 30 we can look back on it and be like, man, what a couple of losers we were back in the teenage day. But believe me, I will not be longing to look back and see what a pair of idiots we were for saving an online record of our every little thought and meaningless activity, especially when, on my end at least, there is really not gonna be much to report. Except, of course, my farting. Wait a sec—I feel one coming … [FART]. Ah, much better.

Regardless—here is my first entry. Are you happy yet? I’m not. It’s Monday night and it’s been a crummy first day of you not being here in crappy old Wheaton, Maryland. If there is any place more boring on earth to spend a sweltering summer by my goddamn self, I can’t think of one. And you know what? If I could think of a place that was more stultifying, I might even go there just for a change of scenery, because, after almost 16 years, the sheer deadliness of our little ’burb is really starting to bug me out. Then, on top of that, toss into the mix the fact that I had my first day back at good ol’ Einstein H.S. for day one of “Driving Instruction and Road Safety Training” (formerly known as “Driver’s Ed”; see “20th century”), and I am clearly about ready to lose it.

I said it to you yesterday in your driveway and I will say it again: You are the luckiest damn dog to go hang out at the University of Maryland for the balance of the summer and learn your craft as an actor/singer/waiter. I only wish I had some ounce of talent to join you, but, as we all know, my only talent worth mentioning (i.e., farting) is, uh, not worth mentioning. Badump-chik! Thank you, ladies and gentlemen…. I’m here all summer. That’s right, ALL SUMMER! OK—enough bitching. I can already see you shaking your head at my misanthropic missive. Still, being stuck here all alone for the next six weeks is a major drag, especially given the fact that you’re not really that far away, even, just a few miles around the old Beltway. You know, I still don’t see why I can’t just come visit for an afternoon or hang out with you after dinner or something. What is up with UMD’s severe anti-guest policy? They act like I’m gonna contaminate the whole batch of you with my lack-of-talent and cause an uncontrollable outbreak of averageness or something. But I digress….

So I guess I’ll get to the business at hand, which is “keeping in touch.” Christ—now I’ve lost my train of thought. This is why the occasional phone call would be easier!!! They must have a few pay phones there? Oh right—you said something about how I’m uncommunicative on the phone. Well, you know, this was news to me. I think I’m always pretty forthcoming and chatty on the phone, whether discussing what asshole called me a faggot in the hall that day or giving a recap of the latest heartbreak on The O.C. So I’m not sure what you meant by uncommunicative and—wait a second. I get it. NOW you’re gonna say, “Well, why didn’t you ask me when we were talking—that’s being uncommunicative.” So this was some sort of trap, eh? Well—all I can say is, dude, that heart-to-heart in the driveway was creeping me out. You actors are so damn emotional sometimes. What is up with that?! All right, I keep getting distracted here because it takes so much longer to write some passing thought than to just say it. And since I can’t just talk to you, I’m trying to make this bloody blog work as a onesided conversation as opposed to some old-fashioned “journal.” But I will now try to be coherent and cohesive and give you a running account of [insert drum roll here]…

MY FIRST DAY OF SUMMER WITHOUT CHUCK

Our story begins way too bright and much too early with Valerie rousing me at 7:30 for the usual breakfast bonanza of eggs/bacon/ bagels/juice/fruit cup/coffee. Fortunately, I managed to decline everything except the juice and, despite my lack of cooperation, she was kind enough to drop me at Einstein on her way to work. It was so weird to be back there in the summer… the place is so damn empty, walking down the halls and actually hearing the sound of your own feet and not the usual stampede of thousands. And guess what? No, no—sorry, not that either. I wasn’t harassed once! The one and only plus of the day.

Our driving class was located just off the main corridor, 115-B. Where we had English last year, ’member? As for the class itself, there are about 20 people enrolled in hell with me, most of whom I don’t know because they are kids from the year ahead of us (me being the sage of our class due to my August b-day) and/or they are from other county schools. One person I did know which you will find hi-lar-i-ous is Joey Kelly, from back in da day at Randolph Elementary? I hadn’t seen him since graduation, but he still looked the same—that is, retarded. Just taller and bigger and, thus, more retarded. Even though he goes to Prep now, Joey is still the same old cheap-ass he was in eighth grade, evidenced by his sponging on the free county-sponsored driving class.

Anyway, Joey was wondering what you’re up to, so I told him, and he made fun of the whole summer-theater-camp thing—what a shocker, right? I mean, did Joey ever have a positive reaction to anyone’s good news … ever? Fortunately, I was able to avoid sitting next to Joey by deftly pretending I knew someone else in the class, even though I didn’t know a bloody soul. Pretty good acting for an amateur. (Hey—any last-minute openings in your improv class?) So I snagged a seat in the back row next to this hot blonde chick named Brett. Have you ever heard of a girl named Brett? Neither had I, but she is definitely 100 percent girl. I know I’m not supposed to notice these things now that I’m officially a guy-lover, but DAMN—this girl has got it going on, being majorly stacked and sporting the cutest face I’ve ever seen. You know what? You might even like her, except for the fact that she seems like a wicked bad seed. Which, of course, is why I gravitated to her immediately (heh-heh…).

Our driving instructor? Uhhhh, not so cute. It’s this hulking goon who also does time as an assistant coach for the football team, Mr. Tlucek. (Remember him? From your ill-fated year on JV?) OMG—this guy is such a tool! The first thing he says to us in this deeply serious “l-am-God” voice was this little gem: “Listen up, people, driving is not a right. It’s a privilege.” What the hell! I mean, I know it’s not on the Bill of Rights or anything, but a “privilege”? I thought it was my right when I turn age 16 in, oh, 28 days, to get my driver’s license and finally have the right to get the F out of Wheaton at 70 mph without looking back. But I guess I was mistook. At least according to Coach Tlucek.

Anyway, after he drops this line on us with all the seriousness of Moses on the Mount, Brett and I turn to each other, our eyes rolling way up into the backs of our heads, and start cracking up. That’s when I knew we would click. She is a trip! Later, during our break, she said she couldn’t give a crap whether driving is a right, a privilege, or a door prize. She’s only taking the class to humor her ’rents and doesn’t even want to get a license when she’s done. Her attitude is like, “Why should I learn how to drive when boys are gonna take me where I want to go anyway?” I was of half a mind to be like, “hells yeah… me, too!” Until, that is, I realized the pool of eligible Einstein homos to shuttle me around the D.C. metro area is slightly smaller than the one Brett’s working with. (Who’m I kidding—it’s like nonexistent!) Actually, I even told her this line, and she busted out laughing. Check it out-—she didn’t seem to mind the whole gay thing at all, which was refreshing for a change, right? Go Brett! Yeaaaaa! [Insert queerleaders doing a cheer.]

So on that rare, “campy” note I will end my first entry. I hope all this useless information about my so-called life today in Wheaton (a.k.a. the Black Hole of Suburbia) has truly enlightened you and brought us closer than ever. (Yeah, right.) Thusly, I will sign off, as always, your friend, confidante, and troubled soul… Hal.

PS—Have you gotten laid yet at “college”?

09:05 A.M.

TUESDAY 07.11.06

Dear Whiny in Wheaton,

Well. In the one day that I have been gone from your life you have lost none of your knack for being a raving lunatic. Thank God I set this blog up so at least you’ll have an outlet for your half-baked rants while I’m gone. Otherwise, you’d probably be standing outside of 7-Eleven saying these things out loud. To people. Normal people. Which means, of course, you’d be in jail by now. And surely Wheaton would be a safer place, (ha)

I’m writing you from the fancy McKibbin Library computer center on my half hour of free time before our first workshop of the day. It’s too bad we can’t IM or something, but I’m assuming there are no computers in driving class, where you’re currently trapped. Despite all your protests, I think you’ve taken to the blog pretty decently. Since we won’t exactly be around to share the details of our summer adventures directly, I still wanna at least know them all indirectly. Which is why I thought the blog would be a cool way to keep in touch—longer than e-mails and, yes, something that we can look back on.

Why you may ask? Well, ignoring dark Prince Hal’s typically grim predictions, I think this summer is gonna be great! For BOTH of us. You’re gonna get your driver’s license, which is like a passport to freedom, despite what Tlucek may say. (Voice of God—that’s so true!) And I’m gonna get to live like a real bachelor and meet lots of hot chicks from all over the state who have no idea what an ass I am. Hopefully, their ignorance will get me laid. Eventually. And no, it hasn’t happened yet. Yet. Implying it will. Soon. And don’t roll your eyes at me like that….[image: Image]

Despite my lack of sexual action so far, there is still tons to report. So much that I don’t know where to start. I’ve been here only two days and it feels like a month—all these new faces and places. I guess I’ll start with my swinging bachelor pad. I’m on the third floor of St. Ann’s Hall, an old, red-brick dorm, sharing a decent-size room with this guy from Baltimore who is also named Charles. However, unlike me, he does not go by Chuck. Not even Charlie. Get this—he demands to be known as “Chaz.” I was like, whaaaaatttt?! But he was insistent about it. Said it was his stage name. Chaz. Oooo-kay.

Now, as you may have guessed from the nickname and the attitude, Chaz is a lover of men. (Gays at theater camp—shocking, right?) Not that we had a big discussion about this or anything. Nothing like your coming-out chat back in January, that’s for sure. No—I found this out because in the first 10 minutes of our conversation Chaz mentioned two of his ex-boyfriends and alluded to two others. I was like, “Dude, how many exes do you have?” He said five, total, but he doesn’t talk about the fifth guy, getting all dramatic about it, saying he is the “one whose name cannot be uttered.” I was like, “What… the ex-boyfriend formerly known as Prince?”

Chaz is a serious character. Get this—last night he started getting into this whole project to “revamp” our dorm room. No joke! Chaz was flipping through an Ikea catalog till all hours and, as I type, he is sitting at a terminal next to me ordering stuff online. He said he wants to make our place feel, and I quote, “more like a cute artist’s studio than a cramped dorm room.” Oh yeah—we’re not actors or singers. Chaz insists that we are artists. (?!?!) So, as you may have guessed, Chaz is slightly insane. But his madness, fortunately, is more on the positive/productive side. Unlike some people I know who will remain anonymous.[image: Image]

Hey—you know what?! I just had a brainstorm. Maybe Chaz would be a good balance for your darker brand of insanity. You guys would be a pretty interesting couple. And I could make it happen. Hey, look at me—I’m the gay matchmaker! LOL As for me and Chaz “living together,” you don’t have to worry about him hitting on me or anything like that. Chaz was pretty straight about this. (ha) He said that I wasn’t his type. Thanks—I guess. Not that I wanted to hit it with Chaz or anything, or even be admired by him. It’s just that lately it seems like I am no one’s type, gay or straight or slightly crooked or anything. Even here at UMD. Seriously.

You see, there are an outrageous number of hot SummerArts honeys who have caught my eye. So many. But so far, no one seems to be catching back, you know? I thought I’d be getting something going on instantly since a) we’re all away from home and b) we’re all looking for summer lovin’. But nothing.

Chaz tried to calm me down on the chick thing, saying in his deep, resonant baritone (sidebar—this guy can sing!), “we are here to learn how to be artists, not hunt down sexual game.” LOL He really is serious about this “artist” thing. It’s funny, because I never really thought of myself as an artist. And though The Chaz had a point, I do sorta wanna get laid too. I mean, I am away at college! (kinda) Even if it is only about 10 miles from Wheaton, I might as well be on another planet. I mean, dude—I have a dorm room! With no parents telling me what to do or where I’m going or when they’ll be back or anything!!!

Well, that’s not 100 percent true. There is a resident assistant, or RA, who is technically in charge. But he’s a junior at UMD and very cool, saying we can do what we want as long as the lights are out and doors shut by one A.M. One A.M.?! My parents would flip… actually, they did, ’cause I told them when I called home last night from the pay phone at the student union. Get this—Bob and Helen were complaining that I sounded tired already because I wasn’t getting enough rest. They are such worriers. Which is to say, they are such parents.

Anyway, I’ve gotta wrap this up as we have to get to our voice class and it’s on the other side of campus. (UMD is so massive—the size of 20 Einsteins!) Later today, the faculty is gonna meet with us to talk about the show that we’re gonna be putting together over the course of the next six weeks. If it’s Fiddler, then I definitely have to play matchmaker for you and Chaz—it’ll be a sign! LOL Seriously, though, I can’t wait to find out what we’re gonna be doing… and, of course, if I can play the lead. Yeah, I know… I always play the lead at Einstein, so you’re probably wondering why I’m even questioning it. But this is the big leagues, bro. Everyone here played the leads at their own schools! So scoring a big role here would actually mean something, because everyone is so talented.

OK—I’m gonna stop being such a “drama fag” now and sign off. But one last thing. Your last entry was a little, how can I put this… bitter? And I know you’re bummed about being left to your own devices this summer. But please do me one favor: Don’t be such a dark cloud in the middle of July. You can actually be a nice guy when you’re not being such a self-inflicted mope. And maybe you’ll even meet some interesting guys in your class (other than that dumb-ass Joey, of course).

All right—good luck with driving, and try not to hit anything. Remember, this is real life, not “GTA: Vice City.” C

01:52 P.M.

TUESDAY 07.11.06

Self-inflicted mope? Where on earth do you come up with these phrases, and what the hell do they even mean? I’ve heard of “self-inflicted wounds” and “moping around the house” (which, by the way, is total Bob-and-HelenSpeak—yes, you are becoming your parents, and at such an early age, too), but “self-inflicted mope”? You, my friend, give words whole new meanings. That is, ones that make utterly no sense. Thank God you are excelling in a field where all you have to do for a living is read the things that other people have written for you to say. The world will be safer this way, as will the English language.

All right—now that I’m done taking you to school on your vocabulary, there is really not a helluva lot of news to report. (A total shocker, right?) Driving class could not be deadlier. Even worse is the fact that we aren’t even going to be out on the road for at least another week. This is all part of the county’s new Safe-ing Lives™ curriculum, in which they basically scare the shit out of everyone for about a week before you get behind the wheel. It’s in response to the record number of kids who died last year in all those drunken accidents—’member? You couldn’t escape it on the news. And now I can’t escape it in Driver’s Ed… sorry, make that “Driver’s Scare Tactics.”

This morning, class began with a truly “tragic” movie about drunk driving, during which I was able to peg the dead kid in the opening minute (much to Brett’s amusement). After I ruined the ending for her, Brett wasn’t even paying attention to this trumped-up scare flick, texting through the whole thing with her friend Amanda, who is stuck in Woodbridge for the summer with her stepdad. Then, when the lights came up, Tlucek passed out a quiz on the film we had just seen. Brett was like, a test? Whaaa? I offered to let her cheat off my paper, but she didn’t even bother to do that. She just started quickly circling the multiple-choice answers in a random fashion, then, when she was done, held the paper up to see if her arbitrary pattern was pleasing to the eye. Then she shrugged and fake-sighed and said in her fauxbreathy way, “School is sooooo hard”—and then we both totally cracked up. She friggin’ kills me!

Oh—you’ll be amused by this bit. On our break, Joey was trying to pretend he was friends with me so that he could make a play for Brett. (OMG—he is so bloody annoying!!!) So of course I had to try to foil his efforts. Not that he really had a chance or anything, because Brett didn’t seem that into talking to him at all. But still, I was able to throw off his game, as it were. And let me tell you, it was one lame game. Joey was speechifying to us about the big differences between public school and private school, which is probably not the best way to make a decent impression on Brett, who has attended public schools her entire life. (But what do I know about charm, right?) Anyway, Joey’s going on and on about uniforms and cliques and all this compare/contrast bullcrap when he starts jawing about this SuperFag in our driving class, a sophomore who I vaguely remember hanging off the arm of his boyfriend du week last spring. So Joey is blowin’ on and on about how you don’t spot any fags at private schools. Smooth, right? I mean, Brett and I have our eyes poking out of the backs of our heads, they are rolling back so much. Then finally, Joey has the stupidity to ask me how many fags there are in my class at Einstein.

Brett catches her breath, her eyes going wide as she wonders how the hell I’m gonna deal with this asinine query. Needless to say, I handled it with my usual flair. I turned to Joey, smiled my biggest, dopiest smile, and said, “Gee, Joey, I don’t know. Counting myself, there’s probably about four.” So Joey nodded like an idiot for about a minute until the actual meaning of what I’d said finally hit him. When his brain got the memo, Joey’s face turned about 12 shades of red and he started clearing his throat like there was, I don’t know, maybe a size-11 foot in it? Brett, not one to miss a beat in a situation like this, said all coolly and calmly, “Wow—I think there’s almost double that number in my year… including, what did you call him—SuperFag?” Needless to say, Joey was unable to respond to Brett’s question due to the presence of his other foot, which had joined the dance party in his throat, making it impossible to generate any sound other than a low, rumbling ummmphhh.

Hold on. Phone—

08:03 P.M.

TUESDAY 07.11.06

HEY—I’m back, what… six hours later? Sorry about the major bloggus interruptus. That was Brett calling before. She asked me what I was doing and I said nothing (no, writing in the blog doesn’t count as anything), so she swung by my place and we went up to Wheaton Plaza to hang out for the afternoon. And you know what? I actually had a decent time. And I met this guy, too. I don’t know if he’s gay, exactly, but he is damn sexy. But I digress. Here’s the deal:

We wanted to check out Spider-Man III at the Loews but it was completely sold-out, even though it was playing on something like 10 screens. So instead, we saw this flick Harold and Kumar Discover Jack in the Box, the sequel to that first H&K movie—as if one wasn’t bad enough. I thought the whole thing sounded pretty stupid and like one big commercial for Jack in the Box, which is annoying because we don’t even have them in Montgomery County. As it turned out, HAKDJITB was mildly amusing, and Kumar, the lead Indian guy, was pretty cute. They even showed his bare ass in the opening 10 minutes of the movie, which definitely perked me up!!! I never really thought I was into Indian guys, but maybe it’s because the Indian guys at Einstein are just not movie-star cute like this guy was.

Anyway, the rest of the movie was just lots of stoner and fart jokes, which was funny at first but got tiring after an hour. I have to say, though, the most interesting part of the movie was hanging with Brett, as we both made cracks throughout the thing, much to the annoyance of a couple in front of us that was trying to use the back of the theater as their living room couch. Question: Why the hell do straight people have to be so damn flagrant about flaunting their make outs in public?! I mean, I don’t care if you love the girl or simply want to get it on. Just do it in the privacy of your own mobile home, all right? Christ—I don’t want to see that shit. It grosses me out!!! Now, before you get on my case over this, I am not being a gay grouch or dark cloud or even sore sport about this simply because I don’t have someone of my own to molest in public. In fact, Brett was with me 100 percent on the pervasiveness of PDA. Like me, she prefers to watch movies at the movies… or at least make fun of them.

So… after the movie was over, Brett and I were sitting on a bench in front of this planter outside Loews, continuing our symposium on the topic of trashy straight couples, when this guy fell into our collective laps. Literally. He came flying out of nowhere and sorta landed next to the bench we were sitting on, lost his balance, and fell backward right onto us, causing Brett to scream, the decibel level of which, in turn, caused me to fling my Diet Coke in the air.

Since this anonymous guy was now splayed across us, apologies were in order, as were introductions. Shaking his head cartoon-style, he stood up, offered his hand, and said his name was Henri, but he didn’t say the H part because he has this funny little French accent. He went to pick up my Diet Coke, which of course was completely empty, and then offered to buy me a new one. I was like, sure, why not? But before he could head into Loews, Brett demanded to know where the hell he’d come from and how the hell he’d ended up in our laps in the first place. Henri told us he was originally from Paris, newly relocated to Wheaton as of June 1st with his mom, who works at the French consulate in D.C. However, this was not exactly the answer Brett was seeking. Henri knew this, of course, and he was clearly being a bit of a smart-ass. Then he offered a real answer to her question, which was that he ended up on top of us because he was practicing Parkour, a new sport that’s sorta like urban gymnastics, or, as Henri put it most succinctly, “skateboarding without the skateboard.” Henri explained that he was executing a Kong Vault over the planter we were sitting in front of and didn’t spot his landing properly. Our response? Blank faces, as if he was speaking some other language and it wasn’t even French.

Frankly, I didn’t mind the whole Parkour incident/accident so much because Henri made up for the lack of H in his name with another H-word: Henri was Hot! He had this tight, athletic body and a mop of curly, sun-streaked blond hair. Brett, however, being slightly bitchy, told Henri that maybe he shouldn’t practice his “sport” in front of a busy movie theater on a summer afternoon. Henri’s response? He said in his cute accent, “Yes, perhaps I shouldn’t,” trying to be charming and European and all that, but Brett wasn’t buying it at all. She’s a little tough that way. So after all these quasi-pleasantries were exchanged, Henri said he had to split to go meet up with some fellow traceurs (that’s French for “Parkour enthusiast”) to do back flips off the Jersey barriers on Georgia Avenue. How insane is that?!

Once he was out of earshot, we were free to gossip about him, and Brett chimed in with this gem: “He’s yours.” I was like, “You are so frig-gin’ high!” But Brett went on to explain that she was convinced Henri was a total homo. At first I accused her of saying this just because he was French and had some stylish hair going on. But she said that she had evidence that was slightly more scientific, namely, the fact that Henri did not ask for her cell number or even her e-mail address when he departed. Apparently this happens to Brett on a fairly regular and reliable basis, and lack of it indicates to her lack of interest in the opposite sex. Scientific? Yeah, I know… not exactly a blackboard full of equations, but arguing this point with her would be soooooo moot.

Still, I was skeptical about her homo claim, as Henri seemed incredibly sporty for a gay guy. Brett countered this by saying some of the biggest Marys she knew were on the wrestling team. Whaaaaa?!? The Einstein wrestling team? I think she is totally tripping on this count, but whatever… she definitely is a little more worldly than I, having grown up in a real city, Chicago, until the move to greater metropolitan Wheaton when she was 13. So maybe she’s onto something re Henri. It would be cool if he were gay. I mean, damn—this Henri was hot. (Did I say that already?)

But, thinking about it now… I don’t know why I’m even wasting my time writing about him. It’s not like one bloody thing will come of it, because, like most of my crushes, I’m sure this one is just as equally misguided. (It certainly would be par for my tragic-romantic course.) And even though Henri said he’d see us around the mall, how likely is that to happen? It’s not like I hang around crappy old Wheaton Plaza for kicks. Christ—I’m not 12!

Still, I guess it was cool to at least see a hot guy I was semi-attracted to and who didn’t seem like an asshole. (See “Sophomore year romantic interests.”) If nothing does happen, at least I’ve now got a nice visual that I can call up when I’m whacking off all by my lonesome for the rest of my life. I know, I know… waaaaaay too much information, but hey, that’s why we’re friends, right? Always telling each other way more than any human being needs to know. Anyway, yours in unrequited lust… Hal.

PS—Henri has a slammin’ ass, too.

PPS—Did I mention his ass?

PPPS—Dude has some serious junk in the trunk.

09:22 A.M.

WEDNESDAY 07.12.06

So what is it with gay men and asses? Seriously. What is that about? As you know, I have pretty much come around to 100 percent acceptance of guy/guy love in the last few months. But when it comes to guy/guy lust, I have to be honest: I just don’t get it.

I can sorta see the dick fascination, as dicks are fascinating. (Hey—I’m totally into mine, you know what I’m saying?) But seriously, that ass shit is just totally out there. I know—hate me or sue me or at least slander my name. But I honestly don’t understand. Maybe it’s because I don’t get sprung for girls’ asses. They’re fine and all that, but I tend to fixate on other areas. Namely the frontal upper chest region—a.k.a. tits. I know I’ve said this before, but I will say it again: TITS ROCK! (Boy, that feels good.) I will even say it again because I know it drives you batty. Tits ro—all right all right, I won’t be a total dick about it. (ha)

As to Henri and his so-called “hot ass,” I don’t know what to say. I mean, putting the ass aside, this guy sounds like the same old song. In fact, you referenced it yourself with your “see sophomore year” comment. Earth to Hal! Hailing Hal on all frequencies! Remember the last three crushes you had, all on similarly jocky/sporty dudes, all of whom left you crushed? (“That’s why they call them crushes”—props to Sixteen Candles.) After all that mess, I am very familiar with your tendency to be the straightest gay guy around—that is, letting your member lead the way too often. So without saying I told you so, I will say this: Just forget hot-ass Henri and I won’t have to even say you-know-what. Seriously.

I don’t see why you can’t just find some real gay guys who are certified homosexuals and fall head over ass for them. Case in point: What about this so-called “SuperFag” in your class? Clearly this is a guy who is at least open to digging other guys. (And I’m sure Joey is slightly exaggerating things with that nickname.) Also, need I remind you that there is still a whole world out there called Washington, D.C.? In only a month you will be mobile and can set your heat-seeking missile to some of the District’s gay coordinates. Like that GLBT community center in Dupont Circle we found on Google, remember? Anyway, ’nuff said on the topic. That’s my lecture for today. I will stop now because, yes, I am beginning to sound like my parents. Yikes!

Your Joey outing story was pretty hilarious, I have to admit. I definitely was LOL-ing. I’m glad you showed him up for what he is… a retard. But, on a semiserious note, I do worry about you outing yourself like that. I say this not because I don’t think you should be open and all that. It’s more that when you throw that info out to someone like Joey Kelly, he’s such a moron that that’s all he’s gonna see you as. The reality is, you are more interesting than being “that gay guy.” Shit—am I lecturing again? Not that you’ll listen to me anyway…

All right—basically I just wanted to put the thought out there: Think before outing yourself. That’s all.

[This has been a paid announcement by the committee to keep you from making a fool out of yourself in my absence.]

Yeah, I know. Completely futile to try and tell you what to do. But I’ll never give up trying to save you from yourself. LOL Actually, I thought that was why we were friends? I save you from your dark moods and unrealistic expectations and you save me from being a showboating attention-whore. Though I guess I don’t need your protection much these days, as I’m surrounded by like-minded musical-theater whores on all sides. (ha)

OK—gotta run to scene study. Catch you later! C

06:42 P.M.

WEDNESDAY 07.12.06

First off, on your questions regarding the male ass, all I have to say is this: What is it with straight guys and their overriding analphobia? Christ! I mentioned Henri had a nice ass like once. (All right—maybe twice.) But then I get a lecture from you about how weird I am for obsessing on the nicely proportioned form of his French derriere. Anyway, I can assure you that I am not obsessed with his ass nor do I have any sort of specific designs on it. I mean, hell—what do you think I am, some sort of ass-centric sex fiend? So what—Henri has a fine-looking caboose. That is not my main point of interest in him, or the male species in general, for that matter. But you, my friend, like all straight men, see a gay guy and are all like “Don’t drop the soap, man!” Christ—that is like soooooo tired!

Believe me—you and the majority of the straight male populace do not have to worry about me humping your rear. If I liked a guy, I’d want to make out with him first and foremost. Then, if that went well, we’d certainly progress to other stuff involving my own deep fascination with the male member. But the “ass stuff,” as you refer to it, is serious, and if I ever went there, it would have to be with someone I’m seriously interested in. Even then… I don’t know….

Frankly, if you have to know (and clearly you do, because you are so malinformed), I’m a little freaked by the whole concept of major man-on-man sex. It just seems, I don’t know… sorta messy, for lack of a better word. Sure—I’ve heard it has its pleasures. I even downloaded some visual proof of this once, when Val stupidly left the Web-filter password under the keyboard. But still… when I daydream about sex, or Henri for that matter, ass-sex is not exactly the visual I’m jamming on.

You know what? I got it. I just friggin’ got it! I think the core problem here is that straight guys equate “vagina” with “asshole” when it comes to gay guys getting it on. On the surface, sure, it’s a reasonable error, as they are both orifices in roughly the same zip code. But to say they are interchangeable misses the point of being gay, if I can make such a bold proposition. (Well, Hal, I think you just did!) Though this is all still relatively new for me; at six months and counting, I think it’s safe to say that I like guys as opposed to assholes. Do you get my meaning here? Now, I know you’ll disagree with this statement by cleverly citing the three assholes I had crushes on last year. The point here is that I like guys ’cause they’re guys. Period. If I was to subscribe to your limited ass-reasoning, that would give me the right to ask you if you like chicks simply because they have vaginas? What? You do?! Seriously?!? Well, my friend, I guess that’s why guys are pigs and girls like Brett think The Gays rock. LOL

Speaking of which, Brett and I had another deadening, no-driving day in Driver’s Ed. In case you’re wondering, here’s a quick summary of what Brett didn’t learn today: that a safe driver must keep 500 feet behind a moving fire truck; that a responsible driver always looks left, then right, then left again before making a turn; and that a law-abiding driver comes to a complete stop at a STOP sign. Or as Tlucek put it, “It’s not a called a slow-down-a-little sign.” (OMG—stop it, Mr. T… you’re killing me!!!) All during class today Brett amused herself by passing notes to me regarding Henri and asking me, in various and sundry ways, if I was “obsessed” (her terminology, not mine) with him. I met him once… how can I be obsessed? She is ridiculous.

Anyway, after we were released from Einstein at noon, Brett suggested we head up to Wheaton Plaza again to see if we could track down Henri and his gang of traceurs practicing the mysterious art of Parkour. (Cue weird Chinese gong.) Though I estimated our chances of finding him as about the same as her chances of getting a driver’s license before she’s 30, I agreed to this field trip as there was not much else on my busy agenda for the afternoon. So, after complaining about hanging out at the mall less than 24 hours ago, I found myself hanging out at the friggin’ mall today. Can you believe it? (Don’t answer that.) And you know what? The place is a disaster area… really. I don’t mean that socially, either.

The mall is in the middle of this huge renovation to double its size, with the addition of a new Macy’s and a whole new wing. Oh—and the signs announcing this transformation proudly trumpet the arrival of something called “Westfield Shopping Town.” First off, what the hell is Westfield? There is no Westfield in Wheaton, last time I looked. In fact, there are no fields for anything to be west of, as farming in Wheaton ended, oh, about a hundred years ago. Second off, what the hell is “Shopping Town”? Is this a new principality coexisting in the heart of Wheaton, like some breakaway retail republic? I mean, hell, is it even going to be a democracy? And if so, will there be a mayor of Shopping Town? Hmmmm… maybe I can run. Since you’ve clearly found a career, I have been thinking I should get moving on that front. Lately, I’ve been thinking politics might be a cool gig for me. I’m certainly quite opinionated and have been a fool in public on countless occasions. Isn’t that enough to qualify? Also, it would be majorly cool to have every inane thing I say printed in the Post for the world to snicker at. I can imagine the headline now: MAYOR SCHAEFFER DISPELS GAY ASS MYTHS; STRAIGHT CRITICS SKEPTICAL.

Anyway, on closer inspection of the sign, Westfield is the name of the massive corporate entity that has apparently bought Wheaton Plaza to turn it into something it is not and never will be: “a destination, an experience, a way of life.” I shit you not—this is the exact propaganda listed on the sign. Wheaton Plaza, a way of life? I will say this once and simply: no fucking way!

As for Brett’s plan of spotting Henri, exciting old Wheaton Plaza was certainly not a destination for him today. We wandered around the joint for a good two hours, hoping for him to fall out of the sky again, but, alas, it was not raining men. After our failure to locate, Brett got all consoling toward me, saying that I would see him again, that Wheaton’s a small place (that’s for sure!), and that he’s gotta turn up eventually. She was sorta overdoing it, as I was hardly heartbroken. I mean, I wasn’t even doing a so-called, self-inflicted mope. (Props to my man C!)

Still, Brett kept telling me to cheer up and all this crap. I mean, I don’t know what the hell her problem was. Maybe she is actually harboring some secret crush on the frog. It sorta makes sense with all those notes in class today, even if the subject was ostensibly my interest in Henri, not hers. Despite her repeated dissing on how France sucks and how everyone there is a smoking snob, I’ve heard this line of reasoning before. Or seen it, actually, in those cheesy romantic comedies starring Sandra Bullock and Julia Roberts. You know, where the chicks get all like, “You are such a terrible person that I hate you more than my own mother,” and then turn around 10 minutes later to be all suddenly like, “Oh crap, I’m actually in love with you!!!” Now, I know you love these movies because for some reason you think Sandra and Julia are hot (or at least their tits are), but those movies are so full of shit that they literally stink when you get a whiff of the preview.

Man—I did it again!!! I really can get off on a tangent writing in this thing. Christ—this entry is approaching term-paper length. Part of that is because I truly have nothing to do, and since you’re busy as a little musical-theater bee can be, my entries are definitely gonna start dominating this blog if I don’t find something to occupy my endless downtime. This whole thing will become “Tale of One Totally Friggin’ Bored Lunatic.” Anyway, the bottom line of all this nonsense today is that I will probably never see the freaky Frenchman again. And I really don’t care. But clearly a cute girl with a guy’s name does. Mark my blog. H

09:04 A.M.

THURSDAY 07.13.06

Hey—you know what? It does sound like Brett is into him, even if it is in a romantic-comedy sorta way. (ha) I’d also love to educate you on the charms of Julia’s and Sandra’s racks, but I have more important things to report. Namely, the announcement of the show we’re going to be doing this summer. And the girl I auditioned with. OMG—the girl! The Girl!!! But first, the show…

The show is a Sondheim musical so everyone is totally freaking out, especially Chaz. It’s a show from the early ’80s called Merrily We Roll Along, which is about this songwriter who becomes famous, falls in and out of love twice, and basically makes a mess of his life. The twist is, the whole thing is told backward! It starts in 1980 with him as an older guy who everyone hates, then goes back in time to when he was young and full of hope/talent/ dreams/etc. And the music is incredible! There are all these intense love songs and syncopated 6⁄8 time and complicated patter numbers. Anyway, you are probably going, “What the hell is he talking about?,” so I’ll stop boring you with the details. All I’ll say is—dude, this show is gonna be H-O-T!

As for the girl, her name is Ghaliyah and wow, she is stunning—a dark-haired Arabian beauty with piercing olive eyes, skin the color of a mochacchino, and a rack that is just… perfection. How can I describe it? Hell, it’s indescribable. Besides, you’d be skipping right over this part if I got into the details, so I won’t even bother.

I met Ghaliyah when we got paired up for auditions and man, I was mesmerized. Hypnotized. Bewitched, bothered, and boned. LOL! And that was just from looking at her! Then, when she started singing, holy shit—her voice was unbelievable! She has this soaring soprano that is just… I mean, she would have blown away everyone on American Idol. She is that much of a superstar. Seriously. Her talent actually inspired me to rise to her level, and we both killed on the song we had to do, a ballad called “Not a Day Goes By.” I think we really connected singing to each other, too! Either that or she’s, like, Super Actor. One thing is clear. This Ghaliyah (oh, the sound of that name…) is a star of tomorrow.

After our audition, we chatted a bit in the hallway. I got her basic bio: originally from Saudi Arabia, moved to D.C. when she was eight because her parents got jobs at the World Bank, currently living in Poolesville and going into her junior year at Potomac. Now, before you give me a withering, trade-marked Hal-look-of-disgust, she’s not your typical stuck-up private-school chick. When I told her I went to Einstein, she was actually impressed, having heard it was an arts magnet school for the county. She even considered going there, but her folks killed the idea due to the lengthy commute.

Chatting about all this stuff and more, we truly hit it off. Seriously. I’d even go as far as saying this might be my chance to get laid. But I won’t. Why? I know you’ll be laughing your gay ass off about this one, but I think Ghaliyah might be a more serious thing than just getting laid. It might be the L-word, and I don’t mean “lesbian.” But I’m no fool… unlike some 15-year-olds I know who will be nameless. (Though their initials are H.S.) Which means that I’m not gonna say the actual word or write it or even think it. I don’t want to jinx this.

OK—gotta book. The finer art of singing scales awaits. Yours in lust that will hopefully not remain unrequited, Chuck.

PS—Did I mention how hot G’s rack is?

PPS—Yeah, I know, I am such a hetero perv.

PPPS—But at least I’m not ass-fixated … WURHD!

12:50 P.M.

THURSDAY 07.13.06

OMG—enough of the ass! Christ—you can be so bloody annoying when you latch on to one lame joke like that and run it into the ground. If the actor’s problem is to repeat (as you like to say), I have to state that this is not your problem, Chuck… not at all! Which is maybe why you’re so damn good as an actor. But your interpersonal skills with real people (i.e., myself) sometimes need a little fine tuning. So, I beg you, please-please-please lay off the ass riff for a while. Thank you, in advance.

Now, regarding this G-chick, she sounds pretty interesting, and you certainly sound pretty interested. That is definitely for sure. But as your one and only true friend in the world, I have to send up a warning flare here, and not just as a way of getting even for the fireworks you sent up about Henri (which, by the way, was a total waste of your precious energy since I will never see his French ass again). My warning flare for you is more based in reality: your very real propensity to fall like a tree for divas who don’t give a damn about anyone but themselves. And as you were kind enough not to torture me with names from my tragic unrequited past, I will afford you the same but equal treatment and not drag your Drama Club ho’s through the mud again. But you know of whom I speak, right? I don’t have to spell it out other than to remind you of my least favorite four-letter word in the English language: that’s right, d-i-v-a.

Now I’m sure Galyiah (sp?) is a beauty and a babe with a bust you could write home about—which, uh, is pretty much what you did in your last entry. And sure, all of that is maybe some decent “let’s get laid” material. But I seem to recall a short but frightening mention of the L-word in your last entry, which has sent shudders down my spine and has in turn shaken me to the very core of my being. Thus, in my longstanding role as the voice of reason in our friendship, I have no problem spelling things out for you when it comes to the L-word. C’mon Chuck—love?! Give me a friggin’ break! This girl sounds like Trouble, with a capital T and that rhymes with P and that also rhymes with G for Gahlyah (sp?). (Apologies to The Music Man and your performance as Prof. Harold Hill in last year’s show.) Why, you may ask? Because she is a bloody diva! I mean, you talk about how amazing and awesome this girl was at auditions, but did she say anything about how much you rocked? I’m so sure that you kicked it at that audition just as much as she did, if not more. But did she compliment your amazing tenor? Did she have a good word on your impeccable pitch? Or your impossibly rakish and charming stage presence? Yeah—I thought not.

So here’s the deal: YOU are a star of tomorrow too. I know you know this, Chuck, but you need to say it to yourself more often and not to other people like this Galeyaah (wait… that’s not right). Hell—I will even go so far as to say you are a star of today! And now you’ve got this rare and unique opportunity to really strut your God-given stuff and receive the acclaim and success that you not only have earned but deserve. In a perfect world, your parents would say stuff like this to you on an endless loop, except, as we all know too well, Helen and Bob are too lame to realize your talents or, God forbid, encourage them. Thank Christ you got that scholarship for SummerArts, otherwise they’d have you locked away in some high school-level, pre-law prep course with the intent of getting a running start on what they see as your lawyerly destiny.

So it’s left to me to be your promoter or publicist or something, I guess. Not that I mind the role of pumping you up, because when you become a huge star I’ll at least have a job running the entourage and, thus, will finally have something to do with my life, even if it means merely riding around in the back of your stretch Humvee luring H’wood hotties with the offer of free champers. Of course, none of this will ever happen if you don’t stop mooning over babes like G (I’m giving up on the spelling). So for my sake, but mainly yours, you’ve got to start building up your own diva factor and not worship these false goddesses, OK? Or, more basically put, you’ve got to nurture your ability to be a supernova in your own right. ‘Nuff said…

As for me, I have absolutely nothing to report. That’s right, nothing exciting happened in Wheaton today. (Not that that’s exactly news or anything.) Right now, I’m at home post-class, which was even more boring than usual as Brett was a no-show for some inexplicable reason. (Wait—oh yeah—maybe cause she doesn’t want to learn how to drive?) But even if she was around, I don’t think we’d be doing anything of interest. It’s about 100 degrees today with the “humiture,” so I’m just chilling indoors watching cable and eating Doritos. Hey—maybe I’ll get hooked on a soap opera again. Remember when we used to watch All My Children? What were we… like eight when you had that after-school babysitter (was it Julie or Joanna?) who was addicted to AMC and turned us into daytime junkies as well? It’s probably what made me gay and you interested in drama, right?

Well, enough reminiscing about the good old times. It’s mucho depressing, ‘cause it only highlights the bad old times I’m having right now. To summarize: This summer eats ass.
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