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Day 1

(Tuesday)




Third base, defense: Fielding your position at third is trickythats why third base is called the hot corner. You have to be aware that anything can happen at any time. The hot corner is a world of deadly line drives and crazy bad hops, sacrifice bunts and long, difficult throws; its a place where a lot of action happens that can make or break your teamand its all just part of the game!


I love baseball. I mean, I really love baseball.

Sorry, let me be more clear: Baseball is the most important thing in my life. Im totally addicted; its the one thing Ive always been able to count on. Hey, Im not exactly alone: If you Google the word baseball, you get 135,000,000 hits in .07 of a secondthats one hundred thirty-five million. Some people get strung out on meth or heroin, some on porno or Krispy Kremes, some on music, jogging, lifting weights, or on one of the lesser sports like hoops or footballbut that aint me. Nope, for me its baseball above all, baseball or nothing. Im Scott Latimer, eighteen years old, starting third baseman on Thompson High Schools varsity baseball team.

So why is it that when things go wrong, in baseball and in life, they sometimes go so hugely wrong? Why cant bad stuff come one thing at a time, so that you can handle that thing, get over it, and just get strong and ready to play a little ball? Why do bad things always seem to happen right when some good thing is out there ready for you to grab? Some great thing that youve worked for and dreamed about, right there, but when you reach for it, all your dreams just die.

It may not be fair to say, but its my best friend Travis Adamss fault that right now Im at the Spokane County Public Health building, sitting in an ugly orange vinyl chair. On a small white ticket in my hand is the number 23. What are the odds that when I pulled out a number from the stupid waiting-turn machine, Id get my uniform number, 23, my lucky number? Maybe thats a good signbut I doubt it.

The last number they called was 16, so it looks like Im going to be here for a while. Ive decided to get an AIDS test. Im not gay; Im not an IV drug user, either. Im a third baseman. I shouldnt have to be worried about this stuff, and I know that its borderline idiotic, or maybe over the borderline, that Im even here. The chances that I have AIDS are probably low; but still, I need to find out.

This week, of all weeks, I should just be playing baseball. Its almost the end of my senior yeargraduation is only a month awayand therefore its also the end of my high school baseball career. The Spokane All-City High School Tournament starts later today. If we play well enough, and get a little lucky, well be in the championship game on Saturday. Weve won a record-setting fourteen games in a row, unheard-of at the high school levelso really, this should be a great, amazing time. If Im ever going to get noticed by a pro scout and get a chance to be drafted by a pro baseball team, itll happen this week; Ive gotta focus on baseball and nothing elsebut instead Im sitting in this uncomfortable chair, waiting to find out whether or not Im a dead man.

I dont mean to sound melodramatic, but that is the situation. I have to be sure that I dont have AIDS so that I can put it out of my mind and just concentrate on playing ball. I cant talk about this with my parents and I wont discuss it with Traviswho doesnt want to talk to me right now either. This is just something I have to do, and something Id rather do by myself.

I walked in here half an hour ago. Its a stupid-looking building, a nasty brown brick place. When I first came in, I glanced around and found a directory of different programs on the wall. I saw listings for Unwed Mothers, Aid to Dependent Children, Substance Abuse. Great list, huh? Obviously you come here only if you have problemsbig ones! And then I spotted it: HIV TestingRoom 105.

As I went in the direction of room 105, walking like a condemned man on his way to the electric chair, my mouth felt dry. I could feel my heart pounding inside of me. I hate needles, and all in all this is not a good place to beI dont want people thinking Im gay and who the hell wants to find out that you might be sick and never get to play baseball again? As I walked, I also started to feel dizzy. Finally I leaned against the wall for support. My stomach flip-flopped around, sweat broke out on my forehead, and I couldnt seem to catch my breath.

Are you all right? I heard a womans voice behind me.

I looked up to see a middle-aged lady. Dorothy said a name tag on her white nurses uniform. Her expression was kind.

I pulled myself together as well as I could. Im fine. Im just here to have that burger-flipping thing done.

What had I just said?

Excuse me? She smiled.

I muttered, You know, the thing you do to work in restaurants, the health card and the shot thing for handling food. In Spokane, if you want to work in food service, you have to get a shot. Id planned out the burger-flipping excuse to cover my tracks for being in this building in case I ran into anyone I knew.

Hepatitis B, Dorothy said. Follow me.

She began to walk toward room 105.

Isnt that the AIDS room? I asked, wondering if she knew what she was doing.

She smiled at me again, glancing back over her shoulder. Blood testing for HIV and hepatitis are done in the same clinic. She slowed her pace so that she could walk next to me.

Hearing that all the blood test stuff is done in the same area made me feel a little more relaxed. If I saw any kids I knew, Id use my burger excuse, like Id planned.

So Dorothy led me down here and Ive been waiting ever since. In this waiting room, just outside the door marked 105, there are half a dozen other peoplethankfully, I dont know any of them. I got the slip of paper marked number 23, and then I also filled out and turned in a little card, putting my number in the upper right-hand corner. When I was sure nobody was watching, I checked the box Reason for this visitHIV screening.

That was twenty minutes ago. In that twenty minutes only number 16, and just a minute ago number 17, have been called. When that happens, you walk through the door into room 105 and disappearno one since Ive been here has come back out. Either theres some other exit or they test you, find out youve got AIDS, and just shoot you in the head right there. Just kiddingI think.

I look at the other people here, not staring, but noticing them: Theres a Hispanic-looking guy, an overweight lady in a floral print big-ladys dress, a skinny guy in his twenties wearing Levis and a tight black T-shirthes the only person who looks sort of gay to me. But the two I keep noticing most are sitting closest to me, a girl about twenty years old and her little kid, about two or three. The girl is kind of cutebut real tired-looking. She looks scared. Her kid is all energy and giggles and climbing all over her, jumping around like a monkeyhis mood is the exact opposite of hers. Im trying not to stare at them, but its hard. I keep wondering if shes here for an AIDS test. For herself? For her little kid? These thoughts really creep me out.

In a million years I never would have known or even thought that people sitting waiting for AIDS tests could be soso normal, I guess. I was afraid this place would look like an audition room for The Birdcage or some other gay movie, but thats not true at all. Shows you what I know.

Suddenly the mom grabs the little kid and scolds him, telling him to stop bothering people. The little kid looks really mad and his face gets really red, like hes holding his breath. I remember doing that when I was little, holding my breath like that when I got upset. As I look at the other people sitting around, glancing at all their nervous faces, catching glimpses of their scared eyes, I do this thing Ive always done ever since I saw a movie once where the grown-ups, still talking like grown-ups, were suddenly little kids, just like they were before they grew up. Looking at the little three-year-old, all red-faced and mad, I imagine these people here in the waiting room with me as they might have been when they were little: Like I can sort of see the Hispanic-looking guy as a little kid; the overweight lady in the floral dress as a skinny little girl, not fat at all; the gay guy in the tight T-shirt, if he even is gay, as a regular-looking little kid with parents and maybe a brother or sister, just doing the kinds of stuff all normal little kids do.

All these people, including myself, were little kids once too, like in that movie I saw, with nothing in the world to worry about. And now, on this particular day, we have all landed in this incredibly scary placea place you go to sit and wait to get news that will change your life forever, one way or the other. Pretty heavy.

But I still think this test is a good idea for me, a necessary thing to do.

After all, its been more than six months since Travis Adamss blood was all over my hands, more than six months that the disease could have been brewing in me.



Finally the lady behind the counter calls, Number twenty-three.


I walk through the door marked 105. After the door closes, latching behind me, another nurse greets me. She walks me down a hallway full of closed doors. About halfway down the hall we stop, and she opens one of them for me to go in.

Sitting there is the same nurse I fed the BS to about burger flipping when I first came in. I turn about ten thousand shades of red.

Oops, I say. It just pops out.

The nurse who led me here asks, Is there a problem?

Not at all, Margaret, the other nurse says, rising from her chair and gently touching my arm. We spoke in the foyer earlier, but no confidentiality breach occurred. She turns to me. Id be happy to be your nurse for whatever kind of procedure you require, if youd like me to.

Sure, thatd be great, I say, still embarrassed. I look at her name tag again. Thanks, Dorothy.

The nurse named Margaret leaves.

Im really embarrassed, I say. Im sorry I lied.

Theres nothing to be embarrassed about, Dorothy says, smiling and looking into my eyes. She motions for me to sit down, and she sits across from me. You have your own reasons for wanting an HIV screening, and that is nobodys business but yours. Nonetheless, without telling me your name or anyone elses, would you be willing to explain why it is you believe you need this procedure?

I tell her everything, everything that happened to Travis and me last winter at Spencers Batting Cages. I tell her all about that day; Ive thought about it so much for the last few days that its like it just happened.



From the street youd never guess that there could be batting cages in Spencers. It looks too small; but when you go in, the hallway winds back around, and in the back are three screened-off boxes with pitching machines. Even though there are only a few other batting cages in all of Spokane, theres never a wait for a cage at Spencers. This is probably because when youre there, you feel like youre in a dungeon. The metal mesh of the cages is old and kind of corroded-looking, like it was once used to trap crabs in Alaska. The lighting sucksjust bare bulbs. The place is dirty and sweaty and gross. It stinks of machine oil and ten-thousand-year-old Deep Heat ointment. The actual pitching machines look like third world torture devices.

Despite this ugliness Ive always loved it at Spencers. This is mainly because first, its about baseball and anything to do with baseball I love, and second, truthfully, Ive never been much with the bat. Im a good fielder and have a strong arm, which is why I play third, but Ive never batted over .350, which sounds hot until you realize that a lot of decent high school hitters bat over .400. Its not that Im terrible; its just that hitting is the weakest part of my game. In real games Im bad at guessing what pitch is comingheat or junk. Im going to have to fix this to play pro ball, so I practice hitting a lot, but in batting cages the pitches come slow, moderate, or fast, depending on where you set the dial. So any time you feel like it, you can set the dial where you like it best and really hit it! Its such a great feeling: Bang, bang, smack, crack

On a Monday after school, Travis and I went to the cages. I needed Traviss help there because between pitches he would adjust the dial on the automatic pitcher from slow to medium to fast so that I wouldnt know what was coming, from one pitch to the next. On that particular Monday Id been hitting for about forty-five minutes and was starting to get tired.

You want to swat a couple, Trav? I asked him.

No, he answered. He always said no.

Come on, man, well set the machine on slow and you can pound a couple outa here, I said.

Well Travis hesitated.

This got me juiced, because Travis hardly ever tried to hit and I always felt guilty about having all the fun.

Yeah! I hollered. You da man! I hurried out of the cage and offered my gray metal Spalding bat to Travis.

Hold on, I said, and I took off my batting gloves and gave them to him too. They were pretty sweaty but were still better than hitting bare-handed.

Travis held the bat under his arm, like hed seen me do a million times, and slipped his hands into the blue-and-white gloves, which were several sizes too big for him.

All right, Trav, I said, handing him my batting helmet, which he forced over his spiky hair. You are da man!

I walked over to the dial and set it for slow pitches as Travis settled, pretty uncomfortably, into the batters box. This wasnt the first time hed ever hit, but he hadnt taken any cuts for quite a while, and it was fun to see him at least trying it again.

The first pitch, traveling about 30 mph, zipped across the plate at knee height, and Travis took the weakest little bailing-out kind of swing youve ever seen.

It cant hurt you, Travis, I said, instantly wishing I could once in a while keep my know-it-all mouth shut.

I know, Travis said, getting ready for the next pitch. When it came, he made a much better swing and almost hit it. You were a little high on that one, I told him. He nodded.

The third pitch he hit square. The sound of the ball on the fat spot of the aluminum bat made that great high-pitched crack! sound. Truthfully, I doubt the ball would have carried much past dying-quail territory in left-center field, but I didnt let Travis know that.

Boom, I hollered. He got all of that one, folks. I carried on like a mix of great baseball announcers past and present. And that ball might be, it could be, holy cow, its outa here. Way out on Wavelin AvenueGet out the rye bread and the mustard, Granny, cause its grand salami time!

Travis smiled and got set for the next pitch, which he also hit decently. I could tell by his expression that he was having fun.

After a few more good hard hits, Travis started to swing even harder, until finally he took a massive cut at one, missed it, and spun a full 360 degrees, right down onto his butt.

I managed not to laugh, but when Travis looked up, he was already laughing. Then we both noticed that his nose and mouth were covered in blood.

Geez, he said as the batting gloves turned red, blood dripping from his nose like it was coming out of a faucet. Sorry, he muttered. I pressed the stop button on the pitching machine and hurried into the cage. Travis, still laughing, said Sorry again, holding up my batting gloves for me to see.

Dont be an idiot, I said. I dont care about my batting gloves. Are you okay?

I got a bloody nose, Travis answered. Howd that happen?

You swung too hard, I said. I think the bat smacked you in the face when you fell.

Geez, Travis said, still laughing. Thats impossible, isnt it?

I said, Obviously not, since you just did it. No, Trav, anythings possible in baseballIve seen guys hurt themselves in every imaginable way: I saw a guy drive a tipped foul ball right into his own nuts one time; I saw a guy knock himself out with a ricochet; I saw a guy

Travis interrupted me. Okay, he said, tilting his head back, trying to slow down the blood still dripping from his nose. I got it, Mr. Baseball. Am I all right?

Sorry, I said, and without giving it a thought, I reached across to Traviss mouth and gently lifted up his lip to see how badly he was hurt. I wanted to be sure that all his teeth were still in place. His nose was bleeding from both nostrils, and his upper lip had a tiny cut and was already getting puffy. Blood covered his mouth and chin.

Are ma teeh okay? Travis slurred as he tried to talk around my hands.

Yeah, I think so, I said, still running my fingers across his gum line to make sure that there were no sudden gaps. Youre okay, I reassured him. Youre gonna live.

I felt guilty; like it was my fault hed hurt himself because Id pressured him into the cage in the first place. Youre a mess, though, I said.

Travis looked at me. You too.

I looked down at my hands and there was blood all over them; I held my fingers out, all crinkled, and pointed them at Travis. I vill drink your blood, I said, trying to sound like Dracula.

He laughed at that one and even more blood dripped from his nose. It took us a while longer to finally stop his bleeding.




Dorothy, the nurse, listens quietly as I explain, nodding once in a while, but the look on her face doesnt give anything away about her feelings.

After Ive told the story, she nods and smiles and then says, Its true that HIV is transmitted through direct blood contactand most frequently that involves an open wound or tear in the flesh or through sharing an unclean hypodermic needle with someone who has the virusor by an exchange of fluids through sexual contact.

Im not gay, I blurt out. Its important to me for her to know that if I have AIDS, I didnt get it because of sex stuffat least not gay sex.

She says, Okay.

I add, And I dont do any drugs at all.

Thats good, Dorothy says. Has your friend told you that he is HIV positive?

No I say. Its just I cant think of how to put it.

You just want to play it safe? Dorothy asks.

Yeah, I say. I mean, even the trainers on our baseball team wear rubber gloves when they wrap ankles or wrists, and that isnt even about blood, right? But theyre still being careful. Plus I have other reasons to be worried, and my team is on a run at the city championshipits the most important thing ever. I just cant be distracted by this thing right now. I hope to someday get drafted to play pro ball and I dont finish this sentence. I feel stupid even saying it, as the chance of my getting a call from the pros is probably slim or none.

Dorothy looks a little confused by my rambling explanation, but at least she doesnt ask me about the other reasons. Instead she questions me some more about the blood at the batting cages, and I explain about it again.

She asks, May I examine your hands, please?

I hold out my hands, sweaty palms up. Wearing white plastic gloves, she turns my hands over and stares at them intently. You bite your nails a bit, huh?

My head reels again, and I feel even more dizzy than I did earlier, out in the foyer. The room begins to spin. I drop my head down between my knees to keep from passing out and falling off the chair.

Whoa! Dorothy says, putting her hands on my shoulders and steadying me. You all right?

I mutter, No.

Blood to blood! My raw skin where I bite my nails and Traviss blood all over my hands! Sweat runs down from each of my armpits and a sheen of it covers my face. My mind screams: AIDS! AIDS! AIDS! AIDS!

Breathe deeply now. Dorothys voice calls to me from somewhere. Steady, easy, breathe deeply. Come on, youre going to be fine, take it easy.

I follow her directions, and soon the room stops spinning. I sit back up in my chair.

Im a dead man, I say.

Not at all, Dorothy responds. Thats not true at all. She pauses until I look at her.

She says, Even if your friend is HIV positive, which we have no reason to believe he is, especially given his age and how little we know about his sexual historyeven if your friend is sexually active, theres no reason to assume that hes infected. You dont get HIV just by being sexual. You may get it by having unsafe sex with someone who has the virus.

May? I ask. I thought you definitely got it by doing that.

Thats not accurate, Dorothy says, her voice calm and reassuring. Many people, not knowing that their partners were HIV positive, have had unprotected sex with those infected partners for years without contracting the virus at all. Based on what youve told me about your history, you have a very low risk factor. I wouldnt even recommend an HIV test for you at this time.

What? I cant believe she is serious. What about my fingernails? What about all that blood?

I can see how worried you are, Dorothy answers softly. If you want to have an HIV screening, Id be glad to do the procedure. If you think it would make you feel better, Im glad to help.

Yeah, I answer. I dont wanna keep worrying about it.

Dorothy smiles again and says, Okay, roll up your right sleeve.

The procedure is no big deal. Just a regular blood test, I guess. I look in the other direction, not wanting to see the needle go into my arm. Dorothy must have done millions of these, because I dont even feel it. I honestly dont even know shes stuck me until several seconds after shes finished, when she says, Okay, thats it.

Youre done? I ask. I didnt even know youd started.

She smiles.

Settling back in the chair, I take over the little cotton ball that Dorothy presses against the pinprick. It stings a little, but nothing too bad; now for the scary part. I take a deep breath and ask, Can you look at it right away? Id like to get the results before I leave.

Dorothy half smiles and says, Im sorry, but it takes five business days to get the results back.

What! I hear my voice get loud, almost yelling. I quickly do the math. Today is Tuesday. If it takes five business days, doesnt that meanMonday! Monday before Ill have the results? I say, still in a loud voice. Counting the rest of today, Monday is seven days away! The tournament will be over by then!

Im sorry, Dorothy says.


I dont say anything. I am stunned.

Dorothy looks at me sympathetically. I know that these seven days are going to feel like years, but here in Spokane theres just no way for us to do the test any faster. Im sorry.

I take a couple of deep, slow breaths so that I wont get dizzy again. Seven days, I say softly to Dorothy.

Counting today, yes, she says, but Im sure the news will be good.

Its the only time I feel that Dorothy has lied to me. Not that she doesnt believe the test will be all rightI dont think thats a liebut for her to say shes sure it will be okay just isnt true. Not knowing is why people have to take the test. Only the test can make anybody sure.

And the test takes seven days!

Ahhhhh!! All I ever wanted to do was play baseball, and now Im trapped at a hot corner thats real different than just playing third base.



How did my life change so quickly? Everything was so good, and then blam!


It started two weeks ago.

Thats when Travis Adams moved out of his parents house and in with my dad and me. He wouldnt say exactly what it was his folks were so upset about that hed had to leave their home. He seemed pretty upset himself. He showed up at our door on a Thursday night at about eight oclock with a suitcase. He asked Dad if he could stay with us.

For tonight? my dad asked, not so much inviting Travis in as getting out of the way; I cant remember the last time Travis rang the doorbell at our house.

Yeah, for tonight, Travis answered Dad. Tonight and maybe some more nights too.

Do your parents know youre here? Dad asked.

Yep, Travis said, looking away from Dad, down at the floor.

Dad said, Youre always welcome, Trav.

I know that later the same evening Traviss dad, Roy, phoned my dad and they talked about what was going on, and that Traviss parents said Travis had their permission to stay with us for the time being. Actually, because hes seventeen years old, Travis can live pretty much anywhere he wantsthats the law in Washington Statebut I knew he didnt leave his parents house on his own, and my dad wouldnt tell me more.

A couple of times since he moved in, I tried to get Travis to talk about what was going on, but he kept saying, Its kind of private. Id rather not discuss it.

That was enough to shut me up. But my curiosity had been killing me. Ive known Roy and Rita Adams, Traviss parents, for as long as Ive known him. Theyre really nice people. When my parents got divorced I was seven, and Id just met Travis; his parents became real important to methe whole family did. I was too young back then to talk much about how I felt about my parents divorcein fact, to this day, Ive still never talked about it with Dad or Mom. Whats the point? Yakking about it wont change anything. But the divorce was hardreal hard. I cried a lot. Not many kids in our class had divorced parents, so Traviss friendship and my feeling that I was almost a part of his family was big for me. Im not saying Travs parents are perfect; Roy is gone a lot in his work and Ive heard Rita lose her temper and swear more than once, but shes also put her arm around my shoulder and comforted me when I was upsetlots of times, actually. Shes always made me feel safe and okay. And Roy is a great dad. He took Travis, Traviss little brother, Hank, who is now ten years old, and me across the state to see the Seattle Mariners every summer for five years: driving us to Safeco Field and back (six hundred miles round-trip), hassling with the traffic, motels, the comic book/baseball card store in the Pike Place Market where we always demanded to go. He put up with all of that garbage just for us.

The first time I met Travis was right after the weekend my dad moved out of our house, a few days after my parents told me they were getting divorced. I was really scared. Travis was new to my school. We were second graders, standing near each other at recess, and out of the blue, like the total wack job I was that day, I just blurted out, Are your parents married?

He looked at me kind of funny, but answered, Yeah.


I said, Mine are getting divorced.

He said, Oh, looking at the ground before looking up and adding Bummer.

I said, Yeah, I guess.

Then I said, You know, if one of my parents just died or something, everybody would feel sorry for me.

Travis nodded his agreement, as if what Id said wasnt pretty nuts.

We were quiet awhile, and then he said, When they get divorced, though, youll get twice as many Christmas presents.

I asked, How do you figure?

Travis said, In our church, this girl, Ashley Anderson, her parents are divorced and she said she gets twice as many presents for Christmas and her birthday because her mom and dad feel so guilty or something.

I thought about it a second and said, Cool. Then I thought more about what Id said about Mom or Dad dying. Its not like I wish my parents were dead.


Travis said, No, yeah, I know what you mean.

I said, Im just saying that if one of them died, itd be easier than a divorce. I hate it.

I started to get some tears in my eyes then, so I looked away from Travis so he wouldnt see.

He said, You can borrow my parents any time you want. You can pretend theyre your parents too, if you wanna.

I asked, Really? even though it seemed like a pretty goofy idea.

Travis said, Sure, I dont care. Ive already got one brother anywaywhy not have another one?

We both laughed then. And that was the first time Id laughed since Id heard that my own family was blowing apart.

The very next Saturday, Travis and I went together to try out for the first organized baseball I ever played; actually it was T-ball. I was great at it. Trav wasnt. My first time at bat I smacked the ball off the tee and watched the kids in the outfield chase it as I legged it out a triple. From that moment on I was in love with baseball and Ive never looked back.


So Travis and his mom and dad have actually been in my life as long as baseball has. Somehow, Roy and Rita kicking Travis out of their house changed everythingI just couldnt get my brain wrapped around it. I couldnt imagine what Travis could have done for such an impossible-seeming thing to have happeneduntil yesterday, when he handed me a copy of an article that appeared today in our high school newspaper.

Coming Out

by Margo Fancher


A senior in our school is gay. He doesnt want to have sex with every good-looking guy he sees, and he doesnt think of himself as weird, though he knows some of us will think he is. Since coming out, telling his family hes gay, hes been kicked out of his parents home. (They dont want him to influence his younger brother.)

Hes a kid a lot of us know. He doesnt want his name used in this article because he doesnt want to embarrass his family or his friends, but he does want us to know that hes here at our school. He says that even though coming out to his family has been the hardest thing hes ever done, he doesnt want, or need, our pity. He is not ashamed of who he is. Hes gay and he knows other kids who are gay too, though he says he would never out anyone else. But hes starting the process for himself; hes coming out.

The reason this student has talked to me is best summed up in this statement from him.

If I were black and walked into a room, Id like to think that people would stop telling a racist joke or speaking racial slurs while I was there, but also after Id walked out. Being gay, I never know what Ill hear when I walk into a room. I cant control what people say after I leave, or even when Im there, but I cant and wont keep pretending that gay jokes are funny or that homophobia is any more okay than racism.

Our classmate hopes that this article helps increase our sensitivity to his and other gay students needs. If it doesnt, and where and when it doesnt, hes going to start standing up for himself. He doesnt say this like its a threat or a warning; rather, hed like us to treat it as a simple declaration of his right to be treated with the same dignity and respect that every other student here expects and deserves.




Its funny: Not in a billion years would I have guessed the story was about Travis except that he handed it to me himself. In fact, I said, No way, the second I finished reading.

Here was my best friend for the past eleven years, now living at my house, sharing my food, sleeping in my room, and it just so happens that hes gay and I never knew! I stared down at Margos article for several moments after Id finished reading. I was afraid to look up at Travis. I knew that when I did look up, I would have to see him differently than Id ever seen him before, and I wasnt sure Id still like what I saw.

I asked, Are you saying your folks threw you out cause youre queer?

Travis said, Gay. Yeah, they said they didnt want me around my little brother anymorelike he might catch it or something.

Wow, I said, unable to think of anything else at that moment.

Yeah, Travis said.

All right, heres the thing: I know that in lots of places, like big cities, the whole gay thing is not that big of a deal. Even here in Spokane the local community college has a club for gays and lesbians and theres a Gay Pride parade every yearbut at Thompson High School, at any high school in Spokane, for a lot of kids theres still a stigma attached to the whole homosexual thing. Im just being honest; the word gay is even a synonym for bad, as in This party is so gay, lets get out of here or This pizza tastes gay! There are out gay kids in our school, but they are often kind of ignored, and the best they can do socially, whether anybody wants to admit it or not, is to be left alone. Until this thing with Travis, I never really thought much about what you might call the gay issue. But then Travis handed me the article.

Truthfully, I felt like screaming at him! I dont need my teammates finding out about Travis being gay and then looking at me, wondering if Im queer too. Most of them know that hes been my best friend forever and that for the last couple of weeks hes been my housemate. Never mind how totally mind-blowing it is to think I know people as well as I thought I knew Trav and his parents, only to find out something like this.


Gay, huh? I asked him, unsure of what to even say. Why didnt you ever tell me before? Whyd you bring this up now, of all times?

Margo and I were talking, Travis said. It just kind of came up, and I didnt feel like lying anymore. Sorry if the timing isnt perfect for you.

He sounded pretty sarcastic with the thing about timing, so I said, Kind of came up? not even trying to keep the annoyance out of my voice.

Travis looked at me and said, Im not trying to hurt you or your dad or anybody. She was asking about my being out of my parents house, wanting to write a story for the paper about kids who get kicked out. She asked me what was going on, and I just told her the truth.

I couldnt think of how to ask the next question, but Travis seemed to read my mind. Shes not gonna tell anybody that Im the guy in the article. She gave her word.

With lots of kids that wouldnt mean squat, but with Margo Fancher Traviss secret is safe. When Margo was only a freshman, she got written up in Spokanes real newspaper, The Spokane Herald, for refusing to divulge her sources for a school newspaper article she wrote about kids who were stealing cars. It almost went to court, but the cops dropped it when they caught the car thieves and when they realized how serious Margo was about respecting the confidentiality of the press. Travis is safe from Margo. But what about all the kids wholl try to find out in other ways? And what about me?

I dont get it, Travis. How could you tell her before you even told me?

Travis stared into my eyes and answered, Are you kidding me? Tell you? Yeah, right.

I felt my ears start to burn. Whats that supposed to mean?

Travis said, Look how youre reacting.

I heard my voice go up. Im reacting finewhats your problem? I mean, its cool, you telling her. You did what you had to do, right? I hoped my words sounded genuine enough, but my heart was definitely not behind them. Really, I wished the whole thing would just disappear.


Although I tried not to let Travis see, I started to feel more and more freaked out. I cant believe youre gay, I said, looking up at him for about half a second before I looked away. He didnt seem any different, but something was changing between us; at least for me it was. Are you sure you are? I asked, staring at the floor and feeling kind of stupid.

Yeah, Travis said. Course Im sure. You think Id tell you if it was a maybe?

I dont know, I said. I felt embarrassed and not in control. I just I couldnt think of what I wanted to say or ask. You cant be gayit just doesnt fit, I finally mumbled.

Travis said, Ive never tried that hard to hide it, Scott; it doesnt fit for you because youve never looked at me that way, never looked beyond your own life, which mostly revolves around Baseball Tonight. It doesnt fit because youre oblivious.

Thats not true, I said, thinking how completely true it really was; if something is not about baseball, Im usually not that interested. Still, the whole gay thing, to use a baseball clich, was definitely coming at me from out of left field.

Well, Travis said, whatever. But think about it: Dont you find it a little bit weird that Ive never had a date with a girl in my whole life, that Ive never talked about getting laid, that Ive always changed the subject every time we even got close to talking about sex?

I said, I guess, yeah, but I thought you were justI dont knowshy or something.

Travis said, Do I seem shy at any other times?

I answered, I dont know. No, I guess not.

Im not shy, Scott; Im gay, Travis said.

I asked, How long have you known this about yourself?

Travis said, Since I was, like, six or seven maybe.

Thats ridiculous, I said. We never even thought about sex back then. Even as I spoke, I knew I was lying. The truth is that when it comes to sex, Ive always thought about it. I fantasized about girls as early as second grade. So was Travis fantasizing about guys back thenabout me, even when we were that little? Does he fantasize about me now?

I cant speak for straight people, Travis said softly, but Ive always known I was different. Its just the way I am. I tried to pretend it wasnt true, but for as long as Ive thought about sex, Ive known it.

I thought, So much for truth and honesty between best friends. But Ill admit it: If I had that kind of secret, Id probably struggle with talking about it too; in fact Im not sure Id ever tell anybody!

Why? I asked. I mean, do you know why youre gay?

No, Travis said. Its just the way it is, who Im attracted to. I couldnt change it even if I wanted to, which I used to want. He paused a moment, then looked at me and spoke clearly. But not anymore.

We just sat there.

I didnt know what to say to him, didnt know what he wanted or needed from me.

Travis didnt say anything either.

And that was the moment I suddenly remembered the blood all over my hands that day at the batting cages. I tried not to let Travis see my panic, but Im sure I turned white. I felt a sudden rush of fear, real fear, unlike anything Ive ever felt before. It was terrible, like getting the wind knocked out of you and almost passing out: My chest ached, my hands quivered.

Whats the matter? Travis asked. You look sick.

Im fine, I answered, trying to catch my breath.

My stomach felt weak and my skin tingled like a thousand little needles were pressing into me all at once. All I could think about was that day at the batting cages, Traviss blood all over my hands. Could Travis have AIDS? Could he have had AIDS back then? Isnt that a huge risk for gay guys? I knew that not all gay people automatically get the diseaseI mean, Im not that stupid. But I couldnt stop thinking about it. Travis was gay and Id had his blood on me.

I just blurted out, Do you have safe sex?Could I have AIDS?

Travis looked at me like Id just kicked him in his stomach. He said, What do you mean? You and I never had sex.

Just hearing him say it made me sick. Yeah, of course not, I know we didnt, but what about that day you bled all over me at Spencers Batting Cages?

At first Travis looked confused, but then he remembered. That was way last winter.

I asked, So Im safe, then?

Travis, actually sounding upset, asked, You think I wouldnt mention something to you if I thought there was any risk?

I-I I stuttered. I dont know what youd do anymore. I mean, I thought I knew you, but obviously I could tell by the look on Travs face that each word I spoke was making things worse, so I didnt even finish my sentence.

But he was already mad. What kind of friend do you think I am?

I shot back, I dont know. I guess a gay one?

Travis turned red, and said, If youre worried about AIDS, go get a test. You can get HIV from any unsafe sex, you know?

I knew he was right, and he knew that Id been with girls before, but hed bled all over my hands, and hed never answered my question about maybe being HIV.

We sat through another awkward silence, and it felt like Travis was reading every negative thought in my mind; he said, You cant handle this. I didnt think you could.

Stalling, because I didnt know what to say, I muttered, What?

Travis said, You heard me; I knew youd react this way. My being gay doesnt fit your imaginary view of the world.

What are you talking about?

Look how you are, manbaseball and bullshityou think everything is the way you wish it were, when really nothing is!

That really got to me. My ears burned even hotter than before; my face and neck felt flushed as I got more and more mad; finally, trying to control my tone, I said, How am I the bad guy in this thing? Youre the one whos gay, whos making some big issue ofcoming out. Big friggin deal! Why do gay people think all the rest of us need to know that stuff about you? I never get that.

Travis, blushing, snapped back, You never will, Scott, not as long as you live in fantasyland, a wonderful world where baseball is more important than anything or anybody, where my parents are perfect and your parents are not because they got divorced, where I have to be straight to be all right with you, andman, the list is endless. Fantasyland!

Fuck you! I yelled, surprising myself by how loud I said it. You never trusted me to handle it before, you never gave me a chance

He interrupted, Well, nows your chance

I interrupted right back, Yeah, now, along with every kid in school. Thanks a lot.

He said, Trust has to be earned.

I felt frozen, unable to say anything more. We just sat there in another long silence. If he said another word, Id want to beat him up; he probably felt the same way toward me.

But all I could think about were three things: First, every kid in school but especially my teammates finding out about Travis being gay, and all of them thinking that I must be too; second, being distracted when I should be focused on playing ball; and last, about dying, about being dead just because I was a friend to Travis Adams. I felt like throwing up. The room swirled around me and I couldnt find the words to tell him how afraid I was. Instead, I looked up and forced a weak smile. I said, Its cool, although it sounded phony even to me.

Travis didnt smile back and he didnt say another word.

Id said it was cool, but it wasnt then, and it sure isnt now.



That conversation was yesterday, and we havent spoke ten words to each other since.

After my AIDS test today, when I get home, the house is quiet. I go straight to my room.

Travis is lying on my bed when I open my door. Hes been sleeping on the couch downstairs.

He looks up and asks, You want the bedroom?

I answer, No, Im goodI just gotta grab my stuff for the game.

He asks, Where you been?

Im not about to admit to him that I was at the Public Health building, getting an HIV test, not after how he acted before, so I say, Just out, getting gasnothing much.

Were both quiet.

Id like to ask him if hes heard about anyone figuring out that hes the guy from the Coming Out articlethats what is really on my mind, but I dont know how to ask it without him getting upset again. Thinking this actually makes me kind of mad. So Im mad that hes mad. Nice, huh? Real mature.

I realize that Ive been standing here quiet for a long time, with neither of us saying anything at all. Its weird. I almost feel guilty about not talking. But he hasnt said anything eitherwhy is it my responsibility? Why do I have to be the one to start some ridiculous conversation about things that I dont even want to talk about? Come to think of it, theres nothing I could say to him right now that wouldnt take us straight back to my yelling and swearing at him again.

I look at him lying there on my bed, lying on his back, with his arm up over his face, his elbow covering his eyes, like hes trying to take a nap.


I feel a sudden urge to just go over and punch him.

Instead, I gather up my bag, grab my two aluminum bats, and kind of intentionally clank them together so that he can tell Im moving around and getting ready to leave. He doesnt budge, doesnt move a single muscle. I decide not to say good-bye; I walk to my bedroom door and go out, slamming it pretty hard; hey, its my door!


Third base defense, final thoughts: No matter how well you position yourself in the field, no matter how much you practice and how quick your reflexes, no matter how hard you try, theres no way to anticipate whats coming your way next. Its just the nature of the game; to play is to risk a laser shot or a bad hop or a simple botch job where you take your eye off the ball half a second early. So heres the truth: No matter how good you are, no matter how much you love the game, playing the hot corner can humble you. Im feeling pretty humble right now.
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