Chapter Five

THE BODY BEAUTIFUL

If possible, Brian would have kissed Mr. Hanson in frofithe whole boxing team.
The man had not lied when he promised to make themggiron

By Thanksgiving, Brian had begun to notice dramatic changesis body.
Covering his slender frame there was now a solid packaodi muscle and he felt
positively alive when he moved. And better yet, thes geowth of hair on his body was
fascinating and a bit of a turn on.

His sixteenth birthday had come and gone in a hazexlbustion. Running
everywhere gave him such great lung power that his matasrconstantly asking him to
tone it down when he spoke. Brian even mastered th@fgumping rope and was
working on a routine of tricks to show the Boxing Club.. lwabybe.

Mr. Hanson didn't like their self proclaimed nicknamenstm's Boxers. Oh, he got
the joke all right, but he didn't think it lent enough dignib their cause. Brian was
proud to be a member of the club, no matter what thexe walled. And now there were
nine boys.

The Boxing Club still seemed like harsh punishment tonsmy of the boys but
along with Sean, Brian seemed to revel in the paian®ad finally asked Jenny out after
a few false starts and they went to the movies. tmhately it was a bad choice. The
flm was Friday the Thirteenth and she had nightmares/éeks afterwards.

Sean took Brian to see it the following weekend and Hutl screamed like little
girls in all the right places. It was the best birthgagsent ever because they kissed on
the way home from the mall.

Brian felt he was back in love with Sean, but thmsetiit was a cautious feeling.
Although he never admitted it, Brian knew the boy hadinfge for him too. There was
no need to push him into declaring anything. It was wangor that. But Sean never
asked Jenny out again and Brian felt like he had no neleidedis feelings anymore.

Since he was part of the Boxing Club, Brian's parelite@d Sean to sleepover on
weekends where they had the chance to know each atter.bAnd with Sean's birthday
coming up in mid-December, Brian thought it was niceetal blder, even if that meant
by only a few months.

Physically they were both changing under the hard diseiplNo disrespect was
intended, but Hanson was a killer coach. The gym was tpdhem every day after
school, but they were required to attend only three daysek and the Saturday practice.
It was still a harsh regimen. The only benefit wiaat tthey were excused from regular
physical education classes during the day.

But even as Brian's body pulled ahead, Sean was slowthimg up. With a
dressmaker's tape, the boys measured and examined thekesnuscluding the all
important stiff one. It had been Sean's idea and praweddy was a committed horn
dog.

Brian had explained his relationship with Pat and imntel§idhought of getting
the artist to draw them both, but Sean hesitated.

"What if someone sees it?"

"l hope they will someday," Pat said. "I'd love to publsbook of my drawings."



He'd recovered the trunk from his mother's place butshiateery of putting things
back up on the wall. He pulled out his original sketcheBr@n and Sean sat wide eyed
while they looked at the drawings.

"Things are a little different now, Pat," Brian said.

"l can see that," he said,"” you fill that shirt out tmunicer."

And then Pat had them sit nude, side by side, hugging orteeands his hand
moved across the page Brian knew that it would becomefamie favorite drawings. Pat
paused often and smiled as he drew. It seemed as if themhdrought them all closer.

"Best | can do tonight," Pat finally said.

Brian looked at the work and kissed Pat's cheek.

"You're the best artist | know," he said.

"I'm the only artist you know, kiddo, but | accept the pbment. Look how your
body has filled out, what have you boys been doing?"

Sean told him all about the boxing and Mr. Hanson.rBiteen had an idea.

"Pat, could you draw us boxing?"

"You mean like in a boxing ring during a fight?" he responded.

"Yeah. Hanson won't let us actually spar yet but thaisphs due to start real soon.
All we do now is punch a bag hanging from the ceiling."

"Do you think your coach would let me watch?"

"To publicize the team, yeah, | think he would. If yountvéo try I'll ask him,"
Brian said.

"Ok, why not."

But Hanson was reluctant when asked. All vice-principads naturally suspicious
people.

"Brian, who is this artist friend of yours?"

"Pat is a guy that works over at the chemical planthbutioes these amazing pencil
drawings. He's a veteran like you, Mr. Hanson. Armyeliebe. Wait until you see his
work."

"Yeah, I'd like to see his work," Hanson said.

Pat spent an entire weekend putting together a portfolgiudff to show Hanson.
And despite his protests, Brian made him include a nudebgtstuse he thought they
were some of the finest drawings.

Pat had also finished a drawing with Sean and Brianboxang pose. He'd caught
the grim determination on Sean's face and the predmimkyon Brian's. And for the first
time, Pat had used colored pencils.

"Why did you do that?" Brian asked.

"Experimenting, that's all. Black on white only takee so far, and in this one |
wanted to put in some background to contrast your bodiesillean get pretty messy if
| use too much of it, but see the faces beyond the Popfegle the details from natural
colors to gray and then to nothing. It gives an edgeéh¢obbxing ring and makes you
guys stand out better. You like the color of the trunks?"

"Yeah, the blue is nice."

"l hope your coach likes it."

With the choices finalized, Brian took the folder ttheol and laid it on Hanson's
desk. One by one he turned the pages, studying each drawfigiizaHe paused when
he got to the nude of Brian that Pat had drawn last year



He looked up. "You have changed quite a bit since thenn.Biédat possessed you
to pose like this for him?"

"Pat said only God had the wisdom to form the human @l that a child is
probably his greatest work in all the universe. He saiddrew it to morn the loss of
innocence."

"l want to meet this man," Hanson said. He turnedotigee and came to the boxing
pose. He smiled. "Now this one is worth a million disl Are you trying to get me to put
you in the ring?"

"Yes sir, | suppose,"” Brian said.

"Well, maybe you boys are ready to fight. | was thigkive should give it a try."

But the school didn’'t have a space big enough for a medhdp ring. They only had
a converted storeroom off the gym for a training rodmd it was there that Brian spent
considerable time punching a heavy bag. It was all laglyfor the moment, but Hanson
had a plan.

The first sparring sessions took place in a garage atliesstreet from the school.
The space had been loaned to them by the real estagany that owned the building,
and the For Sale sign was still out front. But aftéva days cleanup they had a space big
enough to lay out a ring and Hanson had prompted a lumbértgagive them the
materials to build a flexible floor and the corner gdst hold up ropes.

All the boys worked on the project under the directionanfelderly man that
Hanson introduced simply as Mr. Wayne. None of the &g any idea who he was
except that Hanson said he was the best. But whetathas floor was finally stretched
out it was Mr. Wayne that produced the gloves and protehgadgear.

Brian was anxious on the Saturday morning scheduled éarfitst boxing session.
Sean had hoped they would be chosen to pair up. Not temtwhnted to hurt one
another, boxing was about skill first. It was about imepyour opponent down, Hanson
often reminded them. Inflicting pain was a secondasgceff

The two of them had been shadow boxing at home fortmplthough Hanson
had cautioned them about hitting one another. "You poleyamut, or break a nose and
you'll be out of practice for weeks," he'd said. "You dat ind some other boxer will get
ahead of you in training."

And here they were, after months of exercise, tigi@nd more exercise. The drills
on footwork, the jump rope practice, the chalkboard tallautacombination punching
and the ceaseless bag work...either they knew it or thyt.dBrian crossed himself,
please, please, put me in the ring, he thought.

But Mark and Dale went first and the match up was a goad Al of them
envisioned a human body as they punched the bag, but haregdt to see two bodies
in conflict for the first time. The protective headgeavered the cheeks and chin but did
nothing for the eyes and nose.

Mark was the first one to draw blood and that was anfg¢w minutes into the
match. A glove might be covered in smooth leather bonose isn't made to take a hit
without damage. Dale had dropped his left arm a littleld@owhile they traded punches
and Mark made a right jab to the head. Dale jerked hid baek but the follow through
caught him right on the nose.



Dale shook his head and the blood poured down his lip. Haolsev the whistle
and the match was stopped. Mark hopped around joyously unsiiHagrabbed him. Mr.
Wayne stuck a swab in Dale's nose to stop the bleeding.

"Ok, Mark, calm down," Hanson said. "Drawing first bloisdonly good for your
ego. It will make your opponent more aggressive, you didmit amything. Remember
guys, boxing is about going the distance and scoring pdiotse of you will knock your
opponent out in the practice ring. A KO is out of the qaasit this stage."

Hanson looked over. "You ready, Brian?"

Wayne tugged the headgear in place and Brian foursklhim the ring with Mark.
Why Hanson had paired them he couldn’t know. Maybe he Kdean and Brian had
practiced a lot together, maybe he wanted to put Briangamst an unknown, but just
maybe he thought both boys could learn something here.

Brian's footwork was better than Mark's and they @it@ne another warily. Brian's
feet never stopped moving and Mark got impatient. Brian duaketie boy took a wild
swing at his head. Mark got a one-two punch in the guhi®mistake before Brian
backed off.

That pissed Mark off. Dale had never hit him in thenmstoh. He tried to corner
Brian who kept on dancing around. The other boys onltlee €ould be heard making
comments to one another and Brian grinned, though tlehmiece made it difficult.

Mark tried a series of straight jabs which bounced o shoulders and then he
tried for a face shot. Brian bobbed around the glovdssaw an opening. A left jab to the
side of Mark's head shifted his posture. Brian took a pomcthe chin just to set up a
right jab to Mark's face. The blow landed solidly and IMatumbled back against the
ropes.

His feet had failed him and Brian wouldn’t let him reghia balance. A left-right
combo followed but Mark managed to block only the lefivgland Brian's right caught
him on the chin. Again he fell back on the ropes argitiie Brian moved in.

Mark's gloves were out of place to block the left hanat $b his stomach and he
foolishly lowered them further. Brian stepped back and @ghot at his face. The glove
struck Mark's nose with great force and his head whippdd bac

Hanson blew the whistle and Brian started to turn bawkards his corner when
Mark threw a punch at the side of his head. Brian stadgerd saw stars before Hanson
was in the ring restraining Mark. Mr. Wayne took Brianthe shoulders and led him
back to the corner.

Mark was pushed down on his stool and Hanson stood ower ripping the
headgear off of the boy. "You heard the whistle, Mark] get you took a cheap shot at
your opponent. | will not tolerate cheating or any hehdike that on my team.” Hanson
looked around at all the boys. "If you can't handle tpsien you had better clear out of
here right now. The next guy that throws a punch aftemthistle blows is outta here for
good. Do you all understand that?"

A chorus of "yes sir" went around the room. That btowthe nose had produced
only a few drops of blood and Mr. Wayne said the nosenaroken, just moved a bit.
Mark was taken out of the ring and Sean stepped up to tagiabes

Hanson looked Brian in the eyes, his hands on eiilerad the headgear. "You ok
to go on? Sean is waiting."

"Oh...him? | can beat his ass all day long, "Brianmgd.



Hanson smiled, "That's my boy, go for it."

Sean and Brian put on quite a display of technical boxingas all about footwork
and blocking one another's shots for the three rouradsHanson allowed them to spar.
Neither of them made a significant blow on the oth#hough they both tried their best.

Sean had always been good and sometimes Brian even tHwgtas the better
boxer. But neither of them played strictly defensivd &ean managed a few good shots
to the mid-section that made Brian's stomach achéh Bbthem were relieved when
Wayne blew the whistle to end the match.

"Now that's what I'm taking about, that was boxing,'hstan said and all the boys
clapped in approval.

When the match was on Brian found himself planning blanly to have Sean a
step ahead in countering. He learned that a win might hapqlg if the opponent made
an error in judgment. It often took a long time to wisa other guy down. Looking back,
it seemed the rounds had gone by real fast and it wasigedBrian's mind had been so
focused it was hard to judge time at all.

In fact he hadn't been aware of anything outside tigeduring the match and so he
had not seen the small crowd that had gathered to \la¢ch box. Pat had come in at
some point and he'd brought a friend. Both of them appedbaat the boys stepped down
from the ring.

Pat smiled, "You did real good up there, a regular Mohammead the making."

"Naw," Brian blushed," it wasn't all that."

"This is Sam Vincent with the Sun Times," Pat saiukoducing the man standing
there beside him. "He's a good friend of mine."

Brian caught the smile Pat gave as he introduced Sars. gllyy was someone
special to him. Brian shook Sam's hand and introduced. Sé@nfour of them settled
back to watch the other boys spar until everyone Haghta turn in the ring.

Brian calmly introduced Pat to Mr. Hanson. The twoadhbands and seemed to
recognize some quality in the other that they liked.

"You've done wonders with these kids,"” Pat said. "Brgnt ithe shy little boy
anymore."

"He's come a long way," Hanson said. "I saw your amkwwhere did you learn to
draw like that?"

"Guess | was born with a pencil in my hand. But sengushas stationed in Korea
for two years. Not much to do so | drew the countrytiedpeople. | had too much time
on my hands, couldn't do much else except pull guard duty."

"I hear you, well it sure paid off. | like the drawing ydid of the boys, you ever
think of going pro?"

Pat laughed. "Sure all the time, what artist doesn't?"

"Maybe we can get you to do a program cover for us. Yooeceee us whenever
you get the chance," Hanson said. They shook hands agaithe coach went to look
after his equipment.

The boys and Sam had been standing to one side as dhmdw spoke, but Pat
gave them a smile.

"Guess that went pretty well,” Pat said. "He seemslikee guy.”

Brian and Sean groaned in unison. "You have no idea avhard ass he can be,"
Brian said. They were about to leave when Mark apprabBhan at the door.



"I'm sorry, Brian...I shouldn't have hit you after theistle. | lost my cool today."

"Thanks, I'm good with that. You have a good hard righthdve to keep my eye
out for that in the future.”

"That was sweet," Sean said after Mark left.

"l forgive him now, but next time | knock him out of thag."

Sam drove the boys home. It seems he and Pat had endtaa up in the city. And
despite Brian's hope that the man would write a stogutakheir boxing it seems he
didn’'t do any sports work for the paper. But he promised taaggorts guy out to see
them real soon.

"Have to do that before you guys all become famous amtt wadk to the press, it
happens all the time," Sam said.

"He's pretty cool,” Brian whispered to Pat when they got in front of Sean's
house. He got a hug in response. "Thank you," Pat whispereeturn. "But you'll
always be my number one boy."

It was kind of wonderful that Pat was in a relationsBipan hoped they would be
happy together. He put an arm on Sean's shoulder and gaveyth squeeze.

"We did alright today," he said. "Even though | had you ast#d all the way."

"Like hell you did," Sean replied. "You're just lucky to lbansling.”

"l could have won, but | was distracted by those tigbttshyou're wearing."

"Oh, now you're asking for it."

"And I'm still distracted..."



