Chapter Twelve

MILESTONES IN LIFE

Adam was turning eighteen and Brian decided something needszl done about
it. The boy's father wouldn’'t do anything special and teigh is such an important age in
a boy's life. He couldn’t wait to reach that age. Batatso knew nothing would make
Adam happier than a party with friends.

The team would recognize his birthday, might even comeitipa gift, but there
would be no party. There were twenty boys on the squadamul that was too many
birthdays for the whole organization to celebrate aiter the other.

A small party would be nice. Sean would come, and he naglh bring Mary
along since they were sort of dating. Brian figured mayleeuple of guys from the team
could be invited. But he didn't know any of the senior8agam's school and wasn't about
to ask any older kids anyway.

It was Adam's last year of high school and he wasexk@bout graduating at the
end of the year, but not Brian. Being in different sdhoneant they didn't know many of
the same people.

By his own admission, Adam was pretty much a loner iat skhool. Brian
understood his reasons, there was so much that theyadtto hide from the other kids.
Being gay had always made him look inwards, and he didn'ttdbabAdam felt much
the same. All it would take was one wrong person to dntdand life would become a
nightmare.

And now that they had Liz in on their little secrBtjan couldn’t forget about her.
She would have to help him figure out what needed to be fdorleis party.

"A party for Adam, that's sweet. When's his birthdagfé asked when he showed
up at her door.

"Uh, next weekend, I'm afraid."

"Brian...that doesn’t give us any time at all. Oh brothmoys just don't get it do
they?"

"Sorry, Liz. Will you help me?"

"Of course | will. Have we got any money?"

"l have seventeen dollars," Brian said. "Will thatdseugh?"

"For maybe eight people, ten if we don’t serve sodas.v@aget your mom to help
us?"

"She's good for the cake and ice cream, | already askgdBnan said.

"Have you bought him a present?" Liz asked.

"I'm not sure what to get him. I'm sorry...I've screweid tip already."

"He will love anything you give him, Brian." She sighétie loves you, silly, he'd
settle for a box of rocks."

"l was thinking about a chain with a crucifix on it,Vi# said.

"A gold chain? Good idea, but just a plain cross. Methedkin't show the
crucifixion like we do in our church. I'm sure he'll addare&Should we serve food?"

The conversation went on as Liz took notes. She dg¢leeg her mom would help
out too and so he knew they would have great food. Seaed@o come and said he
would love to bring Mary along. So did Ben Molnar, Seartsrn. Adam liked Ben, a



relationship formed under the pressure Sean and Brian aeeldplipon them both in the
practice rooms.

Ben was another of the Hungarian kids in the neighbathaxad Liz knew his
family quite well so she invited his sister Marta asllwThat made seven and that
seemed just big enough for a decent party in the Mahasay toom.

Keeping it all a secret from Adam was the best pamiad made easier because the
boy was always coming over to the house on Saturday@tictice anyway.

"My dad said he won't be home this weekend. He's goirfg.@ for some party
weekend thing," Adam said.

Brian smiled, wishing he could say something about théy.pBut Adam didn’t
seem sad about his relationship with his father angmdis solitary life had been turned
upside down and time spent with Brian went a long way tdsvkeeping him happy. He
was over so much Brian's parents had begun to thinknofalsi another one of their
children.

Thursday night meant choir practice. After a long dagcabol all Brian wanted to
do was go home and relax, but that wasn't going to haggam had taken to walking
home with him since Pullman was still considered a lproblt meant Adam was always
there waiting when Brian got out. Just knowing the bowld/de outside left Brian
staring at the clock in his last period history class.

"Liz says Hi," Adam said as they met.

"Liz, where did you see her?" Brian asked.

"She was going over to the church just as | got hernd. iSaas something to do
with the priest and your choir practice. Hey, she says guys raised four hundred
dollars at that bake sale. Way to go."

"l didn't do a thing except eat the profits. But yeah,hage a concert scheduled
now at the Soldier's Home the weekend before Hallow@®at's a week after my
birthday," Brian said.

"Cool, can | come?"

"Sure, that would be fun."

Adam paused and Brian smiled, knowing what was coming. "Myday is
Saturday," he said.

"Yeah, | know. Already got you covered," Brian said.

"You got me a present?" he asked.

"Sure did, but you don't get it until Saturday."

"What is it, can't you tell me? Please?"

The little kid in Adam came out when he got excited andrBalmost told him.

"No...you'll just have to wait."

"Aw, that's no fun."

Brian laughed. The boy was just so cute. "Yes it isvé ltorturing you."

"Liz invited me to your practice tonight. Can | comé&@am asked.

"It's pretty boring, but you're welcome anytime."

In fact, it was a great idea. Adam had been pesteringabont singing ever since
that afternoon in the living room. Brian hadn't repéathat private performance and
maybe he was a bit shy about showing off his voiag.tBose feelings vanished when he
was standing up in the choir loft. On Sundays it didn’ttemathat hundreds of people
were listening, they always seemed so far away anda@®@ys seemed much closer.



But soon Brian knew he would be on a stage for thesengpaoncerts and it
seemed the shyness would have to be faced. Boxing difisrant matter entirely. There
was only one opponent and he was always trying his tbekurt you. Brian had no
choice but to perform inside the ring.

"We're already working on the Christmas program,” Bisaid. "Maybe Father
Dominic will let you play Silent Night."

Adam blushed. "I don’t play good enough," he said.

"Yes you do. I'll sing it better if you play."

Adam sighed and Brian knew he would do it. "I'll try," Adaaid.

And Dominic seemed delighted that someone else could gidg he conducted
the choir and Adam agreed to play for the whole prachweminic's musical talents at
the piano weren't as strong as his faith that God wsandehow get him through it. But
he loved directing, arms waving and his whole body mowiilg the beat of the music.

Brian was so proud of Adam's ability to read music tleatlidn’'t give a thought to
how difficult it might be. Liz sat beside Adam and turnled pages as he practiced before
the rehearsal. It felt so good knowing that his twenfils had developed their own
relationship and seemed to enjoy working together.

Everything went well until they got to some of the Blgsirts where Adam seemed
unsure of himself. But rather than quit he resortedrplgying his parts, playing chords
when the melody fingering defeated him.

But that was ok too, Dominic had done far worse. Tlwerdtnew the music and it
all sounded much the same. Adam seemed to play best duzisglds, his eyes leaving
the pages of the music to look up at Brian with a sr8ilent Night had never sounded
better and Dominic beamed with delight.

"Your friend has real talent,” he confided,” do you thigkwill come and play for
us again."”

"If you ask him," Brian said. "I think he would like natli better."

"How come | haven't seen him in church before?"

"He's a Methodist, Father. Give me time...I'll win hawer to our side."

And Brian truly believed that he could. If they worshigbd same God, the choice
of church didn’t matter that much.

It had never been more evident than the first nightrdpent at his house. After
making up the spare bed to satisfy Mrs. Mahoney, Adamalast to crawl in with him
when Brian said there was something to do first. Hét labeéhe end of the bed and Adam
dropped down beside him.

"You pray every night?" he asked.

"Since | was a little kid," Brian said. "It must worlqure here."

"You pray for me?"

"l pray for all my friends, everyone in my life...and esjpéy you," Brian said. It
was true. He had been praying for Adam even beforeddegred their love.

"And who prays for you?" he asked.

"l hope my parents do," Brian said

"Il pray for you," Adam said and that had been the wayas ever since. Kneeling
with him all those nights, Brian had begun to beliekat ttheir shared prayers meant
something great for them both. It didn’t matter whamneaa person called their God, it
was the act of saying His name which blessed them alll



Religion was still a great curiosity and it seemed likeB was always searching
for the truth, but there were so many truths it seert#ctatch a Christian and you'll find
a Jew underneath," his mother said once. But if youdwd a Jew what would you
find? Religion wasn't taught in his Church, it was fofed. Brian's personal life as a
homosexual wasn't accepted and yet he still embracedhthveh. If that ever came up
how could he ever hope to convince Adam that they werthe right path?

Growing up Catholic meant accepting the teachings ofaitle a dogma that Brian
often found at odds with his own thoughts. Adam was likéaak page when it came to
religion. His father had not attended any church. Namingelf a Methodist meant little
except that Adam had been taken to Sunday services bdgvesit mother when she was
alive.

But faith was something he craved, Brian could tell.n§eable to communicate
that thought wasn't so difficult. And night after nightdadn prayed with him and for
him. An act so selfless and sweet that it only madanBadore him even more. God had
finally answered his plea for love and the boy had keph fin Him. The reward was
never more evident than in the love he shared witmAda

But Saturday's boxing practice brought a new surprise wiagsdih asked him to
spar against Adam.

"Let's see if he can use what he's learned against pamson said. "And Brian,
don't back off just because you might be afraid to hurt yoend. | rather expect he'll
work hard to defeat you if he thinks you're taking it easyim. His advantage of height
and weight will keep you on your toes | expect."

Brian saw the logic in what he was saying. Adam wouldrEht him to go all soft
and loving in the ring. This wasn't hugs and kisses timat. whas for later. Adam smiled
shyly but it was so totally fake.

"You gonna hit me hard?" he asked.

"Damn right. | want to see if I've been wasting nyetj" Brian said.

He grinned. "l won't hurt anything you might need latettomght."”

"Oh, I am so gonna kick your ass," Brian said and grinaedt.b

"Ok, you girls finished gossiping yet?" Mr. Wayne asked. "8ve trying to get
some ring time here today."

They gloved up and Mr. Wayne strapped on the headgear. Tumolgoneant that
Brian would have time to plan a strategy after the @ at Adam, but then that meant
the boy had the same advantage. His physical strengtrap@oaching its peak and it
would be a hard fight if he remembered all the skillsaBrhad taught him. But then
Brian knew he would, Adam was ready for this level ahpetition.

Hanson came in the ring with them and gave the usuaingarbefore dropping his
hand to begin the round. Adam danced back and forth, shoBrag he was stil
nervous about being here. Brian had better skil, maper@ence, but Adam had the
reach by a few inches. Brian had planned to keep higetense for the first round so he
started with a series of combos aimed at the sidAdai’'s head.

Adam kept his gloves up, blocking the blows from ever riegchis head. Brian
shifted immediately into a one-two aimed at the stdmawed managed several blows
before Adam danced away, forcing Brian to follow. Butsagv Adam's body language
and caught the shift as the boy stopped running away arelzzck, fists swinging.



Brian took most of the blows on the shoulders and edbasvhe used his arms to
fend off the attack. Then Adam threw a straight arm puaicBrian's head, the glove
skimming off the headgear as he turned away from the. Méthout thinking Brian lead
with a left towards the right side of Adam's face, usihg opening the punch had
afforded. Adam's gloves went up to block and that opened ujghisside. Brian popped
a quick blow against Adam's chin and then backed off rah@sr pursue the momentary
advantage.

Adam certainly thought Brian was taking it easy on himd he came back strong,
the hit only seeming to wake him up to the possibilibégheir fight. He gave Brian
several of his well practiced body blows and these weuntered with a few of the same
followed by Brian tapping his chin and a follow up on tfeek. Hanson blew the
whistle.

Brian stood against the ropes in his corner and lookeud atv Adam. The boy
fought well, but then it was hard to beat what he haohltead taught to do. Given time
and experience the boy was going to be a class A fightem was only glad that they
were on the same team in more ways than one. Aftemute of break, Hanson called
them back to the center and dropped his hand.

Adam was more aggressive from the start. Working Boaratds a corner, he tried
to trap him against the ropes. Brian danced out, boblndgaeeaving he ducked under
Adam's first series of heavy blows. In a real figatwould never win fights by running
away from his opponent. But Adam needed to see whatstlik@ to chase someone
down just to win a fight.

Adam began matching Brian's footwork, making glove corgaety chance he got.
Brian had told him never to hold back for that one bigng. Some guys thought they
would end the match with one big hit but it never waenthanything. It was a hard thing
to master with the temptation to score a win so quickly

Brian finally re-engaged with Adam and they traded bodwsldNow Brian finally
understood how that damn bag felt, Adam had a concisethefthitting the bag and he
was using it now. Brian swung in under Adam's arm and poppedhim again. Too
many of those and the boy wouldn’'t be eating any cakight

Not that he made it easy. Adam's defense was alwglgs on. He tried to rattle
Brian's cage and went back at it, trying for head bldargjng the both of them to keep
their gloves high. It was a bad move on his part, Jacoagd have told him that much.

Brian was willing to take a few head blows in ordegéb at an opponent's nose, but
instead he hit Adam in the forehead. Someone else toe#k his nose, but not Brian.
Hanson blew the whistle, they were done.

They climbed out of the ring and stood together before Whayne as he took off
the gear.

"My stomach hurts," Brian said.

"You had me seeing double, "Adam admitted. "Why didn’'t yourtatin the nose,
you had the shot?"

"You know | could have, that's the point. No sense imgiWr. Wayne any more
work to do," Brian said.

"But you could have," Adam insisted. "You should have takershot."



"I didn’t hold anything back, Adam. It was my choice t@aka. Just making you
bleed wouldn't teach either of us anything. You'll get glesf bloody noses down the
road. Just be happy you made me work for every bit ok®

"You did fine, Adam,” Mr. Wayne said. "I saw Brian worfirout there. Just
because you can do a thing doesn't always make it rightnbws that. You do what it
takes to win and he likely scored the most points imth&ch. The rest is just silly pride.
You'll be ready for the next tournament | imagine. Bler time to get busted up if that's
what you need."

"You think I'm ready?" Adam asked.

"One way to find out, ain't there?" Mr. Wayne said.

"Yes sir...thanks."

It made his day when everyone started singing Happy Bythdd presented him
with a team jacket. It was their ritual of naming lame of the A team. Adam was now in
that exclusive group of members who were ready to talk@pponents in the name of the
club. Watching this, Brian knew how a mother bird fghen her babies finally took
flight and left the nest. Adam was ready to find out whstpatience and skill had earned
him.

On the walk to Brian's house Adam asked if he was resdigy for a tournament.
His fingers kept tracing the outline of the embroiderytl@nfront of the jacket. It showed
the silhouette of a boxer standing over the CBBL Id§)gan would have to get Adam's
name stitched over the right breast just as he hadsawm jacket.

"Mr. Wayne wouldn't let you in a tourney unless you werady, Adam. But if
you're worried about it that's a good thing."

"Yeah, I'm worried. But | shouldn't be, right? You tauglet everything you know."

"There's only one thing | didn’t teach you because ymadl know it inside. Take
it from me, you're gonna go a long way. Feels good whée¢heasweat and pain pays off,
doesn't it?""

They climbed the front steps to the house and Adam loakeidhe were on top of
the world. Everything had gone right today, but there mase. Brian opened the door
and everyone was standing in the hall.

"Happy Birthday," they all yelled. And Adam was floored.

Brian's parents hugged Adam and so did Liz. Bill, Ben ancth $wa been at
practice but snuck out early to get there before theran B¥ary looked good, while
Ben's sister Marta stood quietly in the background.

Adam was amazed and embarrassed at so much attentidre thanked everyone
for coming and the party started. Liz's mom was inkiehen pulling food from the
oven, but when she came over to say good-bye Briamnl d&eto stay and join in the fun.

Brian didn't think Adam had been the focus of so mucmtdie in quite a while
and he seemed to be enjoying himself as he opened teenfweEvery few minutes
Adam looked up at him with a grin on his face and Briannkménat he was thinking.
The gold chain hung around his neck and it looked good thees Bad chosen the right
present.

After a wonderful dinner they had cake and ice creame again singing the
Birthday song as Adam blew out the candles. When theg ak out Adam looked up
with glee, and Brian felt a lump in his throat. The tget gift given today was the
happiness he saw on Adam's face.



Brian told everyone that Liz had made all the arramgesnand she got a round of
applause for her efforts. In all it was a great pamy,nHe couldn’t wait for it to end.

Sean and Mary were the first to leave since he hasdatk her home. It was good
having him there and Brian told him so. Sean seemddeiomuch the same and that
meant a lot to them both. Brian had begun to seeribigdfs relationship with Mary as
something they both needed.

The rest of them left shortly afterwards and the dmggan to clean up the living
room before the Mahoney's left for the 10 o'clock mass

"Can we go too?" Adam asked.

"To mass? You want to go to mass? "Brian asked.

"Yeah...l have a lot to be thankful for," he said.

They sat in the back as a sleepy Father Connor vireatigh the service. Adam
stared about the inside of the church and whispered questi@rian's ear. He could see
his parents up front in their usual place amidst theanfis and so he held Adam's hand
as he tried to explain about the mass and its symbolism

At one point Adam knelt beside him and Brian watchedthes lips move silently.
If only these people around them knew how much he lovsdtly, Brian thought. But
God surely knows and it doesn’t matter to Him. He's prlyljast glad they came.

On the short walk home Brian asked Adam what he'd prayed f

"l prayed for my brother and my father. Today | am eghtand they are missing
out on all the joy I feel. | felt closer to God inathchurch and that's what it's all about,
isn’'t it?"

"Yes, church is a place to remind us of God. But it'y artbuilding, no matter how
pretty it looks. A long time ago | decided that the rdalrch is inside the people. It's
why | like singing to them."

"l prayed for you too, Brian."

"I know Adam, you're the reason | know God loves me."

Home after mass, Brian's parents settled down to whtclate news and the boys
went to bed. Brian climbed in bed and settled down beésiden.

"l just wanted God to see how much | love you," Adam seitle darkness. "l want
him to look after us even though we might do things thatBible says are wrong. | don't
think we'll ever do anything so wrong that God gives upgnl don't want to ask for
forgiveness because | don’t see any sin in us. | slgdame in my heart and the need to
share it with you. Amen."

Brian was close to tears at the sincerity of thaty@r. And so they finally came to
share what was in their hearts. Adam may have bdeengh so much in life and yet he
knew how to be tender when he needed it most.

It had been Adam's choice to make and Brian would lesdéorgrateful that he had
been chosen. Only hours before the boy had beemgnili punish him in the ring and
now that strength was renewed in their loving embrBoan would always look back on
this moment with wonder.

Staggering his way into the bathroom early the follgvmorning, Brian felt the
soreness down there, back there, well...just aboutyeliere. He stood under the hot
shower with this silly grin on his face. Oh yeahhael finally made love to a real man.

Adam lay asleep in bed and Brian stood looking down on wWwith pride.
Everything this boy had become touched him in some taymight be only sixteen but



Brian knew this was something he would never experiagedn in quite the same way.
The world was constantly changing but he wanted to tlindpis moment. This image of
Adam at peace was something he wanted to burn intoitisand carry forever.

And as the sounds of his parents moving around downstaiched his ears, Brian
leaned over and kissed Adam on the cheek to wake himkfBseéavould be upon them
and then he would sing for Adam at the mass. For ev@rias felt that his voice was a
gift from God, he also knew that Heaven would understar ifledicated his joy of
singing to the one he loved.

"You have to shower," Brian said as Adam opened his &yéas room smells like
a whore house after last night. Come on, you bettey.Hur

Adam smiled and rolled out of bed. He grinned and Brian ldakehim standing
there in all his glory just as his mom knocked on therdble had a towel around his
waist, Adam wore nothing but that grin.

"Breakfast, boys. Hurry up or you'll be late for church.”

Thank goodness she didn’'t open the door. Briarcbaygletely forgotten to lock it
when he came back from the bathroom. He grabbed afpadirxers from the bureau and
handed Adam the towel.

"You better hide that thing," Brian said. "I don’t waytiu to scare my mother to
death.”

Adam showered and then Brian watched him dress befeyamént downstairs.

"How did you like the mass last night?" Mrs. Mahoney dskfen they sat down
at the table.

"Fine, Mrs. Mahoney, you have a beautiful church,” Adad.

"Well, thank you, you're welcome to come with us angtyau want."

"l want to hear Brian sing today. He says his vomensls different because of the
church.”

"It sounds much better than what he sings in the shbwer Mahoney said.

"What none of you know is that there's a spot up indftevhere the shape of the
church throws my voice against the wall behind ther 4lBrian said.

"That sounds cool,” Adam said.

"Yeah, we don't use microphones or anything. | would koveéecord the sound
someday," Brian said.

"Really? My brother has a portable recorder, maybanl bring it over sometime,"
Adam said. "I'll have to ask my dad."

"You have an older brother?" my mother asked.

"Yeah, he's away in the Army," Adam replied.

It was the lie he told everyone because it was etsiexplain than the truth.

"We should ask Father Connor first, he is kind of fusByidn said.

"Now Brian, that was unkind," his mother said. "It wobhlave been more polite to
say that he's just used to his old ways."

"Sounds like the same thing to me," his father said aviinin.

"Don't you start," his mother laughed. "Come on, \ee'llate."

Adam sat with the parents towards the front, a placerevhe could watch Brian
sing. And as Brian stood forward on the spot and lookedbtite congregation he saw
Adam down there, his head turned back to look up. And Baag Bona Nobis Pachem,
give us peace, like he had never sung it before.



The lower tones of his high tenor voice seemed moveedal today. The rush of
emotion washing through his body was always a thrilltbday it was different. He was
closer to God here than at any other time in hig/digel The gift of song was all Brian
had to offer but He accepted it with open arms. Give asgeBrian thought as his eyes
gazed down on the smile Adam bestowed upon him.

SMALL TRIUMPHS

Eleventh grade had always seemed like a special placeido @ntil he was in it.
This was supposed to be the year of that child to namsition period, the leap that
climaxed senior year.

So here he was, one of the small men on campus widmubf the benefits the
older kids enjoyed. Somewhere there was an unwrittenthateeleventh graders didn’t
associate with the upperclassmen. As for Brian, s l@as a senior...so much for those
rules.

Adam was studying trigonometry while Brian was still teasg the basics of
algebra, or trying to anyway. He had replaced the debisimoom with a table and two
chairs so they could do homework together. It didn't tuthto be the quality time he
expected but at least they were together.

Adam had almost become a member of the Mahoney fémnilyeveral reasons. His
father had slid into almost total drug addiction and Adamidrtt stand being around
him. It didn’t take much of an explanation to his pardatsBrian to win them over. His
Uncle Frank on mom's side had been a notorious drunk anfrthly had suffered with
that until his untimely death several years before.

Feeling it was their Christian duty, they told Adam haswvelcome anytime and
that he was to stay as long as he wished. It wadeike of solutions but with some
unexpected consequences. Nothing dramatic, but Adam had godtks all fairness so
did Brian. They both adjusted to make it work out. But mgtlaverrode the additional
time they now had for their love life.

"Adam, did you leave the toilet seat up again?" Brian asked.

"Oh, sorry," was his usual response.

"Adam, where's the cap for the toothpaste?"

"Oh, sorry...here."

Half the time he used Brian's toothbrush anyway. @dt't signify much since his
tongue was in Brian's mouth much of the time anywayeadét they both had clean teeth.
But Brian found himself chasing down rolls of toilet pgpeashcloths and errant towels
in the name of love.

But it was totally sweet to wake beside Adam, the wlroifta stiff morning wood
pressed against his stomach and soft snores tellinghkeifmmoy was still at peace with the
world. It was times like these that Brian absolved bfrany wrongdoing in life.

And then there was the good this boy brought into theild. Adam had carried
over his brother's recording equipment, it took him thrigs but he never asked for help.
Brian was pretty sure he was ashamed of his homeRifaning into Adam'’s father was
not something Brian looked forward to anyway. Besideswhs sure that Adam hadn't
asked to use the stuff, not that his brother was goimged it anytime soon.



They set up at night in the practice room before tlogr @rrived. There were cords
run all over the place and Brian counted six microphones.

"You really know how to use this stuff?" he asked.

"Plugging it in is the easy part, making it perform the wayant is difficult."
Adam admitted. "Just ignore me tonight and let me see Wdaat come up with."

Ignore him? Hardly possible since Brian was still ls¢ stage where he couldn’t
believe Adam was his in the first place. How could @ed lucky?

But they sang as Adam sat in the corner with his headyshon and tweaked the
little knobs and buttons. The equipment was probably wartlortune, but then the
brother had been a drug dealer too so that probably digaie in when he bought the
stuff. The lure of easy cash had always been thersofenany of Brian's peers, but never
for any of his friends.

When practice was over they all gathered around to seat wdam had
accomplished.

"It's ok, but that's all," Adam said. "This room isriigle for recording."”

"Maybe it would sound better in the church?" Dominiclsai

"Could we...?" Adam asked.

"Let me talk to Father Connor," he said.

But Adam didn’t want to do it during a mass, he wanted aadene set aside and
the monsignor agreed. The following Thursday's practicaldvbe in the church and
Adam seemed pleased. But as they took down the microphodesolled up the cables
to pack in Mrs. Mahoney's shopping cart, Adam handed Br@aheadphones.

"This sounded particularly sweet," he said turning on ¢cender.

In the headphones Brian heard this voice singing andedat was himself. Did he
sound like that? The notes seemed to float above thie @hd suddenly Brian became
entranced. All these years he had never heard hisieglfunless it was thrown back to
him from the walls of the church.

"l...I sound like this?" he asked and Adam nodded.

"You could sing professionally,” he said. "Wait until | g@iu in the church, then
you'll see."”

Mr. Mahoney was so enthralled by the idea of a rengrthat he offered to pay
Adam for a copy. "And | imagine a good number of the pangrs would love to buy a
recorded copy of their choir singing, will it be that g@b he asked.

"I'l do my best," Adam said, and Brian knew he would.

The following Thursday afternoon they came home framnosl and set about
hauling the recording stuff down to the church. Adam boedwsome longer cables from
the rectory and set himself up in the center of theeathwith microphones spread out all
over the place.

"If | capture the sound from several different sourcean put it all back together
the way | want to," he said.

Brian had no idea what he was talking about but helpedheubést he could in
setting things up before the choir arrived. The Mahgnayived with supper in a bag
and they all sat down on the front steps of the chio@at.

"Where did you learn how to do all this recording businésam?" Mr. Mahoney
asked.



"My mother worked at a radio station when we lived emNJersey. | used to tag
along sometimes. They had a recording studio there arehtieeers began showing me
things | wanted to know about,” he explained. "But thas \wawhile back, after my
parents split up."”

Brian knew his father regretted asking the question nder Zdam's more than
honest answer, but then his mother took up the cause.

"You're very much a part of our family now," she saihd we wouldn't have it
any other way."

"If this turns out like you hope maybe there is a futurehie music business for
you," Mr. Mahoney added.

"I was really thinking about a career as a boxer,” Adaid. "But only if Brian
thinks | should."

"You can do anything you want," Brian said. "I know Mrartson thinks you've
made great progress and Lord knows | won’t want to faodrythe ring the next couple
of years."

Fortunately the choir began to arrive before Mrs. dedy had the chance to put in
her two cents on the subject. There were more thfaweonlookers this evening and
Adam became worried that they might get picked up in his e@umprduring the
recording. But Dominic did the honors of telling everydhey would have to be silent
during the practice or face the consequences. Your lhagiupg or leave routine.

The doors were closed just as Liz arrived and the otgessiemed up so Adam
could take some sound levels. He nodded when everythingedeght and the rehearsal
began. From up in the loft Brian could see Adam and Lizrdatwvthe table but the boy
was engrossed in the machines and seemed to ignoréhewvgsise.

As agreed, they performed almost every song they knewhMti¢ was material
from the mass but some of the songs were pieces tbey planning to perform on the
tour. This meant Brian had four solos to sing along Withten other pieces by the entire
choir. It was a pretty heavy load for the young vomed there was a great sigh of relief
when it was over.

Brian hurried down the stairs and walked down the aiskatds Adam. The boy
was winding back the tape which he finally stopped aframaite.

"Did it go well?" Brian asked.

"Judge for yourself," Adam said. Liz plugged in a cable orsttie of the recorder
and gave them a nod and a smile.

The onlookers waited curiously as Adam turned a few diats started the
playback. From the speakers at the front of the chuarhecthe sound of the choir
singing the Dona Nobis Pachem from the mass. Briatdot believe it. Did they sound
that good? The smile on Adam's face told him the truth.

"Amazing, isn't it?" he asked.

"We sound like that?" Brian said and the other choisls®emed just as stunned.

"That's real good," Mr. Mahoney said," I'll bet evergdere wants a copy."

There were a lot of parents in that crowd and eadherh asked Adam to make
them a copy. By the time practice broke up Liz had seeenhames on a sheet of paper
and each of them promised ten dollars for the recorttivgould mean a lot of work but
Adam was just happy that his effort had paid off.



"Brian, you and your parents have to hear this one bef@ye we take this stuff
apart. Let me find it first.”

The Mahoney's sat back down and waited as Adam rolletafee And then the
sound of the choir came through the speakers once aghBram's voice could be heard
moving into his solo in the Kyre Eliason.

The sound sent a shiver through Brian's body as he heasglf sing. The notes
seemed to roll off the walls as he became swept upeirieeling he had put forth during
this piece. He glanced over at Adam and saw the boystaamg at him, eyes wide in
amazement at what he was hearing.

Even after all the time he had complained about thesienbeing in Latin, Brian
had to admit that the music of the Church was probalelybest he ever performed. And
as the high notes of his voice faded away at the emdalieed that his voice was indeed
God's greatest gift.

There was silence for a moment and then Mrs. Mahspele.

"I'd like ten copies of your recording, Adam. I'll pay feach of them," she said.
"You have no idea how many in our family will treasuhese songs once they hear
them.”

And Mr. Mahoney told Adam that he would put up the moneytlier tapes they
need to meet all the orders. He expected that Adam wawe to make at least fifty
cassettes if he was going to meet the demand. And #mtMven the Mahoney's gave up
their den for Adam to use as a recording studio. Thelyeglan rolling all the cords up
and packing everything to take home. For if Adam ever mgddaubts, the Mahoney
home was now his as well.

The cassettes took Adam all week to make and Brian hdipedeliver them.
They brought home close to four hundred dollars that wekk&rsum like neither of
them had ever seen before.

It was Adam'’s cash and Brian held no say in how tlyewas planning to spend it,
but his choice surprised everyone.

Approaching Mrs. Mahoney in the kitchen on Sunday mornikaam reached in
his pocket and handed her the money.

"What's this all about?" she asked.

"I owe Mr. Mahoney a hundred of that for the cassedtekthe rest | want you to
keep. Call it payment for all you've done for me."

"Now Adam, that's sweet, but you don't owe us anythisigg"said.

"Yes | do. | eat your food and you wash my clothes. Tiieme's the heat and
electricity bills, I cost you money. Please, | wgot to have it."

She looked at him and Brian saw tears form in her.€elksre wouldn't be any
argument but Brian knew what she would do with the moAeyg. Monday when they
got home from practice she sat Adam down at the kit¢hble. From her purse she
produced a savings booklet from the bank.

"I've put the money in a safe place for your future. htwau to add to it when you
can, but never take anything out unless it's an emerg@mey day you'll want to start a
business or pay for college classes and the monepevthere. Each of my children has
an account, and now you do too."



Adam seemed shocked that she hadn't taken the moneyfrawaliim, but he was
beginning to see that Mrs. Mahoney wasn't someonargae with either. Brian only
laughed when Adam expressed his surprise later that nigreimroom.

"You have to expect things like that from Mom," Briamds "Her father died when
she was little and the family suffered because he didate them any money. She's
been saving in the bank ever since, although you woltdoiv it, we might even be rich
someday."

"I never had any money saved up before,” Adam said. I'Aftefather lost his job
we were damn near starving all the time so my madthdrto work just to feed us. There
was never any savings, but she kept the family goinigink tyour mother is so cool for
doing this."

"l don't think she'd mind if you called her Mom occasllynghat is if you want to."

"She really is, isn't she? It's like she wants ubddrothers or something,” Adam
said.

"That would make you a brother-fucker, wouldn't it?"

Adam grabbed for him but Brian ducked away, knocking ovefatihhg and sending
the bureau skidding across the floor. Brian laughed as Amailty fgot a hand on his leg
and pulled him off his feet. They both hit the flootiwa thud.

"Hey...what's going on up there," Brian's father called epsthirs.

"Adam is trying to kill me," Brian screeched as the gogbbed his crotch.

"Well, try and kill him quietly will you, Adam? The news on down here." Brian
could hear his father laughing as he went back intaving Foom.

"I'm gonna kill you with love," Adam hissed. Brian cradkap as his clothes were
pulled off.

"You'd better lock the door first,” Brian said and Adam;dsgt that.



