





would mistrust their tale of having shed a tear over a fight with
their girlfriend, but should I tell the same tale, they would believe
it with no discount for whether or not I was lying. Of course
Miller cried. For I suspccted they suspcctcd me of being a fake
real guy. I leaked unacceptable truths about myself more often
than I would have liked. I couldn’t, for instance, disguise, in junior
year, much as I tried, my excitement over fHamlet, a guy whom I
understood to have been as nervous about sex and revenge as |
was. That I tried to cover for my interest by getting kicked out of
the class fooled no one, though I was accorded some grace for it.

Why not put my unmanliness to good use? Because few would
doubt I had shed a tear, I could make up a tale that I had had a
hight with my girlfriend (who dumped me shortly after these
events took place) and forget actually having to worry about
generating false tears, or a false occasion for real tears. I was not
sure, either, that these guys hadn’t actually shed tears, and if that is
what toughness had become in our high school, then I guess I had
to go along,

What did I do? I picked a fight with my girlfriend. I cannot
recall precisely the grounds. No doubt it was some jealousy that
you were never quite sure you weren't faking anyway. Strangely,
it was the guys who insisted you feel jealous. Hey Miller, I saw
Ellen dancing with Zawatska at the CYO. No way I was going to
bring that up with her; Zawatska could kill me with both hands
tied behind his back. Ellen was surnamed Hickok and she claimed
Wild Bill as a distant kinsman and would have insisted I address
myself to Zawatska if I had any complaints. Whatever the grounds,
the moment had come to shed my tears, but none appeared. I
was thinking of everything I could to coax them out, but nothing
worked, not even the thought of my dog getting run over. I was
obdurate; me, who had faked his way through every minute of
my public life since the onset of puberty and a lot before that too,
could not generate tears.

Desperately I embraced Ellen — I am ashamed to confess this

— 50 that I could poke my eyes real hard behind her back, all for
the sake of telling the truth that I too had shed tears in this new
cursed regime Ron had inaugurated. Real tears, genuine fake
real tears. But no tears came. I took some solace in the thought
that she was not expecting tears from me anyway. I just hoped
she hadn’t noticed all the ridiculous commotion behind her back.
The truth is I was so worried about what to say to the guys that I
can’t remember anything else about the interaction except a small
sensation of cowardice over my inability to gouge my eyes hard
enough to provoke the tears I desired.

I never wondered — and if I didn’t wonder I doubt the other
guys did — though surely it must have been the case, whether
the girls were also commenting on the new regime; unless, that
is, Ron and every other guy had made the whole thing up and no
girl had seen any of the boys in tears. Maybe she was faking going
along with it too, knowing only too well that I was playing a role.
Besides, I had a distinct fceling [ was not playing convincingly

any aspect of this post pubescent daily trauma. Who was I playing

this for anyway? Not for her, but for the guys, but not the guys
either, because I could have lied. It must have been my homage to
the dominant adolescent social order, and I was a member of that
audience, judging my competence in proper emotion display.

If this was how emotions and courtship were to proceed
“naturally,” why didn’t nature operate a little more automatically?
Had any evolutionary psychologists — who blithely come up with
just-so stories to show why it is written in our genes that attrac-
tive undergraduate women must inevitably find middle-aged male
evolutionary psychologists sexy — ever been teenagers? None of
this was coming naturally. I was learning a part that I only wish
had been better programmed into my genes (and jeans). We were
acting; mimicking actors in the movies of enacting what the other
kids lied about doing when they were our age that they had got
from the movies: life imitating art.

I was utterly clueless, operating in a fog. As I dimly recall,
the whole game was played with alternating senses, alternating
fast as a strobe light, of an acute awareness of fumbling clue-
lessly through a role not fully understood, and of being so totally
immersed in it that my parents started sending away for brochures
from various military academies as threats to get me to cool it
with the fair Ellen.

I was thrown back on my first plan. Tell the guys I had had a big
fight with Ellen and that I couldn’t help it, but that I had broken
down and cried. That is what I did. I was lying through my teeth,
but no one called me on it, for there was in fact a real truth to my
lie. I had committed myself by it to the new order; I was giving it

the homage of paying it lip service.
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