I Love Boys...inspired by Pete and Peter

I love boys. All kinds of boys. All men are boys, always and forever, no matter how old they get, although sometimes you have to search long and hard for the shadow of the boy trapped in the man. Boys. I love everything about them.

I was raised with boys. I have a brother who is a year and six days older than I, and all his friends served as youthful inspiration. I was further blessed to have my grandfather's backyard be the neighborhood boys' congregation spot. They played baseball there, and because it was my grandpa's backyard, they had to let me play. I began to appreciate boys at an early age.

I first fell in love with their kindness. My heart skipped a beat when they taught me how to bat. And then I feel in love with their toughness, tumbled headlong at their vulgarity, reeled with their strength. I was mesmerized by their protectiveness and enchanted by their sensitivity.

As I got older, I started to understand that there were physical differences between boys and me. I think I was eight the summer my mom made me begin wearing a shirt when I went outside. My body was different from theirs, and I was taking notice. Bare chests in the summer, sweat sliding down their bellies. The hint of biceps being developed by days spent bucking hay and straw bales. Thighs with lengthening muscles...and a shadow of something else that I wasn't supposed to know about. I was totally fascinated. I could stare for hours.

I am still fascinated and still in love. I can watch...and now that I'm old enough, touch...endlessly. There's so much to see and know; there's never enough time.

God! Do I love boys!
