Klaustrophilia

by Casimir Dukahz

That summer of '69 | wanted to get away from thdykburly, heat, noise
and crime of New York City to write a novel abodizBbethan boy-actors who
took the parts of females — Thespianly, sexually,it is to be devoutly hoped! —
and after much diligent searching | was finallyeabd rent, for the season, a
small house in a little town in Connecticut: artuat honest-to-God wee rose-
covered cottage on 69 Featherbed Lane which letbmsuse that many young
boys are like roses — lovely to look at and defightio smell-'know' but beware
thethornsl..

So | settle in my new abode and begin pounding gnatvused portable
(typewriter,that is, dear reader!) which | dourly suspect isrewlder thar am,
but soon | become arousingly aware not of the BextNDoor but of the Laddie
Across the Lane — one Klaus by narff@antaKlaus, bearing gifts?) which |
come to know from hearing his Mommy call him to gapat eventide and out
of the corner of my eye | often glimpse him spraivm his pretty piazza on his
front porch or flashing about hither and thithdeelian earthbound comet. But
sedulously I put him from my thoughts and yearnifuysdue to a schizophrenic
flaw in my character | am totally unablewgite about boys if | have one on tap
at the same time! | complained of this to my medbr. Feinschmecker, who
is most tolerant of my affectional orientation tigbua hetero, andhe said:
“Well, Casimir, that'dife.” (Thehellitis! LIFE is amagazinelast | heard. I'm
gonna hafta find me a new doctor!)

Regardless, I'm starting the second chapter of &fyCentury novel when
one afternoon there comes a knock on my front ddoch | open and there is
Klaus! And in this vivid living-color close-up he's everoma beguiling than
before: blond as a pubertal dandelion, perhapd a8eplus or 13-minus, one of
those Aurora Borealis kids who turn your knees &dewfor desire of the tender
prey. Highly disordered, | at length stammétello! To wh-wh-what do | owe
the honor of this welcome visit?” Immediately tkiel unleashes a torrent of
words in a language | can't make head nor tailndf hough it sounds vaguely
Schadihoovian | don't know whether it's Norsk onBlaor Svensk or Finnsk or
Lower Slobbovian.

Nevertheless, | wave the heavenly vision in whexelrks his pert prat on
my chintz-covered sofa and continues to speak kmown tongues but I let his
mellifluous monologue go in one ear and out theepthontent just to feast my
famished eyes on his lovely animated face and segubody, body, body. . .
Oops! 'Scuse me, folks, nmeedlegot stuck ‘cause the kiddy is mother-naked
except for brand-new red sneakers on his small @b and a narrow strip of
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flowered cloth about his young loins which — baraly inch wide — is surely
insufficient to conceal anything, yet not a quaiteh of Connectiutly illegal
anatomy is exposed. Hell and damnation! Has fem betally emasculated or
(God forbid!) is he really a deceptiviemboy?! Time, | trust, will tell.
Meanwhile, | shall assume, hope and pray that enotKlaus is a bona-fide
intactball-bearing!

As my hypnotic visitor dulcetly jabbers on and dnwait in breathless
suspense for his tiny cache-sexe to slip Northartlsso | can get a clue to his
sexual identity — but that brief scrap of curseatttistays in place as if it were
gluedon! By now, of course — as it usually is with md am beset with an
intense case of Klaustrophilia and | long to makeatlest pass such as licking
the perky cowlick crowning the top of his shapelgatl or like that. But |
refrain, |1 contain myself fothis little one seems to wear Innocence like an
armor; he appears to be an Earthly Angel whose siraye yet to sprout: body
fragrance of rare incense, chatterbox tones ofstialechoirs — pure as a
Springtime snowdrop or pristine December snowflakérgin young boys are
sometimes hazardous to explore — yet nowaedat adventurous lad is virgin
at age 10 or even 8? Most of them have been pigalyubroken-in or broken
into by a sibling or their peers of both sexes + budianne Densen-Gerber
never mentionghat, does she?! However, | shall give radiant ambigu€iasis
the benefit of the doubt and keep my hands off him.

Here | say to the boy, “Are you hungry? Would ylike a little snack?”,
making explicit motions of eating and drinking ahiah the kid nods eagerly,
licking his rosy lips and rolling his eyes so | rgiout ice-tinkling Pink
Lemonade and Jewish fruit-and-nut cakes which achlyr expensively
delicious though a trifle too circumcised as ftosting. Klaus smackingly
engulfs 8 cakes and 3 tall glasses of lemonade wfieh he stands, gives me a
stiff little bow, shakes my hand and twinkles off@ss the street, leaving me to
hopelessly kiss the spot on the sofa where his tsivettom has rested and
without hope day-dream ofrauit d'extasewvith him. Is this to be the summer of
my discontent?!

This frustrating situation goes on every day foweek during which my
novel is entirely neglected, | absorbed only inu€la multitudinous charms and
| cake and lemonade him or cocoa and cookie himen tdeprivingly he just
shakes hands and is gone with the wind. On thda§ when he sticks out his
small paw prior to departing, | am suddenly overiwviezl, overcome. Gently |
take his hand, turn it over, kiss the warm smoathmpand tickle it with my
tongue. At once the boy utters a joyous crow af.of what?! Satisfaction?
Victory? Triumph?! And he seizesny hand, drags me to the door of my
bedroom, kicks it open, kicks off his brand-new sewbakers, sheds his mini-
mini floral loin-cloth, plummets into bed, puts hignds behind his head,
spreads his legs wide and smiles invitingly up & as my fever'd gaze is
magnetized by a five-inch confirmation, proudly maig straight up at the
ceiling, that this is, indeed,lzoy!
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