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"Why don't you get out here?" Dex says.

I don't see why not.

"Okay." I climb out of the backseat and stand there on the sidewalk.

Dex leans in the front passenger window.

"You girls gonna be alright?" he says.

"Now that I'm behind the wheel," his girlfriend says.

We all get a big laugh out of that. Also, it's one of those lines that has put an end to the evening. They drive off and we wave until they are out of sight.

The car, of course, is actually her father's. Dex did have permission to drive it.

We had an okay evening, I guess. Two boys out with their girlfriends.

"Oh man," Dex says, "I never got my kiss goodnight."

It's the next laugh line that naturally follows once the car is gone in the distance.

We are facing each other. I don't know who starts it but we kiss on the lips.

"I think we've got some popcorn," he says.

"Alright."

We walk toward his front door. I had thought the evening was over. It's still pretty early, though.

"We can watch TV," Dex says.

"Is anything on?"

"There's always something on."

First thing we do is make the popcorn. It goes with the month of November. This is our senior year of high school and I've known Dex since we were freshmen.

"Did you like it?" he says.

"What?"

"The golf."

"Yeah, why not."

I think I like TV better. I'm not sure what we're watching. I just mechanically reach for popcorn in the bowl that Dex is holding.

He's pointing at TV.

"That guy is so funny," he says.

"He is."

Dex grabs my neck because he's laughing at this guy. He does a good job of keeping the popcorn bowl from spilling over.

"This is hilarious," he says.

"I know."

I put my arm around him so I can hold us steady and get some popcorn without dumping it over.

We laugh ourselves out, then settle down a little.

"We couldn't do this," he says, "if we didn't have girlfriends."

"We do have girlfriends."

"I know."

He tips the bowl my direction. Only the unpopped kernels are left.

"It doesn't mean anything," he says.

I know what he's talking about.

"It doesn't have to," I say.

We go to the kitchen for some more popcorn and the ice-cold drink I could use. It turned into a fun evening. All you really need is TV and popcorn, plus a can of pop.

"Thanks," I say, when he gives it to me.

"What do you wanna do?"

I sort of point at the popcorn. "This."

"Yeah." He hits the popcorn button on the microwave.

That's what we do. We like buttered popcorn. Movie theater butter.

"I like TV," I say.

"So do I."

We sit in front of it like we did before. We're on the floor but we've got cushions and blankets and it's comfortable. Dex gives me the bowl.

"You're in charge of the popcorn," he says.

I toss him several of the heavily buttered pieces. He catches one or more of them, which he eats.

"You're funny," he says.

"You are."

The evening ends on the sidewalk in front of his house.

"Did you like the miniature golf?" I say.

"Not that much."

We shake hands.

"See you Monday," I say.

"Okay."

When I get home, I'm not sure if it is still Saturday night or if we have already gotten into Sunday. What I do know is that the date I was on turned out different than I thought it would.

What I'm thinking is, me and Dex had fun. I agree with him on the miniature golf. Things got fun after that. I know that me and him were doing things that two guys don't normally do but I don't see what difference it makes.

If he tells me he doesn't want to, then I get it. It would just be the night we had some popcorn in front of the TV. We could still have popcorn whenever we want. I'm sure he would touch me because we're sitting next to each other and reacting to what's on TV. I would touch him first if I felt like it.

I've been having girlfriends since, I don't know, 7th grade. So has Dex. And I've been out with them and him before, like we did tonight.

I am happy with the fact we have normal lives. Dex is really good in school. I do my best and not that bad really. I like high school. It will be fun to graduate but something is going to be lost when we do.

What me and Dex did wasn't that unusual. I know him too well for that. I'm sure we have probably done a lot of it since 9th grade.

It's okay because we are like every other boy in our school. They take their girlfriends out, they joke around with us. We go places with all of them and we are part of the school spirit that is going to make this place hard to leave at the end of our senior year.

I don't believe those boys kiss one another but that's because they aren't as easy around each other as me and Dex are. We've known each other for a long time. We kind of have the right to do what we want.

Those other boys do, too. It's not like me and Dex are stopping them. We don't care what they do.

When they talk to us about their girlfriends, we talk to them about ours. It's as simple as that. We are right in the middle of what is going on at our high school. There is no way that we are out there on the margins, which is where some of the strange kids are.

Hey, we've got nothing against them. It's just that we aren't them. Some of them are artists and I've seen some of their work and I like it. Dex does, too.

I know this one kid named Oscar. He does black-and-white artwork. If I remember, he said some of it's ink and then there's chalk and other stuff he uses. He's fairly easy to talk to. I sit next to him in one of my classes.

I've got no idea who he likes. I don't think he likes anybody. He likes art.

The landscapes he has done are unbelievable. It's like they come to life.

"What did you do this weekend?" I say.

"I was working with chalk."

"Oh yeah?"

I thought he might tell me about something he did other than a painting.

"What did you do?" he says.

"Me and my girlfriend went golfing with Dex and his girlfriend."

"Golf?"

"You know, miniature golf."

"Oh, that."

I've got things on my mind other than golf and art.

"Oscar," I say, "did you ever kiss anybody?"

Class hasn't started yet and everybody is making a lot of noise. I am sort of leaning in the aisle to say that to him quiet.

"No," he says.

Then he looks at me with a different look.

"Did you?"

"Yeah."

"Who?"

"Dex."

I think it's okay saying this to Oscar. He doesn't know anybody that I know. He knows the other artists but they don't know anybody either.

"When?" he says.

"Saturday."

"The golf?"

"No, the popcorn."

If he doesn't know what that means, he doesn't say so. I need to add more.

"It doesn't mean anything," I say.

"How come?"

"We both have girlfriends."

I can't read his reaction.

"He's really good-looking," he says.

"No, we were just horsing around."

Oscar has gotten me all mixed up.

"No," he says.

"What?"

"I like boys."

Teacher calls the class to order, not a minute too soon. I spend the class period wondering why I said that stuff to Oscar. I don't regret that I did. He's not gonna rat me out to anybody, I'm pretty sure.

I catch up with Dex at lunchtime in the cafeteria.

"Oscar said you're good-looking," I say.

I knew that Dex wasn't going to get mad.

"I suppose I am," he says, "but I've got a girlfriend."

"That's what I told him."

Dex takes things off of my tray if he wants them.

"I didn't know he liked boys," he says.

"I didn't know either."

"Artists." Dex swallows half my milk carton.

I look at what is gone from my tray. "I need to buy some more milk."

"I'll watch your tray for you."

Naturally I run into Oscar in the food line.

"I told him," I say.

"You did?"

"He said he didn't know."

Oscar shakes his head.

Without answering, I pay for my two cartons of chocolate milk.

"I'm scared," he says.

"Of what?"

"You know."

"You're an artist."

I think I'm trying to tell him it's okay for him because he's an artist.

"You're not an artist," he says.

We are telling each other something but I don't think we are getting it.

"Come with me," I say.

"No, I'm afraid."

"Of Dex?"

"Yeah."

He comes with me anyhow.

"Ran into Oscar in the line," I say.

"Hey, man," Dex says.

"Hi."

The conversation is my responsibility.

"I was telling Oscar about the miniature golf."

"Oh," Dex says, "that."

"Do you like it?" Oscar says.

"No."

"We just figured," I say, "that our girlfriends would."

"Did they?" Oscar says.

Dex looks at me.

"Did they?" he says.

"I don't know."

The conversation is not going that well.

"Oscar never kissed anybody," I say.

He gives me a hard look, does Oscar, with a word for me.

"Beckett.”

"That's alright," Dex says. "It's gonna happen."

Dex has got a way of putting everybody at ease. It's almost as if that's why I like him so much.

"No," he says, "me and Beckett were kissing on Saturday night."

Me and Oscar can't move, or speak.

"If you're having popcorn and watching TV," Dex says, "you get involved in stuff like that."

We just look at him.

"Kissing," he says.

He still has the floor.

"We both have girlfriends, me and Beckett. So it's okay."

I'm waiting for Oscar to say something but I think he's kind of frozen in place. And that's how lunch ends. I tell him I'll talk to him later. Then I tell Dex I'll talk to him later.

After that I try and concentrate on classes that I can't seem to focus on. It
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