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A GUY comes through the door of philosophy class. Class is about to start and he takes the chair next to me.

"Am I late?" he says.

"No."

It's the last thing I say to him because class gets going. When it's over, he has his papers together and is standing.

"Thanks," he says.

I don't know what for.

"Oh," I say, "yeah."

He's gone.

I think about philosophy. It's the first day of spring quarter, my freshman year of college. I don't feel much past a high school boy but this class will be okay, I think.

I'm glad I know somebody in there, and hope he will sit in the same chair again. In college they don't really assign the seating.

He seems friendly. I wonder if I will see him in class sitting somewhere else and I never get to talk to him.

I could go up to him and say, "Do you remember you sat next to me on the first day?"

He might say something like, "Yeah, I don't like sitting in the front row."

Then I would do some quick thinking and say, "I could move."

He would just look at me.

I'm not going to do any of that stuff. I will be in my seat in the front row, and find out what happens from there.

The question is, how are you supposed to make a friend? The answer is sort of, there isn't a lot you can do.

I get to class early on the second day. My chair is free. The chairs are wooden, plus they've got a small writing surface made for right-handers. That works for me.

I want to put a book or papers on that surface of the chair next to me. There would be nothing I could do if somebody else comes in and takes the chair before that guy gets here. Before I do what I'm thinking of, the guy himself comes in.

He walks straight for the chair he had yesterday and sits down. He puts his hand out for me to shake, adds some words.

"I'm Daire." It doesn't take him long to explain. "It's Irish."

I shake his hand. "I'm Kippie."

I have been trying to switch over since high school to the name Kipp but then I go and say Kippie by mistake. Daire is going to think of me as a little boy.

"How do you do?" he says.

"I'm fine."

I don't think it's the right answer to that question. But I don't have the answers. Things haven't changed for me since high school. And I have tried to be more outgoing, or whatever word the school counselor used to use.

There are a few minutes before class is scheduled to start. I can't think of anything to say and that includes a lot of possibilities running through my head. Fortunately I keep quiet.

"Do you like philosophy?" Daire says.

"It's okay."

We have to take it. Some credits in philosophy are required, plus religion.

I finally get an idea.

"What about you?" I say.

"Yeah, it could be interesting."

That's as far as our conversation gets. Class begins and we are taking notes. I guess we are both right-handers. This could be how we spend the quarter, taking right-handed notes and we talk a bit before class.

I don't mind. I'll find out at the end of the hour if we do some more talking after class. That is, if he isn't in a hurry.

For now I need to concentrate on philosophy. I'm not sure yet if I can get this stuff or not but our teacher does a pretty good job of explaining things. It would be nice if he could explain to me how you can meet people and they like you.

I met Daire. The chair next to me was open and not that far from the front door. It's like I did something right but I didn't do anything at all.

Oh, class must have ended while I was daydreaming. I can get the notes from Daire. Or maybe that's not such a good idea, if he thinks I'm a bad student.

"You wanna get lunch?" he says.

It's lunchtime. I don't have a class.

"Yeah."

I know I sound flat. I would like to go there.

We walk toward the student union cafeteria without either one of us saying that's where we are going. It's where a lot of people go. I am thinking about the food I am going to order.

I would normally get two chili dogs, which I am probably going to do again. Something else would be better if I want to look more like an adult but I don't know what.

Daire also orders two chili dogs. I like how he did that.

We take our trays to an open table in the middle of the floor, where we sit across from one another. In class Daire is on my right.

"You like it here?" he says.

At first I think he means the cafeteria, then I realize he means school.

"This is my first year," I say.

"I'm a junior."

It did seem like he was older than me. I hope he doesn't mind.

The fact that he is talkative takes some pressure off of me.

"You're getting philosophy," he says, "out of the way early."

"Yeah."

"Where do you come from?"

"This is where I went to high school."

That doesn't sound very exciting. I need to do something.

"Are you from here?" I say.

"The Oregon side of the Oregon-Nevada border."

That is downright exciting since no one has ever said it to me before.

"Wow."

"There isn't much there."

I want to know if he likes it here or if he gets homesick. If he does, I don't want to mention it. Seems like he's the one that will bring up subjects.

"Have you got a girlfriend in this town?" he says.

I can't remember if or when someone has said that to me.

"No."

It's the truth.

The truth allows me to get in some work on my chili dogs, extra onions.

"Do you like street fairs?" he says.

"I suppose so."

"They've got one not far from here."

I think about all the wrong answers. If I tell him I will go with him, I might find out he is only informing me of something I can do on my own. Daire is hard for me to understand.

"That would be fun," I say.

"What time should I pick you up?"

"What time is it?"

"We can do something before it starts."

I want to tell him that none of this has happened to me before. Also, I don't know what is actually happening.

Living at home, not on campus, keeps me away from activities the other students are doing. At least I'm going to a street fair for the evening.

Since he lives on campus, I'm the one who picks the other one up.

"Come in," he says.

It's the first dorm room I have seen. I look everywhere.

"I know," he says, "my mom would kill me if she saw the place."

I try not to smile.

"You've got to understand," he says, "my roommate is a slob."

Daire grabs a coat and opens the door. His roommate waves to us on our way out.

We are off campus inside of a minute.

"I got some work done," Daire says, "including philosophy."

"Did we have something in there?"

"No, I just skimmed a chapter."

They have a street blocked off, lots of tables and the colors of banners. There isn't a theme I notice except for food and jewelry and magicians. I like it no matter what.

"This is fun," Daire says.

We walk up and down, all over.

"Do you know a lot of people around campus?" I say.

"Yeah."

I want to know why he isn't with them, or why his roommate didn't come along.

"Are some of them here?" I say.

"I think so."

I can't get anywhere with him. I won't worry about it. I think I'm only curious, is all.

"Winter was my first quarter," I say.

"Is that right?"

"I haven't met that many people."

Daire moves his head up and down, not much motion to it but I watch him closely at all times.

"You met me," he says.

"You did, too."

He knows what I mean.

It's okay when he says stuff but scary when I say it. I don't want him to take it wrong.

We are doing a stroll among the booths and street performers. You have to weave a little bit. Then you stop and look at something.

Then we pick up the stroll again. There is some chaos to it. If you look down, you will see lines painted on the street but they've got nothing to do with a street fair. In other words, they are absurd.

"Have you done this before?" I say.

"What?"

"I don't know."

I really don't know what I mean.

We watch a magician do an amazing trick. It looks impossible. We walk to another location.

"How old are you?" Daire says.

"19."

I don't know why he needs to pin the number down.

"Will you be in class tomorrow?" he says.

"Unless I'm sick, I am always there."

That's true.

"What about you?" I say.

"I'll be there."

When I get home, I decide that I sort of have one friend in college. Already that's better than high school.

I wonder if you can hang out with somebody and nothing makes sense. It must be possible. I don't care too much about things making sense. It was fun at the street fair, mainly because Daire is kind of funny.

He doesn't think twice about what he says. Maybe he got his money's worth out of the dumb things I say back to him.

I'm always the first one in class, that is, between me and Daire. Then he comes in like clockwork. He is sort of a happy guy, you can see it in his face.

"You know that one magician," he says, "that was unbelievable."

"I know."

And I do know which one he's talking about. We saw some things.

Since we are in the front row, our teacher isn't far off. He's a priest that wears the cassock.

Daire addresses him.

"You know what, Father?"

"How's that?"

"We went
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