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Fights and Celebrity Crushes

 

Kevin was sitting on the living room floor with his twin but not really twin. His dad had an affair with someone who went to extreme yet secret measures to get pregnant by him. He had money, and she was hoping to break up the marriage. Her brain somehow didn’t register when he said he and his wife were in a very committed open relationship. Her attempts to steal him and have him for herself failed, so she left her son in the hospital, and never spoke to him again. He was born a few minutes before Kevin.

Today, Kevin and his half-brother were watching a comedy sitcom about a blended family. It was called, rather unimaginatively, The Family. The guy who played Juno was Kevin's favourite character. Thirteen, Asian, and all sorts of amazing, Kevin thought. His brother Jacob, who was also named Kevin, but no one used his first name, found this highly amusing. Their parents did nothing to discourage it. If he thought Juno was interesting, then Juno was interesting.

"He's too old for you."

"By only six years," Kevin said in protest to his brother. 

Jacob laughed. "He's a teen. You're only in first grade."

"It's still just six years."

"Yeah, but when you're his age he'll be nineteen going twenty. Like, he'll be old." 

Kevin thought about it for a while. Their oldest brother, the one trying to be a celebrity chef, was twenty. That was old. He sighed. That was when his mother entered the room. She sat down on the couch not too far behind them noticing her son's sadness. His twin hugged him and they had a verbal exchange she couldn't figure out. Kevin seemed to perk up a bit.

"Mom! Jacob says I can marry Juno. Can I?"

"You sure can, Kevin."

"Really?"

"In the right country, yes."

"Awesome. He's like the hottest thing ever!" Kevin was only seven. What he knew of hotness was debatable.  Jacob, however, was the smart one. If he said it was okay, then it was okay.

"So, you got in a fight at school, Kevin?" His mother said, and Kevin sat in silence. Jacob nudged him and looked at him, hinting that he should respond. 

"No. I ended a fight." 

His mother heard their father giggle wherever he was in the house. She sighed and prompted Kevin to continue.

"He was teasing me."

His mother lifted an eyebrow. "Why?"

 

***

 

Kevin was sitting in class minding his business. The teacher came in and started to do what he does every day: teach. But today, Kevin was distracted. He was daydreaming about Juno and the fantastic life they would have together. When he finally came back to the present, he realised he missed quite a few things. Jacob would hook him up, though. Jacob loved school.

As time went on, the students became distracted and veered off to non-school related topics. Marriage became the hot topic for this particular distraction moment, like shouting out who they were going to marry in the class. The teacher let them ramble because it was amusing. When it got to Kevin's turn, however, things got weird. He said he was going to marry Noah, a quiet red-headed boy in the class, and also the designated class hottie.

"You can't marry him," one girl shouted out.

"Yes, he can. My aunt is about to marry her girlfriend. He can totally marry Noah," one of the other boys shouted.

"Yeah. Boys can marry boys," yet another student chimed in. 

The original girl started to feel attacked and then rather desperately blurted out, "But they aren't old enough."

She didn't think anybody in the class could get married. It wasn't boy-boy specific. 

There was a lingering silence before one child finally asked the teacher if that was true. Was there an age requirement for marriage? He confirmed there was. There was a collective “ohhhh” from the students. 

This revelation seemed to dampen their spirits for the amount of time it took to let it sink in, then they moved on to other distractions. Kevin noticed that only one boy remained silent during this exchange. He didn’t think much of it and couldn’t if he wanted to as the teacher was calling the class back to attention. Lunchtime, however, he found out why this boy was so silent.

The boy came over to Kevin and pushed him. “They taught us in church that God doesn’t like gays,” the boy said with an air of ‘if the adults said it, it must be true’.

Kevin got up off the ground rather nonchalantly as if he hadn’t been pushed and was on the ground of his own accord. He looked at the guy and said, “I don’t care about God because he isn’t real.” 

The boy seemed more offended about this than the gayness, condemned Kevin to hell then shoved him again. Kevin didn’t fall down this time and punched him. The boy hit him back. Kevin punched him back and followed that with a hard kick. The fight didn’t last long beyond that and the boy walked away with a bleeding nose and a bust lip. Kevin only had a slightly bruised cheek.  The annoying part was how the other boy got so over dramatic about it to everyone as if Kevin had almost killed him. 

Kevin, since his parents weren't forced to come school to get him and he’d only received a brief detention after school, assumed it was washed over. Any idiot could see it wasn't his fault. Yet here he was now, having to explain to his mother why he got into a fight. No doubt the teacher and the principal had talked to her when she picked him up from school. He was too busy ignoring the other boy sitting in the classroom with him to notice.

Back in the present, his mother sighed and called him up on the couch next to her.

“Kevin I have no problems with you being gay. But a lot of people will. And we live in an extremely religious society so blurting out you don’t believe in God will offend some people.”

“Why? I don’t care that he believes in God. Why should it matter that I don’t.”

“You believe what we believe. Maybe that may change when you get older. The point is we can’t control other people’s actions, but we can control ours.”

“But why? Why do I have to pretend to be a certain way when it’s okay for him to talk about God. No one cares when he does it. And no one in the class even cared about boys liking boys. I don’t understand.”

Kevin was genuinely confused. Was he really that different and if he was, was it a bad thing?

“Is there something wrong with me?”

“No.” His mom responded firmly. “You’re fine just the way you are. And I don’t have the answers to all the questions just know me and your dad love you no matter what. And, most importantly, fighting isn’t always the best solution but if you are forced to defend yourself, win. Bust a lip even but shhh don’t tell your dad I said that.” His mom smiled slyly, and Kevin smiled back.

She kissed him on the forehead just as his father called him and his brother out back. Their dad was doing another addition to the house with Kevin's three older brothers. 

Kevin and Jacob loved this kind of work. They couldn't do too much because of their size, but their father trained them all the same. If he weren't a successful lawyer, Kevin's dad definitely would've been a contractor. He, with the help of his wife and sons, built the mini-mansion they lived in.

Once out back with the sound of power tools and the banging of nails, things got better. Kevin could forget about the kid whose ass he kicked and just be a young boy in the backyard chilling with his brothers. That was happiness.
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