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DEAD RECKONING 23:

Break the Cycle


When was the last time you saw a Disney movie?  Or had a peanut butter and jelly sandwich?  Or played with Legos?  Do these questions haunt you as they haunt me?  No?  Good.  Because it sure would have been embarrassing to be seen watching Aladdin and eating a PB & J by any of my friends.  Luckily, Quentin called me before he dropped by and I had the chance to stop the tape and hide any evidence.


"Hello."


"W'dup, it's Quentin."


"Hey.  What's going on?"


"Not much…hey, listen…  y'know what I said in the hall the other day… at school after… y'know."


Oh, he was still harboring on that.  That's why he didn't call me for a while.  I'd forgotten about that.  "Don't worry about it."


"Y'sure?"


"Ain't nothing.  Just a heat of the moment thing."


"Oh, *phew*, really?  Good.  You're really not mad at me?"


"Nah."


"Because I said I never wanted to see you again."


"You said 'don't ever talk to me again'."


"Yeah, but-"


"Listen, I'm not mad.  S'gonna take more than that to ruin our friendship."


"Really?  Oh thank god.  I have been sitting in my house bored all day.  I have nothing to do here.  I wanted to call you but I remembered what I said to you."


"What, were you trying to keep your promise?"


"No, no," Quentin stuttered.


I laughed.  "Listen, just come over.  We'll play some video games, order some pizza."  Sometimes, you had to sort of tell Quentin what to do, because of his social ineptitude.  "And we can forget about Miriam."


"Speak not that name to me.  She is the devil in women's clothes," he said suddenly dramatically.


"All right, I'll be right over."


"All right, see ya."


"See ya."


I quick consumed the rest of my sandwich, but I was still hungry so I made some microwave popcorn.  Then Quentin came over and we played Super Mario Bros. for about a half hour, discussing some of the finer issues of the use of the points system in early two-player games, when I got a call from Sophia.  Which I must say I was quite happy about, she doesn't call me too often.  I usually end up calling her.


"Hello?"


"Hey, it's me."


"Hi, Soph!" I exclaimed a little too excitedly.  "What's going on?"


"Nothing much."


"Cool."


"Gonna have some issues when my dad gets home though."


"What do you mean?"


"I kinda hit the wall in my dad's garage."


"Oops."


"Yeah, oops.  Now, there's a huge dent in the wall.  Stupid garage is so cheap.  I swear all the walls are just paper-mache."


"How's your car?"


"My car's fine.  But I'm sure I'm gonna catch hell from my dad when he gets home.  I need to get out of here and let him simmer down."


"Why don't you come over here?"


"Really?"


"Sure.  I got Quentin over here now."


"Great, I'll be right over."


"Cool.  Bye."


"Bye."


I blipped my phone.  "All right."


"Soph coming over?"


"Yep.  Needs a hideout for a while."


"Nifty.  On to Ice Climbers then," he said, popping in the next game.


About ten minutes later Sophia walked in my door.  "Hi guys."


"Hey."


"Hey."


"Hey, whatzup!" Jo came crashing into the door enthusiastically.


"Jo?  What are you doing here?"


Sophia answered, "He called me right before I left.  I told him I was going to your house.  He pulled in just as I did."


Oh goody.


"Hey, you got Die Hard, right, Caleb?  I've been itching to see that movie all week and I don't got it."


"I have it."


"Good, let's watch it."


I gave Quentin a brief, but meaningful look.  He understood.  Damn, another good bout of Ice Climbers to waste.


"Well, come on.  Pop it in."


Unwillingly, I put in Die Hard for us all to see.  Sophia and I sat on the couch together.  Jo sat in my plush recliner, munching on what was left of my popcorn and Quentin sat on a chair to his right, grabbing an occasional handful when he desired, with Jo reluctant to share.


About midway through the movie, close to the broken glass scene, we all heard a car door slam outside.  All of us looked to each other with curious expressions for a few seconds.


"Is that your mom?" Jo asked me.


"No, my mom parks in the garage."


And since we were all here, it couldn't have been any of us.  We all looked at each other puzzledly until Jo got up and looked in the window next to my door.


"Aw, fuck, it's the poser patrol."


It could only have been.


"What're they doing?" Quentin asked.


"They're all getting out of chubblebubb's F150 clown car… and now they're T.P.-ing the tree outside.  Oh shit, and Blackwell's got a spray can."


"You've got to be shitting me," I said slowly.


"But they don't know that all of us are here."  He pounded his fist into his hand.  "Time to serve them a dish of cold nourishing vengeance."  Jo crept out of their view to my back door and slid it open.  "The garden hose is on this side, right?" he gestured to his right.


"Yeah, but-"  He left without hearing my response.


"They're just gonna drive away, idiot."  Sophia hissed.  "Quentin, go stand in front of the car."


"I'm not gonna stand in front of their car, they'll run me over.  Come help me."


"Fine."  They went up and out the back door as well.  "No, this way.  Jo has 'em distracted," she gestured to go around the other side of the house.


I just sat there like nothing was happening.  Like a stone.  My eyes were watching Bruce Willis drag himself into a restroom leaving a trail of fresh blood from his feet when he could have just taken out some drawers and slid across the room instead of mutilating his insoles, but my mind was elsewhere.  Why the hell did this have to keep happening?  Every time it was something or other with those preps.  Move.  Countermove.  Like a game of chess.  When was this all gonna end?  When would this ridiculous war stop?


It wouldn't, I realized.  It was just gonna keep building and building.  It was just gonna get more and more extreme.  Every action was going to bring with it an even greater reaction until something really bad happened.  I didn't want to spend the rest of my high school life in fear of what their next trick was gonna be, always watching my back, always being paranoid.  This had got to stop.  I made a decision.


I got up and turned off Die Hard and exited through my front door.  Conflict was already in the throes.  Sophia at the back end and Quentin at the front were blocking off Butch in his huge truck so he couldn't escape, even as he blared on his horn loud enough to reach the next county.  Jo had the hose in his hand in a face off against Blackwell and his graffiti can, shuffling back and forth like a boxer.  Miriam and Krisi were trying to seek protection behind Victor or run away as Jo kept them in line.  "C'mon just try it.  Just try it, I dare you.  Go ahead."


"One drop lands on me…"


"One drop of paint lands anywhere on this property- You stay in line, girlie, this hose goes as far as you do and it's aimed right at your perm."


"You wouldn't."


"Don't you dare."


"Try me."


"Get out of the way."


"Never, sucker."


"ENOUGH!" I shouted.


Everyone froze in action.


"Blackwell," I said as I approached him.  I waved Jo off with a flap of my hand.  He stepped back a few feet to allow us some breathing room.  "You want to end this as we do.  Once and for all."  I said, disguising my question as a statement.


He darted his eyes to Jo for a sec just to check on him and then back to me, but he said nothing.


"Then we rumble," I said hushedly.


Stunned for a second, then "Huh?"


"A rumble.  Are you familiar with the term?" I said, trying to be as not condescending as possible.  I didn't want to be confrontational, I wanted to communicate with him on the same level.


"A rumble?" he asked.


"Yeah.  No hoses, no bugs, no saran wrap, no tricks, no principals or cops.  Just out and out, hand to hand, the four of us against the four of you."


Blackwell furrowed his eyes for a second, looked to Butch in the truck, back to Krisi and Miriam.  He shrugged.  "All right.  You're asking for a quick death."


"Fine.  I like death.  Builds character.  Next week Wednesday night.  Eight p.m.  Newhard Park.  Do not be one minute late."


"Fine."  Blackwell turned around.  I gestured to everybody to lay down their arms, relax their guard while he was vulnerable so he could leave with confidence.  Soph and QT got out of the way of the car and Jo lowered his hose.  With Krisi and Miriam following behind him, they all got in the truck and left.


"Hey, Caleb, what the hell did you say to him?" Jo asked.


Boy, my friends were gonna kill me.

###

