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DEAD RECKONING 13:

Doesn't Play Well With Others


Thank god that class was done with.  I don't think I could have standed one more minute of Chinese foreign policy.  I mean, my god, who the hell cares about shit like that.  Unless I go to China, which I most definitely will never do, I will never need to know anything about that.  I will go out of my way to not go to China to prove that I don't need to learn all about Most Favored Nation status and Tienanmen Square.  Talk about a misappropriate use of school funds.  They worry about art & music, they should worry about this useless stuff.


Anyway, that was over and done with, thank god.  Now it was on to Health, the easiest class in existence.  I just needed to stop at my locker to switch books like I did everyday.  I could have carried all my books for the day in my bag, but then my bag would weigh forty pounds.  So I had to make a stop at my locker, which was still no easy task because a five-minute passing time in a school where you can't even move at full stride because it's so fucking crowded is just not enough.  People complain about it all the time, that the time's not long enough, but the administration just keeps saying "it has been tested that you can get from one end of the school to the other in five minutes".  Yeah, try it during school hours.  


I squeezed out of the river of salmon spawning upstream and reached my locker, flipped around my combo to the right numbers, and lifted the latch.  I shifted my black backpack off my shoulder and set it on the ground, unzipped it, and took out my useless and ancient Social Studies and Chemistry books, threw them on my top shelf.  Had to keep moving quickly, otherwise I'd be late.  I slipped my Health book out from under the pile.


My locker suddenly slammed shut, the sharp metal whistled just past my hand.  A millisecond earlier, it would have slammed my wrist into the door with it.  Showing no reaction, I looked up from the tops of my eyes.  Victor Blackwell was standing there, cross-armed, leaning against the wall, smug as anything.


"Hello, Caleb," he said, putting emphasis on my name, like it was a foreign term.


"What do you want?" I replied, returning the attitude.


"I missed my game yesterday."


"Yeah?  So go cry about it."


"I don't think you understand, boy.  I missed my game yesterday because of you.  You sprained my arm.  If I could've played we would have won, but now I'm not going to leave my senior year with a flawless record."


"Oh, boo-hoo, when's the hurting stop?"


"Hey!"  A thick, beefy hand from behind spun me around, turning me to face Butch, the Fat Bastard double.  "We lost the game because of you, little man."


I was going to retort with "play better", but Butch raised his fist and slammed it down on the Health book between my hands.  It landed loudly on the floor.


"We're going to make life a living hell, boy," he grinned with slightly crooked yellowish teeth.


"Go ahead, I'll watch."


"I mean for you!" he said.


They were itching for a fight, even more proof they had played too much without a helmet.  Everyone was watching us, it was the middle of the day.  

But I don't start fights, I finish them.  Whatever they were ready to dish out, I was ready to return three-fold.  But two against one, well, more like five against one with Mr. 300-pound linebacker, wasn't the best odds, especially with one on each side of me.


"Hey, Caleb, what's going on?" QT asked as he and Jo came up to me.  Jo was eyeing Butch and Victor like he knew exactly what was going on and wanted a piece of the action.  


"You having a little discussion with Caleb?" Jo asked.


"If you'd like a piece of the pain we're gonna give him, you're more than welcome to it," Victor said.


"Do you not like breathing or what?" Jo said.  "We're gonna turn you into chunky man chowder."


Now the odds were in my favor.  I grinned at Victor.


"Hey, Vic.  C'mon, we gotta get to class," Butch said.  I don't know if he was retreating because they really did need to get to class, or because he knew this was a fight they were unlikely to win.


Victor kept staring into my eyes.  I stared back.  It was animalistic.


Butch started walking.  "Come on, Vic."


Vic stepped off into the traffic stream of people, walking with Butch, not taking his eyes off me until he was past me.  I picked up my Health book and put it in my backpack still glowering at the two, never needing to look at what I was doing.  Now I hated these pricks even more than ever, with all the sick, twisted rage I had welling inside me.  This was not going to come to a pleasant end, I thought.  At least, not for them.


"Hey, Caleb, you all cool, man?" QT asked me.


"Groovy," I rasped.
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